
        
            
                
            
        

    
Part 1: The Fall

The fluorescent lights buzzed overhead in the holding cell, casting everything in a sickly pale glow. I sat on the metal bench, my head in my hands, trying to process how quickly my life had fallen apart. Forty-eight hours earlier, I had been a respected financial advisor at Blackridge Capital. Now I was prisoner #4872, charged with securities fraud and insider trading.

It started six months ago when I'd overheard a conversation between two board members in the bathroom at our quarterly meeting. Meridian Pharmaceuticals was about to announce breakthrough trial results for their new cancer drug. The stock would skyrocket. Instead of reporting the information, I'd opened several trading accounts under different names and invested heavily. When the announcement came and the stock jumped 340% in three days, I cashed out with nearly two million in profits.

I wasn't stupid—I knew it was illegal. But the money was too tempting, and I convinced myself I was too smart to get caught. I had been careful, using different IPs, separate accounts, various brokers. But I hadn't counted on the SEC's new algorithm for detecting suspicious trading patterns.

They'd come for me on a Wednesday morning, right in the middle of a client meeting. Six agents in dark suits walking into my glass-walled office, badges out. The look on my client's face as they cuffed me would haunt me for years. My colleagues watched in shocked silence as I was escorted through the office, past the desks where I'd worked for eight years.

The first night in county lockup had been rough. I wasn't built for this—my soft hands and expensive haircut marking me as different from the other detainees. I'd barely slept, jumping at every sound, terrified of what might happen.

After my arraignment, they'd moved me to this holding cell to await my court-appointed attorney. My personal assets were frozen, and my own lawyer had abandoned me the moment he realized the evidence against me was overwhelming. Now I was at the mercy of whatever overworked public defender they assigned to my case.

The door to the consultation room clanged open, and a guard called my name.

"Your attorney's here."

I stood up, straightening my orange jumpsuit, trying to salvage some dignity. The walk down the corridor felt like a death march. My future—everything I'd built—hung in the balance. The guard opened the door to a small room with a metal table and two chairs.

"Wait here," he said, then shut the door behind me.

I sat down, staring at the scratched surface of the table. A few minutes later, the door opened again.

"Mr. Reynolds? I'm Alexandra Reeves. I've been assigned as your legal counsel."

I looked up, and my breath caught in my throat. She wasn't what I had expected. Not the tired, rumpled public defender I'd imagined, but a woman in her early thirties with sharp eyes, high cheekbones, and dark hair pulled back in a severe bun. Her navy suit was impeccably tailored, and she carried a leather briefcase that looked like it cost more than most public defenders made in a month.

"Let's discuss your case," she said, closing the door behind her and setting her briefcase on the table with a decisive click.


Part 2: The Proposition

Alexandra Reeves took a seat across from me, her movements precise and controlled. Up close, I could see the flecks of amber in her dark eyes as they assessed me coolly. She smelled expensive—subtle notes of sandalwood and something darker underneath. Nothing like the institutional stench of disinfectant and desperation that permeated the rest of this place.

"Mr. Reynolds," she said, opening her briefcase and pulling out a thick file. "I've reviewed the evidence against you. Let's not waste time—it's substantial."

Her voice was low and husky, with the confidence of someone used to commanding attention in a courtroom. She spread several documents on the table between us, her red-lacquered nails catching the harsh fluorescent light.

"The SEC has transaction records, IP logs, and a money trail that leads directly to you. They've built a solid case."

I leaned forward, my jumpsuit rough against my skin. "I fucked up. I know that. But there must be something—"

"Ten to fifteen years," she cut me off. "That's what you're looking at. Minimum security, but still prison. Your career is over. Your assets are frozen. Your reputation..." She shrugged one elegant shoulder. "Non-existent."

The reality of my situation hit me like a physical blow. The cell I'd spent the last two nights in suddenly seemed like a preview of the next decade of my life.

"So why are you here?" I asked. "If it's so hopeless?"

Something shifted in Alexandra's expression—a flicker of interest that hadn't been there before. She leaned closer, the subtle curve of her breasts visible beneath her tailored blazer.

"Because I see potential where others see a lost cause," she replied. Her voice dropped to just above a whisper. "And because I have a proposition for you."

She glanced toward the door, then back at me. "The cameras in these rooms are video only, no audio. Guards won't disturb us for at least an hour. Attorney-client privilege."

My pulse quickened as she stood up and walked around the table. The skirt of her suit hugged her hips, ending just above her knees. She perched on the edge of the table beside me, close enough that I could feel the heat radiating from her body.

"Here's the situation, Reynolds. I'm not just any public defender. I'm on loan from Hargrove & Williams—top firm in the city. I select certain cases that... interest me."

Her eyes traveled over me, lingering on my chest and shoulders before returning to my face. "I've done my research on you. You were good—very good—at what you did. Before this mistake."

"What are you saying?" My throat felt dry, my body hyperaware of her proximity.

Alexandra leaned down, her lips close to my ear. Her breath was warm against my skin.

"I'm saying I can help you. Reduce the charges, negotiate a better deal. Possibly even keep you out of prison." Her hand came to rest on my thigh, her touch burning through the thin fabric of the jumpsuit. "But my services come with certain... requirements."

I swallowed hard. "What kind of requirements?"

She straightened up, her face composed but her eyes burning with something primal.

"You're an attractive man, Reynolds. Smart. Calculated risk-taker." Her fingers traced higher up my thigh. "I have certain needs. Desires that require discretion. And you're in a position where discretion is...guaranteed."

I glanced at the door, my heart hammering in my chest. "Are you saying what I think you're saying?"

Alexandra smiled, a predatory curve of perfectly painted lips. "I'm saying I choose my clients carefully. And if you want the best defense possible, you'll need to satisfy me in ways that go beyond the courtroom."

Her hand moved higher, and I sucked in a sharp breath. The air between us seemed to crackle with electricity.

"So, Mr. Reynolds," she said, her voice a velvet caress. "Are you interested in my proposition?"


Part 3: The Agreement

"Yes," I said, the word escaping my lips before I could think it through. "I'm interested."

Alexandra's smile widened as she stood up, her fingers trailing along my jawline. "Good decision."

She walked to the door, checking that it was securely locked before returning to stand in front of me. With deliberate slowness, she slid her navy blazer off her shoulders, revealing a silk blouse that clung to the curves of her breasts. The top two buttons were already undone, offering a glimpse of creamy skin and black lace beneath.

"Stand up," she commanded, her voice firm but quiet.

I rose from the metal chair, my legs unsteady. The jumpsuit did nothing to hide my growing arousal. Alexandra noticed, her eyes darkening as they dropped to the bulge pressing against the orange fabric.

"You understand the terms?" she asked, unbuttoning her blouse further. "You pleasure me—whenever, however I want—and I keep you out of prison."

"I understand." My voice was rough with need.

She moved closer until her body was pressed against mine, the heat of her searing through my thin jumpsuit. Her hands slid down my chest, over my stomach, before gripping the front of my uniform.

"Rule one," she whispered against my ear, "you don't come until I say you can."

Her teeth grazed my earlobe, sending a jolt of electricity down my spine. Then she stepped back and finished unbuttoning her blouse, letting it fall open to reveal a black lace bra that pushed her breasts up into perfect swells of flesh. Her skirt followed, sliding down her toned legs to pool at her feet.

She stood before me in nothing but matching black lingerie and high heels, her body sculpted and flawless. A small tattoo of scales of justice peeked out from the edge of her panties, a detail that somehow made the situation even more erotic.

"Take that off," she ordered, nodding at my jumpsuit.

My fingers fumbled with the buttons before I managed to shrug out of the top half, letting it hang from my waist. The cool air of the consultation room raised goosebumps on my skin.

Alexandra stepped forward again, running her hands over my chest and shoulders, her nails digging in slightly. "Not bad for a white-collar criminal," she murmured, before pushing me back onto the chair.

She straddled me in one fluid motion, her thighs gripping my hips. I could feel the damp heat of her through the thin fabric of her panties and my jumpsuit. Her breasts were level with my face, the lace of her bra rough against my lips as she pressed herself against me.

"Show me how badly you want my help," she breathed, tangling her fingers in my hair and pulling my head back to look me in the eyes.

I reached behind her, unclasping her bra with practiced ease. Her breasts spilled free, full and perfect with dusky pink nipples already hard with arousal. I took one in my mouth, running my tongue over the sensitive peak while my hands gripped her ass, pulling her harder against my straining cock.

Alexandra's breath caught, her hips grinding down against me in a slow, torturous rhythm. "Good," she gasped as I moved to her other breast, teeth grazing the nipple before sucking it hard. "Very good."

She stood suddenly, leaving me bereft of her warmth. With a smirk that promised both pleasure and pain, she hooked her thumbs into the sides of her panties and slowly slid them down her legs, never breaking eye contact. The small patch of neatly trimmed dark hair between her thighs did nothing to hide her arousal—she was slick and swollen, ready for me.

"Now the rest," she commanded, nodding at the jumpsuit still hanging from my waist.

I stood and pushed the orange fabric down, stepping out of it completely. My cock sprung free, hard and throbbing with need. Alexandra's eyes raked over me, her tongue darting out to wet her lips.

"Impressive," she said, her voice husky with desire. "Now sit back down."

I did as she ordered, and she approached me again, this time pressing her naked sex against my thigh before kissing me properly for the first time. Her mouth was hot and demanding, her tongue pushing past my lips to tangle with mine. She tasted like expensive coffee and something darker, more addictive.

"Do you know what I want?" she asked, breaking the kiss to whisper against my lips.

"Tell me," I replied, my hands gripping her waist, feeling the smooth skin beneath my fingers.

She stood up straight, one foot on the ground, the other on the chair beside my thigh, opening herself to me. "Show me how good you are with your mouth," she said, threading her fingers through my hair again and guiding my face between her legs. "Make me come, and maybe I'll let you fuck me."

I didn't need to be told twice. I gripped her thighs, pulling her closer as I ran my tongue along her slick folds. She was wet and swollen, her clit hard against my tongue as I circled it slowly before sucking it into my mouth.

Alexandra's head fell back, a moan escaping her throat as her grip on my hair tightened painfully. "Yes," she hissed. "Just like that."

I worked her with my mouth, alternating between broad strokes of my tongue and focused attention on her clit. Her thighs began to tremble, her hips moving in small, desperate circles against my face. I slid two fingers inside her, curling them to find the spot that made her cry out, her inner walls clenching around my digits.

"Fuck," she gasped, her professional demeanor cracking as pleasure overtook her. "Don't stop."

I increased the pressure, my tongue flicking rapidly over her clit as my fingers worked inside her. Her body went rigid, then she was coming, a flood of wetness coating my fingers as she rode out her orgasm against my mouth, her cries bouncing off the concrete walls of the consultation room.

Before she could recover, I stood, lifting her onto the edge of the metal table. Her legs wrapped around my waist instinctively, pulling me closer. My cock pressed against her entrance, sliding through her slick folds but not entering yet.

"Is this part of your legal service?" I asked, my voice rough with need.

Alexandra's eyes flashed, her hand coming up to grip my throat with surprising strength. "I make the jokes," she said, squeezing just enough to make my pulse hammer against her palm. "And I decide when you get to fuck me."

She released my throat and reached between us, gripping my cock and positioning it at her entrance. "Now," she ordered, her nails digging into my shoulder. "Show me what you've got."

I thrust forward, burying myself to the hilt in one smooth motion. We both gasped at the sensation—she was tight and hot, still pulsing from her orgasm.

"Move," she commanded, her heels digging into my back.

I gripped her hips and began to thrust, setting a relentless pace that had the table scraping against the floor with each movement. Alexandra wrapped her arms around my neck, her breasts bouncing with each impact, her lips parted in a silent cry of pleasure.

"Harder," she demanded, her voice breathy but still commanding. "Fuck me like your freedom depends on it."

Because it did.


Part 4: Power Dynamics

I pounded into Alexandra with everything I had, the metal table creaking under our combined weight. Sweat beaded on my forehead, ran down my back, the institutional air conditioning no match for the heat our bodies generated. Her fingernails carved red trails down my shoulders, marking me as thoroughly as the prison system had with my inmate number.

"Fuck, yes," she hissed, her perfectly composed lawyer persona shattered by raw pleasure. Her pussy gripped me like a vise, wet and scorching hot around my cock. "Just like that."

I grabbed her ass, lifting her slightly to change the angle, driving deeper with each thrust. The new position had me hitting that spot inside her that made her walls clench around me. Her head fell back, exposing the elegant column of her throat, a bead of sweat trickling down between her breasts.

"You like fucking your lawyer in a prison consultation room?" she gasped, her voice ragged but still maintaining that edge of control. "Getting your cock wet while facing federal charges?"

Her words sent a jolt of arousal through me, reminding me of our twisted power dynamic. Here I was, an inmate in custody, fucking a woman who held my future in her perfectly manicured hands.

"Answer me," she demanded, slapping my face lightly. The sting only heightened my arousal.

"Yes," I growled, gripping her hips hard enough to bruise as I slammed into her. "I fucking love it."

She laughed, a husky sound cut short by a moan as I reached between us to rub her clit. Her thighs began to tremble around my waist, her internal muscles fluttering around my cock. She was close.

"Make me come again," she ordered, her eyes locked on mine. "Make it good, and I'll get your bail hearing moved up."

The stakes drove me wild. I worked her clit in tight circles while maintaining the punishing rhythm of my thrusts. The slap of skin against skin echoed in the small room, mixing with our harsh breathing and bitten-off moans.

Alexandra's back arched, her body going rigid. "Fuck, I'm coming," she gasped, her pussy clamping down on me in rhythmic pulses. The sight of her—this powerful, composed woman coming apart at my hands—nearly pushed me over the edge.

"Don't you dare come yet," she warned, sensing my struggle for control. "Not until I say."

I gritted my teeth, forcing back my orgasm through sheer willpower. Alexandra unwrapped her legs from around me and pushed me back, sliding off the table on unsteady legs. Her hair had partially escaped its severe bun, dark strands clinging to her sweat-dampened neck.

"Turn around," she commanded, reaching into her discarded briefcase.

I obeyed, curious and still painfully hard. The sound of a zipper behind me piqued my interest.

"Hands on the table, legs apart," she instructed.

I assumed the position—the same one the cops had forced me into during my arrest. The irony wasn't lost on me.

"You think you're in charge because you're inside me?" she asked, her voice closer now. Something cool and slick pressed against my ass. "Let me remind you who owns who in this arrangement."

My breath caught as I realized what she intended. The slender silicone toy—she must have brought it with her, planned this—pressed against my entrance, slick with lube.

"Have you done this before?" she asked, her free hand reaching around to stroke my cock, still wet from being inside her.

"No," I admitted, tensing involuntarily.

"Relax," she said, her voice softer now but no less commanding. "Trust me. It'll feel good."

Her hand worked my cock with maddening skill as she slowly pushed the toy inside me. The initial discomfort gave way to an intense fullness, a pressure that sent unexpected jolts of pleasure through my body when she angled it just right.

"There we go," she murmured as I moaned, pressing back against her. "See? You're at my mercy in more ways than one."

She began to move the toy in and out, matching the rhythm of her hand on my cock. The dual sensation was overwhelming—unlike anything I'd experienced before. My legs trembled with the effort of staying upright.

"Please," I gasped, not even sure what I was begging for.

"Please what?" Alexandra pressed, twisting the toy slightly to hit a spot that made stars explode behind my eyes.

"Please let me come," I managed, my pride forgotten in the face of such intense pleasure.

She leaned forward, her breasts pressing against my back, her mouth at my ear. "Remember the terms," she whispered. "Your pleasure is at my discretion. Your freedom is at my discretion. Everything about you belongs to me now."

The toy pressed deeper, her hand tightened around my cock, and I was balanced on the knife-edge of orgasm, desperately trying to hold back.

"Come for me," she finally commanded. "Now."

The permission unleashed something primal in me. I came with a hoarse shout, my cock pulsing in her hand, shooting thick ropes of come onto the metal table and concrete floor. The intensity of it nearly buckled my knees, waves of pleasure crashing through me as she worked me through it, the toy still buried inside me.

When the last aftershock subsided, she slowly withdrew the toy, leaving me feeling strangely empty. I turned around to find her already retrieving a small pack of wet wipes from her briefcase.

"Clean yourself up," she said, tossing them to me before beginning to dress herself with the same efficiency she'd undressed earlier. "We have twenty minutes left of our consultation time, and we need to discuss actual legal strategy."

I stared at her, still dazed from the most intense orgasm of my life, as she buttoned her blouse and smoothed her hair back into its perfect bun. Within minutes, she was once again the picture of professional composure, with only a slight flush to her cheeks betraying what we'd just done.

"What just happened?" I asked, still naked and sweaty, come drying on my thigh.

Alexandra looked up from organizing papers in her briefcase, her expression now all business. "What happened is the beginning of our arrangement. I'll get your bail hearing moved up to tomorrow. When you're released—and you will be—you'll come to this address." She handed me a plain business card with only an address handwritten on the back.

"Every Tuesday and Friday evening, 8 PM sharp. Don't be late." She snapped her briefcase shut. "Now get dressed. We have your defense to discuss."


Part 5: Bail and Boundaries

Alexandra was true to her word. The next morning, I stood before Judge Harmon, a stern-faced woman with steel-gray hair and reading glasses perched on the end of her nose. Alexandra argued my case with surgical precision, emphasizing my lack of prior criminal record, ties to the community, and minimal flight risk. When the judge set bail at $500,000—a sum I couldn't possibly raise with my assets frozen—Alexandra produced a bail bondsman who was mysteriously willing to take the risk on a high-profile securities fraud defendant.

By afternoon, I was walking out of the county jail in the same clothes I'd been wearing when arrested—a wrinkled dress shirt and slacks that stank of sweat and desperation. The bright sunlight hurt my eyes after days under fluorescent bulbs. Alexandra waited by a sleek black Audi at the curb, her sunglasses hiding her eyes, her expression unreadable.

"Get in," she said, opening the passenger door.

I slid into the leather seat, breathing in the scent of new car and her subtle perfume. "Thank you," I said, unsure if I was thanking her for the bail, the legal representation, or the mind-blowing sex in the consultation room.

"Don't thank me yet," she replied, pulling into traffic with the same controlled precision she seemed to do everything. "We're just getting started."

She drove me to an apartment in a nondescript building downtown—not mine, which was likely being tossed by federal agents. "You'll stay here until the trial," she explained, handing me a key. "Your old place isn't safe, and hotels ask too many questions."

The apartment was small but furnished with expensive minimalism—a sleek leather couch, glass coffee table, king-sized bed with charcoal gray sheets. The refrigerator was stocked with basics, and the bathroom had toiletries still in packaging.

"You've thought of everything," I observed.

"I always do," she replied, checking her watch. "I have another client to see. Tuesday, 8 PM. Remember."

She left me alone in the strange apartment, with nothing but my confused thoughts and the lingering memory of her body against mine.



Tuesday arrived with excruciating slowness. I'd spent the intervening days exploring the boundaries of my new freedom—which weren't many. My passport had been confiscated, my bank accounts frozen, my phone monitored. The apartment had no internet, only a TV with basic cable that delivered a steady stream of financial news, some of which was about my own case.

At 7:30, I showered, shaved, and dressed in clothes I'd found in the closet—all in my size, all new with tags. By 7:50, I was standing outside the address Alexandra had given me, a brownstone in an upscale neighborhood far from the financial district where my life had imploded.

I rang the bell at exactly 8:00. The door opened to reveal Alexandra, but not the Alexandra I knew from the courtroom or consultation room. This version wore a silk robe that clung to her curves, her hair loose around her shoulders, her feet bare except for deep red polish on her toes.

"Punctual," she noted with approval, stepping aside to let me in. "I value that."

The interior of the brownstone matched her courthouse persona—expensive, tasteful, controlled. Modern artwork hung on walls painted in neutral tones, furniture that looked like it belonged in design magazines arranged perfectly. Nothing out of place, nothing revealing.

"Drink?" she offered, moving to a well-stocked bar cart.

"Scotch, if you have it."

She poured two fingers of amber liquid into a crystal tumbler and handed it to me. Our fingers brushed, and electricity jolted through me at even this casual contact.

"So how does this work?" I asked, taking a sip of what proved to be excellent scotch.

Alexandra's smile was predatory. "You don't ask questions. You do as you're told. That's how it works."

She sipped her own drink—something clear with lime—before setting it down and approaching me. Without heels, she was several inches shorter, but no less intimidating.

"Take off your clothes," she ordered, no preamble, no seduction.

I set down my scotch and began unbuttoning my shirt. Alexandra watched, her eyes dark with desire but her expression still controlled. When I stood naked before her, she circled me slowly, appraising me like merchandise.

"Follow me," she said, turning toward a staircase.

I followed her up to the second floor and into a bedroom dominated by a massive four-poster bed. The room was dimly lit by several lamps with red bulbs, casting everything in a crimson glow. But what caught my attention was the array of implements laid out on a dresser—ropes, cuffs, blindfolds, and things I didn't immediately recognize.

"Tonight," Alexandra said, slipping off her robe to reveal a black leather corset and nothing else, "we establish boundaries."

She gestured to the bed. "Lie down, spread-eagle."

My cock was already hard, responding to her commanding tone and the promise of what was to come. I lay on the bed as instructed, my heart hammering in my chest. Alexandra secured my wrists and ankles to the bedposts with padded cuffs, checking each one for tightness.

"Too tight?" she asked, the first hint of consideration she'd shown.

"No," I managed, my mouth dry with anticipation.

Once I was secured, she climbed onto the bed, straddling my chest, her bare pussy inches from my face. I could smell her arousal, see the glistening evidence of it.

"Let's be clear about something," she said, running her nails lightly down my chest, hard enough to leave faint red trails. "In court, I'm your attorney. In public, I'm your attorney. But here, in private, you're mine to use however I want."

She leaned down, her face close to mine. "If there's something you absolutely won't do, say it now. After tonight, I own you. Understood?"

I nodded, throat too tight to speak.

"Good," she said, straightening up. "Now make me come with your mouth. And don't stop until I say so."

She moved forward, positioning her pussy over my mouth. I strained upward, my tongue finding her clit as she lowered herself onto my face. She was already wet, her taste sharp and addictive on my tongue.

"That's it," she moaned, grinding against my mouth. "Show me how much you want to stay out of prison."

I worked her with my tongue, alternating between broad strokes and focused attention on her clit. Her thighs trembled on either side of my head, her breathing becoming ragged.

When she came the first time, flooding my mouth with her juices, I thought she might give me a reprieve. Instead, she gripped the headboard and continued riding my face.

"Again," she demanded, her voice hoarse with pleasure. "Make me come again."

By the time she finally lifted off me, my jaw ached and my face was soaked. She moved down my body, her hand wrapping around my painfully hard cock.

"You've been good," she said, stroking me slowly. "But tonight isn't about your pleasure. It's about showing you what you're in for."

She reached for something on the bedside table—a black silicone ring that she worked down over my shaft and around my balls. It fit snugly, creating an immediate sensation of pressure.

"This," she explained, "will keep you hard but make it difficult to come. Which is exactly what I want tonight."

For the next hour, Alexandra used my body like her personal playground. She rode my cock until she came again, the tight ring preventing my own release. She produced a vibrator and held it against the base of my shaft while she sucked me, bringing me to the edge over and over without letting me tip over.

By the time she released me from the cuffs, I was trembling, covered in sweat, my cock purple and throbbing. She finally removed the ring, wrapping her hand around me.

"You've earned this," she said, jerking me with quick, efficient strokes. "Come for me."

I came immediately, my back arching off the bed, ropes of cum landing on my stomach and chest as waves of pleasure bordering on pain washed over me. Alexandra milked every last drop, her grip firm and unrelenting.

When I finally collapsed back onto the bed, spent and dazed, she was already reaching for a robe.

"Clean yourself up," she said, nodding toward an en-suite bathroom. "Then get dressed and go back to the apartment. I'll call you tomorrow with updates on your case."

Just like that, the personal connection was severed, replaced by the professional. I staggered to the bathroom on wobbly legs, my body still tingling from the intensity of the experience.

As I dressed, Alexandra watched from a chair, now fully back in control. "Friday, 8 PM," she reminded me. "Don't be late."

I nodded, unable to formulate a coherent response. As I left her brownstone and stepped into the cool night air, I realized I'd just entered a deal far more binding than any legal agreement.


Part 6: The Courtroom

The weeks leading up to my preliminary hearing blurred together in a haze of legal strategy by day and sexual servitude by night. Tuesday and Friday evenings became the framework around which my entire existence revolved. Each session with Alexandra pushed boundaries I didn't know I had, taking me deeper into submission while simultaneously sharpening my mind for the legal battle ahead.

One evening she'd have me on my knees for hours, my jaw aching as I pleasured her with my mouth while she reviewed case files. Another night she'd bind me to a St. Andrew's cross in a room I hadn't seen before, using floggers and crops until my back was crisscrossed with red marks that lingered for days. Sometimes she'd edge me for hours, bringing me to the brink of orgasm over and over until I was literally begging, tears streaming down my face, only to deny me release and send me home with aching balls and explicit instructions not to touch myself.

In the courtroom, she was the picture of professional competence—sharp suits, hair pulled back severely, voice calm and authoritative as she argued motions and examined witnesses. No one would ever guess that the night before she'd had me bent over a table, fucking me with a strap-on while calling me her "legal bitch."

The day of the preliminary hearing arrived with a weight of dread. The evidence against me was substantial, and despite Alexandra's skill, a trial seemed inevitable. I sat at the defense table in my court-appropriate suit, trying to appear confident while my stomach churned with anxiety.

Alexandra arrived ten minutes before proceedings began, setting her briefcase on the table with practiced precision. Her navy suit was immaculate, her makeup subtle but perfect. The only hint of our other relationship was the small smile that played at the corner of her mouth when she leaned close to whisper in my ear.

"Remember who owns you," she murmured, her breath hot against my skin. "Whatever happens today, you're mine to punish or reward later."

My cock stiffened instantly, pavlovian response to her voice, her proximity. I shifted uncomfortably, grateful for the table hiding my inappropriate reaction.

Judge Harmon entered, and we all stood. As proceedings began, I watched Alexandra transform fully into legal mode. She was magnificent—objecting at precisely the right moments, cross-examining the SEC investigator with surgical precision, poking holes in the prosecution's timeline.

During a brief recess, she pulled me into a private consultation room—not the one where we'd first fucked, but similar. The moment the door closed, she shoved me against the wall, her hand finding my half-hard cock through my pants.

"You're doing well," she said, squeezing me painfully. "Keep it up, and I might let you come tonight."

She kissed me hard, all teeth and tongue, before stepping back and straightening her jacket. "Back to business."

When court resumed, I noticed the prosecutor looking flustered, shuffling through papers with increasing agitation. Alexandra had managed to exclude several key pieces of evidence on technical grounds, and the case was looking shakier by the minute.

After hours of testimony and argument, Judge Harmon looked down from the bench, her expression unreadable behind her glasses.

"Based on the evidence presented, I find that the prosecution has not met the burden of probable cause on counts three through seven. Those charges are dismissed."

A murmur ran through the courtroom. Alexandra remained stone-faced, but her hand squeezed my thigh under the table.

"On counts one and two, securities fraud and wire fraud, I find sufficient evidence to proceed to trial. However..."

The judge paused, reviewing her notes. "Given the defense's compelling arguments regarding the search of the defendant's home office, I am inclined to suppress the evidence obtained therein. Prosecutor, you have two weeks to provide further briefing on this issue. If the search is deemed improper, those charges may also be dismissed."

Alexandra's grip on my thigh tightened to the point of pain. This was better than we'd hoped for—five counts dismissed outright, and the remaining two hanging by a thread. If the search was ruled improper, the case could collapse entirely.

As we exited the courthouse, reporters swarmed us. Alexandra handled them with practiced ease, offering a brief statement about being "cautiously optimistic" before ushering me to her waiting car.

The moment the car doors closed, she turned to me, her eyes burning with an intensity I'd never seen before.

"You're coming home with me now," she said, her voice thick with desire. "Not tomorrow. Not Friday. Now."

She drove like a woman possessed, taking corners too fast, running yellow lights. By the time we reached her brownstone, the tension in the car was palpable. We barely made it through the front door before she was on me, ripping at my clothes, her teeth sinking into my neck hard enough to break skin.

"Fucking brilliant," she gasped, shoving me toward the stairs. "Five counts dropped. The search will be ruled improper. I can feel it."

She practically dragged me to her bedroom, throwing me onto the bed and straddling me before I could even catch my breath. Her skirt was hiked up around her waist, her panties torn aside as she impaled herself on my cock in one brutal movement.

"This is what winning feels like," she hissed, riding me with abandon, her usual control nowhere in evidence. "This is why I do what I do."

I grabbed her hips, matching her frantic pace, driven by the same manic energy. For the first time, our fucking felt mutual—not a service I provided for my freedom, but something we both craved with equal desperation.

When she came, she screamed loud enough to wake the neighbors, her inner walls clamping down on me like a vise. I followed immediately, emptying myself inside her without permission, too far gone to care about consequences.

We collapsed in a sweaty heap, our breathing ragged, suits rumpled beyond salvaging. Alexandra laughed—a real laugh, not her usual controlled chuckle—and rolled onto her back beside me.

"Fuck," she said, staring at the ceiling. "That was..."

"Yeah," I agreed, still trying to catch my breath.

She turned her head to look at me, a strange vulnerability in her eyes that I'd never seen before. "We might actually win this thing," she said softly.

I reached out, brushing a strand of hair from her face. "Thanks to you."

She caught my hand, her grip suddenly painful. "Don't get sentimental," she warned, the vulnerability vanishing as quickly as it had appeared. "This is still a business arrangement."

But something had shifted between us, an invisible line crossed. As she rode me again that night, slower this time, her eyes locked on mine, I wondered if the power dynamics that had seemed so clear were beginning to blur.


Part 7: The Verdict

The night before our final hearing, Alexandra summoned me to her brownstone. When I arrived, I found her in her home office, surrounded by legal books and paper, her laptop open to case files. She wore reading glasses I'd never seen before, perched low on her nose, and a simple silk robe that gaped open at the chest when she leaned forward.

"Tomorrow will decide everything," she said without preamble. "The judge's ruling on the search will make or break us."

I nodded, loosening my tie. In the weeks since the preliminary hearing, our relationship had evolved into something more complex than simple dominance and submission. The sex was still intense, still often involved restraints and pain and control, but other elements had crept in—conversations over wine, shared meals, the occasional night when I simply slept in her bed without fucking.

"If we win," I asked, "what happens to us?"

Alexandra's eyes flicked up from her laptop, sharp and assessing. "That depends on what you want to happen."

It was the first time she'd acknowledged any sort of future beyond my case, and the implication made my heart race. I crossed the room and knelt beside her chair, a position that had become natural to me in her presence.

"I want to keep serving you," I said, looking up at her. "Not because I have to, but because I want to."

She removed her glasses, setting them on the desk before cupping my face in her hand. "And if I want more than just your service?"

My breath caught. "Then I'd give you that too."

She leaned down and kissed me, gentler than her usual demanding kisses. "Let's see what tomorrow brings."

That night, our fucking was different—slower, more intimate. She still controlled every moment, still made me beg for release, but her eyes remained locked on mine, and when we finally came together, she whispered my name instead of the usual filthy commands.



The courtroom was packed the next morning. Securities fraud cases didn't usually attract much public attention, but the dramatic reduction in charges and the hints of prosecutorial misconduct had made this one newsworthy. I sat at the defense table, trying to appear calm while my future hung in the balance.

Alexandra arrived in a blood-red suit—a power move that made her stand out like a flame against the drab courtroom. As she took her seat beside me, she squeezed my knee under the table.

"Whatever happens," she murmured, "remember last night."

Judge Harmon entered, and the room fell silent. She settled into her chair, arranging papers before looking out over her reading glasses.

"After careful consideration of the briefs and arguments presented, this court finds that the search of Mr. Reynolds' home office violated his Fourth Amendment rights. The warrant did not specifically include the home office area, which constitutes a separate workspace from the residence proper. As such, all evidence obtained from that search is suppressed."

A murmur ran through the courtroom. Alexandra's face remained impassive, but her hand gripped mine beneath the table.

"Furthermore," the judge continued, "without the suppressed evidence, the prosecution cannot establish the elements of counts one and two beyond a reasonable doubt. Therefore, these counts are dismissed. Mr. Reynolds, you are free to go, though the Securities and Exchange Commission may still pursue civil penalties."

The gavel came down with a crack that echoed through the suddenly noisy courtroom. I sat stunned, unable to process what had just happened. Alexandra stood, gathering her papers with practiced efficiency.

"Let's go," she said quietly. "Before they change their mind."

We pushed through the crowd of reporters, Alexandra deflecting questions with professional non-answers until we reached her car. Once inside, she turned to me, and I was shocked to see tears in her eyes.

"We did it," she whispered, her composure cracking for the first time since I'd known her.

I reached for her, pulling her into a kiss that she returned with unexpected ferocity. When we broke apart, both breathing hard, she put the car in drive.

"My place," she said. "Now."

The drive passed in tense silence, both of us too keyed up to speak. When we finally reached her brownstone, she led me not to the bedroom but to her study, closing the door behind us.

"Sit," she said, gesturing to a leather chair.

I obeyed, watching as she moved to her desk and opened a drawer. She removed a file and placed it in front of me.

"Open it," she instructed.

Inside was a series of photographs—me entering and leaving her brownstone, date and time stamps clearly visible.

"What is this?" I asked, a chill running down my spine.

Alexandra perched on the edge of her desk, her expression unreadable. "Insurance. In case you ever decided to claim our arrangement was coerced or inappropriate."

I flipped through the photos, understanding dawning. "You've been protecting yourself from the beginning."

She nodded. "I've made a career defending wealthy men who think the rules don't apply to them. I know how quickly gratitude can turn to resentment, how easy it is to rewrite history when it suits you."

I closed the file and stood, moving to stand between her legs. "I would never turn on you."

Her eyes searched mine. "Because I still control your freedom?"

"Because I'm in love with you," I said, the words slipping out before I could stop them.

Alexandra's breath caught. For a long moment, she said nothing, and I feared I'd made a terrible mistake. Then her hand came up to rest against my cheek.

"I've never mixed business and pleasure before you," she admitted. "It was always a rule. No emotional entanglements with clients."

"And now?" I asked, heart hammering.

She reached for the file and tossed it into the fireplace, where it landed among the ashes of previous burnouts. "Now you're not my client anymore."

She stood, slipping out of her blazer and beginning to unbutton her blouse. "Which means I can do this without any ethical complications."

As her blouse fell open, I saw she wore a leather harness beneath it, straps framing her breasts and disappearing into her skirt. My cock hardened instantly at the sight.

"Kneel," she commanded, her voice sliding into the dominant tone I'd come to crave.

I dropped to my knees, looking up at her. She tangled her fingers in my hair, pulling my head back.

"I may not be your lawyer anymore," she said, her eyes dark with desire, "but I'm still your owner. Is that understood?"

"Yes," I breathed, relief and arousal flooding through me.

"Good," she said, her grip tightening painfully in my hair. "Now that your legal troubles are behind you, we can focus on more... personal matters."

As she pushed me down onto all fours, I realized that while one sentence had ended, another—far more consensual, far more desired—was just beginning.

Epilogue

Six months later, my life had transformed completely. The SEC had indeed pursued civil penalties, but with Alexandra's guidance, I'd negotiated a settlement that left me far from destitute. I'd started a consulting business, advising companies on regulatory compliance—a ironic twist that wasn't lost on me.

Alexandra continued her legal practice, still selecting certain cases that "interested" her, though I noticed they no longer shared my demographic profile. At home—her brownstone, where I now lived—the power dynamics remained firmly in place. In the bedroom, she was still my owner, my goddess, my controller. But in other areas of life, we functioned as equals, partners in a relationship that defied conventional labels.

On the anniversary of my arrest, she presented me with a small box. Inside was a platinum collar—thin enough to be mistaken for a masculine necklace, but unmistakable in its meaning to us.

"For when we're alone," she explained as she locked it around my neck. "A reminder of how we began."

Later that night, as I knelt naked before her while she worked at her desk, the collar cool against my throat, I reflected on the strange path that had led me here. My crime had cost me my career, my reputation, nearly my freedom—but had given me something I never knew I wanted.

"What are you thinking about?" Alexandra asked, noticing my distracted expression.

I looked up at her, this woman who had saved me in more ways than one. "That sometimes justice takes unexpected forms."

She smiled, reaching down to stroke my cheek. "Indeed it does. Now put that mouth to better use."

And I did, happily, willingly—no longer serving a sentence, but serving by choice.
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