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A wiretap has finally
managed to implicate crime boss John Cheever, and Officer Katie
Topaz is the smug cop who'll be bringing him into the station under
charges of possessing a powerful and highly illegal
aphrodisiac. But when a staffing problem leaves the precinct headquarters
empty, Katie gets stuck guarding the holding cells until the bail
hearings in the morning. 



It's been a long shift, and she can't pretend
she's not a little curious what's so special about these little
pills that the notorious man was willing to risk jailtime to have
them in his penthouse. It won't hurt to just look at them a little,
will it? But when curiosity trumps her better judgement, she
quickly finds out she's in for a lot more than she bargained for,
and all
sorts of very bad ideas start to sound sort of like good
ones. 



Before she knows what's
happening, new feelings have drowned out the little voice that says no
and her urges have pushed her into the arms and at the mercy of the
crime boss and his cell mates, who are more than happy to help her
fill her sudden cravings ... 




Preview

Now she was in his grasp, controlled by him utterly.
His fingers knew her body so impossibly, impossibly well. Every
touch and stroke and caress seemed the single most important thing
that had ever happened to her. She pressed against the bars, trying
to will herself through them and into the arms of this man she so
desperately wanted to give herself to.

There wasn't room for any other thought but that
simple, driving desire. It felt like she was the one in jail, held
back by these awful metal bars from the only place in the world she
wanted to be. But something, some distant residual memory, held her
back.

"I can't," she repeated, though by now the only
thing she could remember about what she couldn't do was that she
wanted to do it anyways. "I shouldn't."

His fingers ran down her smooth, trembling stomach
and paused tantalizingly. "We all do things we shouldn't do," he
murmured. "Isn't that where all the fun is?"

"Couldn't I just –"

But her voice cut off in a sharp, shrill gasp as his
fingers dipped into the waistband of her panties. Her juices had
soaked them what felt like hours ago and they clung wetly to her as
his fingers probed down into her last remaining strip of clothing.
She was pressing herself against the metal bars so forcefully that
she registered dull pain somewhere far off where it didn't matter.
The only sensation that mattered was right there, right where his
fingers were moving over her.

He traced a delicate touch over her folds and she
let out a long, urgent moan. Her eyes were screwed shut. Nothing
existed but the feeling he was giving her.

"Please," she moaned. "Please."
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"I don't think that would be a very good idea, Mr.
Cheever," Katie objected, even though in the haze of her inner
thoughts it really did sound like a good one. "If I open the cell
door then you won't be locked up anymore, and I'm supposed to keep
you locked up until the detectives come in the morning."

"Oh, that's true," he recalled mildly. "You are
supposed to keep us locked up, aren't you? But that seems like such
a silly thing to worry about. We aren't going to go anywhere. We
just want you to come in and keep us company. Don't you want to do
that? Don't you think we would all get along so nicely?"

A little shiver of eagerness ran through Katie's
excited, receptive body. "I really think we would," she agreed. "I
just – don't you think that sort of thing would get me in
trouble?"

John Cheever's handsome face became sympathetic in
the dim light. "It might," he agreed. "No one wants a good girl
like you to get in trouble on our account. Maybe … maybe if you
just came a little closer then everything would be alright. We can
talk about the door later."

She took a step nearer, her heart beating out of her
chest to go the rest of the way.

"That's right," he encouraged. "I know all sorts of
things that make a woman feel extremely good when she's taken one
of those pills."

"Oh, you know I took one of your pills?" She tensed,
terror of rebuke cutting through the warm haze of her simplified
emotions. She had known she was being bad when she did it, but she
had done it anyways. "I'm sorry, Mr. Cheever. I feel terribly
guilty about it, but I just couldn't help it. Is it – is it
alright?"

"Well, it was a little naughty of you, wasn't it?
But I understand. We all can be a little naughty now and then,
can't we?"

A sense of relief rushed through her chest.
Everything was going to be alright now. "Yes, Mr. Cheever," she
agreed breathlessly, taking another step. "I suppose it was, but I
didn't mean -"

"I know you didn't, and it's alright. Everything is
going to be alright." And then his hand was on her cheek,
paralyzing her completely in her need and want for his touch. His
fingers were in her hair, caressing and telling her so simply and
powerfully and confidently that everything would be alright, better
than alright, better than it had ever been now that she had
confessed what she had done and could simply obey what he told her
to do. She pressed against the metal bars. He would know best, now
that she had told him everything.

 


*****

The shadows of the night-time streets had been long
in the moonlight when Katie Topaz had steered the squad car down
the last block to precinct headquarters five hours earlier. Her
fingers had been more than a little sweaty on the wheel and
adrenaline was still pounding in her ears. Time and again she had
glanced into the rearview mirror to be sure he was still there.

Yes, that was John Cheever sitting in her backseat.
His narrow, handsome face flickered into and out of darkness as he
watched the passing scenery in complete unconcern. On either side
of him were his two lieutenants, each of them in their own right
names that would send shivers down the spine of any self-respecting
thug or pusher working this side of the state line.

The three of them together represented the highest
profile arrest in recent city history, and she was the one who had
made the actual stop. Triumph and fear were flowing through her in
equal, conflicting intensity. It was almost intoxicating to think
that she, a beat cop, had ended up fielding the call from the
criminal investigations task force and capped off five years of
round-the-clock surveillance with a charge that might stick.

Here was a man who had run half of the city's
underside for years and had kept the commissioner at city hall
Katie had always admired running in circles and chasing wisps of
smoke. She knew it was her job to hate him, but she couldn't help
but be in awe.

"You know you're going to prison for a long time,"
she observed aloud. It was a jab at herself more than anything, for
daring for a moment to admire a man like him.

His cool eyes met hers in the rear view mirror.
"Don't you think that's a bit naïve?" he asked.

She shook her head emphatically, flicking her dark
auburn hair into her face unhelpfully. "Possession of contraband
pharmaceuticals is a serious charge and they'll give you every day
they can for it."

"How many were in that little bag, anyways?" he
asked lazily. "Five or six pills, wasn't it?"

"That's really not the point."

"No, I suppose not," he agreed indulgently. "I'm a
very bad man and I'm going away for a very long time, as you say.
We can all hope the city will return to its just, peaceful ways in
my absence."

"I bet you feel pretty stupid about having something
like that lying around your penthouse now."

He sighed. "You know, sometimes people really need
to lighten up a bit. It was all just a bit of fun." Katie saw his
eyes flick back to her in the rearview mirror. "But I don't suppose
you know what I'm talking about, do you captain? You would never
try anything like that."

"I'm not a captain," she said stiffly. "And why
would I ever take an illegal aphrodisiac like that?"

He raised an eyebrow and shrugged. "Oh, no reason at
all - certainly not because you might enjoy it."

She blushed in spite of herself, fighting to
maintain her bravado of the street tough beat cop.

But of course he noticed, and she saw a bit of a
smile come to his lips.

The squad car pulled into the lot at the back of
precinct headquarters and she brought them inside for processing
without any resistance. He always seemed so in control, and Katie
kept getting the annoying sensation that he knew where they were
going better than she did, although of course his record said he
had never been arrested.

The building had the quiet, peaceful air to it that
it always took on at night. Hallways that were usually bustling
were now empty. Everyone on shift was out on patrol. No one was
still fiddling with paperwork at midnight, that was for sure. In
fact, there was only one man staffing the desk.

"Hey, Katie," Carter said as he saw her leading the
three men inside. "It's true, huh? I wasn't sure to believe it
until I saw it with my own eyes."

"It's been a long time coming," she agreed, trying
not to sound too pleased with herself. After all, she hadn't really
done the hard part. "I just caught the warrant and saw the plates."
She started to lead the three men towards the interrogation rooms
down the side hallway.

"There's no one coming up from downtown until
morning," Carter called after her. "They're just going into lock-up
overnight."

"What?" Katie looked back in surprise. "That doesn't
make any sense. Why wouldn't –"

"Weren't you paying attention yesterday? The
budget's frozen until the end of the month. All staff hours are
going to be at a minimum, department-wide. No overtime. The
detectives are only working active crime scenes outside of business
hours. Weren't you curious why you've been called back to work the
desk for the rest of your shift?"

"What are you talking about?"

Carter rapped the wooden desk with his knuckles. "I
guess you missed the call. I'm supposed to be out of the building
in twenty minutes, and you're the only patrol officer who hasn't
filled her desk quota yet."

Katie groaned and put a hand to her forehead in
frustration. "Why tonight?" she demanded.

"I just told you. Do you need help getting them in
lock-up?"

"No, don't trouble yourself," she said sourly,
gesturing to the three men to follow her back the way they had
come.

The two group holding cells along the southern wall
were mostly empty tonight. That was too bad. Katie always felt a
petty sort of pleasure in the physical act of putting someone
behind bars. It was a heady feeling, one of power, and the bigger
the audience the better. She wished there were more of a crowd in
the cells who would know the significance of the man she was
locking away.

"Sleep tight," she said as she closed the metal door
and locked it with a satisfying click.

"I'm sure I will," Cheever said, surveying the small
area. As they recognized him and his lieutenants, one by one the
other men in the cell sidled to the far wall and watched the
newcomers nervously from a safe distance. "And no hard feelings,
captain."

"No hard feelings?" she asked, stopping in the act
of turning away. "And I'm not a captain."

He smiled. "I've been known to act on bad blood from
time to time, but I can tell you're jus t a woman following
instructions. I wouldn't want you to be frightened that anything
personal will come of this."

"Oh … well I suppose that's nice of you," Katie
said, trying to look like the idea of being frightened of him was
silly.

"And don't forget to take those pills down to the
evidence department," he reminded her lazily as she started for the
door again. "I specifically remember there were five of them in
that little bag, so it'll show up in the reports if you take any
before you register them."

Unable to come up with a response, Katie retreated
down the hall with an embarrassing redness threatening her cheeks.
Back at the desk, Carter was pulling on his coat.

"Just let me grab a couple things from the squad
car," she asked.

He looked pointedly at his watch but let her scoot
out the door without objecting. The pills were in one of the
evidence bags she had tossed into the front seat during the arrest.
She grabbed all of the bags and hurried back inside to relieve
Carter for the night.

As she listened to the echo of his hard-heeled
footsteps recede beyond the front doors, a strange sense of
lawlessness descended upon her. She had never been the only cop in
the building. It was an uninhibited feeling. It reminded her of a
dream she used to have as a little girl. She would dream she was
running through the deserted hallways of her school, jumping
exuberantly and whooping aloud for no reason other than the hot
thrill of knowing how much trouble she'd be in if any teacher
happened to pop out of a classroom and see her. How many hours had
she spent here or on patrol, nervous and high-strung about one
superior or another coming by and finding something wrong with the
way she was doing her job? But now it was just her. She was running
the show. No one else was here.

She looked down to see her fingers toying idly with
the plastic bag. They were funny little things, the pills, very
long and narrow. It seemed strange that so much was happening
because of these unassuming objects that so easily fit in her palm.
"What's so special about you?" she asked the silent little things.
"What is it that's got everybody so worked up over you? You must
really do something special."

She had heard that they made things more …
pleasurable. Things that were already nice became much, much more.
Of course, she had never seen anyone take one or talked to anyone
that had ever taken one. They were supposed to be pretty rare, and
probably far from cheap.

No doubt John Cheever had paid a pretty penny to get
them as a gift for some exotic mistress or other, a woman with
dark, delicate features and expensive perfume and a foreign accent.
For one brief, strange moment Katie found herself imagining a lover
of her own who would give her such things. He was powerful,
dangerous but hopelessly in love with her and ready to bring all
his resources to bear for her littlest whims and desires. He would
rent a lavish apartment that was used for nothing but their
discrete and forbidden trysts. He would never call; instead he
would have a small package of expensive lingerie sent to her which
she would open with hot excitement and then hurry to try on before
rushing to meet him. The fantasy was almost tangible. She could
smell and taste it.

But not quite. Instead she was sitting in a hot and
itchy uniform at one in the morning staring down an empty corridor
for bad pay, worse benefits, and no one waiting for her one way or
another. She looked down accusingly at the little pills, as though
it were their fault she had gotten so carried away.

But something caught her eye and made her look
again. Hadn't Cheever said there were five? Wasn't that what he had
said? That he knew there were five? But there were six pills in
this bag. Six. She counted them again, feeling each little capsule
with her fingers. Why had he made a point to say five? Was it a
mistake? Or did he know that there were, in fact, six? Had it been
his way of encouraging her to steal one? That seemed a little
elaborate, didn't it? Surely he had just forgotten the number.

She gnawed on a knuckle as she looked down at them.
Her curiosity felt like it was burning a hole in her stomach. This
was maybe a once in a lifetime opportunity. Wouldn't it be a shame
not to see what one would be like? No one would ever know.

Her fingers trembled slightly as she opened the
evidence bag and pulled out a pill. It looked so innocuous sitting
there on her palm. She could crumble it up and blow it into the air
like it had never existed.

A noise from down the hall startled her and she
jerked in alarm. Acting on instinct, she ducked her head, had the
pill in her mouth and was swallowing it before she even knew what
she was doing. She leapt to her feet and leaned out over the desk
to peer around the corner. Was that someone coming? But no, the
corridor was empty. It must have just been her imagination.

She sank back in her chair, the hot flood of
adrenaline still running in her veins. Had she just made a big
mistake? Why had she reacted like that? But what was done was
done.

She tongued at the dry, slightly sweet taste the
pill had left in her mouth. Now that the intriguing little thing
wasn't in front of her, she couldn't help but think the whole issue
was a little ridiculous. These drugs were always more hyped up than
they deserved. It was probably little better than a sugar pill that
men like Mr. Cheever fooled people into buying at absurd prices. In
fact, these pills hadn't been to the lab yet, so for all she knew
they really were sugar pills.

The bright, irrational hope that one little pill
could make her life more exciting for a few hours dwindled and
died. It had been a fun fantasy, but reality always set in sooner
or later. She rubbed at tired eyes and resigned herself to four
more very long hours at the front desk.

She had come dangerously close to dozing off before
the radio suddenly came alive. Officer York had apprehended a car
thief and was bringing him in. She looked at the clock.
Two-fifteen.

She stretched luxuriantly and felt the slight
dampness of sweat in her collar. She shifted and ran a hand over
her neck. Her skin was hot and slick with perspiration. She had a
sudden urge to strip out of the cloth of her uniform that suddenly
seemed so heavy and constraining.

She concluded the heater must have broken again, but
when she got up to check the thermostat she was puzzled to see it
still only read sixty-seven. Fanning her face absently with one
hand, she went back to sit down as she heard the arrival of a squad
car out front. Her heart was starting to beat faster in her chest
and she felt out of breath. The tips of her fingers seemed to be
tingling in a restless sort of way, and now it didn't feel
particularly late anymore. Wasn't that odd?

The doors banged open and two men stomped inside.
Peter York, broad-shouldered and thick-muscled, had a hand-cuffed
man by the bicep and wrist. York's stubbled face was fixed in a
scowl of concentration as he maintained his grip on the reluctant
man's arms. It was clearly not an easy task. The two men were
breathing heavily from the ongoing, subdued struggle.

Katie couldn't take her eyes off of them. It had
never really occurred to her how erotic the act of arresting
someone was. Officer York was at his aggressive,
testosterone-charged best, physically imposing his will on the
unlucky criminal. The two men's muscles stood out in definition in
the low light as they tensed against each other, one body pressed
to the other.

"Hey, Topaz," York grunted in acknowledgement.
"They've got you stroking off on desk tonight, huh?"

"What?" Katie yelped, snapping out of her distracted
stare and straightening in her chair. "That's not what I was – I
mean - I wasn't actually masturbating. Oh – that's just an
expression, isn't it?" A blush spread across her cheeks.

He gave her a perplexed look. "Yeah, just an
expression."

Her blush deepened and she lowered her eyes to
fiddle with the radio in front of her. "Ah, yeah. I guess so." A
spike of static burst from the radio as she absently twisted the
volume knob. "Oh! Sorry!" She turned off the radio and pulled her
hands away. "Apparently I'm the only one in the squad still below
my quota."

He laughed in sympathy and started to muscle the car
thief down the hall.

"Do you want help with that?" she called after him,
but he didn't bother to respond.

She watched intently until they were out of sight
and then settled back in her chair. She felt a needy sort of
tightness in her groin, and she realized the sight of the two men
had gotten her more than a little wet.

After several minutes she heard Peter York's
footsteps returning down the hallway and she suddenly didn't want
him to leave. "Hey," she called a little breathlessly as he
passed.

"Hey yourself," he said. "Try not to get too soft."
He continued towards the door.

"Wait," she blurted.

He looked around, non-plussed.

"Don't you – have you covered your patrol? You want
a cup of coffee before you get back on the street?"

He shrugged. "Nice of you to offer, but I'm alright.
Have a good one, huh?" And he turned, swung the door open with a
flick of his wrist, and strode out into the night.

Katie was left looking after him, her tongue between
her teeth. That was too bad. It would have been nice to have some
company for a few minutes, but he was probably super busy. He was
probably a good cop and she shouldn't distract him, even though it
might be kind of fun if the two of them got distracted together,
sort of like how she had been distracted when he first came with
the man in hand-cuffs.

She chewed thoughtfully on her tongue and tugged in
frustration at the heavy cloth of her uniform. What was the point
of all this clothing, anyways? Weren't police supposed to be able
to move freely and uninhibitedly? That seemed super important for
them to be able to do their jobs, but here she was wearing
something you couldn't see through with a damn x-ray machine. She
wrinkled her face. That had been an odd thought. Why did she want
anyone to see through her clothing?

She sighed and ran her fingers over the rough
fabric. Just think of all the men she had met and who might have
been attracted to her if she weren't wearing all of this. It was
super frustrating, is what it was. She decided to open the top few
buttons so at least she could breathe a little bit.

She was surprised at how relieved she felt. The
simple sensation of cool air flowing over against the tops of her
breasts was absolutely thrilling. She felt like she had been in a
straight-jacket all night and was finally realizing it. Without
really thinking about it, she reached back and unsnapped her bra.
Even better. She wiggled out of it without taking off her outer
layer and then felt at herself. Her breasts felt swollen and
sensitive in a really … good way.

Rubbing her nipples through the uniform felt better
than it had ever felt in her life. They stiffened and stood up
under her probing fingers. Everything was starting to feel so
blissful and sexual and right. Her pussy was now dripping wet, and
getting stuffed with a big thick cock seemed like the only thing
that made sense. If only Officer York hadn't left. She should have
been more aggressive. He probably wouldn't have left if she had
grabbed him by the belt and started sucking his cock, would he?

She put a hand down across the front of her pants
and rubbed placatingly over her needy pussy. Even through two
layers of cloth it felt incredible, but it wasn't nearly enough.
What the hell was she going to do about this?

Maybe she should go look in on the prisoners. She
could talk to them at least. They weren't going anywhere. Maybe she
should strip for them just a little. She let out an
uncharacteristic giggle at the thought. It would feel good to be
desired. They would like it, wouldn't they? It would feel good to
be giving men pleasure, and maybe … well, no, that probably wasn't
a very good idea. No, the whole thing was a bad idea. She just
needed to stay put.

 


*****

 


 

Things sounded relatively quiet beyond the doorway
that closed off the group holding cells from the rest of the
station. Katie stood in front of the doors, toying with a lock of
hair and looking at her reflection in the little glass window.
Complicated ideas were becoming a little hard to keep in her head,
but a couple simple little ideas were keeping her more than
occupied. She wanted them to like her. It seemed very important
that they like her, as though nothing else really mattered. If they
liked her then everything would probably end up alright. She had
dug some lipstick out of the purse in her locker, and her primped
up face looked flushed and excited.

The door opened easily under her eager hand, and
several murmuring voices fell silent as she stepped into the
high-ceilinged area.

"Hello, guys," she heard herself say. "Is – is
everyone doing alright?"

Surprised silence met her words, and she let the
door close behind her. She heard whispering at the back of the
larger cell, and then John Cheever appeared just behind the bars.
"I think we're doing quite well, officer," he said sociably. "How
are you? I'd have thought you'd have gotten off by now. It must be
tiring to work such a long shift like this." His words seemed
careful and probing, as though he expected something to happen.

"Well," Katie confessed, "I was feeling a little
restless. I mean, I feel very good, but just sort of restless, you
know? I don't know how you men can stand being locked up like this.
I think I'd just go crazy if I couldn't think of something fun to
do to pass the time."

Cheever's lieutenants joined their boss, looking out
at her in incomprehension, but Cheever seemed unsurprised. "What
sort of things did you have in mind?" he asked.

"I wasn't saying I had anything in mind," she
protested.

"No? That's too bad. You seem like a girl who would
have fun ideas."

A little thrill of pleasure ran through her. "That's
very nice of you to say, Mr. Cheever. There are people in the
department that don't always think so."

He made a serious face and tutted sympathetically.
"The sergeant called you Katie when we came in," he recalled.

"That's right," she nodded. "I'm Katie."

"That's a very nice name, Katie. I always like to
hear a pretty name. Have you noticed that your uniform is coming
undone?"

She looked down at herself. "Oh, that's right," she
nodded. "I opened it a little and took my bra off. I was feeling
sort of over-clothed, you know?" she tugged at the loose flap of
the button-down top and rubbed at herself. "My tits have been
feeling really nice, but sort of sensitive if I keep them all
squeezed up, you know? I was thinking of maybe taking the rest of
it off, too." She looked at him a little shyly. "Would that … would
that be one of those fun ideas?"

"That sounds like a very fun idea, Katie," he
complimented her. "I wish I had suggested it. I'm sure the other
men would enjoy it, too."

Another little shiver of forbidden pleasure tinged
with fear ran through her as she watched other faces appear at the
edge of the cells, intent expressions on the faces and tattooed
arms folding over the iron bars.

"Oh," she faltered, stepping back and suddenly
feeling a little shy.

"It's alright, Katie," he encouraged. "We all like
you already. There's nothing to be worried about. Why don't you
open the buttons of your top, first, and we'll see if we can't do
something about how you're feeling?"

Grateful that he now seemed to understand what she
wanted and would guide her the rest of the way, she gave an eager
little wiggle and put her hands to the front of her uniform. The
buttons were a little slippery in her fingers, and the air of the
jailhouse was pleasantly cool against her hot skin. The sensation
of eyes roving over her body as inch by inch she revealed herself
was exhilarating in a way she had never experienced before.

 


*****

 


From there it had all happened quickly. Her shyness
had fallen away as his friendly, coaxing voice led her down the
path she had no will or desire to resist. His every little
compliment thrilled her as though it was the only good thing anyone
had ever said about her. She could hear the desire in his voice and
by the time she had drawn up against the bars she was so desperate
to feel it in his touch that she almost climaxed at his first
brushing caress.

Now she was in his grasp, controlled by him utterly.
His fingers knew her body so impossibly, impossibly well. Every
touch and stroke and caress seemed the single most important thing
that had ever happened to her. She pressed against the bars, trying
to will herself through them and into the arms of this man she so
desperately wanted to give herself to.

There wasn't room for any other thought but that
simple, driving desire. It felt like she was the one in jail, held
back by these awful metal bars from the only place in the world she
wanted to be. But something, some distant residual memory, held her
back.

"I can't," she repeated, though by now the only
thing she could remember about what she couldn't do was that she
wanted to do it anyways. "I shouldn't."

His fingers ran down her smooth, trembling stomach
and paused tantalizingly. "We all do things we shouldn't do," he
murmured. "Isn't that where all the fun is?"

"Couldn't I just –"

But her voice cut off in a sharp, shrill gasp as his
fingers dipped into the waistband of her panties. Her juices had
soaked them what felt like hours ago and they clung wetly to her as
his fingers probed down into her last remaining strip of clothing.
She was pressing herself against the metal bars so forcefully that
she registered dull pain somewhere far off where it didn't matter.
The only sensation that mattered was right there, right where his
fingers were moving over her.

He traced a delicate touch over her folds and she
let out a long, urgent moan. Her eyes were screwed shut. Nothing
existed but the feeling he was giving her.

"Please," she moaned. "Please."

He kissed her, contacting her body only at mouth and
groin. He was so tantalizing, so infuriatingly slow, and she wanted
what he could give her so, so desperately.

He toyed with her clit and her entire body moved and
vibrated to maximize the soft touch. She was so close. She was so
wonderfully, terribly close.

And then he pushed her over the edge. The climax
that followed felt like she had been holding it in all her life.
She sagged against the bars and he held her to prevent her from
falling. It was a hole of infinite bliss, going on and on. She was
weightless in another world, and everything around seemed warm and
far away.

From that far away place, she heard a clinking.
Distractedly she opened her eyes and looked down to see her key
ring in the hands of one of Cheever's lieutenants. As she
recognized them, something akin to relief flooded through her. She
had wanted to give them the keys so badly, but she knew she
couldn't.

Now it was all out of her hands. Now what would
happen would happen, and she would be powerless to stop it.

Rough hands took her by the arm and brought her
around. The door of the cell swung open with the heavy, resounding
sound of metal clunking against metal. Still in a blissful daze she
stumbled to keep her feet under her as she was led into the
cell.

The divisions among the inmates seemed resolved. No
one was cowering on the far side of the cell now. They had
something much more interesting to think about, but they still
showed deference. They seemed to be waiting for permission, and
John Cheever, the man who had secured this prize for them, was not
shy about giving it.

Maybe it was the same pair of rough hands or maybe
those of one of the other men which pulled her up to kneel forward
on a bench. Her hands were still weak as she grasped its cool
wooden surface and turned expectantly and submissively up at the
men around her.

She could read in their eyes how they wanted her and
would take her, and it was very easy to forget she should be
afraid. The hard, taught, muscular bodies of the criminals and
their hungry eyes swam around her without focus.

A hand came out fingers brushed over her lips. She
took the index finger into her mouth and sucked on it, playing to
the role they wanted from her. Some of the men laughed in approval
and delight. "I wouldn't mind cops if they were all like this," one
said.

For a moment they seemed held back by disbelief at
their own good fortune. Only Cheever seemed completely unsurprised
by everything that had happened.

But the disbelief lasted only a moment. One of them
stepped forward. He was bare from the waist up, thickly muscled and
with tattoos wreathing up both arms. He took her by the hair and
brought her face up as he unzipped his pants.

He freed his cock, already swelling thick and hard
and standing out towards her. She leaned forward and took it into
her mouth, the smell of sex exploding in her brain and the
desperate desire to taste his pleasure over-riding any other
thought. She ringed her tongue around him, licking and sucking
eagerly. His grip in her hair tightened and he forced her to take
more of him until she felt his tip in the back of her throat and
had to fight to breathe.

At first it was a struggle to please him, but as her
body's resistance lessened she fell into the ecstatic rhythm of
gratification. She was so engrossed that she did not feel the hands
pulling her panties down until they were at her ankles. Her back
arched in instinctive gratitude as a hand rubbed her wet pussy and
guided a cock to run lengthwise between her lips. She clenched her
thighs, begging for the cock, and then it was inside her, filling
her and stretching her. She moaned around the cock in her mouth,
happy now that she had found her place with men roughly fucking her
from both ends. This was what she had wanted, and all those
obstacles that had threatened to prevent her being here now seemed
so long ago and so silly.

She orgasmed again, every bit as powerfully as the
first time, but she wasn't free to savor it this time. Too much was
going on. The man in front stiffened and held her head right to his
groin as his hips thrust forward and he came powerfully down her
throat. The hot, salty taste sent a different pleasure, emotional
rather than physical, through her. It was the taste of pleasing
him. It was her reward, and she swallowed it greedily before
looking up to see who would be next.

There was no waiting on ceremony now, and men were
elbowing their way to be the next participant in the frenzy. Katie
was passed around, first in one position and then another, as the
men took out their pent up energy and aggression on this nude,
submissive representative of the legal system that had so long been
their primary foe. For her part, she could take all of it. Even
when it seemed it would become too much the needs inside her only
intensified in preparation for the next round of attentions.

Exhausted and thoroughly used, she turned her eyes
on Mr. Cheever. He had been absent from it all. He had brought her
here and done nothing about it. Didn't he like her? Didn't he want
her? Those lingering doubts were the only thing standing between
her and complete and final fulfillment.

And until now, he had seemed to be enjoying watching
the result of his manipulations and machinations. She was the toy
he had brought in for the boys to play with, but at last he decided
to take his rightful turn.

As he approached her, the others made way for him
respectfully. When he reached her, he put his hands to her hips and
flipped her over onto her front. With a thrill of nervousness that
cut through the stupor of sexual bliss, she felt him probing at her
tight ass. The sensation was new and foreign and more than a little
frightening. What if she couldn't? She never had before.

But he pushed in slowly, and as before, she found it
easy to give in and let him coax away her body's resistance. He was
thick enough that it was uncomfortable at first, but slowly, moment
by moment, the discomfort slid away and a new, completely
unexpected kind of pleasure took its place.

His hand came around to finger at her clit, and
suddenly she was as painfully desperate for what was happening as
she had been at any point in the night. She needed what he was
giving her so badly that she could only moan, eyes closed, and take
what he chose to give her.

She orgasmed in only moments. The sensations were
all too intense to stand it, pouring through her from different
sources. She gripped the bench and moaned, softening around him and
inviting him deeper still

He began to pound her with greater energy, shedding
his cool exterior to release the carnal urge she had inspired in
him from his first sight of her when he knew how he would use her
to his advantage.

She could feel his intensity building and building
and then he seized her by the hips and held her as he buried her
cock deep, deep inside her and came in powerful spurt and pumped
his come into her ass.

Breathing heavily, he pulled back. She sagged down
across the bench, gasping herself and leaking come in a hot trickle
down her thigh.

Cheever dressed and gestured at the men that she had
had enough, and with dim regret she saw the truth in his words. She
ached all over. Even places deep in her body, so deep that she had
never known they existed, were sore with the tantalizing, tingling
soreness of a rough fucking. If only she had just a little more
stamina she could take another one or two, but it had been so much
already.

She laid her head down and fell asleep instantly.
Minutes later she awoke to an empty jail cell. A scrap of paper
bearing a phone number pressed into her hand. She folded it and
held it close to her, surprised at how powerfully she relished the
way he had bent her to his designs. A man that could control her
like that was worth pursuing, and he had left her a way to
follow.
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The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures cast only
a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the space was
large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my head, felt
low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was watching
me.

I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my dress. The
fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over the few
contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to protest when
Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes had told me
louder than words that today of all days was not a time to be on
bad behavior.

The men seated in a semi-circle around me seemed
perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt they
were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming absolute
power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed,
well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for
so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people
lived.

Their women lounged among them in various states of
repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's feet, some
of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had that air
of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature of her
dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors and
demands.

I could no longer tell whether the heat in my cheeks
was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between my legs
was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body was
responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

"She's got nice little tits," one of the men
remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the floor.
My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had just
become the subject of general conversation, stood up obligingly
through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A second
responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits when
she's twenty."

For some reason it seemed important that they know
my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to speak
without being invited to.

"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples weren't
popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not wearing
a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

My nipples stiffened further. Out of the corner of
my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the chin of a
woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with a nice
little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting an eye
over me and the breasts in question.

"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me was
resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were not
as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full
Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master
is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in
here and make me look bad in front of him?

I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help but be
bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

"I don't mind the small tits," a third man noted.
"It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of that."

"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I make
judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels
during a spanking."

Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my blush
deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and
spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my
hypersensitive body.

"Well, we should begin, then," another, more
authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are
Jennifer Everette?"

I turned towards the man who had spoken. He sat at
the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes
glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

"Yes, sir," I answered.

"You are here under consideration on behalf of your
dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest and
reminded me that the wetness between my legs was natural and
acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and
trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most
natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do
with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing
spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to
Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into my
voice and I stood taller.
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Bimbo Lawyer for the Biker Gang

Veronica Tulane is all
business, all the time. That's how she's built her law
practice into one of the most successful criminal defense firms in
the state. But maybe she's working just a little bit too hard,
because now even the outlaw MC
president she's defending against a racketeering charge is starting to
notice she looks tired and stressed. When she tells him she doesn't
think she can win his case, he seems to want to help and offers her
a pill that will help her catch up on casework. But soon, she finds
out that helping her get ahead wasn't exactly what he had in mind,
and the drug he's given her is going to do just about everything
but help her focus on paperwork. 



Parts of her body might get bigger, but her
brain certainly won't be one of them. 



Before she knows what's
happening, new feelings have drowned out the little voice that says no
and her urges have pushed her into the arms and at the mercy of the
gang leader and his biker buddies, who are more than happy to help
her fill her sudden cravings ... 
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Bimbo Side Effects: Losing Control in the
Doctor's Office

Between a tough job and
tougher grad school classes, Vanessa Worthing is being
stretched to the limit. What she really
needs is something to help her let go and
unwind, and her doctor has just the stress
relief medication. Its only drawback is a certain rare side effect
in individuals with a lot of latent sexual
tension, though Vanessa is quick to deny
to her
handsome young doctor that this could be a concern
for her. 


But when he issues her the drug and
keeps her in his exam room for monitoring, the truth is bound to be
unleashed before long. 
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The Public Sex Dare

Emily Marion has had a
tough week rushing Kappa Kappa Delta: following instructions that
range from unpleasant to outright humiliating, but she's made it
this far and wouldn't dream of giving up now. That is, until she
hears what her final assignment is going to be. Apparently she's
managed to piss off the chapter president, and in return her final
afternoon of rush week is going to be an intense one. But does it
have to be with two fraternity brothers
she's never met, and in public? And do the sisters have to
give her apharmaceutical-grade
aphrodisiac to be sure she'll go through with it? It all sounds a bit
excessive, but deep down she probably can't deny she finds the
prospect a little thrilling, too. 
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