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Reader Advisory: This story is for mature
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group sex, exhibitionist themes, alpha male biker outlaws, body
transformation, submissiveness and dominance. All characters are 18
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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 ... 






Preview

What he was telling me seemed to be
important, but I kept getting distracted by the man sitting nearest
to me on the right side of the table. He had a short beard and a
lean, well-muscled body. He had laid his jacket across the back of
his chair and was wearing just a thin tank top that rippled with
his muscles when he shifted. He was one of the ones with pure lust
in his eyes, and those eyes hadn't left my ass since I walked in
the room. He seemed to want to do something and I kind of wanted
him to do it, whatever it was. The way he was looking at me sent
little shivers right up and down my needy body.

"What do you mean?" I asked, now staring
openly at the man to my right. He looked up and gave me a wink and
I giggled a little nervously.

"It's a drug that makes people look and feel
like you're looking and feeling right now," Jackie explained.

"Horny?" I asked before I could think to
stop myself.

He laughed. "Exactly, sweet thing. Exactly.
But don't you worry, we've got a good idea what to do about
it."

"My t**s are bigger, too, aren't they? I'm
sort of having trouble remembering exactly how big they used to
be."

He stood up and walked around the table. In
a moment I was standing paralyzed in front of him. He put out two
rough-palmed hands and cupped my breasts, hefting and massaging
them gently. I let out a low moan as the pleasure of his touch ran
through me.

"I'd say so," he confirmed. "But don't you
worry. That's what it's supposed to do. And we know just what to do
about that, too."

My breath was in my throat as I looked into
his face. I had never been this close to him before, or any of the
criminals I worked with against my better judgment. The faint aroma
of liquor, gasoline, and cigarettes spiced his thick masculine
scent.
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I peeked in through the small glass window
in the door of the conference room. He wasn't quite in view from
the hallway. It was the same one I always used with him, or any
other particularly rowdy client. There weren't as many breakable
things there as there were in most of the offices in the
building.

Silently I repeated to myself the terms of
the plea bargain I had been offered late the previous night on a
phone call from the DA's office. I always needed to collect myself
out in the hall before I met with Jack Mason – "Jackie" as the
other outlaws called him. Being in the same room with him, knowing
what he'd done or was capable of doing and feeling his intense eyes
on my face and body was usually enough to distract me from the
matter at hand.

I took a moment to neaten myself, too. I
teased at a lock of hair and tugged at the front of my blouse.
Isn't it odd that I would want to look good for a criminal? I
shouldn't have cared what he thought of me.

I took a deep breath and pushed in through
the door. He was sitting back with his feet on the table, drawing
from a cigarette with his eyes closed and his face turned up to the
ceiling. He had that rugged, road-dusted appearance you'd expect
from someone like him. His blond hair was short and thick and his
jaw was covered in coarse stubble. The tail of a tattoo emerged
from under the collar of his jacket and climbed halfway up his
throat before curling back onto his chest. Other tattoos climbed
down his thick biceps, and sometimes I caught my eyes tracing along
their twisting shape.

Hearing the click of the door, he looked
over. It was the eyes that always stopped me. They were brilliant
blue and sharp as the point of a knife.

"You can't be smoking here, Mr. Mason," I
objected in a voice that came out more faltering than I had
wanted.

"Well that's alright," he said
unconcernedly, setting the cigarette down on the edge of the glass
table but not putting it out. "Me and your security guard get along
real well. I'm sure he won't make an issue of it."

I thought about pointing out that it wasn't
really the security guard who made that call, but decided not to
waste my time. Some people just didn't understand what it meant to
live in a society.

"We got offered a deal last night," I went
on.

He cocked an eyebrow at me. "You've been
working too hard. You look tired as hell."

I resisted the urge to put a hand to my face
or look around for a reflective surface. Why did he always make me
feel so self-conscious about my appearance? "That's really not the
point. As I was –"

"If I didn't know any better," he remarked,
"I'd say you were ashamed of your good looks. That's why you shut
yourself away with all your paperwork and dress the way you
do."

"And what's wrong with the way I dress?" I
flared before I could stop myself. "No, I don't want to hear," I
corrected. "Let's just try to focus. The DA gave us an offer and I
think you should take it."

"Yeah? What's the offer, then?"

He seemed bizarrely disinterested. Didn't he
get that this was his life at stake?

"You plead guilty to the racketeering
charges, surrender the property on Valencia Boulevard, and take
twenty years. Even with your priors you'd still be out in ten to
twelve."

He squinted at his boot propped against the
side of the table. "I don't really like how all of that sounds," he
said. "And I've never been one to go down without a fight. "

"Well frankly I don't think we can win this
case."

"You don't think so," he repeated to
himself, bringing the cigarette back to his lips. "I took you for
one of the sharp ones. I figured you were someone who could get
things done. You're telling me I was wrong?" His eyes swung back to
rest on my face, coming to focus on me with an intensity that
seemed at odds with his display of apathy.

Unable to meet his gaze, I started to
stammer. "It's not – it's just that it's – this isn't my fault!" I
blurted to remind myself as much as him. "You're the one who got
caught. You gave them a pretty strong case, all things considered,
and neither I nor anyone else can get you out of this. You made
your bed and you can take the deal or you can lie in it. Those are
your options."

I looked up to see him still watching me. A
slight blush rose into my cheeks, but with effort I stared back at
him.

"No lawyer could win this case," I insisted.
"If there was one that could, it would be me. But I can't."

"You just let things get to you," he
dismissed. "I can tell when someone gets rattled."

"Is that so?"

"Yeah, I can. How many other clients you
working for right now?"

"This is a big firm and it does a lot of
business," I said.

"Well," he said, examining a thumbnail, "I
only ask because if you're falling behind I know a good way to make
up a little time."

I crossed my arms and cocked my head at him
in my best impersonation of skepticism. "What would that be?"

He smiled and reached into the pocket of his
jacket and produced a small plastic bag. Inside it were a few small
white capsules. "Just something to keep me focused. You know, for
the times when coffee isn't really enough."

I took in a sharp breath. "You're out on
bail and you bring something like that here? To a law office?"

He laughed at my naiveté. "You think the
cops would jam me up over something like this? Hell, I've sold it
to more than a few of them. Those patrol shifts get pretty long,
after all."

The image of the growing stack of paperwork
sitting in my office and the larger pile waiting for me at home
popped unbidden into my head. "I really don't think that would be a
good idea," I said, summoning my will-power.

"You're afraid of them, is that it?"

I shook my head. "No, I'm not afraid. I just
don't think it would be a very good idea."

He shrugged and opened the bag. "Suit
yourself," he said, took a small capsule out, popped it in his
mouth, and made a show of swallowing.

"What do they do exactly?" I asked.

"Just a little extra energy, a little extra
focus. They only last about four or five hours. Nothing too wild,
but it can make the difference when things start to add up."

"Well … it's not like meth, is it?" I asked
distastefully.

He laughed again. "You think I'd give a
pretty, sophisticated lady like you something like that? No, we
don't even sell that poison to the trailer trash anymore."

I twisted my hands in a dilemma I never
thought I'd have found myself considering. But what was the harm,
really, if it was just what he said it was? He took it, didn't he?
And the thought of trudging back to my office, tired as I was, and
spending the next eight or nine hours fighting off sleep was not
one I was ready to face.

"Alright," I said, holding out my hand.
"I'll think about it."

He flipped me the bag and I scrambled to
catch it. I couldn't help glancing back at the door to make sure no
one was passing by in the hall. "Thanks," I said.

"Don't mention it," he said, grinning. "Just
put a little of the time into figuring out how you're going to get
me off."

"I really think you should consider the
deal," I insisted.

He spread his arms. "For you I'll consider
it, but I don't really make deals. Was there anything else you
scheduled this meeting for?"

I looked down at my briefcase unhappily.
"No, that was it."

He unwound himself from the chair and stood,
the leather of his jacket creaking slightly. "Well then, I'll be by
tomorrow with the other guys they charged and we can talk about how
we're going to beat it. Let's say eleven o'clock."

"I thought you said you'd consider the
deal," I objected.

Without bothering to answer, he pushed out
the door and into the hall.

"Wait!" I called after him. "I can't do
anything in 24 hours. You have to give me more time."

But he didn't stop. I wondered for a moment
if I had seen him spit something into the trashcan, but decided I
must have imagined it. Damn him, I thought. He seemed like he was
helping one minute and then made everything twice as bad before I'd
turned around. I put the appointment into my phone with a little
unhappy face next to it.

-----------------

Later in the evening I found myself staring
at the surface of my desk, glossy in the gentle light of my desk
lamp. I told myself I'd try getting by without Richie's drug, but
it had only been two hours and I was already about to give it up. I
held a little capsule in my hand. It looked so small and
inconsequential. Would one hurt?

But then the other side of my brain woke up.
Since when did I trust criminals? How did I know this did what he
said it did? How did I know it wasn't dangerous? I put the capsules
back and trudged on with my work.

I jerked awake at 10pm. The moon was shining
in through the blinds. A sheet of the court record was stuck to my
cheek as I struggled to sit up. How long had I been asleep? An hour
at least, probably longer. I dropped my face back into my palm and
groaned. How was I ever going to get all this done?

The only answer was in my pocket. It was
this or nothing. I had court dates coming up and apparently
Richie's whole motorcycle gang was going to be stopping by
tomorrow. What a nightmare that would be. Richie was manageable
enough on his own, I supposed, though a little stubborn, but some
of the men he kept under him were little better than animals. The
prospect of telling a room full of outlaw bikers that I couldn't
win their case was enough to make me want to curl up into a little
ball.

I sighed and pulled out the little baggie
for a second time. The pills seemed slightly reflective in the
moonlight. What was the worst that could happen? I had seen Richie
take one, and he hadn't keeled over. And at this point, did I
really have a choice?

I fetched a glass of water from the office
kitchen down the hall. Well, here goes, I said, and downed a pill.
On reflection, I swallowed a second. I wasn't going to get any
sleep tonight anyways, so I might as well make it count.

I waited impatiently for an effect, but
rationally I knew that it would probably take a few minutes to kick
in. I tried to get back to work, but my thoughts remained as
sluggish as if I hadn't even bothered waking up from my accidental
nap. The letters and case numbers swam together like a big,
menacing alphabet soup, and after a couple attempts at reading the
first sentence aloud to myself, I let my head slip back into my
arms and my eyelids fall shut.

-----------------

When I woke next, it wasn't moonlight
streaming in through the blinds. It was sunlight. I blinked
groggily. My face felt stiff.

I sat up, shaking my head to clear it. Why
was I waking up in my office? Hadn't I gone home last night?
Confused thoughts swirled in my fogged in my brain. This was all
sort of unusual, wasn't it?

I looked down at the desk. My goodness, why
had I ever let it get so messy? Stacks and stacks of these papers
were piled half a foot high. I looked at a couple with
incomprehension. They seemed like they should mean something to me,
but for the life of me I couldn't make head or tail of them. What a
boring way to spend one's time anyways – reading all this nonsense.
I threw the papers in my hand away towards the waste bin. They
fluttered prettily through the air, coasting to rest on the floor
well short of their target.

And why did my chest feel so tight? I looked
down and noticed with some surprise that my blouse seemed to have
shrunk. Or was it that my chest had … gotten bigger? How big did my
breasts used to be? I was having trouble remembering exactly.

But they were certainly big enough now -
eye-catchingly large. I cupped them in my hands and stared down.
They felt very good to touch. Very very good. I let out a low,
involuntary moan as I massaged at them experimentally. Suddenly
there were a pair of small wet stains spreading into the fabric of
the too-small blouse right over my nipples. I took my hands away in
surprise.

The next thing I noticed was another area of
wetness, only it wasn't on my chest. It was between my legs. I
squeezed my thighs together and put a hand down my skirt to feel at
the cloth of my panties. I had soaked them through.

"I guess I could really use a nice fat cock
right now," I mused aloud to myself. I jerked. Was that my voice?
It was so light and girlish. "Is this really what I sound like?" I
said into the empty room.

I was feeling sort of light-headed and more
than a little disoriented. I couldn't specifically remember whether
any of these things were out of the ordinary, but they definitely
felt unusual. Some of them seemed like good things, like how
incredible it felt to touch my body. But some of them seemed kind
of bad, like the fact that I had woken up alone in an office full
of papers that didn't make a whole lot of sense. I remembered I
worked here, but why had I slept here? And why didn't I have anyone
here with me when I woke up feeling so horny? Surely there were men
around who would be friendly enough to let me ride their cock a
little, right? But if there were such men nearby I saw neither
sight nor sound of them.

I stood up on unsteady legs and looked
around the office. There was a mirror fixed to the back of the door
and I went over to it. The sense that something had changed
intensified as I looked at my reflection. My hair now seemed closer
to blonde than brunette. My lips were red and full and my eyes were
bright and friendly but sort of lost and innocent-looking.

My breasts were definitely bigger, and they
looked almost embarrassingly prominent - straining against the thin
fabric of my blouse with stains marking the nipples. And was it
that my skirt had gotten shorter, or had my legs gotten longer? And
were they always that smooth and tan? I ran a hand down one calf in
wonder. My skirt must have gotten shorter, because it didn't even
come down to mid-thigh.

I lifted the skirt up in front by a couple
inches and saw the wet outline of my pussy lips within the fabric
of my panties. I ran a finger along the cloth-covered folds and
another involuntary moan escaped my slightly open mouth.

I went back to the desk and tried to make
sense of my things sprawled out across its top. I was supposed to
be working on a case. The memory of Jackie, sitting at the table
with his cool disinterest and his sly smile popped back into my
head, and I felt another release of hot wetness.

He had given me something. Was that what was
going on? Had he made everything like this? The suspicion had
barely registered before a light buzzer rang out in the empty
office. I jumped an inch off the floor and spun around. It was my
cell phone, buzzing and vibrating on the seat of the spare chair
where I had discarded it the night before. I went over to it,
looking at it in some confusion.

On a sudden impulse, I lowered myself onto
the chair and slid back to sit directly over the buzzing object.
The feeling of its vibrating shape pressed up into me and
immediately filled me with a sort of humming ecstasy. I adjusted
myself on top of it, bringing it directly in contact with my crotch
and gasped as the pleasure increased a hundredfold. I put out my
arms to the grip the chair and clenched my teeth as the feeling
built, hot and loud inside me. "God," I muttered through clenched
teeth.

In only another moment, an incredible orgasm
ripped through me. I couldn't keep myself from moaning loudly as
the overpowering pleasure flooded into my body from the helpful
little object. My toes clenched inside my stiff shoes and I threw
my head back and clutched at one large, hypersensitive breast.

It must have lasted twenty blinding,
delightful seconds before it faded. I slumped forward, disheveled,
breathless, and sweaty. Good lord, that had been powerful. I
reached down and removed the phone from beneath me.

It was now soaked. I wiped it on my skirt
and peered at it, curious only after the fact as to why it had
started buzzing in the first place. The screen read "11:00, meeting
w/ J Mason & Assc."

I peered at it in incomprehension for a
moment. Who were "J Mason & Assc?" And then the details of the
conversation yesterday came back to me. Shit, I was supposed to
have done something for them. I was supposed to be presenting my
work, only, had I done any?

I shook my head, trying to clear it. I had
no idea what I was going to tell them, but the thought of being in
a room with a bunch of tattooed he-men was sort of appealing in its
own right to my sex-fogged brain. In any case, it was too late
now.

I stood up, wobbled for a moment, and then
moved over to the door. My reflection blinked back at me from the
mirror, red-cheeked and disheveled with much a much larger wet spot
on each breast than before my impromptu fling with my cell
phone.

 

I blew a strand of hair out of my face and
pulled open the door out of my office. Down the hall I marched,
arms crossed over my incriminating front, trying not to pay
attention to the glances my coworkers were throwing at me.

Down one hall and at the end of the second,
I found the conference room from the day before. A raucous wall of
voices, loud even in the hallway, announced that the bikers had
already arrived and been shown in.

With much less forethought than the previous
day, I opened the door and slipped in.

In an instant, the voices fell silent. Six
pairs of eyes locked onto me, some in surprise or amazement and
others with obvious lust. I blushed furiously under the sudden
scrutiny.

"So you took it, then," Jackie said.

My eyes found him at the head of the table.
He was in his usual jacket sewn with the colors he shared with the
rest of the outlaws who were seated or sprawled around the table.
His handsome, rugged face was split in a wide grin as he surveyed
me, slowly and intently, from top to bottom and then back again. My
blush deepened and my panties got wetter.

"What - happened to me?"

"You took the pill I gave you. That's what
happened."

Oh, he meant the focus pill. Again I
remembered the little white pill, but that didn't make things any
clearer. "But – " I objected stupidly, " – why would this all
happen because I took a pill to help me focus on my work?"

Laughter sounded from around the table.

"That wasn't a pill to help you focus,"
Jackie chuckled.

"It wasn't?"

What he was telling me seemed to be
important, but I kept getting distracted by the man sitting nearest
to me on the right side of the table. He had a short beard and a
lean, well-muscled body. He had laid his jacket across the back of
his chair and was wearing just a thin tank top that rippled with
his muscles when he shifted. He was one of the ones with pure lust
in his eyes, and those eyes hadn't left my ass since I walked in
the room. He seemed to want to do something and I kind of wanted
him to do it, whatever it was. The way he was looking at me sent
little shivers right up and down my needy body.

"No, it wasn't. But I guess I shouldn't be
surprised you haven't figured it out yet."

"What do you mean?" I asked, now staring
openly at the man to my right. He looked up and gave me a wink and
I giggled a little nervously.

"It's a drug that makes people look and feel
like you're looking and feeling right now."

"Horny?" I asked before I could think to
stop myself.

He laughed. "Exactly, sweet thing. Exactly.
But don't you worry, we've got a good idea what to do about
it."

"My tits are bigger, too, aren't they? I'm
sort of having trouble remembering exactly how big they used to
be."

He stood up and walked around the table. In
a moment I was standing paralyzed in front of him. He put out two
rough-palmed hands and cupped my breasts, hefting and massaging
them gently. I let out a low moan as the pleasure of his touch ran
through me.

"I'd say so," he confirmed. "But don't you
worry. That's what it's supposed to do. And we know just what to do
about that, too."

My breath was in my throat as I looked into
his face. I had never been this close to him before, or any of the
criminals I worked with against my better judgment. The faint aroma
of liquor, gasoline, and cigarettes spiced his thick masculine
scent.

"But why would you give me a pill that makes
me feel horny and my tits bigger?" I asked.

He shrugged mockingly. "I must have switched
them by mistake. Isn't that a shame?" His grin took on a slightly
sadistic twist. "I'm paying you ten thousand dollars to get me off
and now you're telling me you aren't good enough to get it done. So
the way I see it you owe me the pleasures of a free man now while I
can still taste them, just in case me and the boys have to make a
break for Mexico." He turned back to the rest of his gang, his
hands still on my breasts. "For ten thousand dollars I think she
owes us that much, doesn't she, boys?"

They agreed heartily, their eyes never
leaving me.

"So you're going to … fuck me, then?" I
asked, sounding a little nervous and a little excited.

His eyes swept over me again, his tongue
between his lips. "What a good idea, little missie. What a real
good idea."

In a motion he gripped my bra through the
taught cloth of my blouse and ripped both garments open with a
forceful flick that pushed me back up against the wall. I gasped as
his rough fingers met my bared, sensitive breasts, and while my
lips were still parted in pleasurable surprise he pushed his mouth
against mine. His tongue was warm and wet and strong as it claimed
my mouth, and my gasps and moans were muffled by his aggressive
affection. Too surprised, too titillated, or too horny to protest,
I let myself be pressed back against the wall and surrendered my
movements to his guidance. Still holding his body against mine he
hooked his thumbs into the waistband of my skirt and pushed it down
my legs to let the skimpy thing fall to the floor around my
ankles.

He pulled away and looked down at me. Seeing
my panties glistening with wetness he smiled a triumphant smile. He
gathered the front of my panties in his grip and ripped them from
my body with almost negligent effort. The slight sting of the
breaking cloth against my parts released another moan from my
claimed mouth.

He held up the wet garment for the room to
see. Whoops, catcalls, and gleeful laughter met the sight. "She's
all slicked up," one of them called out. I looked out at their
reaction in slight bewilderment but felt happy that they seemed to
like me or the state I was in - whatever it was about me that
Richie was demonstrating to them.

He brought the panties back and smelled them
lewdly before pressing them between my parted lips. The taste of my
own juices filled my mouth and my eyes returned to Richie, big and
expectant.

In another instant, my eyes closed
instinctively as a wave pleasure radiated through my body. Richie's
fingers were teasing at my opening, pushing along my wet lips and
brushing against my clit. I put out my hands and braced myself
against the wall as intense pleasure gave way to building climax in
only a moment. My teeth clamped against my panties and again I
shook with the ecstasy of an impossibly powerful orgasm. "Mmph!" I
yelled into my panties. "Mmphfk!"

"If that's how easy she comes she's going to
have an exciting afternoon," I heard one of the men say from what
seemed like a long ways away.

I felt myself lifted up by the thighs and
slung over Richie's back. I bobbed limply as he walked me over and
deposited me across the conference table, naked and wet and still
writhing weakly in the thrill and vulnerability of sexual
bliss.

"Two at a time, boys," I heard Richie call
out.

The panties were pulled from my mouth and
suddenly there was a cock positioned to take its place. I stared at
it in surprise, contemplating sucking on it. But before I could, I
was distracted by another cock pushing into my pussy from behind.
Whoever he was, he was a lot thicker than the men I was used to. I
tensed and groaned as he pushed in, stretching my wet hole almost
to the point of discomfort. My eyes closed as the pleasure of the
penetration consumed my senses, but as what was happening in my
lower end distracted me, the impatient cock in front of me pushed
into my mouth, further and deeper until it was at the top of my
throat. I struggled not to choke, and once I had regained composure
I set about sucking eagerly at the cock.

My eyes wandered up to see its owner,
thick-muscled and tattooed like the rest of them with light brown
hair and a stud earing. He had discarded his shirt and his chest
rippled as he thrust into my mouth. I licked and ringed him with my
tongue, watching him for signs of pleasure, and when I saw them I
hastened to repeat what I had been doing. He put a broad hand down
and caressed my hair as I worked, acknowledging my efforts and
spurring me to serve him even better.

It would have been easier to concentrate if
it weren't for the cock hammering into my soaking pussy. I couldn't
see who was back there, but whoever he was he was giving me a lot
to preoccupy me. The rhythm of his hips slid my body back and forth
several inches along the table-top, brushing my sensitive nipples
and breasts along its smooth surface. They left a small trail of
milk that had soon covered my chest in a gleaming wet coating that
made everything slide against everything else.

I let out a moan around the cock in my mouth
and tensed up, feeling myself on the brink of another orgasm. The
man I was supposed to be sucking reached forward and smacked my ass
in rebuke, and I struggled to keep my lips and tongue working even
as the over-powering thrill of another climax poured through my
body.

After a few more moments I felt a gratifying
throb run through the cock in my mouth and looked up to see the
man's eyes closed in an expression of urgent gratitude. His
caressing hand seized my hair and pulled my head all the way down
his cock. He thrust forward slightly with his hips, jarring my
neck, and then he came in hot, powerful spurts down my throat. I
went limp, sucking at the last of his fluid, and then let his
softening cock leave my lips. Soon the man behind me finished
inside me, too, and I was left hot and heaving, still moaning
slightly, alone on the conference table.

Hands took me by the wrists and ankles and
flipped me over, and then another man was between my legs. I looked
down to see it was Richie, his hands massaging my ass as he lifted
my hips slightly to bring me in line with his own thick, red cock.
I saw a bead of pre-cum glistening on his tip as he moved to claim
the prize he had secured for his gang.

Already partially exhausted but grateful
that it was not over, I looked up at him. He looked down at me,
relishing the absolute power that he had gained over me as easily
as demanding it.

I let out a high-pitched moan as he slid in,
partly from sheer pleasure and partly to let him and his men know
that he was the largest of them and his effect on me was the
strongest. I was his, not theirs - even if he let them have me for
a few minutes - and it seemed important even in my sex-hazed mind
that I testify in his favor.

He grinned at the compliment and began a
slow, rhythmic pounding up and into my elevated hips that pushed at
an intensely pleasurable place inside of me. His grunts of pleasure
were their own thanks.

Only just now noticing my lactating tits,
several of the other men crowded round and began playing with me.
Hands came out and massaged at my breasts, evoking moans from me
and milk from my nipples. I felt their hands spreading the fluid
over my body, and then one of them bent and put his mouth on my
nipple and sucked at it. Pleasure of a different kind radiated from
my breast. In a moment the wet attention had brought me into
another orgasm, and I felt my pussy clenching around Jackie's cock
burying itself powerfully inside me. My legs clamped around his
waist and I dug my heels into his firm ass.

They began to take turns sucking at me as
Jackie fucked me, all of it driving me crazy on the conference
table. I orgasmed again, almost unable to handle the intensity of
all the sensations. I was calling out for more, gasping and
heaving. After what could have been hours I felt Jackie seize up
between my legs and then come explosively into my drenched but
still willing body. I heard him groan as he blew his load deep into
me, and then we were only gasping against each other, exhausted
from the most intense thing I had ever experienced.

After a minute, he pulled out and backed
away. I struggled to lift my head. He was getting dressed, as were
the rest of them. I let my head fall back. I was sorry to see them
go, but so utterly spent that I knew I wasn't capable of taking
anything more.

"Well," I heard Jackie's voice say, "this
was a hell of a lot more productive a meeting than we usually have.
Next time tell me what I want to hear about the case. One way or
another we're going to finish our business together with me feeling
I got my money's worth. You understand?"

I nodded weakly. If he was threatening to do
this to me again, I wasn't sure why he thought I'd be opposed to
the idea.
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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 Side Effects

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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His to Expose: The See-Through Outfit






Her submission is personal,
but her humiliation will be public … 


Since coming to live with her
dominant Robert, neglect and boredom have become things of Jen's
past. When she finishes her to do list and goes to him for a little
excitement and attention, little does she know that he has in mind
will bring her as much excitement and attention as she will be able
to handle. Although Robert begins their outing by bribing Jen with
a gift from a sex shop, he is well aware that she secretly enjoys
his hobby of putting her in compromising and often humiliating
public situations. Her secret's safe with him, of course, but as
for the rest of what she might try to keep covered up … it's all
fair game.
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