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An impromptu display in
Judge Harding's courtroom seems to have landed Veronica
Tulane on the bar association's naughty
list, and it
only gets worse when a search of her possessions reveal a bag of
suspicious white pills which she can neither deny nor
explain. 


The three man committee wants to know
what's going on and they're determined to penetrate right to
the core of
the mystery. When Veronica volunteers to take a pill to show how
harmless they are, she soon finds herself showing she has nothing to hide in a
much more literal sense. 


Before the meeting adjourns,
the fertile,
over-sexed young bimbo will have the
men fill the
holes in her
case and ensured her examiners leave satisfied with her
explanation. 









Preview

"But how would she get pills like that?" the man on
the left asked, looking at me with increased interest.

"How did you get these pills, Veronica?" the
doctor asked, turning back to me.

I perked up to have him paying attention to me
again. "I'm not really sure, doctor, but it's alright, isn't it? I
don't really remember how it all started. I just want you to be
happy with me. Wouldn't you like to examine me some more? I promise
I'll be a good patient."

He put his pen to his pursed lips. "This is a rare
opportunity. The change is supposedly quite remarkable. I hope you
gentlemen don't mind if I do make some notes of this."

"By all means."

He reached out his hand and put a finger beneath my
chin, raising my face to look at me. I allowed him to guide my
head, looking back at him with wide, expectant, eager eyes. "You'll
note how submissive she's become," he said. "You're quite eager to
please us, aren't you Veronica?"

"Oh yes, sir," I agreed, trying to nod but stopping
when I felt his finger still holding my head in place.

"You want to be a good little slut, don't you?"

I shivered excitedly at the word and I felt myself
getting very wet. "Yes, sir, very much, sir."

"You see how positively she responds to sexually
demeaning language," he said, smiling at me. "The change in
attitude is remarkable, but it's the physical changes I've heard
about that stump me. I really don't understand how they can be
possible. Would you like to let me feel your ass, Veronica?"

I slipped down off the desk on long, tingling legs
and turned to present my ass to him. My heart fluttered again in
hopes of another compliment.

His hand cupped my ass cheek, stroking at the folds
of my skirt. I whimpered softly in pleasure.

"Exquisite," he confirmed. "Plump, but firm and
tight. And you can see how excited she is."
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"Veronica Tulane?"

"Ah, yes, sir," I confirmed in a nervous voice.

"Good. Please, have a seat."

I cleared my throat uneasily and slid into the
vacant chair at the front of the table. I tried not to notice that
a very attractive man was now sitting to my right. His skin was
softly tanned and his chest and shoulders were broad and
well-built. It was his strong jaw, highlighted by just a hint of
stubble, that I kept catching myself running my eyes over.

But he wasn't the one I should have been
concentrating on. He wasn't the one talking to me. In fact, he
hadn't spoken since I'd walked in. It was just that I had been in a
bit of a funny mood for the past two days, frequently catching my
thoughts turning dirty given the least opportunity. It seemed like
all it took to get me wet was the smell of a man's worn clothes or
the passing sounds of a rich, baritone voice.

No, it was the man at the head of the table, his
dark eyes sharp and stern and his hair salted with flecks of grey,
who was running things. He was the one I needed to focus on. He was
certainly handsome in his own right, but he was also much too
intimidating to ogle.

"Shall we get started?" he asked, seeming to address
the other two men in the room more so than he was addressing
me.

The man to my left looked up from his papers and
nodded. The man in the lab coat to my right flicked his hand in
impatient agreement.

"Good," the man at the head of the table said. "Do
you know who I am, Ms. Tulane?"

"You're James Samson, sir. You're on the state bar
council."

"That's right. "

"I - I looked up to you very much when I studied
your cases in law school."

He allowed himself a smile. "Thank you, but we're
not really here to talk about any of that, are we?"

"No, sir," I agreed nervously.

"No indeed. We're here about your conduct over the
past several weeks. We've been hearing some upsetting things about
a young woman who had until recently an immaculate reputation." He
frowned. "This is Chris Lloyd, who also sits on the board." He
gestured to the man on the left. "And this is Dr. Frank McNeil who
often works with us as a medical consultant." He indicated the man
in the labcoat. "This isn't a disciplinary hearing in any official
sense. This is just an informal meeting among people who want to
understand what's going on.

I swallowed and studied a point on the wood of the
desk. My memory of the Oltmann trial was a bit hazy, probably
because I'd gotten so little sleep the night before, but the terse
summons to the bar council offices had indicated that I 'hadn't
handled it particularly professionally,' whatever that meant.
Strangely, neither the prosecutor nor my client had filed a
complaint. If I had been that much of a wreck, surely they would
have made a fuss about it, right? There was a message waiting for
me from Peter Oltmann from this morning, but I hadn't had a chance
to listen to it.

I looked up to see Mr. Samson watching me intently
and I blushed as I met his eyes. "I don't know what to say,
sir."

"You could start by explaining these," Dr. McNeil in
the lab-coat cut in, tossing a little baggy of white pills onto the
middle of the table.

I stared at them in dismay. Where had those come
from? How had they gotten mixed up in all this? I hadn't even
noticed they were missing.

In slight panic I ducked below the table and
rummaged through my purse to be sure that those were indeed the
pills that I had been keeping in my bag. Yes, they were gone.

"How did you – where did those come from?" I
stammered, straightening up and trying to regain my composure.

"You left your bag in the courtroom last Tuesday,
don't you remember?" Mr. Samson answered. "It's city policy for all
unattended bags found in government buildings to be searched. The
pills were confiscated before the bag was returned to you."

I stared at them helplessly. "I –"

"The strange thing," the doctor broke in again, "is
that they've been fully tested by our lab: blotted, spectroscopied,
and gelled. They can't identify the compound. Their best guess is
something distantly related to an anti-anxiety medication, but no
one really knows what it is, and it's certainly nothing approved by
the FDA. What we want to know, first and foremost, is what exactly
this is and what it was doing in your purse."

"I –" I started and stopped again, realizing that
saying I didn't remember where they had come from or what they did
would sound like a pretty weak excuse. 'It's nothing," I lied.
"It's just vitamins. It's just an herbal supplement. Probably a
placebo.' I pulled them towards me, opened the bag, and gulped one
down. "See? They're completely harmless." I put on my best winning
smile and swallowed another.

"What are you doing?" the man in the lab-coat
exclaimed, grabbing the bag before I could swallow the last one.
"That's tampering with criminal evidence."

"Evidence of what?" I asked, putting on my best
wide-eyed, innocent girl act. "I'm just trying to show you how
harmless they are."

"By swallowing them? I wasn't suggesting they were
poison!"

"Hold on, Frank," Mr Samson cut in, "I think Ms.
Tulane has just done something very helpful."

My eyes leapt to his in consternation and he met my
gaze with a speculative expression on his face.

"The letter of the law makes any scheduled drug
illegal, and an analog of a scheduled drug is treated the same,
isn't that right?" he asked.

"Yes," the doctor agreed, "but we haven't
established what they –"

"Exactly, we couldn't identify the substance. But,
if we can demonstrate that the effects on Ms. Tulane are similar to
an illegal drug, that would be sufficient to establish those pills
as contraband."

The man in the lab coat's eyes narrowed. "I
suppose."

"And you're medically qualified to examine Ms.
Tulane and would recognize the physical effects of most major
narcotics, wouldn't you?"

The doctor nodded. "I suppose I would."

"Then it seems to me that Ms. Tulane has just most
helpfully volunteered herself as a human test subject. I think the
only sensible thing to do is to take advantage of the
opportunity."

I looked from one man to the next, my eyes wide in
silent protest. This was all serving as a poignant reminder that
even I wasn't sure exactly what was going to happen, and that
swallowing those pills, here and now, had been a pretty stupid
thing to do, all things considered.

The three men turned to me. "Is there anything you'd
like to say, Veronica?" Mr. Samson asked.

"Just – there really isn't any need for that. We'll
just sit here all day. I already told you they don't do
anything."

"You carry around pills that don't do anything?
Really, now, if you can be honest with us up front, we might look
upon this whole thing more sympathetically. Please, show us that
you want to work with us."

"I –" I stammered. "I don't kn – I don't have
anything to say." I felt trapped. I felt like my body was being
commandeered. How on earth had I ended up in a position like this?
My eyes found their way to the doctor and I blushed furiously as I
looked at him. The whole idea felt so invasive.

The doctor bent down and retrieved a briefcase from
by the side of his chair. He snapped it open and removed a small
notebook. "I'd like to take your pulse first, Veronica," he said,
"just to get a baseline, is that alright?"

Helplessly, I nodded.

He stood and pulled a small end-table out into the
center of the room from where it had been pushed into a corner. He
patted its surface. "Up here, if you don't mind."

Obediently I complied, climbing up to perch on the
hard surface. Immediately I felt like I was in an exam room. The
three men's eyes were intent on me.

The doctor stepped forward and pressed two strong
but gentle fingers to the side of my throat. The fresh masculine
scent of his body tingled in my nostrils and I felt my heart
flutter a little in my chest at his nearness.

"She's nervous," he observed, understanding rather
than accusatory. "I'm not going to get a reliable rate." He took
his hand away. "Do you think you could breathe for me,
Veronica?"

"Breathe?"

"Deep breaths," he encouraged soothingly. He placed
his hand on my abdomen with the familiar intimacy of someone who
knew the human body and knew how to work with people. "From your
diaphragm, like this. Just try to relax. We're not here because we
want to get you in trouble."

"I appreciate that, doctor," I breathed, trying to
calm down.

I could feel his fingers against my skin through the
fabric of my blouse. Each little breath moved me against his touch.
I felt a renewed blush rising in my cheeks as he stood with me,
trying to help me calm down and only making my heart pound all the
more.

"Well," he said after a minute, "all we can do is
our best, right Veronica?" He stepped back and scribbled a number
down on his pad. "How are you feeling?"

"Alright, doctor," I answered. But the truth was, I
was starting to get a little light-headed. At first I had assumed
it was the breathing exercise, but now it was only getting more
noticeable. Yes, it was definitely increasing.

The room seemed to be spinning very lazily around
me. "I feel absolutely normal," I insisted, but I heard a slur in
my voice. What had I gotten myself into?

Dr. McNeil didn't argue with me, but it was clear
that he recognized something was happening. He watched me patiently
as I swayed slightly. I was trying to communicate to his
sympathetic eyes that I hadn't meant to do anything wrong. If he
could just understand …

"Is what you're feeling right now typical of the
times you've taken these pills before, Veronica?" the doctor
asked.

"You know, I don't really remember," I admitted a
little sluggishly. "I can't remember what it felt like last
time."

"I thought you said had taken them before and they
didn't do anything."

"Oh," I mumbled. "That's right. Yes, that's what I
meant. You just confused me, doctor." I cast a playfully accusing
eye at him. "You were trying to trick me."

"Is that what I was doing?"

"Yes, you were. You think I'm just some … silly
girl." The room was really spinning now. It was kind of hard to
keep my thoughts straight. "You think just because I think you're
handsome that I'll admit everything to you."

"You think that's what I'm trying to get you to
do?"

"Of course. That's why they went out and found such
a good looking doctor. They think all I think about is sex." I put
out a hand on the desk to keep my balance and wagged a finger at no
one in particular. "But it's not going to work." I looked down at
myself. "Well, maybe it can work a little. I guess I did get a bit
wet when you were touching me like that. Would you like to touch me
again, doctor? I really don't mind at all."

"Is that what you want me to do?"

I cocked my head and looked at him. "Why are you
repeating everything I say? Am I doing something wrong?"

"I'm just trying to understand what you're
experiencing."

"Oh," I said, chewing the notion over. "Well, maybe
if you came and sat next to me on this table you could understand
better." I patted the tabletop encouragingly. "I could show you how
I'm feeling, if you'd like."

But the doctor didn't move. Instead, he was looking
down at his notepad with a thoughtful expression on his face. I
hoped he was considering my offer.

Instead, he went and retrieved a small object from
his briefcase. It was a little metallic tube. He pressed a button
and the end burst into shining brightness. "I'd like to look in
your eyes, Veronica. I know the flashlight's bright, but try to
keep them nice and wide for me, okay?"

"Alright, doctor, I'll try."

He held the little flashlight up in front of my face
and peered into my eyes, first one and then the other. The bright
light made everything else dim and hazy but I could still make out
his face beyond it, focused and intent.

"Dilated pupils," he confirmed, going back and
scribbling in his notepad again. "There's a rumor in professional
circles, but I always dismissed it. This might very well be … yes,
I think so. But there's only one way to be absolutely positive." He
came back to me. "I think I should measure your bust, Veronica, is
that alright?"

"Well, yes, that's alright. But how big do you want
me to be, doctor? I want you to be happy with me, and I don't want
you to measure me if it's just going to make you unhappy about how
big my breasts are. Maybe you'd like to measure my ass instead? My
tits aren't really as nice as my ass, I've always thought."

He smiled in spite of himself. "I absolutely promise
you are perfect just the way you are, Veronica," he assured in a
soothing voice. "Nothing could make me any less happy with you. I
just want to confirm a little idea of mine."

"Oh," I said gratefully, "that's completely alright,
then." I raised my arms and thrust my chest out. "I'm not wearing a
bra," I informed him helpfully, "if that changes your idea at
all."

He went back to his briefcase and rummaged around
for a moment until he found a length of measuring tape. He brought
it over and looped it around my back. I looked down to watch his
hands as he gathered the two ends together just below my cleavage.
The cord brushed over my nipples and I felt a little tingle run up
my body. My nipples stiffened pleasurably beneath the soft fabric
of my top, and by the time the doctor took away the measuring tape
they were standing up very prominently through the thin cloth.

"Well?" Mr. Samson asked.

I jumped. I had gotten so caught up in Dr. McNeil's
examination that I had managed to forget he and I were not
alone.

"I can't say yet," the doctor said. "I'll have to
take another measurement in a few minutes."

"I don't understand? You mean you expect her breasts
to … change?"

"They may be growing already," he said. "We might
very well be dealing with a bimbo pill."

"A bimbo pill? What the hell are you talking
about?"

"It's a medical anomaly. I always thought it was
just a black market myth. There are supposedly a class of pills
that turn women into, well, bimbos." He gestured at me. "It lowers
her inhibitions, sends her sex hormones into overdrive, and even
causes a physical transformation of sorts: a shapelier body, larger
breasts, tighter ass, full red lips." He pointed at the nipples
standing up through the front of my blouse. "Hypersensitivity to
any physical contact."

"But how would she get pills like that?" the man on
the left asked, looking at me with increased interest.

"How did you get these pills, Veronica?" the
doctor asked, turning back to me.

I perked up to have him paying attention to me
again. "I'm not really sure, doctor, but it's alright, isn't it? I
don't really remember how it all started. I just want you to be
happy with me. Wouldn't you like to examine me some more? I promise
I'll be a good patient."

He put his pen to his pursed lips. "This is a rare
opportunity. The change is supposedly quite remarkable. I hope you
gentlemen don't mind if I do make some notes of this."

"By all means."

He reached out his hand and put a finger beneath my
chin, raising my face to look at me. I allowed him to guide my
head, looking back at him with wide, expectant, eager eyes. "You'll
note how submissive she's become," he said. "You're quite eager to
please us, aren't you Veronica?"

"Oh yes, sir," I agreed, trying to nod but stopping
when I felt his finger still holding my head in place.

"You want to be a good little slut, don't you?"

I shivered excitedly at the word and I felt myself
getting very wet. "Yes, sir, very much, sir."

"You see how positively she responds to sexually
demeaning language," he said, smiling at me. "The change in
attitude is remarkable, but it's the physical changes I've heard
about that stump me. I really don't understand how they can be
possible. Would you like to let me feel your ass, Veronica?"

I slipped down off the desk on long, tingling legs
and turned to present my ass to him. My heart fluttered again in
hopes of another compliment.

His hand cupped my ass cheek, stroking at the folds
of my skirt. I whimpered softly in pleasure.

"Exquisite," he confirmed. "Plump, but firm and
tight. And you can see how excited she is."

I froze as I felt his hand dipping under my skirt
and running up the inside of my thigh. His fingers caressed
momentarily over the wet profile of my pussy through my panties. A
shiver of intense excitement and pleasure ran through my tense
body. Much too soon, the hand went away.

"Her pussy is extremely wet," the doctor
reported.

I cast a silently reproachful glance back at him,
pleading with him to put his hand back where it had just been. Why
was he teasing me like this? Didn't he want to do more with me than
make notes in his notebook? "Don't you like me, doctor?" I asked,
unable to contain the sudden doubt.

"Of course, Veronica, you're being wonderfully
helpful with all of this. You're being every bit the good little
slut you said you wanted to be, and we're all very happy about it.
Aren't we?"

The other two men at the table took a half-second to
respond, as though they were being pulled out of a trance. Their
voices were husky and I could hear the words of agreement thick
with ill-contained lust.

"But you haven't fucked me, yet," I objected. "If
you really liked me, I mean." I wiggled my ass at the doctor.
"Don't you want to?"

He coughed and I glanced back over my shoulder at
him. He turned, but not before I glimpsed the bulge of a long,
thick erection in his pants. Seeing it drove me a little crazy that
he was keeping me away from it, but overall I felt better. He did
like me and he did want to fuck me. If he thought that just this
very moment wasn't the right time then he probably knew something I
didn't and would get around to it the first chance we had. Until
then I just had to do my best to be patient, hard as it was.

Then again, the thought occurred to me, maybe I
could hurry things along a little bit. He was probably just waiting
for confirmation of his theory, and then he'd fuck me.

 

I straightened and looked down at my chest. "I
really think they're bigger now, doctor," I reported helpfully. I
cupped one of them in a hand and gasped at how sensitive they had
become. A throbbing need deep in my abdomen was pulsing impatiently
at me. "Would you like to measure me again?"

He looked me over in surprise. "Already?" But he
picked up the tape measure from the table and looped it around my
chest again. He was standing very close to me this time, maybe
closer than he needed to. I felt he could sense my eagerness to
give him the measurement he wanted and my eagerness for my body to
be perfect for him, when he decided to claim it.

"She's right," he said, sounding a little amazed. He
cupped one heavy breast in his hand and lifted it slightly. I let
out a light breath of pleasure. "She's gained two inches at the
bust, and I don't doubt the measurement. Just look at this." He was
standing with my breasts in his hands, his mouth slightly open.

"So you were right," I chimed in.

"I was right," he agreed.

I reached down a tentative hand toward his belt,
looking to him for permission, but he pushed my hand away.

"But I proved your theory," I objected. "Don't I get
a little reward? Just one little reward?"

"You were also very naughty," he reminded me. "Those
pills are illegal."

I frowned, trying to think of some response.

"You know," the man on the left mused, "I think
we've really been looking at this in too sinister a light. You
didn't really mean any harm by any of this, did you Veronica?"

"Of course not, sir," I exclaimed.

"You just wanted to be a good little slut whom men
would like and maybe fuck now and then, isn't that right?"

"Yes, sir," I agreed.

"That should hardly be a crime," he said. His eyes
were hungry and intent, and I found myself leaning towards him
instinctively. "Surely we can think of some little punishment that
will satisfy all our consciences without needing to involve the
police or any official reprimands."

I nodded eagerly.

"If we spank you just a little bit, do you think
you'll have learned your lesson?"

My body seemed to squirm in on itself in delight at
the naughty thought. "Oh, yes, sir," I said. "I would learn my
lesson very hard, sir."

"Well," he said, "there you have it."

The doctor looked at Mr. Samson, who seemed to
shrug. "The poor girl is about to melt through the floor," Mr.
Samson pointed out. "I really don't see how we can ignore the
unique – ah – circumstances."

I giggled a little nervously and touched the
doctor's arm. "You'll spank me, doctor, won't you? I've been very
good, other than that one little time when I was naughty. You said
so."

He looked at me with an amused face and tickled my
side affectionately, sending me squirming onto my side in giddy
pleasure. "I suppose I did," he said, "and you're much too pretty a
girl to want to confuse by going back on what I said before."

I regained control of myself and stood up, putting
on a very serious expression and bending over in front of him. "I'm
very sorry about what I did, doctor," I said. "And from now on I'll
conduct myself with absolute professionalism."

"I hope so," he said sternly, lifted up my skirt and
tucked around in the waistband to keep it above my ass. Then he
hooked his fingers into the elastic of my panties and pulled them
down my legs, smearing my juices down the insides of my thighs.
Cool air flowed over my hot and suddenly exposed groin. I moaned
softly in anticipation.

His hand came down with a smack, landing firmly
against the supple round of my ass. I gasped slightly at the sudden
sting, but it wasn't bad. "You don't have to hold back, doctor," I
told him. "I understand what I did was wrong and you're only trying
to teach me a lesson. I don't hold it against you."

He gave me two more spanks, a little bit firmer.
"You're hard to stay mad at," he told me. "Couldn't you be a little
less obedient?"

I chewed over the request and then wiggled my ass at
him. "Well," I said, "if that's all you're going to give me I might
as well do this all again tomorrow. Obviously the rules don't apply
to a pretty girl like me."

His next spank almost took my breath away. I
clutched at my ass and moaned in genuine discomfort, but he pushed
my hand away. "Yep," I gasped with watering eyes, "I'll just keep
on being naughty if – Oh!" I stumbled forward from the force of his
fifth strike and would have fallen if he hadn't reached out and
grabbed my waist. He gave me another quick, perfunctory spank and
then stabilized me on my feet. I swayed there, bent over and
heaving for breath.

"One of you next?" he offered me to the other
men.

Mr. Samson got up and came around the table. "Are
you learning your lesson, Miss Tulane?" he asked me.

"Not nearly enough, sir," I told him.

"I thought so," he said sternly, and took his turn
at my pliant ass, held up so vulnerably for him. His hand was
strong and firm and he seemed to understand how far I wanted them
to go. By the time he was finished, I could feel my flesh burning
with a hot, deep sting that wasn't going to go away anytime soon.
His touch made me feel like a little girl again, but in a very
dirty, taboo sort of way that just made me want to curl up into a
little wet ball and revel in the delicious humiliation of it all,
but of course if I did that it would all come to an end.

And yet I couldn't even really enjoy the last few
spanks from Mr. Samson because I kept getting distracted by the man
on the left - Chris Lloyd, Mr. Samson had called him. Even when I
wasn't looking at him, I could feel him near me. All this time, it
had been him with the hungry eyes. He had been the one that had
noticed my body and seemed comfortable accepting that he wanted me,
long before the other two had decided it was alright. He hadn't
really said much, but I took him for a man of action, and I was a
little bit nervous in a sort of excited way about what would happen
when he finally got his hands on me.

"Well it looks like it's come around to me," Mr.
Lloyd said in his low, rich voice, and a little delightful little
shiver ran down my spine.

With big, wide eyes I watched him come up beside me
and drink in the sight of me with a deliberate patience. His gaze
lingered as it wandered up my legs, made toned and smooth by the
drug. He took in the pinkened ass and wet pussy pushed out in front
of him.

He gave me a soft, speculative sort of spank and I
gasped more in desperate anticipation than at the sting of it. He
smiled to himself. "Eager little thing," he observed.

"Sir, I-"

"Hush," he rebuked without harshness. "You've said
your piece."

His hand followed the curve of my ass, pinching it
appreciatively. The tips of his fingers brushed between my thighs
and just grazed the full lips of my pussy. I moaned helplessly,
trying to keep quiet.

"No, that's alright," he said, seeing me bite my lip
to keep quiet. "I just don't want any more of those sweet little
words you think I want to hear."

I looked down at the floor, struck dumb as much by
his instructions as by his total, effortless control over me. His
fingers probed between my legs and a spasm of gratitude ran up my
body. I felt his rough finger pads moving along my slot and toying
with my clit. I sagged down against his wrist, another long moan
escaping my lips.

His free hand ran up along my side and across my
back. He took in a handful of my hair and pulled me back slightly,
keeping me bent over but restraining any and all movement I might
make. The hot, desperate energy running inside me was almost more
than I could hold in. I felt every tiniest movement of his fingers.
He changed one casual little part of his stroking and my taught
body dissolved into tremendous release. The orgasm poured through
me as though I had been holding it back all of my life. I heard my
own grateful, high-pitched moans bouncing back to me off the smooth
walls of the room. I was shaking in his grip, completely powerless
to control my own limbs or balance.

After several long, ecstatic moments, my mind began
to clear and the feeling subsided to a blissful glow.

"I think you've been spanked enough," he said. "What
you'd really like to do is suck my cock, isn't that right?"

I nodded, my eyes still blissfully closed.

He released his grip and I let myself sink to my
knees. I opened my eyes and looked up to see his hard, thick cock
waiting for me. I wet my lips and took him into my mouth, pushing
down as deep as I could go, but that was only half of his
considerable length. He let me lick and tongue at his tip for a
moment, and then he placed a rough, impatient hand on the back of
my head and pushed his cock into my mouth and down into the top of
my throat. I gagged for a moment, struggling to accept all of
him.

"That's it," he said. "More like that."

The slight panic of him being more than I could
handle subsided, and I flushed with triumph. Greedily I sucked up
and down his full length, and soon I caught the faint, salty taste
of his pre-cum. His hand was still on the back of my head, and at
times he took over and I let him control the movement and fuck my
mouth roughly and possessively. I reached around and felt his
taught ass, clenched with the pleasure I was giving him. When I was
sucking on him it felt good to feel the pleasure throbbing in his
body and when he thrust into my mouth it felt so good to be
used.

He thrust deeper still and then froze, his cock
buried in my throat, and then the pumping spasms of orgasm ran
through his shaft, pulsing against my tongue, and thick, hot liquid
exploded against the back of my throat. I licked up the stray
dribble and swallowed.

I sank back onto my ankles and looked around. Dr.
McNeil moved forward and I looked up with him and once more reached
out a tentative hand to his belt. This time he didn't stop me, and
I freed the throbbing dick I had glimpsed and wanted so badly only
a few minutes ago that now felt like hours.

As I began to suck his cock in turn, I felt Mr.
Lloyd's hands on my shoulders. He tugged at my top, pulling the
buttons open one by one until it fell away from my breasts and left
me kneeling naked except for the skirt still rolled up into a
little ring around my waist. That too he took off, as all the while
I focused on doing my best for Dr. McNeil who had been so nice to
me other than keeping me away from his cock for such a
frustratingly long time. The doctor groaned in pleasure and I
worked harder still, my movements submissive but persistent. His
hand caressed my hair, playing with a lock in an understated and
intimate word of thanks, and I felt a glow deep inside me.

Without warning, a hand pushed between my thighs and
hooked a finger into my pussy. I gasped around the dick in my
mouth, and then followed the pressure the finger was exerting on my
pussy. Mr. Lloyd directed my hips back and up, guiding me by my
soaking pussy, and I scrambled to my feet without letting Dr.
McNeil's cock escape my lips. When Mr. Lloyd released me, I was
standing almost straight-legged and bent at the waist and
struggling to maintain the posture.

"No need to stand on ceremony, James," I heard him
tell Mr. Samson. "This hole looks free."

A new finger felt at me curiously. "My God is she
wet," I heard Mr. Samson marvel. "And tight."

A long hot shape pressed between my parted thighs
and pushed into my soaked opening. I let out another muffled gasp
as he thrust into me. I felt myself stretch slightly around his
girth, and I moaned into the dick in my mouth.

All positioned, the men got back to fucking me. I
gave up trying to control the movement and just let them pound me
from each end. Intense rhythmic pleasure wreathed through me in
potent waves that almost instantly put me on the precipice of
orgasm. I closed my eyes and let it flood me, injected into my limp
body from both ends. For the second time, an orgasm as strong as
anything I had ever felt ripped through me. For an almost
impossibly long time it dominated my every sense until it deposited
me back in the small conference room, sweaty and gasping.

Dr. McNeil was now getting close, I could tell. His
breathing was ragged and when I tightened my lips around him I felt
a series of throbs run through his cock. His liquid pumped into me,
and it was with relish that I swallowed my second come-load of the
afternoon.

As the doctor drew back, I felt Mr. Lloyd's hands on
my shoulders again. He pulled me forward off Mr. Samson and turned
me around and presented me back to him facing forwards. Mr. Samson
took me in the new position and got back to fucking me, cupping my
swollen tits in his hands and burying his cock deep in my pussy. I
thrust my chest forward into the welcome attention and let my eyes
fall closed again to focus only on the exquisite sensations.

Meanwhile, Mr. Lloyd had stripped behind me, and his
warm, unclothed body pressed against my back. Muscles rippled and
tensed against my skin and his breath was hot on my neck. I froze
in alarm when I realized what he was doing, but he put a soothing
hand on my cheek. "It's alright," he said. "It's going to be
alright."

And eventually it was alright. At first it was hard
and even a little bit painful as he pushed his dick into my ass. He
wasn't small and I wasn't used to it, but slowly I was able to
relax and he began to slide in and out. His cock was wet from my
saliva and he had smeared my copious juices over himself before
entering me, so as soon as I got over the initial shock I began to
appreciate the pleasure that was there to enjoy.

The two men together, pushing into me from only
inches apart, filled me as full and tight as I thought I could be
filled without popping, but it was an intensely pleasurable
fullness. Another orgasm had risen and run through me before I felt
Mr. Samson getting ready to blow his load. His hands became tight
on my sensitive breasts as he fired his come up deep into me, and I
whimpered from the intensity of it all, too far gone into the world
of pleasure to register anything as painful.

He pulled out after he had finished, and Chris
pulled me back against him, burying himself deeper into my ass and
pounding into me with heightened aggressiveness from the better
position. I put out a hand to try to grab something, anything, to
anchor myself, but in the end couldn't manage to hold onto anything
and let myself get carried away in the motion, bouncing with his
thrusts.

And then he buried himself deep in my ass and pumped
a second load of his come into me with a final groan of pleasure.
My exhausted but grateful body clenched around him, milking the
load from his cock. When he was finished, he pulled away and
lowered me gently to the floor.

I lay there, gasping and dribbling come from ass and
pussy, looking up at the men who had so totally used and satisfied
me. Every part of my body was humming, but was too sated and numb
to feel anything.

"Well I'm glad we've settled this little matter," I
heard Mr. Samson say. "But in the future I hope she keeps her use
of whatever this thing is to outside of the courtroom."

"I'll talk to her about it," the doctor assured him.
"I'd like to do a follow-up checkup tomorrow, just to see if there
are any lingering side-effects."

"Of course."


































This concludes Bimbo
Lawyer Gets Examined, the third installment of the Bimbo
Lawyer series from Jessica Whitethread. Thank you for
supporting an indie author!






If you've enjoyed yourself, read on for a
preview of the first story in Jessica Whitethread's recent BDSM and
Forced Exhibition series His to Train. But
first, if you have not already done so, be sure to check out the
previous installments of the Bimbo Lawyer series:
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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 Lawyer in the
Courtroom






It's been weeks since
Veronica remembers waking up sore and satisfied sprawled across the
table of conference room four. She can't remember exactly how
she ended up in that state, but Jackie's cruel prank lingers on,
lurking unsuspected in her purse under a scrawled label reading
"Focus Pills." With an important court date approaching
and eager
to please a new and powerful client, it seems only a matter of time
before she'll be once again desperate enough to try a pill she
doesn't remember buying at the drugstore. 



When the pills inevitably backfire and
the sharp
young attorney finds herself rapidly transforming into a voluptuous
and helplessly horny bimbo, she'll have to try to make it
through the trial without making too much of a
spectacle of herself. Her act is far from perfect, but it isn't
until her display calls for an emergency recess that the fertile
young woman realizes just how far things might
go. 



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
ultracompetitive alpha males facing her down in the court of law,
who are more than happy to help her fill her sudden cravings
... 














As promised, here's a sneak preview of
His to Train: Submissive's Audition,
available now:
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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.






Continued…






To read this story in its entirety, find it
available now at your online bookstore of choice.



















You may also be interested in these other
Bimbofication, BDSM and Exhibitionist-themed stories from Jessica
Whitethread:
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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. 









[image: ]

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. 









Once again, thank you for reading.

Any and all feedback is greatly appreciated,
either in the form of an online review or by emailing me at
jessicawhitethread@theredspotpress.com.
The satisfaction of readers like you is what I'm all about, and
only you can tell me if I'm getting it right!

You can also keep up with me at www.theredspotpress.com/jessicawhitethread/
or by joining my mailing
list. I'll let you know about new releases and your
information will never ever ever be given out to a third party.






Click here to view the rest of my catalog.
Have a wonderful day.
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