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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 withoutmaking 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
...






Preview

When it was over, I sank down to a crouch with my
back still pressed to the wall. My chest was heaving and my skin
was hot and slick. My panties were soaked, and there were beads of
white liquid poised on each hyper-sensitive nipple. I looked down
at everything in slight confusion, too satisfied by the intense
orgasm to find any of this upsetting.

I got to my feet slowly and looked in the mirror. A
big-breasted girl with flushed face and full, red lips looked back
at me. My hair seemed lighter in color and it was fuller and more
lustrous. My limbs seemed longer, thinner, and smoother. My ass and
breasts accentuated my long, delicate frame in a very pleasing way.
I was still me, but … different. Definitely different.

Forgetting the situation entirely, I wriggled in
uncomprehending glee at how incredibly sexy I looked. Now I could
really do what I came to do, go out there, and find someone to f***
me. Wait, was that right? Was that what I was doing here?

No, I was here for my case. I was here to represent
Mr. Oltmann. But no sooner had I remembered him than I felt that
deep, hungry ache return. I had to fight to keep my hand away from
my p****. The clock on the wall said I needed to get back in the
courtroom.

I stuffed the unhelpful bra into my purse and set
about buttoning up my blouse. It was much more difficult getting it
closed than it had been getting it open, and half-way up the front
I gave up. The highest button I had managed to get closed stretched
precariously and then popped back open, threatening to spill my
tits out entirely. I struggled with it again and got it closed once
more. I held my breath, and it seemed to stay. Two unhelpful damp
spots appeared over my nipples.






Bimbo Lawyer
in the Courtroom is the second installment in
the Bimbo Lawyer series. It can be read in sequence or as a
standalone story.



















Bimbo Lawyer in the Courtroom






"Veronica, I'll be stopping by your office this
afternoon. I haven't heard from you since the last deposition.
There are some things we really need to talk about."

I groaned and hit the button to delete the message
without raising my head from the desk. How had things gone back to
the old way so fast?

I never did figure out what had possessed me to fall
asleep across the table in conference room 4, or why I was in such
a good mood in the ensuing days. I seemed to remember having an
incredibly erotic dream, but no matter how hard I tried I could
never remember exactly what it had been about. It was around that
same time I started having better orgasms – great orgasms, even –
and maybe that had something to do with the good mood. I started
masturbating nightly and sometimes in the mornings, too. It was all
very unlike me, but I was enjoying it too much to stop and ask
myself why it was all happening.

That question came later. It had been a month, and
my work – often teetering on the brink of disaster – was in genuine
crisis. My professional life just didn't have room in it for a bit
of fun on the side. Maybe I had taken on too much responsibility
for someone with so little experience in the field, trying to claw
my way above my hyper-competitive male colleagues, but now I had to
live with the decisions I had made and all I could do was try to
survive and not make a fool of myself. If I had taken on so much
work that I couldn't keep up and have a life of my own, maybe that
was how it had to be for a while. I could ignore all the little
urges and needs, if that was what it took.

The Oltmann trial was set to start in three days,
and by the tone of the voicemails he was leaving at my office, he
could sense how unprepared I was. He was an executive at a firm
uptown, implicated in an insider trading case that had made big
waves a few months ago.

He was a few years older than me with salt and
pepper hair and a strong, handsome, but somewhat unforgiving face.
Somehow he always managed to remind me of my father and make me
feel like a little girl. I couldn't completely shake the notion
that if I didn't stay on top of things he would pull me over his
knee and spank me. Of course, when that image popped into my head
it was always so distracting that I lost all hope of appearing
engaged in the discussion, and things generally deteriorated from
there.

A buzzer sounded next to my left ear. I jerked,
elbowing my handbag to the floor and spilling its contents out in a
big jumble.

"Peter Oltmann here to see you, Ms. Tulane," the
voice of the secretary informed me through the intercom.

"Thanks, Jane," I said into the table. "Tell him
I'll be right out."

I scrabbled the odds and ends back into the bag. I
looked around to be sure I got everything and my eyes fell on a
little plastic baggie of white pills. Those again. My eyes
narrowed. I couldn't remember where they had come from. The
unofficial looking label on the bag said "Focus Enhancing
Supplement," but I couldn't for the life of me remember when or
where or how I had bought them. They had just showed up among my
things one day, and while I didn't have the courage to try one of
the mysterious little capsules, I had been too intrigued to throw
them away. But now was no time to be thinking about them. Peter
Oltmann was waiting for me.

I stood up from the desk and did my best to shift
gears. Pull yourself together, Tulane, I told myself. Put on a good
face. You are professional and competent, and you can make him
respect you. I tucked a loose strand of hair back behind an ear,
stood up straighter, and went out into the lobby.

He was waiting with his back to my door, chatting
loosely with the secretary. A couple of his personal aides were
standing over by the far wall.

"Mr. Oltmann," I greeted him, coming up behind him.
"To what do I owe –"

"Don't play innocent, Veronica," he said without
looking around. "You've been avoiding my calls." He set down a
paperweight he had been toying with on the reception desk and
turned to rest his piercing eyes on me. "The trial starts on Monday
and I can't get in touch with my lead attorney, for Christ's
sake."

As always, I quailed under the brunt of his
disapproval. "I haven't – there have just been a lot of things to
track down on my end. I didn't want to bother you with them until I
felt our strategy was finalized."

"The trial starts in 72 hours."

"I realize that, Mr. Oltmann."

"And? Has our strategy been finalized then?"

"Well, yes, I think. If you'd like to look over
–"

"I would. Very much."

Feeling a little trapped, I ushered him back into my
office. I winced as I caught his derisive eyes pass over the
cluttered stacks of papers and askew furniture. His aides had
followed at a discrete distance and now hovered in the doorway.

I grabbed two embarrassingly thin folders off the
top of one of the piles and waved them at him. "The broad structure
of our defense," I said, "and then these are the witness and
evidence specific outlines for cross-examination and redirect."

He took them from my reluctant hands and leafed
through them impatiently. His frown worsened.

"Those are just the broad overviews," I hurried to
explain.

He grimaced and held the folders out to one of his
aides. "Make copies of everything in these two folders," he
instructed the young woman.

"Yes, sir," she said, jumping to comply and hurried
from the room with the two folders.

"That's sensitive information," I protested.

"She's my people," he dismissed my objection. "Now
where's the rest of what you have for me."

"Ah," I backed against my desk, and then turned and
began rifling through the piles, trying to make it seem like there
was more than there was. "These are filed to go with … well, and
these as well … and then the pile in the back there. No, you can't
see it. It's in the large box against the wall."

His eyes narrowed as he saw through each of my
flimsy ruses. "Save your energy," he said, raising a hand.

"Mr. Oltmann?"

He ran a hand through his thick, silver-flecked
hair, declining to speak for a moment.

"What is it?" I asked, consternation in my voice. It
all seemed to be coming to a head. Would he yell?

He sighed. "I'm wondering if I didn't hire you for
the wrong reasons."

My stomach sank. "What does that mean?"

He smiled at me sadly and put an affectionate hand
on my arm. As it had once before, his touch sent silent thrills
through my tense body.

"I don't blame you," he said. "I blame myself.
Sometimes we're all blind, aren't we?"

"What do you mean?"

"When the charges were filed, my people told me to
get an out-of-house lawyer. You remember how this all happened back
in April? I sat down and met with one after another and they all
seemed to be flat-faced men with no imagination and no character. I
couldn't even have a conversation with them. And then I sat down
with you and it was like a breath of fresh air. Here's someone
young and hungry like I was not long ago, I said to myself. Here's
someone who will understand my case and understand it's more than
the numbers. I liked you, Veronica. I thought you were a very …
nice young woman. For some reason I let that fool me into thinking
you were a good attorney, too."

A blush came into my cheeks as I listened to what he
was saying, but at the resounding finality of his last words all
the warmth drained out of me. This was worse than yelling. "You
weren't wrong," I burst out. "It's just – like you said, I'm young
and … I let things distract me from my professional
responsibilities. I've done good work in the past; otherwise I
never would have turned up on your list." My eyes found his,
pleading with him for the compassion I had probably already tested
beyond reasonable limit.

He considered me. "Well, it's too late for me to
replace you on the team, but you've got to get it together. You
have seventy-two hours to make sure I don't regret having stuck
with you this long."

"Yes, sir," I responded eagerly. "I won't let you
down. Just one last chance is all I need."

"Mmhmm," he agreed a little skeptically. "And if I
don't like what I see, I can always relegate you to co-counsel. But
do try to do better; I don't like being harsh."

"Yes, sir," I agreed. Again I had let the slightly
inappropriate 'sir' slip out. It was just hard not to look at him
as an authority figure, especially when he spoke to me like
this.

"Good," he said. "We'll talk tomorrow."

His aide returned with the folders and handed the
originals back to me. He turned and went out, leaving me with a
pounding heart and fluttering stomach. God, what I wouldn't give to
make that man happy with me – just a smile of approval that I had
met his high standards … and yet I had let so much time go by.

I sat down at my desk and resolved to do everything
in my power to make it right. For two days I worked as hard as I
had ever worked. I barely slept, and I ate even less. The only
outside thought that penetrated my focus was the lingering
recollection of his touch and the way he looked at me when he
remembered meeting me. I would have died to know he felt that way
at the time, as struck as I was by him.

But now I had ruined it. I had made him regret it.
And I would do anything to get back to where I had unknowingly
been.

By the afternoon a day before the trial, I had come
a long way. I had a sense of how we needed things to play out and
where the soft spots in the case against Peter were. I would even
have felt confident, if it weren't for the fact that the prosecutor
assigned to the case was Damien Sariento.

Damien Sariento was young, my age, and the fastest
rising prospect in the DA's office in a decade. He was handsome, a
former athlete, and a shoo-in at whichever stuffy ivy league
university he had gotten his law degree at. There had been a time
when I looked on him as a rival I was capable of beating when the
day came that we ended up at opposite ends of the same courtroom. I
had even been excited when I first heard he would was assigned to
the coming trial.

But then work had started to pile up and
distractions had mounted. What started as an exciting new challenge
and chance to prove my mettle gradually became an opportunity to be
humiliated in a high profile case.

We had talked briefly a couple times, and he was
every bit as abrasive and over-confident as you would expect
someone like him to be.

"Take the deal," he had told me after a deposition.
"I'd hate to see a sweet girl like you blown out of the water in
front of all those reporters."

"I wouldn’t worry about me, Damien," I had replied.
"There won't be any sweet girls in the courtroom, and you don't
have half the case you think you do."

But now that the time was rolling around to back up
my words, I was starting to regret talking such a big game. He was
very good and his case against Peter was strong. With twenty hours
to go I still wasn't sure it would be much of a fight.

I took a moment from re-reading the deposition
transcript to go hunting for some lip balm. I had bought a new tube
earlier in the week, hadn't I? Scrabbling blindly through my purse,
my fingers closed on an object I didn't recognize. I pulled it
out.

It was the little bag of white pills. "Focus
Enhancing Supplement," the label seemed to shout at me. I paused,
staring at them. Maybe … but no. No, how could I? And yet … on the
other hand, what if I had something in my hand that could help me?
What if I was passing up a chance at a genuine advantage? Lord
knows I'd need to be sharp and on point to have any chance in court
tomorrow.

I vacillated in sudden consternation. What if it
didn't help? What if it just set me on edge or made me fidgety?
What if it made me less able to concentrate, or what if I had some
weird side effect to whatever this mysterious drug was?

In a moment of resolve, I threw the baggie back into
my purse. Now was no time for experimentation. I found the lip balm
and got back to work, pushing myself into the late hours of the
night.

I woke groggily in my bed the following morning.
Three alarms were blaring at me from three different sides. I
rolled over and reached out to hit the snooze on the first one,
then the second, but by the time I was feeling around for the third
I had woken up just enough to remember that sleeping longer wasn't
an option today. Today was the day of the trial.

I sat up. A needy ache in my abdomen and slight
wetness in my panties reminded me I hadn't masturbated in three
days. But however much I might like to, there really wasn't any
time for that.

I stumbled to the kitchen and made a cup of coffee,
and then another. I blinked at the morning sunlight coming in
through the blinds. I had a headache and my mouth was dry. Sleeping
three hours a night since my meeting with Peter Oltmann was really
starting to catch up with me. A cold shower did nothing to help,
too.

"You'd think I'd have learned my lesson back in
college," I muttered grumpily to my reflection in the bathroom
mirror. But nothing could shake the fog from my head. I felt like I
was sleep-walking as I dressed. Come on! I yelled at my own
sluggish head. You need to wake up!

Helplessly I collapsed back at the kitchen table. I
had to be in court in an hour, and I was so out of it I wasn't even
sure I could drive myself to the courthouse. I looked around at the
clock, begging it to slow down, and my eyes happened to fall on my
purse sitting on a shelf by the door.

I was on my feet before I even registered the
realization. I tore through the contents in clumsy sweeping
movements until my fingers came to rest on the object of my search.
I brought the little baggie out into the light and squinted at it.
"Focus Enhancing Supplement," I read aloud to myself. "Well,
everything happens for a reason."

And with that, I poured three out into my palm and
swallowed them without water. They were dry and bitter going down.
I grimaced and smacked my lips.

I paced back and forth, praying for some sign that
they were going to help me. Even it was just a little, I could
manage the rest. And little by little, I did start to notice a
difference. The fog in my head seemed to be stirring. At first I
was sure I was imagining it, but after ten minutes the difference
was as clear as night and day. My pulse felt a little elevated and
I felt a bit hot, but I felt as if I had slept for a week. I
studied the room around me, taking in and holding every detail.

I was back, baby. I did a little jig of sheer
exuberance right in the middle of the kitchen. Today was a great
day for a court case. I grabbed my things and headed out the
door.

The morning sun was beautiful as it crested the tops
of the houses along Portsmouth Drive. Pedestrians on the sidewalk
all looked like they were smiling and everything seemed vibrant and
colorful. Every song on the radio was a personal favorite, and I
found myself singing along as I drove. All the stress and worry of
the past week was melting away. I was ready to take on the
world.

Peter Oltmann and my co-counsel were waiting for me
in the lobby. Co-counsel was an older woman with severe bangs and
always wore a drab cardigan, but today she had exchanged it for a
frumpy pantsuit. She glanced at me with her usual unimpressed
expression.

Peter looked cool and controlled as always. You'd
have never known to look at him that he was the one on trial. I
smiled a little in spite of my best attempts to look serious as I
approached them. Peter was always going to be Peter, and the world
couldn't do a thing about it.

Maybe when this was all over he'd ask me to join him
for a drink or something. It would be exciting to know a man like
him outside of a work context. What did he do for fun? What kind of
women was he interested in? Was I anything like them?

I caught myself staring speculatively at him and
gave myself a little shake. Now's really not the time to be getting
distracted by things like that, I chided myself.

Peter looked over and then did a double-take. His
eyes swept my body. "My God, Veronica, you look … vibrant,
today."

I blushed and looked down at myself deprecatingly.
"That's very nice of you to say, Mr. Oltmann." Then I, too, did a
double-take. This outfit was tremendously flattering. How had I
never noticed that before? Had something that made me look this
good been sitting in my closet all this time? I was really
filling out the thin white blouse. Was that actually all me? And
there was something about the skirt that was really doing something
for my ass.

He caught my momentary pause of confusion. "Is
everything alright?"

"Ah, yes," I recovered quickly, letting out a giggle
that was very out of character. "Everything is very alright. I'm
feeling good about our chances today."

"I'm glad to hear it."

Co-counsel gave me a quizzical look. "Shall we go
in?" she asked.

As we moved up the aisle, my eyes instinctively
sought out Damien Sariento at the prosecutor's table. He was
already there, reclining in the wooden chair and sipping a glass of
water for all the world as if he owned the room. He caught sight of
us entering and moved to intercept me as Peter and my co-counsel
took their positions at the table.

"Veronica," he said, sounding a little surprised, "I
wouldn't have thought you'd be one to get so dolled up for a
trial." He ran his glittering amber eyes over me in appreciation.
"You must be desperate if you come looking like this to try to
distract me. But don't worry, I can enjoy the view and run circles
around your defense all at the same time."

I blushed in spite of myself but recovered quickly.
"I always knew you were a pig, Damien. You don't have to go out of
your way to prove it each time we see each other."

He grinned. "Oh, but you really have no idea," he
said low enough that he was sure we wouldn't be overheard. "That's
all I want, Veronica: a chance to show you just how depraved I can
be. One night, me, you, and a pair of handcuffs." He gestured at my
chest. "Bring those juicy things, too, if you don't mind. I don't
know where you usually hide them."

"A pair of handcuffs?" I asked, doing my best to
sound amused instead of intrigued. "I suppose you know you're not
man enough to handle me unless you can tie me down."

He laughed. "You misunderstand. The handcuffs aren't
for anything sexual. They're to keep you from chasing after me when
I leave."

Unable to come up with a good response, I gave him a
sarcastic smile and pushed past him to join the defense table.

As I went to sit down, I realized with a flush of
resentful embarrassment that I was wet. Damien Sariento had gotten
me wet, and he probably had known he was doing it, too. I forced
myself not to look over at his lithe, confident form sitting down
at the table across the aisle. It doesn't matter if you're
attracted to him, I told myself. That won't stop you from beating
him. Nothing about his dark, handsome face or his suave confidence
or the way I found myself imagining him standing hungrily over me,
powerless in handcuffs – none of that would distract me, I told
myself.

What was starting to distract me was a growing
sensation of tightness in my bust. My bra felt too small. The
sensation had grown from a small, pesky discomfort into something I
couldn't ignore in only the past three or four minutes. Was my bra
shrinking? I looked down in chagrin and then cocked my head in
confusion. My breasts looked huge, at least comparatively. I knew
the view down my front very well, and a much larger part of that
view was obscured by tits than was usually the case. I shook my
head in confusion, not sure how to process the information. The
only thing I knew was that my bra needed to come off. The pain was
getting serious.

I muttered an excuse down the table and hurried out
of the courtroom. I needed someplace private. I hurried past the
public restrooms and down a dim corridor that led around the back
of the courthouse. I spied a handicapped bathroom and dashed inside
it. My hands were up the back of my blouse and unsnapping my bra
before the door had fully closed.

Physical relief exploded in my brain. "Thank God," I
breathed into the small room, collapsing back to lean against the
door.

I unbuttoned my blouse to pull the cups away and
massage at my sore breasts. That had all happened very fast, but
now it was over. Now my breasts could go back to feeling … good.
They could start feeling very, very good, actually. As the
discomfort faded, the hypersensitivity remained. I caressed them,
engrossed by how good it felt. My nipples stood up, stiff and eager
against my soft fingers. The large, responsive shapes seemed to
pulse at every lightest touch against them. My breasts tingled with
pleasure, and that pleasure spread out into the rest of my body as
I touched myself. It was like a warm wave, setting my skin and
limbs to tingling.

I traced the warm feeling down my front, over my
suddenly flushed skin, probing at the waistband of my skirt and
wanting to touch myself more than I had ever wanted to in my life.
My fingers toyed at my clit and a burst of ecstasy froze me in
place and suddenly I was incapable of doing anything but repeat the
circling motion again and again and again, each passing instant
more intense than the last. Suddenly and almost without warning,
the pleasure of release exploded within me beneath my fingers and I
let out long, loud moans into the small room.

When it was over, I sank down to a crouch with my
back still pressed to the wall. My chest was heaving and my skin
was hot and slick. My panties were soaked, and there were beads of
white liquid poised on each hyper-sensitive nipple. I looked down
at everything in slight confusion, too satisfied by the intense
orgasm to find any of this upsetting.

I got to my feet slowly and looked in the mirror. A
big-breasted girl with flushed face and full, red lips looked back
at me. My hair seemed lighter in color and it was fuller and more
lustrous. My limbs seemed longer, thinner, and smoother. My ass and
breasts accentuated my long, delicate frame in a very pleasing way.
I was still me, but … different. Definitely different.

Forgetting the situation entirely, I wriggled in
uncomprehending glee at how incredibly sexy I looked. Now I could
really do what I came to do, go out there, and find someone to fuck
me. Wait, was that right? Was that what I was doing here?

No, I was here for my case. I was here to represent
Mr. Oltmann. But no sooner had I remembered him than I felt that
deep, hungry ache return. I had to fight to keep my hand away from
my pussy. The clock on the wall said I needed to get back in the
courtroom.

I stuffed the unhelpful bra into my purse and set
about buttoning up my blouse. It was much more difficult getting it
closed than it had been getting it open, and half-way up the front
I gave up. The highest button I had managed to get closed stretched
precariously and then popped back open, threatening to spill my
tits out entirely. I struggled with it again and got it closed once
more. I held my breath, and it seemed to stay. Two unhelpful damp
spots appeared over my nipples.

I fought to ignore a final wave of hot excitement,
threw my purse over my arm, and ducked back out into the hall. The
corridors had emptied as court was almost in session, but the
courtroom itself had become absolutely packed. I was a little taken
aback when I slipped in through the door.

The moisture on my inner thighs instilled a sort of
dirty, sexual feeling that followed me as I walked up through the
crowd of formally dressed court onlookers. Heads turned as I moved
forward, but I wasn't really paying attention. Peter and my
co-counsel didn't look up as I slipped back into my seat.

I sat, studying the pattern of floor tiles in front
of the table. My thoughts were becoming sort of fuzzy and it was
difficult to concentrate on what was happening. One idea looped
around to the next and they all seemed to come back to how good it
had felt to touch myself in the bathroom and how many men there
were in the courtroom right then that would probably fool around
with me if I gave them a little encouragement.

The jury filed in and the judge arrived to call
court into session, but none of that seemed as important as it
should have been. Damien Sariento got up to make his opening
statement. I found that much more engrossing., but I couldn't
remember a word of what he said. I just liked watching him moving
his papers with strong, competent fingers and liked the way I could
just glimpse the hints of his muscles moving beneath his
unhelpfully concealing suit. His voice was intelligent and rich and
aggressive as he said whatever it was he was saying. I caught my
mouth hanging a little open as I watched him.

After not nearly long enough, he sat down. Heads
turned towards me. I blushed a little at the sudden attention that
I had forgotten was coming. Thankfully, I had a prepared statement,
and I stood shakily to my feet to read it aloud. It must have
sounded smart when I was writing it, but for the life of me I
couldn't understand it as the words tumbled out.

I don't know if the court was really listening,
anyways. They all were just watching me, and I started moving about
and gesturing emphatically, my poorly contained chest jiggling. It
was way more fun to imagine them looking at me and wanting to do
things to me and me letting them do those things than it was to try
to focus on this stuffy court-case. Giving the statement was just
an opportunity to be the focus of hungry attention, and I started
to really enjoy myself.

Somewhere along the way I lost my place on the
printed out page and struggled to improvise some final points. The
best argument I could come up with on the spot was that Peter had
an honest face, and I kept repeating that idea to the jury – only,
every time I said it I seemed to accidentally say "handsome"
instead of "honest." Wasn't that a silly mistake to make? Each time
I slipped up, I giggled and apologized and then did the exact same
thing again two sentences later.

At last I sat back down, pleased with myself. The
courtroom was staring at me. Peter's mouth was hanging open. I gave
him a girlish smile and shrugged. The movement popped open the
feisty top button and my ample cleavage very nearly became ample
exposed breasts as I looked at him. My heart fluttered in my chest
as I met his eyes. He cocked his head in speculation, as though
considering whether this was all an act intended to soften up the
jury.

He gave me a look that very clearly said "I'm
watching to see how this plays out," and turned back to the
prosecutor as the first witness approached the stand.

I couldn't follow much of what Damien was going over
with the blue-suited man on the stand with small glasses and
darting eyes. They were talking about paper trails and
investigations that been going on for years. The whole thing was
really so convoluted that I gave up any attempt to understand
it.

Instead I watched the two of them interact and
fantasized about how they would go about sharing me if the three of
us were naked in a bedroom together. Damien would be the dominant
one, I was sure. But would he let the witness in on the fun right
away, or would he be territorial and make him sit off to the side
and watch until Damien had finished with me? Selfish men were so
short-sighted, I concluded with frustration. Nevermind what
I wanted, Damien would be sure to take his before he worried
about anyone else. The witness seemed sort of nice in a quiet sort
of way, and I wouldn't mind if –

"Your witness, Ms. Tulane," the judge interrupted my
daydream.

I started and looked up. "Oh, sorry, Your Honor," I
said hastily, rising from my chair. I felt a bead of wetness run
down the inside of my thigh.

"Mr. Jacobs," I began, looking down at my sheet.
"Can I call you Sam?"

"Alright," he acceded.

"So you were the lead investigator on this case,
huh?" I asked.

"Yes, I was."

 

"Do you like Mr. Oltmann?"

"What?"

"Well," I said, fluttering my eyelashes in a
distracted sort of way, "I sort of do, and I was wondering if you
do, too. Because it seems like Mr. Oltmann has a lot for you to be
jealous of, doesn't he? Like maybe you'd resent him or
something."

"I don't really understand what you're getting
at."

"Well, I mean, after all, don't these things always
come down to sexual competition?"

"Ms. Tulane," the judge interjected, "can we try
working our way around to the facts of the case? Mr. Jacobs motives
are not relevant."

"But your honor," I protested, "Why not? If I were a
man, I'd be jealous of him."

The judge fell silent for a moment, exasperated but
not ready to put an end to it. The witness struggled to answer the
question. "I don't – what are you suggesting?"

"Well, what if you just look at my client?" I
suggested, turning and doing just that. "He's got a lot going for
him: money, power, sexual allure. He could have a woman like me
just with a word, couldn't he? He could say come here, and I'd
come, wouldn't I?" I failed to suppress a giggle at the accidental
double-entendre. "Wouldn't that be right, Sam?"

"If you say so," he said a little stiffly.

"Well, I think I would, Sam," I said, still looking
back at the defendant's table. "I really think I would." Silence
fell in the courtroom. "Oh, what were we talking about? Oh, that's
right. Do you think I'm pretty, Sam?"

"Alright," the judge objected. "That's enough of
that."

"Would you fight over me, Sam?" I asked, leaning in
against the witness box. My breasts brushed against the wood
barrier. The friction against my nipples sent a thrill of pleasure
up my spine. I moaned in spite myself and felt my blouse slip down
ever so slightly.

"I said enough, Ms. Tulane! I'm not going to let
this joke continue. I want to see the prosecution and defense in my
chambers."

I turned big eyes up at him in surprise. "But your
honor –"

"Now!"

I spun, surveying the courtroom for a sympathetic
face. Their eyes were all fixed lower than my face. I looked down
to see one swollen, sensitive breast fully in view. I froze,
looking first down and then back out at the staring faces. Every
eye on me seemed to impart a physical sensation, like a thousand
tiny fingers caressing and probing at my sudden partial nudity.
Another bead of wetness rolled down my thigh.

After a stunned moment that seemed to stretch on
forever, I managed to react. With difficulty I fit it back into my
top, wrestled with the top button unsuccessfully, and then turned
obediently to follow Damien and the judge out of the courtroom, one
hand still cupping my ill-contained chest.

We trooped into a small study, where the judge
rounded on me. "What exactly is going on out there, Ms.
Tulane?"

"Your honor –" I tried to come up with something to
say, but all I could think about was how sexy men were when they
got angry.

"Give me one good reason why I shouldn't find you in
immediate contempt and recommend Mr. Oltmann find a new
attorney?"

"I just – " I stammered again.

"Your Honor," Damien interjected smoothly, "if I
could have a word with you. I happen to know Ms. Tulane suffered a
very traumatic event earlier this morning and has been very
courageous in trying to serve in spite of obvious personal turmoil.
If you could grant just a thirty-minute recess I'm sure I can help
her collect herself."

The judge considered us both. I found myself
blushing slightly as his distrustful eyes swept across us.

"Alright, court will resume in one half hour, and
I'll be waiting with my gavel half-raised, Ms. Tulane. One more
display like what I just witnessed …" He strode from the room
without finishing his thought.

Slowly, Damien turned on me. "Well, well," he said,
"what's gotten into you?"

"Why did you stick up for me?" I asked, feeling my
heart flutter at the way he was looking at me.

"Let's say I have a soft spot for cock-desperate
whores," he said.

"Oh," I said, nodding. "That's good. You like me,
then?"

"Well," he said, his eyes lingering and hot with
desire. "I'm certainly warming up to you. But what I don't know,"
he mused softly, taking a slow step towards me, "is when you got to
be such a dirty, dirty little slut."

"I don't know," I said, my voice trembling a little
as he drew nearer still. "Maybe I always was one."

He nodded. "I thought so." He put his hands and
cupped my heavy breasts in his palms. His touches evoked an
involuntary moan from me as pleasure wreathed up my body,
paralyzing me in place. "But even so, you're an unusually nice slut
today. It's the sort of behavior I like to encourage." His fingers
caressed my nipples and my moans became higher and more urgent. I
felt liquid seeping into the front of my blouse.

"Thank you," I breathed tightly. "I-"

"Shhh," Damien murmured. "It's alright. I know
exactly what you need, you little whore."

He pulled me against him and kissed me roughly, his
tongue pushing into my mouth and circling. His hand found my wrist
and guided it to his crotch. I gasped with eagerness into his mouth
as my hand felt the outline of a thickening cock.

His mouth smiled against mine. "You want, that,
don't you?"

"Yes."

"You've always wanted it."

"Yes."

He let me sink to my knees in front of him, opening
his zipper and freeing his cock. I put a hand on it and felt as his
pulse swelled it and engorged it with hot, excited blood. Eagerly
but uncertainly, I bent forward and planted a soft kiss on its tip.
Unimpressed with my zeal, he took me by the hair and pushed my
mouth down his shaft. His cock filled my mouth and reached to the
top of my throat. My nostrils filled with his sexual scent.

I closed my lips around him felt him draw in a long
breath of gratitude. Up and down I began to move, swirling my
tongue and coaxing at him in every way I could think of. Every
moment was filled with the slight worry that if I did not please
him, he would take the cock away. Eagerness and nervousness drove
me fully into the activity, and soon I tasted the faint, salty
taste of pre-cum at the back of my throat that told me I was doing
well. I cooed with pleasure at the taste and sought out his eyes
with my own, only to find them closed.

A sharp whoosh sounded behind me.

"Veronica," I heard a man say. It was Peter.

"Pthwer!" I exclaimed through the cock in my mouth.
I pulled away and spun to see him standing in the doorway.

"Veronica, I – " he began heatedly, but faltered to
a stop, staring at my chest.

I followed his gaze and saw that my blouse had
fallen open somewhere in my servicing of Damien. My large, round
breasts emerged naked and glistening between the parted sides of
the garment. Liquid was beaded on my nipples and a small rivulet
ran down my front to dampen the top of my skirt. I looked back up
at him, wide-eyed and hopeful.

"Veronica," he began, "I never wanted to fire
you."

"That's alright," I said, still breathing heavily
from the interruption. "I'd rather be your fucktoy than your
lawyer, sir."

His eyes lit with a momentary flicker of desire, but
he controlled himself. "I don't think that would be a very good
idea," he said.

"It would," I urged, scrambling to my feet and
moving toward him. "I know you've been attracted to me. Didn't you
just about say so three days ago? All I want is your cock inside
me. That's all I've ever wanted. I have too many clients, I only
agreed to work for you because I couldn't stand to let you leave. I
wanted you so desperately. Please." I pressed my half-naked body
against him, desperate to rekindle the desire I had just glimpsed
before he could leave forever. "Please, sir," I breathed. And then,
almost shyly, I asked, "Don't you think you'll like it?"

He looked at me for a moment, his hand rising almost
of its own accord to run along my bare, quivering side. I throbbed
at his touch, desperate to bring him inside the room and inside
me.

And then I could almost feel the physical snap as he
gave in to that aggressive desire and need that my body excited in
him. His hand took my head and he kissed me, pushing me back into
the room. His left hand ran down, over my ass, and pulled me
against his strong, muscular body. He tore my blouse away and threw
it aside.

I bent and began pulling at his belt, eager to give
his cock even better and more eager attention than I had given so
hastily to Damien. I pulled away Peter's briefs and plunged myself
with a frenzy of licking and sucking onto his cock.

Unexpectedly there was a hand beneath my skirt. I
realized it was Damien, and a warm shudder ran through my body as
his fingers worked up the back of my thighs, pushing my skirt up
before them. He pulled at my panties and they tugged away from my
folds with a faint wet noise. Oh God, I was so horny. Even the
beautiful cock in my mouth was not enough.

Now Damien's fingers were exploring that incredibly
sensitive place. They pushed between my wet lips, up along my
folds, and tickled experimentally at my clit. My whole body arched
in sudden gratitude and I felt him give my ass a little spank.

I tried not to focus on my own pleasure. I wanted
Peter to feel good. I wanted to please him. I sucked hard, taking
him in as deep as I could. I wanted him to realize that there was
only so far that I could intentionally go. He seemed to realize my
short-coming as well because he took me by the hair and drove into
me, fucking my mouth and leaving me struggling weakly to breathe
through my nose.

It was good that he had taken over, because now I
was getting so distracted by Damien behind me that I couldn't
concentrate on any one thing at all. I felt his hot cock poised,
his tip resting against my slick pussy, and then he pushed himself
in. My body clenched in desperate gratitude.

"Oh, God," I heard Damien groan, feeling my
tightness. "Oh, you wonderful little slut."

His hands came around my sides to knead at my tits
and then it was my turn to moan. God, everything felt so intensely
pleasurable that I couldn't have controlled what was happening even
if I had wanted to.

I felt an orgasm coming on as Damien pounded me. His
thick girth and aggressive fucking were more than I could handle.
In another moment I came, loud and desperate and uncontrolled,
pinned between the two men. It rippled through my body, clenching
me and seizing me around the sources of my pleasure, until I sagged
and would have collapsed if it weren't for the men holding me up on
each end.

In another moment, I felt a throb run through
Damien's body behind me, and his thrusting slowed. He came
explosively inside me, pumping my pussy full of his come with a
low, sexy groan that seemed to run through me like a pulse. He slid
from me wetly, and ran an appreciative hand over my ass.

Peter pulled his cock from my mouth. I watched it,
dripping with my saliva, and then felt myself being picked up by
the hips and thighs. It was Damien again, lifting me up to allow
Peter access. He bent my legs up against my stomach and held me
forward so that my heels came to rest on Peter's shoulders.

I moaned at the intense tightness as the combination
of position and his larger girth stretched me much tighter than
Damien had, but my pussy was so wet and eager that there was
nothing painful about the sensation.

He began fucking up into me, bouncing me with each
thrust of his hips into my prominently thrust pussy. With Damien
supporting me, Peter freed a hand to hold one of my tits to his
mouth. He sucked on my nipple as he fucked me, drawing milk out of
each of my full breasts and letting it run down my stomach. "Oh
fuck!" I moaned. "Oh, God, Peter!"

Then he pulled his mouth away, groaning urgently,
and I could see from the intense and grateful look on his face that
he was about to come. The feeling of his hot semen spurting deep
and unprotected up into my pussy unleashed a final orgasm, even
more powerful than the others. I heaved against him, moaning and
crying out at the desperate intensity - the culmination of a
thousand forbidden fantasies emptying themselves simultaneously
into my receptive pussy.

Damien lowered me and I collapsed against the two
men. I gasped for breath, living in the warm afterglow of the most
powerful orgasm of my life. The two of them sat recovering their
breath, too, and toying at the parts of my body pressed against
them with idle, playful caresses.

I opened my eyes to see Peter admiring my nude body
in subdued appreciation. I put out a shy hand and ran it along his
chest, feeling the soft hair and dense muscles of his torso. "This
all happened very fast," I said. "But it'll happen again, won't
it?"

"Now that I've fired you, there's really no reason
not to," he agreed. "Lord knows I've thought about it."

"Good," I said, smiling. "I hate financial crimes.
I'm not any good with them."

"I could tell," he laughed.
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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 ... 









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.
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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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