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 Bimbo Lawyer for the Biker Gang

 


I peeked in through the small glass window in the
door of the conference room. He wasn't quite in view from the
hallway. It was the same one I always used with him, or any other
particularly rowdy client. There weren't as many breakable things
there as there were in most of the offices in the building.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"Is that so?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What do they do exactly?" I asked.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

"What - happened to me?"

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

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

Laughter sounded from around the table.

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

"It wasn't?"

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

They agreed heartily, their eyes never leaving
me.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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




 


 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.




 


Bimbo Lawyer Gets Examined




"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 Lawyer to Bimbo. 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 Medical
Bimbofication series Bimbo Therapy:
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Transforming the Intern

Fresh out of college, Kelly
Munson has managed to land an internship at a prestigious
behavioral research institute. Resigned to making coffee and
working the copier, she's just thrilled to be in the same building
as the famous and handsome researcher Dr. James Vellano. Little
does she realize just how intimately his next project
will involve her. 



When a chance encounter catches his
eye, she
quickly becomes the center of his newest
project. His studies of sexual pleasure have led him to design a
program to create the ideal bimbo: voluptuous, horny, and
desperate to please. Now he has the perfect test
subject, and he's prepared to work intimately and untiringly with
her until he has shaped her into his perfect
sexual plaything, though of course he'll be willing to
share.











Excerpt

I lived in a rhythmic haze, at times completely
caught up in the changes I was experiencing and at other times
regaining enough of a clear head to understand what was happening.
Gradually I began to recognize that this wasn't about unleashing
some empowering sense of sexuality. It was about making me into the
perfect bimbo, a little sex kitten dwelling in the world of sensual
pleasure. At first the thought alarmed me, but as the treatments
went on, the more the thought excited me. I began to consciously
work towards the little things that might please Dr. Vellano and
bring me in line with what he wanted me to be. I awaited new
measurements with breathless excitement. When my first reaction to
any request wasn't immediate and eager obedience, I stumbled over
myself to apologize and beg his forgiveness.

I was starting to have trouble with complicated
ideas, and even that I began to appreciate. The complicated ideas
were all just distractions anyways. The simple things were the
important things. Pleasure. Obedience. Keeping myself sexy and
available. When anything that didn't have to do with those things
came up, men like Dr. Vellano were happy to worry about them for me
in exchange for a little of those things that I did understand.

But best of all was the effect my changes had on
them. That was where I took my greatest satisfaction. When I had
first wandered in through their doors they had looked on me like a
nice piece of clay, something they could do something with but not
terribly interesting in my own right. But now I often saw their
admiring glances. I saw the way they responded to my body and the
little things I did to please them.

It was Dr. Vellano in particular that I focused on.
I knew he wanted me, and that he was only managing to restrain
himself because he didn't want to interfere with the experiment in
its early stages. But I didn't care about the experiment. I cared
about him, and I knew I could make him happy if he let me.

So I became a bit of a bad girl. I watched for the
little things I did that most affected him and did them at every
opportunity. I came and sat on his lap whenever he was too
distracted to immediately shoo me away. Once or twice I managed to
brush his groin with a thigh or a hand and could tell I made him
hard. He had created his perfect sex toy and now I took it upon
myself to be sure he got to play with me before his sense of
responsibility left us both unhappy.














You may also be interested in these other
Bimbo, BDSM, Medical, 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. 
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Bimbo at Work

Rachel's four years in
college were supposed to prepare her for bigger and better things,
but working for a man like Peter Everette takes all the sting out
of being a secretary. He may already be one of the city's most
powerful men at the young age of 34, but he's so approachable and friendly
with his newest employee that she can't help but sometimes think
about more than a work relationship. 



Trying to look good for her boss, she's bought
herself a beauty supplement that promises more than just good skin.
But when
the supplement turns out to have some "additional properties," new
hormones kick Rachel's fantasy of seduction into sudden
overdrive. 



Before she's had time to think,
she's flaunting her new attitude and assets through the office in ways
that Mr. Everette and the other partners accustomed to the firm's
stuffy work environment can't help but notice ...
and act on. It's not long before the fertile but inexperienced
young woman is getting all the attention she can handle, and
more.









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.






Have a wonderful day.
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