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		"T his way," Trixie said as she led Nick and Gemma through a back entrance of the courthouse. She had been given the special passcode that allowed her to skip the main entrance, the metal detectors, and the questions that would ultimately arise from her change in appearance.

		Not that using the keypad had been easy. Nick had not lengthened Trixie's nails, but remembering numbers was no longer Trixie's forte. She had to reach deep into her mind for that and, even then, almost got derailed several times.

		Trixie had been friends with Judge Allison Smart for several years. As women working in the justice system, they had done what they could to support each other, but Judge Smart, as the older woman, had also taken on a mentoring role, encouraging the then Tricia to rise in the ranks and push past the rampant sexism in the department.

		As Trixie led the way, her pendulous ass swayed back and forth, wrapped tightly by her short skirt. She had left the thong at Gemma's house, deciding it would only get in the way from now on. Her body was built for sex and she wanted to always be ready to take a cock into any of her holes.

		It was early morning. Many of the court staff had yet to arrive. But Trixie knew Judge Smart would be there early. She was an early riser and always liked to get to work before everyone else.

		Trixie led her new friends to Judge Smart's office. The door was open, but Trixie knocked anyway.

		Judge Smart sat behind her desk, reviewing the day's cases. She had just turned fifty years old, but had managed to avoid getting in gray hairs so far. Her jaw-length brown hair was uncolored.

		Her reputation was severe. Going before Judge Smart was almost never a good thing. Defense lawyers hated her. Prosecutors were not a huge fan of her either. But she dispensed justice fairly, if a bit harshly.

		As her court appearance was not for some time, the judge had not bothered to don her court robe yet. It hung on a hangar in the corner. Her suit was tailored, something her judicial salary allowed for, but the jacket hung on the back of her chair, leaving her wearing a white blouse with buttons done all the way up to her neck.

		Judge Smart looked up to see Trixie, but she did not recognize her friend. So much had changed since Trixie's visit with Nick. She almost looked like a completely different woman.

		Confusion washed across Judge Smart's face. But slowly realization began to dawn on her. The red hair and the police uniform, such as Trixie's uniform now was, clued her in.

		"Tricia?" Judge Smart said. "Wha... What happened to you?"

		Trixie giggled as she bounced into the room, her tits jiggling obscenely. "It's Trixie now. And I got, like, turned into a bimbo. I'm so happy now."

		"Tricia," the judge said, not yet understanding the details of what had happened.

		"Trixie. But that's not important right now. My new friends have this super duper important question to ask you, because you’re Judge Smart."

		The judge shook her head, barely believing this had been her friend. This bimbo was nothing like the Tricia she had known. Although, there were a few physical similarities, like the red hair and her eyes. But those lips, those tits, that skimpy uniform. Those weren't Tricia. However, they were apparently Trixie.

		The judge let out a long sigh, accepting this odd turn of events, although not understanding it. "What's the question?"

		"Um," Trixie said, tilting her head to the side and trying to think. But the effort to push past the curtains in her mind was too much at the moment. Instead, she giggled and waved at her friends.

		Gemma walked in first, her own spectacular pair of tits jiggling as she walked, her hips swaying back and forth. Behind her, came Nick. He looked suave and put together, although with a cheapness about him that spoke to his current station in life. He was living off of Gemma's wealth at the moment, not yet secure in his own finances. But given time, and enough bimbos in his wake, he would end up back on top again.

		"These are my friends," Trixie said. "This is Gemma. She's a sexy bimbo, too. And this is Nick. Isn't he great? I'd never be a bimbo without him."

		Judge Smart grasped onto that last comment from Trixie. Nick was the one who was responsible. She had never heard of drugs that could do this, but that did not mean they did not exist. The judge had always wanted to go into law. The last time she took biology or chemistry was in high school. And she graduated thirty-two years ago.

		"So, you're the responsible one," Judge Smart said. "How did you do this to Tricia?"

		Nick remained calm and collected. While the judge's anger rose, he just stood there between his two bimbos, a hand on each ass.

		"It's this power I have," Nick explained. "I can change women just by thinking about it."

		"That's ridiculous. There's no such thing as magic powers. Was it drugs? Was that what you did to my friend?"

		"No drugs," Nick said. "Look, if you need a demonstration before you answer my legal question, that's fine."

		Judge smart let out a huff as she folded her arms across her chest. "Okay, fine, yes, give me a demonstration. Show me this magic power you have that lets you change women."

		Nick smirked, but closed his eyes. He decided it would be much better if the judge had long, blonde hair. It was the first step toward turning her into a blonde bimbo judge. There was something about that attracted him to her. She could dispense justice with a sexy twist.

		It only took a moment for the change to take place. Trixie and Gemma both squealed at the change.

		"Ooh, that's hot," Trixie cooed, almost mincing around the desk so she could run her fingers through her friend's hair.

		"What?" Judge Smart said, but she was already running her hands through her now long hair, holding up her blonde locks in front of her face so that she could see it for herself. "This doesn't make sense. How?"

		"Do you really want to know?" Nick asked with a mischievous smile.

		"Yes, I want to know."

		"I'll tell you, but you have to let me keep changing you," Nick said.

		"What?" Judge Smart was incredulous to even consider that, although she was enjoying the idea of having blonde hair. She had always kept her hair relatively short, because it had felt difficult to work with, but whatever Nick had done, he had given her not just longer and blonder hair, but hair that was manageable. "No, I can't do that. I won't. But as a judge, I order you to tell me."

		Nick laughed. "No deal. But it's not like you really have a choice."

		The judge bit her lower lip as she thought about Nick's refusal. He was right. And even though he had come here with a question to ask her, it was her asking all the questions so far.

		"Okay, we can continue, but I want to know what you came here to ask me first?"

		"Curious?" Nick asked playfully. He was teasing her and flirting a little. But if Trixie or Gemma realized what he was doing, they did not react. They just stood there, leaning into him, enjoying his presence and his hands on their asses. They really seemed to like that.

		"You've got me," the judge said.

		"My question was whether there is a legal issue with turning Gemma here into a bimbo hottie when she used to be an old lady? Have I done something against the law?"

		"Um," Judge Smart said, trying to think the problem through. If she were going to make an official ruling, it would require lots of research, but she was pretty sure there was no case law or any laws on the book that covered this sort of thing, unless there was an early state law relating to witchcraft or something of that nature. But Nick did not seem like he was a witch. His power was something else. "No, I don't think it would be illegal. I mean, government records might be a problem, but I don't think it's against the law to physically make someone appear younger."

		"That's great to hear," Nick said. "I'm genuinely pleased."

		"That's not to say that someone somewhere might throw a fit, but as long as you allow Gemma to technically still be an old woman, then it's probably fine. I supposed bouncers at clubs might pose a problem, if they even bothered to check identification. With tits like those, I don't think there are many bouncers who would care. Club owners want tits like those in their clubs."

		Judge Smart clapped her hand over her mouth, realizing what she had just said. She had gotten carried away, saying more than she had planned. Not that any of what she said was untrue. She was just getting carried away.

		"Thank you, your honor," Nick said. "I appreciate you taking the time to answer that question. But if you're still interested in learning about my power, I'd be happy to exchange that information if you'll let me use it on you."

		"Yes, please. I'm dying to know how this works and why."

		And so Nick told her. He told her how he was the heir to the King Midas line of ancient myth. He explained how his power worked. and he walked her through the details as he changed her, explaining exactly what he was thinking about.

		Nick started with Judge Smart's age. Fifty was fine, but he liked his women to be younger, or at least appear younger than him. That was true of both Gemma and Trixie and now it was true of the judge as well.

		Once Judge Smart looked like she was probably still in law school, if that, he reworked her outfit, giving her a sleek and sleeveless black dress. It was far more revealing than she had ever worn before, but as she looked down, she had to admit it looked good.

		But Nick saved his favorite part for when he explained what he was thinking so that the judge could fully understand his power. "I'm imagining you with really big and really fake looking tits. They're so big, they're impossible to hide. But you won't hide them. You'll wear clothing with necklines designed to show them off. You won't even need to wear a bra most of the time, because they're so perky."

		Judge Smart looked down and watched as her breasts grew in size. They went from natural teardrops to large, round tits, the kind women with big implants had. And she could feel the weight of them on her chest, pulling her forward slightly. But it was the display of cleavage that really got to her. It was both amazing and mesmerizing.

		However, Nick kept talking. His words seemed only loosely related to his power and how it worked. But as he talked, he kept closing his eyes for short amounts of time, adding another change.

		This was getting out of hand for Judge Smart. She wanted to tell him to stop, but there was a growing part of her that wanted to see all of this to its conclusion. She looked at Trixie and saw how happy she was as a bimbo cop. The judge did not even know how that was supposed to work. How could she be both a bimbo and a cop? But she pulled it off, somehow.

		"How do you feel now?" Nick asked.

		"I feel..." Judge Smart said, but she trailed off, not entirely sure how she felt. Her body felt good, but she knew that was not all there was to life. While Gemma and Trixie appeared happy with their new bodies, the judge was less enthusiastic.

		"You feel good, right?" Trixie said as she sashayed around the desk.

		"What are you doing?" Judge Smart asked, suddenly afraid of her friend's intentions.

		"I just want to help you make a good decision," Trixie said.

		She stepped behind the judge and reached out with her hands. It started as a simple shoulder massage, working out the tension in Judge Smart's body.

		"Oh, that's nice," the judge practically moaned as Trixie worked. She threw her head back and closed her eyes, relishing how good it felt.

		But Trixie was just getting started. Her hands moved down from the judge's shoulders. Before Judge Smart was aware, Trixie's hands were on her tits, rubbing them through the skimpy dress. At least it was skimpy for a judge to wear to the office. Compared to what Trixie and Gemma wore, the dress was far more conservative.

		The judge was about to open her mouth, possibly to protest, but Trixie cut her off. "You like this, don't you?" she cooed in the woman's ear. "You like how good this feels?"

		"Fuck, yes,' Judge Smart moaned. Trixie may have been bold to turn a shoulder massage into something more sexual, but the judge enjoyed every moment of it. Her body sang out to her with erotic pleasure. It was certainly a new development in their relationship. And never mind the fact the judge never used language like that. Trixie's actions helped to bypass her inhibitions, allowing her to enjoy her body even more.

		"How would you like to feel this good all of the time?"

		Judge Smart was not sure who had asked the question. She was not paying attention. It could have been Trixie. It could have been Gemma. But somehow, she thought it was Nick. The grammar was too good, too complete, to be a bimbo like the others.

		But the question was whether she could feel this good while also being a judge. Admittedly, it would have been difficult to be removed from her position. Hers was not a judgeship that required voting. She had been appointed and could continue in her role for as long as she wanted. It was total job security and she was totally down for that.

		"Fuck it," the judge said. "Let's do it. Let's go all the way. Make me cum like a fucking freight train."

		Nick closed his eyes and completed Judge Smart's makeover. Trixie squealed her happiness, seeing her friend and mentor come over to the bimbo side.

		The changes this time were more complex. The judge got another small boost to her bust, giving her truly impressive tits, making her bigger than Trixie, but not quite as big as Gemma. He also gave her bigger lips, perfect for kissing or sucking cock. And there was the ass to complement her big tits. The whole look was one of a professional sexpot.

		But what happened to the judge's body only told half the story. Inside was where the real magic happened. Nick amplified her sex drive, giving her a near constant desire to be sexual. Her body was constantly ready to go, her pussy always wet.

		Mentally, Nick did not want to do too much. He needed the judge to retain her intelligence, her legal mind. If she went too far over the bimbo cliff, she could not keep her job. There would be too many complaints against her. Instead, he turned her attention to being sexy. She was going to be a sexy judge, breaking convention, but still doing her job.

		But it was not enough to just change all of that. Someone like the judge needed a new name. And therefore he decided to rename her Judge Alli Bimbo. People would have to call her a bimbo constantly, as it was now part of her name. She would be Judge Bimbo and she would look it, too.

		"How do you feel now?" Nick asked after he opened his eyes.

		"Mmm," the judge said as her gaze fell to Nick's crotch and the tent in his pants. "I feel so sexy."

		"You are sexy," Nick said. "You're a sexy judge now. You're Judge Bimbo. You dispense sexy justice to all those who come before you. And when you're not working, you get to enjoy the life of a sexy bimbo with big tits and a sex drive to match. Think about all those parties you get to enjoy now."

		Judge Bimbo bit her lip as she imagined turning a pool party into a sexy orgy, with everyone fucking everyone else and her cumming over and over again as people worship her sexy body.

		"She gets it," Trixie said with a smile. Her delight at having converted her mentor resonated even more than expected.

		"And she's about to get it," Nick said as he pulled at his belt. "That's assuming she wants my cock."

		"Yes," the judge practically screamed. "I want it. I need it. Get your cock out and fuck me like the bimbo slut I am."

		"Trixie," Nick said, "you and Gemma make out and enjoy yourselves. I need to give the judge the best fuck of her life so far."

		"Oh goodie," Trixie said as she skipped away from the judge and joined Gemma. They pushed their tits together and started kissing immediately. And their hands soon trailed down their bodies, finding each other's pussies beneath their brief skirts.

		However, the real fun was about to start between Nick and Judge Bimbo. She kept licking her lips in anticipation. She could not wait to feel a man's cock inside of her now that she had been given the body of a bimbo.

		"Are you going to fuck me now?" the judge asked, her tone turning sultry.

		Nick smiled broadly. He liked hearing her talk like that. He loved how she talked during sex, especially when they were in a place where sex seemed unlikely. A judge's chambers was probably the last place he figured he would ever have sex.

		"Of course," Nick said. "It's time for you to become the bimbo slut you've always wanted to be."

		He stepped around the desk, joining her as she slid her ass up onto the edge of her desk, preparing herself for him. He slid his fingers under her dress, parting the slit that went so high she always risked revealing herself.

		"How does it feel to have my fingers between your legs?" Nick asked, pressing his advantage.

		"So good," the judge purred. She leaned forward slightly, pushing her boobs closer to him, letting them rest against his chest as he continued fondling her. She let out a sigh as she felt his touch. It was amazing how sensitive she was now compared to before. Everything felt different now, better. And it was hard to think of much better when Nick's finger was inside her. The decision to go without panties had been the right one.

		"Is this what you wanted?" he asked. "Do you like feeling my finger in your pussy?"

		"Oh God, yes," the judge groaned. "But I want you to fuck me with your cock. Please."

		The judge was left begging as Nick slipped a second finger into her pussy. He began pumping both digits in and out of her, causing her to moan louder and deeper. She lifted her hips higher off the desk, wanting him to penetrate her fully. But he stopped, pulling his hand free, leaving her frustrated.

		"Why?" she whined. She had never felt so needy before. It left her feeling vulnerable, out of control. And yet, sex was also power. Men could be manipulated and both male and female could get what they wanted. But what Judge Bimbo really wanted was Nick's cock. She wanted to feel him inside of her as he pounded her. Rough sex was just what she wanted. What she needed.

		"Because you deserve it," Nick said. "You're a bimbo now. That means you'll take whatever I give you."

		The judge tried to argue, but she knew arguing would do no good. She already felt weak and helpless. This was her new reality. So instead, she simply nodded. "Okay," she sighed in resignation.

		"Good girl." Nick smiled and stood. He pulled at his belt again, this time freeing his cock as his pants fell around his ankles. His cock stood at attention, long and thick and ready to ruin what semblance of decency the judge had left. "I just wanted to give you this present."

		"Oh yes," the judge squealed. She spread her legs, further pulling her dress up, revealing her bare, pink pussy. Her arousal had collected on her lower lips, signaling both her desire and her readiness.

		Nick took a step toward her and then paused. He looked down at himself, finding himself wondering if he had done the right thing. It was an unusual moment of moral consideration for a man who rarely cared for much beyond his own pleasure. Even his year of hardship had not actually changed him. It had been difficult, but he had always wanted to return to a life of luxury and he had now found the way to do it, his power giving him a power over women that could raise him up once again.

		But then Nick looked at the judge. He had done more than just give her the body of a bimbo. He had literally given her the name of a bimbo. She was Alli Bimbo now. She was still a judge, but she was also a bimbo. And she wanted his cock. She had agreed to this and now she wanted his cock.

		"Please," Judge Bimbo begged. "Please, fuck me."

		That was enough to return Nick to the moment. He stepped forward, his turgid cock at the ready. All he had to do was line it up and push his hips forward.

		"So big," the judge moaned as Nick pushed his cock into her waiting entrance. She gasped as he entered her, filling her completely. For all intents and purposes, she was a virgin again. She had never experienced sex as a bimbo. Everything before this moment would forever pale in comparison.

		"Does it hurt?" Nick asked. He moved slowly, savoring every inch of her tightness.

		"No," the judge replied. "It feels wonderful. So fucking wonderful."

		"Then don't worry about anything else," Nick said. "Just relax and enjoy it."

		"Fuck!" the judge exclaimed as Nick picked up speed. He slammed into her harder, driving deep within her pussy. He pumped in and out of her faster and deeper until she thought nothing else could possibly fit inside of her. Then he bottomed out, burying his cock balls-deep in her pussy.

		"Ahhhh! Yes!" the judge cried. "I'm so full."

		"Tell me what you're thinking," Nick said, slowing his pace. "What are you imagining? Tell me everything that comes to mind. Let's see if we can make this fantasy come true."

		"I'm picturing you fucking me like crazy," the judge admitted. She was panting heavily, her breathing heavy and ragged as she spoke. "I picture myself riding you cowgirl style while you watch me bounce up and down. My tits bouncing wildly as I ride your huge fucking cock while you treat me like the bitch I am."

		"Oh yeah?" Nick asked as he grabbed her hair, forcing her head back and exposing her neck to him. He bent over and kissed along the side of her throat, nibbling on her flesh as he kept pumping between her legs.

		Sparks erupted behind the judge's eyes. It felt like little bubbles of pleasure kept popping all over her body, making her feel tingly under the pleasurable onslaught.

		"Yeah," the judge answered, moaning softly. "I imagine you holding my tits, squeezing them and slapping your cock across my nipples."

		Nick growled loudly. His grip tightened in her hair and he pulled sharply, sending a jolt through the judge's nerves. She yelped as he forced her face up towards his.

		"Now tell me what you need," he demanded.

		"More," the judge whimpered. "I need more."

		"Anything?" he asked.

		"Yes," she said. "Give me more cock. Fuck me harder."

		"Like this?" Nick asked, thrusting deeply into her pussy. He drove his cock home and held it there, enjoying the sensation of being buried so thoroughly inside this hot slut of a woman.

		"Fuck yes," the judge moaned. At the same time, Trixie and started moaning loudly, the two of them driving each other toward orgasms. They seemed to be in similar places, getting so close to cumming.

		Nick released the judge's hair. She had never let someone put their hands on her like that, but she loved it, finding a new fetish for rough sex, for getting treated like a sex object.

		However, Nick was not done with her. He grabbed the straps of her dress and pulled them aside, revealing the totality of her big tits and the little hard nubbins that were her nipples.

		"Ooooohhh!" the judge cried as he squeezed her tits roughly, pinching her nipples and twisting them. "Oh God! Oh shit. You're such a bastard."

		She threw her head back and screamed as her body quaked with pleasure. She was so close to orgasm. She needed it more than she had ever needed anything before.

		"Keep talking," Nick ordered. "Describe everything you're thinking."

		"Oh Jesus Christ," the judge panted. "This is too much. Your cock feels incredible. So big and thick in my pussy. I love how you fuck me."

		"You want this cock," Nick grunted. "Don't deny yourself anymore. Just admit how bad you want it."

		"I don't want it," she said. "I need it."

		"And why do you need it?" Nick asked, pounding her pussy mercilessly. He fucked her fast and furious, slamming into her repeatedly.

		"I need it because I'm a slut," the judge explained. "I'm a bimbo slut. I'm a bimbo judge and I need to fucking cum my brains out."

		At that moment, Nick released inside of her. His cock surged with cum, shooting thick ropes of his seed into her pussy.

		And then Judge Bimbo was cumming, too. Sparks flew inside her head as waves of pleasure crashed through her body. She could not believe how amazing this was. How much better than any other sexual experience she had ever had. It wasn't just that she was cumming. It was also the fact that she was doing something naughty, being used like some kind of sex toy. She was a slutty bimbo whore who wanted to be taken advantage of by men like this one.

		"Holy fucking shit," the judge groaned as she came down from her orgasmic high. She sat up straight and looked around herself, trying to process what had happened. She realized her tits were out. They stood out from her chest, not giving any consideration to the pull of gravity. It was as if Newton never existed when it came to her perfect bimbo tits.

		"This is your last chance," Nick said as he pulled up his pants, putting his cock away. "I can always turn you back to boring Judge Smart."

		"No," she said. She could not imagine giving up the gift he had provided for her. To be young, and hot, and sexy: it was more than she had ever imagined was possible. Only in her wildest dreams could she be so happy. "I want to always be Judge Bimbo."

		And how could she not. Being a bimbo meant fun and sexiness. And lots of sex. She could not wait to sample more cocks, to get fucked like a proper slut.

		But first, there was the matter of her job. The judge looked up at the clock. It took her a moment longer to read it, fighting against the bimbo tendency to not worry.

		"Oh no," she said. "I have court soon."

		"Don't let us stop you," Nick said. He glanced over at Gemma and Trixie who were writhing around on the ground in a sapphic embrace. They had cum multiple times and they would keep going unless someone told them to stop.

		As Judge Bimbo set about getting her appearance in order, covering her tits and pussy, running a brush through her hair, and the like, Nick turned toward the other bimbos. "Let's go girls. I want to see Judge Bimbo's court debut.

		The two bimbos dutifully followed Nick's orders. They were very obedient. Soon they were looking their bimbo bests. And they each gave the judge a hug, mashing their big tits into her, with a possible of more fun later.

		And as the judge pulled on her judicial robe, regretting how much it covered her body, Nick led Trixie and Gemma out of the office. Trixie then took the lead, taking them to the public entrance for the courtroom. They were all excited to see Judge Bimbo in action.

		Judge Bimbo left her chambers and met the bailiff at her entrance to the courtroom. It was a new bailiff, one who she had not met before.

		"Um, what's your name?" the bailiff asked sheepishly. "It's my first day and I'm not very good with names."

		"Just announce me as Judge Bimbo," she answered with a wink.

		The bailiff did not understand. He did not even know how such a young looking woman had become a judge. But he was not about to complain, especially on his first day.

		Instead, he walked into the courtroom and made his announcement. "All rise for the honorable Judge Bimbo, presiding."

		Judge Bimbo walked into the courtroom, tits first. They were covered by her black robe, but they still stuck out, tenting the fabric.

		There were gasps in the courtroom. This was not what people expected. They had expected Judge Smart. But little did they know that Judge Bimbo was even better.

		As Judge Bimbo climbed the stairs up to her bench, she caught sight of Trixie, Nick, and Gemma slip into the back of the courtroom. She smiled at them, sharing a secret moment with them.

		"Hmm," the judge said as she sat down. She looked out over the courtroom and then down at herself. "Something isn't right here. Ooh, I know."

		The judge stood up and unzipped her robe, revealing her sexy dress that showed off her big tits. But she quickly became dissatisfied with even that. She ended up shrugging off the robe and hanging it on the back of her chair.

		And still that was not enough. Judge Bimbo wanted to be seen, and her position in the courtroom did not allow for that. She could be the center of attention, but she did not just have great blonde hair and a great set of tits. She had a great ass and great legs, too.

		"Let's try this," the judge said as she climbed back down from her perch and then walked around to the area directly in front of the bench. There she stood, posing for everyone to see her.

		"Yes, that's much better," she said. "Now, let's begin."

		As Judge Bimbo began the now unconventional hearing, Trixie found her attention drawn to a fellow cop. He was looking at her from across the aisle, glancing at her from the corner of his eye, but he was not being sly about it. Trixie could tell.

		It took Trixie a moment to place him. "Oh, hi Mark," she said cheerily.

		"Tricia?" the officer asked. "Is that you?"

		"It's Trixie now. I'm Officer Trixie."

		"Wow, what happened to you?" Mark asked. "And what happened to the judge?"

		"I can, like, totally explain everything," Trixie said. "How about we go someplace private to chat and, maybe, you know?"

		Mark had never assumed Trixie would be the kind of woman to sleep with other officers, but given how she was dressed, in a parody of a real uniform, and what appeared to be breast implants, he was not going to pass up this moment before she either got fired or promoted.

		"Sure, let's go," Mark said. He held out his hand and was soon leading Trixie out of the courtroom.

		As for Gemma and Nick. They got to continue their lives without further changes. Gemma remained a happy bimbo and Nick continued to look for other women he could bimbofy, at least to fuck, and maybe add to a harem. Or maybe he could start a bimbo for hire business, turning women into bimbos for a fee. It never occurred to him that he could make other changes to the women around him. To him, and to Gemma, being a bimbo was the best.

		"Hey, do you think they'll arrest me or anything?" Gemma asked. "I mean, my name is Donati. It makes it sound like I do naughty things."

		Nick stifled a laugh to keep himself away from the judge's ire. Despite her rocking body and bimbo tendencies, she currently had a stern look on her face, dealing with lawyerly shenanigans.

		"You do naughty things, but nothing illegal," Nick said. "Now how about we go somewhere new to have some fun. It’s a nice day. How about we drive out to the beach? I think you could use some sun.”

		"Oh goodie," Gemma quietly squealed. The pair slipped out of the courtroom, going on their way. But for Nick, there was one thing that would always make him identifiable. It was the string of bimbos he left in his wake. Luckily, there were no complaints.
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