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The Public Sex
Dare






"So the ceremony's tonight, huh?" Katie asked me
over our coffee and soup. "You think we're ready to be full
members?"

I looked at her with squinted eyes, my head still
pounding. "We still have all of today to get through," I reminded
her. "And right now I'm not feeling particularly resilient."

"Eat your soup. You just need liquid."

"Ugh, I know. You make it sound so easy. Just give
me a minute."

She sipped her coffee thoughtfully and I glared at
my soup, trying to make it appetizing by force of will. If anyone
was watching us in the crowded café they must have thought us a
pretty bedraggled pair. We had spent last night trying to keep up
at our first greek party and had both definitely overdone it. We
ended up staying with our friend Stacey rather than attempt the
half mile walk back to our apartment on Magnolia. Now here we sat
in our skimpy outfits of the night before, disheveled hair and
expressions of discomfort and deep distractedness on our faces as
crowds of chipper morning-goers passed us by in their modest
clothing and serious expressions.

"I told you to drink some of my water last
night."

I made a pained gesture at her. "Please. Stop giving
advice."

She nibbled at a bread roll. "They told us to be
there in fifteen minutes."

"God, it's 11:15 already?"

I confirmed on my watch and made a brave attempt at
the soup. Once I had a couple spoonfuls down I felt my stomach
quiet down a little and ten minutes later I had downed most of the
meal. The advil, too, was starting to kick in at long last. I was
almost myself again.

"So what do you think they've got in mind for us?" I
asked Katie as my misery faded and nervousness began to take its
place. "One of the girls told me that Sunday afternoon is when they
make you pay for all the little mistakes you made during the week.
They keep a little tally going and read them all out to you."

"She was just saying that," Katie said dismissively.
"Did you see anybody writing anything down? She just said it
because you were being so slow with the dildo-shaped
cookie-cutter."

We increased our pace along the sidewalk towards the
Kappa Kappa Delta house two blocks over on Evanston Street. I could
tell that Katie was a little nervous, too, even if she wanted to
pretend she wasn't.

"You're late," Sarah Kepler barked as we poked in
through the front door as quietly as possible. She was the
president of the sorority, blonde and haughty, and seemed to take
everything we did wrong as a personal insult. We had all tried to
stay on her good side, but you can't be perfect.

The other six girls in our year were already there
and lined up neatly against the wall of the front hall. They all
looked as nervous as I felt, and the sight of their faces just
served to vindicate the parts of me full of butterflies.

"Sorry," we apologized as we hurried into place. I
checked the clock on the wall discreetly and saw that it read
11:31. It was going to be one of those days.

"Now that everyone has been good enough to join us,
we can get started. You ladies know this is the last day of rush
week, but don't think that means you're through the worst of it.
This is our last opportunity to be sure that you're as committed to
our organization as we are, and that you can handle the challenges
of college and social life with the poise and grace a sister of
Kappa Kappa Delta."

The girls down the line nodded their understanding
with carefully grave expressions. I stared at my shoes, trying to
be small and indiscreet as I felt her eyes roving about for her
first victim to terrorize. Her shoes swam into focus stopping
directly in front of me.

"You," she said. "Remind me what your name is."

I looked up. "Ah, Emily. Emily Marion."

"Marion?" She did a double take. "There used to be a
Professor Marion in the econ department."

I nodded. "My dad. He left two years ago to work at
Merrill Lynch."

"That was your father?"

I nodded.

She made a little sound of disbelief. "Merrill
Lynch? Well look at that, we've got a little rich girl here, and I
didn't even know. I guess we know why they let you into this
school. You probably sucked dick through high school and waltzed in
here on daddy's name without even applying."

"No, that's not – "

"You know what your daddy gave me in my freshman
seminar? A fucking C-, you little twat."

I clamped by mouth shut. This wasn't going well.

"Her." Sarah turned to look at the sisters on the
far wall and pointed back at me. "She's the one. Her, right here.
We've got the one."

There was a rustling among the sisters and a hush
seemed to come over the room. Something had just happened, and if I
had to guess I'd say it wasn't a good thing.

Sarah turned back to me. "We've got a little
surprise for you, Marion. One lucky girl from every rush class gets
selected to put on a little show for us and our brothers in Sigma
Tau. The last one we picked ended up chickening out and making the
whole sorority look bad. That's not going to happen on my watch.
We're not going to take any chances."

"What do you mean?" I asked.

She ignored me and turned back to the group watching
the proceedings from by the doorway. "Kelly, you have the
bottle?"

One of them disappeared down the far hallway and
returned in a moment with a small pill bottle and a glass of
water.

"Bring them up here," Sarah ordered.

She shook out three long white pills and held them
up.

"It says only take one on the prescri-" the girl who
had retrieved them started to say.

"She'll be fine." Sarah turned back to me, holding
the pills out in the palm of her hand and offered me the water.
"Take these."

"What are they?" I asked nervously.

"Take them. They aren't going to hurt you."

"I have to?"

"That's the door," she said, pointing. "The choice
is yours."

"What do they do?"

"This is a trust exercise, little Miss Marion. Now
take them before I start questioning your desire to join our
sorority."

I stared at them helplessly. She wouldn't just
poison me outright, would she? With all these witnesses? What's the
worst that could happen? I probably would have put up more of a
fight at the beginning of the week, but by now I was getting used
to following strang and demeaning orders without asking too many
questions.

I gritted my teeth and picked up the pills in my
fingers before I lost my nerve. They were big enough that I had to
swallow them one at a time, following each with a big gulp of
water. They tasted slightly bitter and chalky, but in a moment they
were gone. I stepped back and looked around at my audience. The
faces of my fellow rushees were confused. The faces of the sisters
were harder to read. Everyone watched me intently, as though even
the ones who knew about the pills were waiting to see if I'd keel
over.

"Alright," I said, running my tongue around my
mouth. "They're gone."

"Open your mouth," Sarah insisted.

I opened my mouth and lifted my tongue to show that
I really had swallowed them. With my mouth held wide, I cast a
sideways glance at Katie to my right, but she just looked back at
me helplessly.

"Good," Sarah said. "Alright, they'll take a couple
minutes before you'll start to feel them, I think."

"What were they?" I asked again.

"You're going to find out soon enough," she said a
little gleefully.

She was right. It didn't take long. It was maybe
only two or three minutes before I started to feel a little warm in
my stomach and I found the brain fog of the lingering hangover
being pushed aside by a sort of giddy cheerfulness. When I wasn't
paying attention I would feel my face smiling almost of its own
accord.

The sorority sisters started us cleaning the main
common room in preparation for the ceremony that night. I was
pushing a vacuum cleaner across the carpet when a sudden wave of
dizziness came over me. I turned the vacuum off and gripped at the
cool metal handle, trying to stay upright. My head felt very light
all of a sudden.

There was a whistle from the hallway and then one of
the sisters called out. "Hey, look at her. I think she's going to
pass out."

All eyes in the room turned to me. I continued to
sway on the spot, the warmth and dizziness increasing in turn.
"What – what's happening?" I asked no one in particular.

Someone ran to get the others from their lunch and
in a moment the room was full of onlookers.

"How do you feel?" Katie asked me.

I put a hand to my head and leaned forward against
the upright vacuum.

Every sensation was becoming more and more
magnified. It was as though I could feel where every inch of
clothing touched my skin. With each slight movement I felt the
cloth rustle against me. It felt very good.

And yet … it also felt very strange. As I focused
more and more of the feeling of my clothes lying on me, the more
naked I felt: not naked like I was exposed to the onlookers, but
just naked in the sense that I was intensely aware of my own body
under my clothes and aware of the fact that the clothes were not my
body. They just constrained it, bulkily and clumsily. It was like
they didn't matter, really.

I wrapped both arms around the vacuum for better
support and the handle poked into my chest. I jerked at the
additional sensation, and experimentally rubbed the hard rubber
handle upwards between my breasts.

Immediate sensory feedback exploded in my brain. My
GOD did that feel incredible. I put a hand to my right breast and
almost cried out at how intensely good it felt. The slightest
caress over my nipple felt as good as any orgasm I had ever
experienced in my life.

"Tina, are you watching this?" someone said. Voices
bubbled in the background, but they were a little hard to make out
for some reason.

I looked down at myself, half-confused and
half-euphoric. I was still wearing the thin, low-cut blouse and
miniskirt of the night before. My nipples were hardening
unmistakably beneath the flimsy fabric and only became harder as I
stared down at myself. Impulsively I ran a hand across my chest and
let out a low, involuntary moan.

I stopped myself, remembering with difficulty that I
was not alone. I looked up to see the faces turned towards me, eyes
wide and mouths agape.

"Damn, that stuff really works, huh?" a voice
muttered.

The warmth in my stomach had sunk lower in my
abdomen and down into my groin. A pulse ran up and down my whole
body and I felt a hot flood of wetness. With incredible difficulty
I resisted the urge to plunge my hand into my panties. My whole
body seemed to be humming, strung tightly between passive ecstasy
and an almost unendurable need for more stimulation.

I looked about myself again, trying to focus on
where I was. My eyes found Sarah Kepler standing in the
doorway.

"Wh – what's happening to me?" I asked her
breathlessly.

"It's called Erotypnol. They prescribe it for people
who have hormone imbalances that decrease their libido."

"Libido?" I repeated stupidly. The feeling of my
body was so distracting that it was getting hard to piece her words
together.

"That's right. It's a pharmaceutical
aphrodisiac."

I shook my head. "But why would you give me an
aphrodisiac?"

A couple of snickers followed my question.

"Because, Emily, you poor dumb little freshman," she
answered, "you're going to play a big part in our annual tradition
with the brothers of Sigma Tau. We want to have you primed and
ready when they get here."

"What kind of tradition?" I asked.

She seemed to be carefully avoiding saying anything
specific, but it was pretty obvious that things were going to get
serious. I needed to know before this went any further just exactly
what I was getting myself into. And yet, the repulsion and
indignation I should have felt at what was happening wasn't really
there. Consciously I knew I should be objecting, but instead the
exact opposite was happening. The emotion I was experiencing was
excitement. I felt my pussy release another flood of wetness even
as I struggled to keep a clear head.

"This doesn't sound like something I should be
doing," I went on when she was slow to answer. I tried to come up
with a more specific objection, but I was having a lot of trouble
thinking of one. This was actually all starting to sound like a
pretty good idea.

"Kelly, I don't think we gave her enough," Sarah
said dubiously.

"We gave her more than enough. Just give her another
minute."

They fell silent, watching me. The dizziness and
lightheadedness started to go away, but the warmth and
hyper-sensitivity continued to increase. With each passing moment
my weak objections seemed to fall further into the past. Men were
coming. That's what seemed important now. They were bringing men
here and I was going to do something.

I looked down and saw my hand rubbing compulsively
over the front of my skirt, trying to inch between my legs. I
pulled it away and straightened my clothes.

"When is all this happening?" I asked in as neutral
a tone as I could manage.

"They should be getting here soon. How are you
feeling?"

I ran a hand through my hair and squeezed my thighs
together in passive yearning. "Sort of the way you wanted me to be
feeling, I think." Certain parts of me felt so good that it was
becoming just about impossible to keep my hands off myself. "Tell
me about the guys coming over."

I saw Sarah exchange a smug look with the girl in
the back. "They pick out the two hottest guys in their rush class.
I haven't met them."

"Two of them?" I asked.

"When you see them you'll be sorry there aren't
three."

The wicked thought sent a sort of physical giggle
all the way through my thrumming, needy body. "That sounds really
good," I agreed. "I don't even know what three would be like."

I looked around and saw a glass bookshelf against
the wall behind me. I approached it curiously and checked my
reflection in the glass. My cheeks were flushed and my pupils
seemed a bit larger than usual. Otherwise I looked my normal self.
I tugged a few unruly strands of hair into place and turned to look
at myself in profile. This was a good outfit. They'd like me, or at
least I hoped they would. I ran a hand down my ass and then more
enthusiastically down my front.

"Soon, you said?" I asked Sarah.

"Yeah, soon."

I turned back to the room. They were all still
watching me. As if I didn't have enough to think about already, it
was as though I could actually feel their eyes on me. It was kind
of a hot sensation in its own right. They were all looking at me as
my every little sexual sensation bubbled to the surface quite
plainly and openly.

Oops, my hand was down my skirt. I paused in the act
of removing it, relishing the attention still more and noting with
some surprise that there was something to be said for the
situation. I could do anything I wanted and it would all seem
perfectly natural and acceptable. Well, at least a lot more
acceptable than I had ever conceived it could be to stand in a room
full of mostly strangers rubbing intimately at myself.

Seeing that no one was going to stop me, I let my
hand slide back down. My fingers caressed down over my panties,
edging closer to an almost impossibly needy place. They brushed
over the hood of my clit through the soft cotton underwear and the
sudden jolt of pleasure was enough to make every muscle of my body
clench in delight. I ran my fingers lower and couldn't help but let
out a short, giddy laugh. My panties were absolutely soaked.

I looked around again at the on-looking faces. What
a strange thing this all was, but there seemed to be only one good
way to respond. They wanted a show and I really didn't mind giving
them one.

I pushed the wet panties aside and pushed two
fingers into myself experimentally. I immediately felt myself
tighten around them in long-deprived gratitude. Finally, my body
was telling me. Don't you know how good this feels?

"What are you doing, Emily?" a voice asked.

"What does it look like?" I said, my eyes closing to
savor everything I was feeling.

"It looks like you're starting to masturbate."

"Mmhmm," I agreed distantly. "Bring me those two
guys you promised me and I'll stop."

Titters sounded from very far away.

"I just can't get over how much I want a big fat
cock in my mouth right now," I went on candidly, warming to my
audience. "I've never felt like this before. They'll be here soon,
right? Maybe we should go look for them. If I had a dick I'd
probably just sit around playing with it and never get anywhere I
was supposed to be. But that would be really selfish of them, if
that's what they're doing. Maybe they don't know I'm waiting for
them."

"If they could see you I'm sure they'd be
hurrying."

I sat back and smiled up at the ceiling. "That's
really nice of you to say. I hope they like me. I mean, what's not
to like about another person's body? I like them already, and I
haven't even seen them. Aren't they coming soon?"

"Damien just texted me. They're on their way."

"You mean they weren't on their way already? Oh, but
I guess it'll be okay, as long as they hurry. I'm REALLY getting
excited to meet them. Maybe I should get undressed now and save us
all a lot of hassle."

"Why don't you keep your clothes on for now, Emily.
I'm sure it really won't take that long when the time comes."

"Oh, yeah," I agreed, plucking at the front of my
top. "I suppose I'm not really wearing that much anyways. What kind
of fabric do you think this is? It feels fantastic and it's really
not constraining or anything. I usually just wear this stuff on
special occasions but I don't know why I don't wear it all the
time."

I slid down on the cushions of the sofa, letting the
friction hike up the back of my skirt and feeling the seat cushions
slide over the bare skin of my ass where my thong didn't cover. At
a loss of how to endure my increasingly urgent needs until the boys
arrived, I began fingering myself in earnest. Every little movement
and curl of my fingers sent a thrill through my body like you
wouldn't believe. My toes were clenched so tight that they felt
about to pop off. I let out a moan and felt another low thrum
vibrate through my body. I could tell I was coming close to
orgasm.

The room was still around me but everything inside
me was hot and wet and alive. The feeling of pressure was building
and now I really didn't care what else happened, so long as nothing
stopped me from reaching that point. I could hear my own sounds
bouncing back at me off the walls as I no longer cared even a
little bit about being quiet. "Oh GOD," I moaned, wriggling
slightly against the warm enfolding blanket of sensations and
diving deeper into the throbbing pleasure at the very core of
me.

And then ... God, there I was. GOD, it felt good. My
whole body curld in on itself and for the first time in my life, I
felt myself squirt. I felt the hot liquid landing on my thighs and
the wet sound as more spurted onto the floor.

A silence followed, and then applause and whoops
erupted. I opened my eyes and looked around. It was impossible to
be embarrassed when I felt this good.

"Thank you. Thank you," I said when I had come back
to earth. Flushed with the victory of my first squirting orgasm it
seemed like anything was possible on this magical afternoon. It was
impossible to imagine my onlookers as anything other than
enthusiastic, supportive friends.

But they seemed to be watching me as though dubious
they had allowed me to go too far. Was the show over before it was
even meant to begin? But if that was what was on their minds, they
simply didn't understand what was happening. Far from satisfied, no
sooner had the glow of orgasm faded than I felt the clutching
urgency return. I needed to do that again. I needed to have it DONE
to me. I needed to have something more substantial than two little
fingers penetrating me and stretching me and -

I stood up and went to the window. "They're really
taking their time, aren't they?" But as I peered out I could see a
group coming down the street.

"Oh!" I yelped. "They're here!"

I went back to the glass bookcase and primped myself
hurriedly. I had that generally just-fucked look going, which some
guys find attractive, so I left it for the most part. If nothing
else it would get the message across quickly.

Male voices sounded in the hallway and I spun and
clenched my hands into fists, almost like a little girl on
Christmas.

"Where are my guys?" I said. "Who is it?"

The crowd had doubled, and now the faces were both
male and female. They looked at me, the girls with expectant glee
and the guys with surprise and pleased amazement.

"Yes," I said, pirouetting. "Here I am. And where
are they? Where are my boys? I've been waiting."

The ranks parted and two of them sidled forward with
slightly disbelieving grins on their faces.

"Oh you're perfect," I squealed, running up to them.
"Look at you. You've been slow, though. I've been hearing about you
guys for hours now. You wouldn't BELIEVE how fantastic my tits
feel. Here, see? Oh, but you can't feel it. I mean, maybe you like
them anyways, though. Do you?" I pressed their hands against me and
almost exploded at the sensation of their fingers on my body.

My mouth was running a mile a minute, breathless
words tumbling out as I ran my eyes over their bodies and itched to
feel them against me. They were both my year, it looked like. The
one on the right was dark and muscular with rugged stubble. His
chest was thick and chiseled, like I couldn't throw my arms around
him but I'd sure like to try. The one on the left was a bit leaner
with more refined good looks and fantastic blonde hair. I couldn't
slow down to contemplate my good fortune.

"And who might you be?" the one on the right said
with a smile.

"Emily," I said with giddy affection. "And I've just
been dying to meet you."

"It looks like we should have been the same way," he
said, running appreciative eyes over me. "I'm Trevor, and this is
Jack."

"Trevor and Jack," I sang, spinning around and then
pressing myself into Trevor's chest. He had that heady masculine
scent, fresh and intoxicating, that goes right to a girl's head.
His chest was firm and dense and thick against my cheek and under
my appreciative caress. He ran a hand through my hair and I almost
vibrated in happiness right through him from one side to the other,
only it probably would have taken a long time to get all the way
through on account of how small and delicate I couldn't help but
feel when next to him.

Without leaving Trevor's partial embrace I turned to
Jack and squinted at him. "I like you, too. They ever put you in
magazines?"

He laughed at the suggestion, rich and deep. "Not
me," he said. "How about you?"

"Me neither," I giggled. "But I don't know what good
I'd do in a magazine."

"No," he agreed. "You're plenty good right here,
aren't you?" The three of us all had stupid looks on our faces, I'm
sure, like we'd all just wandered into a candy store where
everything was free.

"Well?" I prompted. "What do you boys do for
fun?"

"Oh we do alright," Trevor said, looking me over and
still playing with a lock of my hair. He had this sort of
appreciative and hungry look on his face that sent all kinds of
thoughts and shivers through me. His strong but gentle fingers on
my cheek were playing me like a violin string.

This little playfulness he had was driving me a
little wild and I made up my mind that I really couldn't take it
much longer and I'd need to push them a little if I wasn't going to
absolutely lose my mind.

"Look," I said, turning and strutting back into the
room away from them. "Let's see what we've got. I've just been
sitting here thinking all kinds of dirty things because you boys
were slow in coming over. I've been talking and thinking and
generally making a fool of myself because I'm just about to melt
into the carpet."

I turned back over my shoulder to see Trevor
following me at a few steps distance, and Jack just off his left
shoulder.

"I really have been talking all too much. You think
you can fuck me hard enough to shut me up?" I egged them on,
wiggling my ass at them. "I'd like to see that."

"I don't shut girls up," Trevor shrugged. "I make
them yell. And I wouldn't want you shut up either. I want to hear
some of those dirty things. If you're really so eager then you'll
beg nicely and properly like a dirty cock-hungry girl should."

I ran out of space and turned to face him, my heels
against a couch in the corner. On an impulse I reached out, took
his thick wrist in my grip, and pressed his hand under my skirt and
against my dripping pussy. "Take pity on me," I said, my voice
wavering suddenly as the warm contact of his hand sent an almost
unendurable throb through me. "If there was ever a girl that needed
some meat in her, it's me right now. Right this very fucking
second."

"I'm still not convinced," he said, stepping forward
so that I was bent back over the couch, his one hand still on my
pussy and only his other hand against the small of my back keeping
me upright, almost touching him. "What if you can't handle what
you're asking for?

"Split me in half, I won't even complain. Put me
right through the wall if you can," I pleaded.

I wanted to put my hands on him and feel him against
me but I wasn't his until he took me, and still he toyed with
me.

"Please," I said, trying everything to hurry him.
"Pump me full until I'm more come than water. All I can think about
is having you inside me. I'm a slut. I'm a whore. How do you want
me to beg? Please won't you fuck me? Won't you make me yell like
you said you - Oh!" My pleading words turned into a desperate moan
as his rough thumb brushed tantalizingly over my clit.

"What do you think, Jack?" Trevor asked. "She says
she's a slut. Do you believe her?"

"I'm a slut!" I wailed. "I'm a slut! I'm jamming
your fingers up my pussy, for fuck's sake!"

Jack stepped up beside Trevor and brushed a thumb
over my ripe lips. I opened my mouth and sucked at it eagerly.

"I believe her," Jack said, indeed sounding
convinced.

With only a slight shove, Trevor sent me falling
back onto the couch. I sat and turned my eyes up to look at him,
big and expectant, as he put his hands to his belt. I tore at his
fly, rubbing over his crotch and feeling a lengthening shape
beneath the cloth that made me weak with anticipation. In another
moment it sprang free, stiffening visibly as every pulse pushed hot
blood into it.

I wet my lips and took it into my mouth. His sexual
scent filled my nostrils and the slightly salty taste of his cock
claimed my mouth.

I circled him with my tongue, probing at every inch
of his length and ringing the tip. I felt the pumping blood between
my lips. Greedily I sucked at him, relishing it after such an
unendurable period of denial. I put my hands around him and
squeezed his ass, firm and wonderful.

He took two fistfuls of my hair and pulled me
further down his length, as far as I could take him.

Then I felt two hands on my hips, pulling me up off
the couch and bending me over at the waist. It was Jack. He hiked
my skirt up and tugged at my panties, pulling them down my thighs
and letting them fall to my ankles in one movement.

His fingers found my hole and pushed into me. Good
God, it was welcome. It seemed almost instantaneous that the hot
waves of pleasure started to build up and in only a few moments he
had plunged me into my second orgasm in less than half an hour.

"She sure comes easy," I heard Jack say to Trevor
over my shuddering body. He gave me a loud smack to my bare ass.
"Never seen anything quite like this."

I heard the sound of a zipper and then the hot shape
of his cock was between my legs, rubbing down the length of my lips
and brushing my clit. I clamped my thighs around him and moaned as
I felt the contours of his thickness against my sensitive skin and
dripping folds. 'Yes! Finally!' my body was screaming.

I let out a gasping moan around Trevor's cock as I
felt Jack slide in. His girth filled me just below the point of
pain, but quickly the thought that it could be painful faded from
my head. His thrusting hips sent me forward into Trevor and then
pulled me back, until all I could do was hold on and take it from
both ends, letting the two powerful men fill the almost
overwhelming needs of my body.

I felt a throb run through Trevor's cock heard him
moan above me. He took me by the chin and pulled my insatiable
mouth off his shaft. He shoved me back into Jack and then turned
the both of us so that I sat down into Jack's lap on the couch, his
dick never leaving me. Jack took me in his hips and lifted me
slightly to continue pumping into me.

Trevor stepped forward to straddle me and then
lifted my top off up over my arms and threw it aside before doing
the same with his own shirt. I had only a moment to drink in the
wonderful sight of his proportioned and defined chest, glistening
with perspiration.

Reaching down, he unzipped my hiked up skirt and
pulled it, too, away from me and let it fall to the floor behind
him. Cheers and whoops reminded me that we were very much on
display, and the hot, desperately forbidden reality of what we were
doing lurched me closer and then into orgasm yet again.

Not waiting for my moans to fade, Trever bent down
and took my now naked breasts in his hands. He pulled first one
nipple into his mouth, released it, and then the other, sucking at
them and running his tongue around them as they sprang to
pleasurable hardness under his attentions. I arched my back,
pressing myself into him, and vocalized my pleasure unabashedly to
the onlookers. My tits had never felt so incredible in my life. I
clutched at his back, urging him on with the frenzy of my
touch.

Too soon, he leaned back and looked down at me,
still bouncing on Jack. He put his hands beneath my thighs and
lifted me away from his friend, spreading my legs and offering Jack
my ass instead.

Jack's cock pushed gently at my puckered hole, but
soaked as he was in my juices I had less difficulty than I expected
in taking him inside of me. The sensation was new, different, but
after the initial surprise it was soon driving me as crazy as the
previous position. Meanwhile, Trevor stepped forward between my
legs and moved to take Jack's place in my pussy. I gasped shrilly
as he started to push in. The feeling of fullness was almost
overpowering, pleasurable and almost too intense to stand. "Oh
GOD!" I yelled.

"Too much?" he asked, pausing halfway into me.

"No!" I gasped with difficulty. "I said split me in
half!"

And in a moment I thought they might do it. He was
not even completely inside of me before another orgasm, more
powerful than any that had come before, ripped through me and left
me weak and sagging between the bodies of the two vigorous men
fucking my holes. They didn't slow for me, and everything became a
blur. It was like riding two jackhammers of pleasure, relentless
and overpowering.

"Fuck!" I yelled as I orgasmed again. I could see
deep red marks where my hands were digging into Trevor's broad
shoulders.

I heard Jack's growling moan beneath me and felt him
stiffen. With powerful spurts he pumped hot come up deep into my
ass. As though he had been waiting for the signal, Trevor pulled
himself out of me and I grabbed his cock in my hand and with a
final pump he exploded across my stomach and my breasts. The scent
of it filled my nostrils and I put a hand across it and felt at the
thick white semen, rubbing it across the smooth skin of my torso in
sheer exuberance and ecstasy.

He leaned forward and kissed me with strong,
sensuous lips. "I guess you really are what you say you are," he
said. "I've never seen a girl so filthy."

"Probably not," I agreed breathily.

"Well, they certainly enjoyed it," he motioned over
his shoulder at a raucous crowd. Bending lower, he added, "But not
a fraction as much as I did."

With difficulty I slid sideways off of Jack and
collapsed onto the couch. He kissed my shoulder playfully and then
stood up beside Jack. The two of them surveyed their handiwork
lying come-soaked, red-faced, and sore on the couch.

"Maybe we'll do this again," I said weakly.

Trevor retrieved a pen from the pocket of his pants.
Bending over me, he wrote a phone number across the inside of my
thigh. Winking, he said, "Just to be sure you're in the right frame
of mind when you call me."

The crowd began to thin, and the two guys went off
to get cleaned up. Soon I was left with just the sorority sisters,
staring at me in astonishment and surprised envy. Had they thought
this was going to be a punishment?




 


Bimbo Side Effects: Losing
Control in the Doctor's Office






I sat in the waiting room at Pilgrim Medical,
drumming my fingers against the cold metal of the chair beneath me.
The anxious tightness in my chest felt like a vice, and the hushed
voices and people in white uniforms weren't making me feel any
better.

This would be my third doctor in a year, and even
though I had never met him, I already knew exactly what he would
tell me. "You're too tense," he'd say. "You're not treating
yourself well. You need to find a way to take some time off and
relax. Sleep in. Do yoga. Lay off the coffee."

The last woman I'd been to had said it like it was
the easiest thing in the world. How I'd wanted to scream at her.
"But I can't," I had said. "I can't take time off. I'm in classes
and working every day just to pay the bills. Can't you give me
anything?"

"Sorry, I'm not in the business of drugging you up
to maintain an unhealthy lifestyle," she had said. I could have
choked her with her little black stethoscope.

"Ms. Worthing? The doctor will see you now," a voice
chimed out in the almost silent room. I turned around to see a
pretty brunette nurse looking around, a clipboard clasped to her
petite form.

"Oh, thanks," I said, snapping out of the
frustrating recollection and waving a finger to identify
myself.

I stood and followed her beyond the reception desk
and down a narrow corridor. She led me into a small examination
room and indicated a medical gown folded across the exam table.
"Get changed and the doctor will be in shortly."

"But I'm just here for - " I began in a subdued
voice, but already the door had closed with a soft click, leaving
me alone. After a minute of vexed silence, I accepted my position.
Maybe they just wanted to do some quick tests. I had complained of
tightness in my chest, after all, so maybe it was my own fault if
they wanted to do a full physical. I began to undress, muttering
curses at myself for trying to be melodramatic.

I folded my blouse neatly on the small folding chair
next to the exam table, but when I went to unzip my skirt I had a
terrifying realization.

It was laundry day. I had meant to get to the
laundromat before work, but had ended up oversleeping. Nothing was
clean, and so I had just figured I could get by. I had completely
forgotten I'd be in a doctor's office. I was not wearing
panties.

In panic I held the gown up in front of me. The
bottom hem was almost to my knees. That was probably long enough
that I didn't have to worry, and even if it wasn't, what could I
do? If I tried to keep my skirt on the doctor would only ask me to
remove it, and I couldn't stand the thought of explaining to him
why I would be reluctant to do so.

For one brief, terrifying instant I was standing in
a strange room wearing absolutely nothing but a bra. I dove inside
the paper-thin gown and burrowed into its scant covering.

Calm down, Vanessa, I told myself. You're here to
deal with your anxiety, not send it through the roof. Nothing's
going to happen. Nothing's going to happen.

It was only a couple more minutes before I heard a
light rap on the door.

"Come in," I said, struggling to keep my voice
steady.

The door opened and a cool rush of air from the
hallway heralded a new figure. I raised my eyes shyly to greet him
and let out an involuntary gasp. Immediately I struggled to collect
myself, trying not to stare into his dark crystalline eyes or ogle
too obviously at his rugged jaw-line and the way his doctor's
scrubs hugged over a thick, muscled chest.

"Vanessa," he said, smiling with white teeth. "Sorry
to keep you waiting." He had that easy air of familiarity that good
doctors seem to have, like he had known me all my life.

"It's not - not a problem, Dr. Stevens," I
stammered, smiling to hide my momentary surprise. My body was
helpfully choosing this moment to remind me that it had been quite
a while since I had had anything resembling a sex life.

His smile widened and he indicated for me to sit on
the exam table. I scooted backwards onto it, keeping my legs
clamped tightly together.

"Now, how are things? I hear you're having a bit of
chest tightness, is that right?"

"Oh," I said, "Uh, yes. Chest tightness. Just sort
of tight." I gestured in the direction of my breasts.

He nodded, his eyes lingering in the direction of my
gesture but his smooth forehead creasing in sympathy. "About how
long would you say this has been going on? A constant tightness or
just sometimes?"

I shrugged a little girlishly. "Ah, sometimes, I
guess. More and more over the past week or so, especially when I'm
feeling really stressed or tired."

He nodded understandingly. "Well, why don't I have a
listen," he said, removing the stethoscope from around his neck.
"Just lie back and try to breathe evenly."

I agreed a little breathlessly and turned to lie on
the exam table, making sure to pull down the bottom of the gown
below my mid-thigh before laying back. He moved to stand over me,
his strong, sure hand pressing briefly at several points between my
breasts before he brought the small metal implement around. He
warmed it with a quick breath and then slipped it beneath the gown.
My heart fluttered, suddenly the center of attention, as his hand
moved beneath my clothing and settled against my bare, sensitive
skin. I struggled to breathe deeply and evenly, but for some reason
the air refused to go past than my throat.

He paused with eyes closed, listening intently to my
heart beat. I tried not to look at him or think about his hand
against my body, but trying to relax was a lost cause. He was
standing close enough that the exam room's ambient aroma of
chemicals wasn't enough to mask his rich, masculine scent. My
heartbeat hammered in my chest, playing a staccato of nervous
excitement into his attentive ears. After several seconds that felt
an eternity, he broke contact and removed his hand.

"Just run a marathon?" he joked lightheartedly.

"I just -" I floundered.

"No, it's quite alright. I'm only teasing." He
smiled good-naturedly at my embarrassment and consulted his
clipboard. "Well, Vanessa, I think what we have here is a clear
case of excess anxiety. What would you think about that
conclusion?"

"Well, I have been pretty high-strung," I admitted.
"There's just a lot of stuff going on and it's hard not to be
constantly thinking about everything I need to do to keep up."

He nodded understandingly. "Say no more, Vanessa. A
doctor certainly knows a thing or two about work-related stress.
But at the end of the day, you're the one paying the price for
this. In my opinion, what you need is a bit of rest and a
vacation."

I groaned with frustration. "That's what they tell
me every time I come in. I can't just drop everything and go on
vacation. I'm in grad school and working full time. It takes all
day everyday just to keep all my commitments."

He nodded knowingly and pursed his lips. "I
completely understand," he said. "And I want to help, but chronic,
lifestyle-based anxiety is dangerous to medicate. Unless -"

"What?" I asked eagerly.

"It's a relatively new drug, and it doesn't have the
risk of physical dependency that other anxiety medications do."

"It sounds perfect," I chirped.

"Well, it's certainly promising, but it's still in
clinical trials. We would need to be absolutely sure you're a good
fit."

"Anything," I agreed.

He flipped through a couple pages of his clipboard,
considering the matter. "Well, this is a bit unusual. I'm going to
have to ask you a couple very personal questions, Vanessa, if
that's alright with you."

"It's certainly alright, doctor," I said, smiling at
him.

"How regularly do you experience sexual
release?"

I started and stared at him, sure I had heard him
wrong. "Experience what?"

"I am sorry to have to ask," he apologized. "But the
drug in question has been known to produce certain, possibly
undesirable and uncontrollable side-effects for individuals with a
great deal of pent-up sexual tension. Otherwise I would certainly
never pry into something so personal. You see, as an anti-anxiety
drug it tends to induce a more relaxed - ah -" he coughed politely
" - impulsive mental state."

"Oh," I said, blushing furiously. I looked at him
and then looked away. If I was being completely honest, I probably
knew what the answer should be, but I'd sooner die than
admit to this handsome doctor smiling at me that I hadn't been
getting any. "Regularly, yes," I informed him. "Of course, not
constantly, I mean not excessively, of course. The appropriate
amount." My voice sort of rose in pitch as I gushed to present the
matter the right way.

He cocked his head at my stilted response. "Honesty
is very important in a doctor patient relationship, Vanessa. Now if
there is any possibility of that condition appearing in you, we
need to talk about it before this goes any further."

"I'm sorry," I said, not knowing what I was
apologizing for. "I just get a little flustered talking about this.
I have a fulfilling - ah - sex life, doctor. It really shouldn't be
a concern."

He pursed his lips and considered his clipboard
again. "Alright," he said after a moment. "I'm going to prescribe
it, but I'd like to keep you here for monitoring as you take your
first dose. The onset will be rapid, and we need to know if any
dangerous symptoms are going to manifest themselves in your case.
If everything seems to be going well, I won't keep you here more
than an hour."

I considered the implications of what he was
suggesting. If I did become ... impulsive, maybe I could hide it.
How strong could it be? I could fake it and get out of here without
any embarrassing admissions being made, right?

I couldn't help squirming a little at the prospect,
but the stakes were too high to get squeamish now. But how had I
ended up in this position?

"There isn't any other way?"

He shook his head. "I can't in good conscience just
hand you a bottle of pills and send you out the door. I'll be
violating protocol as it is, but I can see you're obviously having
a hard time and I want to help. But this is the only way I'll do
it."

I sighed. "Alright, Dr. Stevens. If that's what you
want to do."

"Good," he said in satisfaction. "I appreciate your
understanding. I'm sure this is inconvenient for you, but it sounds
like the only way we can get you feeling better. Just sit tight for
a minute and I'll be right back."

He turned and exited the little exam room. The door
closed with a sharp click and I let out an explosive breath. My God
was he handsome. Why hadn't I had a doctor like this all my life?
But on the other hand, it did make it a little hard to concentrate
around him. It had been almost torture when he had his stethoscope
on me, listening to me and so close that I could almost feel him
the same way he was feeling me.

In a moment, he had returned holding a small bottle.
He placed it on the desk, checked his watch, and scribbled
something down on a sheet of papers. Then he turned, shook a long
narrow pill into his palm, and turned to me. I glimpsed the name
Vassitromen-B on the label above a large warning message.

"When did you last eat?" he asked.

"I had breakfast a couple hours ago. And coffee on
the drive here, I guess."

He nodded and scribbled more. Then he filled a
plastic cup of water at the sink and handed both the cup and the
pill to me. I looked first at the pill, then shyly back at him.

"It's alright," he said encouragingly. "I'm not
going to let anything happen to you. We're in this together
now."

My doubts were still there, but I couldn't help but
feel reassured by him. He seemed so competent and in control that
it was difficult to imagine anything bad happening if he said it
wouldn't. With a silent prayer I threw back the pill and swallowed
it down with a gulp of water.

"Ugh," I said, grimacing. "Bitter."

"That's how you know it's working." He gave a
familiar wink and gathered his papers. "Alright, you hold tight
here. I'm going to go take care of a couple quick things and be
back to check on you before you know I'm gone."

"Alright," I said. "Thank you."

He stepped out again, leaving only a still, empty
room behind him. I stared at the floor, wondering idly whether I
had made a mistake in all of this, but there's only so far you can
second-guess yourself. The tight anxiety in my chest felt worse
than ever. Slowly the seconds ticked by on the large clock on the
wall. 10:02. 10:03.

I strained to feel something happening, and my
imagination started to run wild. My feet felt warm. Was that the
drug? My elbow itched. Was that the drug?

I took a slow, deep breath and lay back on the exam
table, trying to put the thoughts out of my head. Breathe in.
Breathe out. Don't worry about what's going to happen. Don't worry
about what's already happened. Just be. Just be.

Slowly the tension eased. It occurred to me how rare
it was for me to just sit still, in silence. I had nowhere to go
and nothing to be doing. I could just let my mind drift. Why didn't
I do this more often?

I closed my eyes and relished the moment. Cool air
played over my face and even through the thin paper of the medical
gown. I could feel it on my body, caressing my skin. I could feel
the cool air trickling over my nakedness like a soothing breath. I
breathed in and breathed out along with it. I felt all the little
sensations of my body as my chest rose and fell. I could almost
feel my heart slowing down. Everything was slowing down, becoming
simpler.

I opened my eyes, and then blinked rapidly. The
light overhead had grown brighter. Slowly I sat up. My movements
felt languid and calm.

"Hello," I said into the empty room. My voice
sounded slightly slurred. The drug was definitely starting to do
something. "What's this?" I said, relishing the strange sound of my
words. "I feel great. I feel won-der-ful." I giggled slightly at
the sound of the word. "Where's the doc-tor? He's so friendly." My
words bounced around, striking the walls and coming back to me. "I
feel fucking fantastic, actually."

I took the front of the gown in my hands and
billowed it outwards. Air rushed up over my nakedness and I gasped
at the delightful intensity of the sensation. I repeated the motion
and let out a slight hum of satisfaction. This was great
medicine.

The door clicked open and Dr. Stevens stepped back
into the room.

"So how are you feeling?" he asked.

"I feel really wonderful, Dr. Stevens. Thank you for
asking."

"Any light-headedness? Nausea? Dizziness?"

"No, none of those. Lots of other things,
though."

"And how about the tightness in your chest?"

I put hands up to my breasts and cupped one in each
hand. My nipples felt incredibly sensitive, sending a hot wave of
feedback at the slightest pressure. Momentarily distracted by the
feeling, I shook my head to clear it. "What was the question, Dr.
Stevens?"

"Your chest. Is the tightness gone?"

"Well, no, I suppose you're right. My bra really is
too tight." I began to reach around towards the clasp.

His voice stopped me, understanding but firm. "Try
to focus, Vanessa. I understand the drug can be a little
disorienting, but try to remember why we're here. You came in
because you were having trouble with -"

"Oh, I remember now, Dr. Stevens. I'm sorry. Yes, I
really am feeling a lot better. In fact, it's hard to even remember
what had me so worked up in the first place."

"That's good," he said, scribbling something.
"That's very good. And what about the other issues we talked
about?"

"Oh," I said, having forgotten for a moment the
source of my previous anxiety. "I - uh, I'm sure there isn't
anything to worry about."

"Well lie back," he said. "I need to take your blood
pressure."

Compliantly, I flopped back onto the exam table. My
legs splayed open lazily and for a moment I worried that my gown
had hiked up to show more than I meant to. But it felt so good just
to lie there that I really couldn't find it in myself to check.

Dr. Stevens came over next to me. I saw his eyes
flick over my body and caught a momentary gleam of desire in those
dark, alluring eyes.

"Is my pussy showing, Dr. Stevens?" I asked
lazily.

"It is, as a matter of fact," he said, putting a
hand to my forehead and writing something down. "You know we don't
require patients to remove their underwear when we have them
change, don't you?"

"I'm sorry, Dr. Stevens. I don't mean to be
improper. It's just that I wasn't wearing any panties today. Isn't
that silly? I completely forgot to wear panties."

"That's quite alright," he said, removing his hand
from my forehead.

I closed my eyes again. The drug's effects were
getting stronger, and there was definitely something sexual about
the way I was feeling. I liked talking about my pussy with him. I
liked him looking at it.

"Why don't I give you a quick once-over?" he
suggested. "While we've got you down here anyways."

"Of course, doctor," I agreed, spreading my legs
wider for him.

He put his hand on the side of my throat, feeling at
my pulse. His fingers were gentle and strong and my skin felt hot
and very sensitive to his touch. Everything felt good, but
especially him. "Body temperature seems stable, and pulse normal,"
he said, scribbling.

"You know I really like when you touch me, Dr.
Stevens. You should do it more."

"I'm glad you're enjoying yourself," he said
distractedly as he continued the exam. His hands made deft, knowing
little movements down my body. Each one sent a shiver of pleasure
up through me.

He prodded several times at my upper stomach and
then moved lower. It wasn't until I felt his fingers on my bare
skin that I realized how much of myself I was showing. He hadn't
just caught a glimpse; the entire lower half of my body below my
navel was bared and in view. I wriggled in a naughty sort of
glee.

"Try to hold still, Vanessa," he chided.

"Sorry, Dr. Stevens," I apologized.

His hands moved lower still, until they were almost
... but no, they stopped and pulled away. I was surprised by how
much I had wanted him to keep going.

"Swollen clit, indicating arousal," he muttered.
"Redness around the labia. Evident vaginal wetness."

"I am wet, aren't I?" I said, realizing it with a
sort of clenching physical pleasure. "I just think you're really
handsome, Dr. Stevens. I'm sure a lot of women get wet around you.
Don't you know you're handsome?"

"Well that's very nice of you, Vanessa," he said,
"but it could be a symptom of something more significant."

"Well," I said, trying to remember what all the fuss
had been about. "So what? You have a cock, don't you, Dr. Stevens?
Why don't you just fuck me if the drug turns me on."

He didn't answer, but I thought I sensed a slight
change in his body. His fingers came back, drawing a light line
along my wet, sensitive folds. My breath quickened eagerly and I
released a low moan.

"Responds strongly to physical stimulus," he
noted.

His hand went away again and I moaned again, this
time in frustration. He kept stopping. Why did he keep
stopping?

"Why did you stop, Dr. Stevens?" I managed to ask
aloud after a moment. "I wanted you to keep going."

"Vanessa," he said, a hint of strain coming into his
previously calm voice. "I think we need to accept the fact that
you're experiencing the sexual compulsions I was concerned
about."

I sat up, the world swimming back into focus. At the
center of that world was him, sexier than ever and now it was
obvious he was being effected by what was happening. "So what, Dr.
Stevens?" I repeated. "So what if I'm a cock-hungry little whore?"
Even saying the word 'cock' aloud sent a needy throb through my
body. I put my own hand down and rubbed at myself, seeing as how he
was being so stubborn and selfish. My own touch obviously didn't
feel quite as good as his, but it was still incredible. I had never
felt quite like this before. "I mean, there's medicine for
cock-hungry little whores, isn't there?" I went on. "Why don't you
just give me my medicine, doctor? Why don't you just give me that
cock you've got? I bet it's a nice one."

He took a step back, throwing the clipboard aside
and holding up his hands. "I knew this was a mistake," he said, but
I could tell he didn't believe it.

I stood up from the exam table and ripped the gown
off my body, leaving me in nothing but my bra. I reached back and
unsnapped that, too, baring myself totally in front of him. "You're
saying you don't want me?" I asked him coyly, my mind coming back
into focus with a new goal. "If I felt your crotch right now, I
wouldn't feel a big, hard cock in there, just straining to get at
my tight little body?" I ran a hand down my front for emphasis,
getting distracted again by how good it felt just to rub hands over
my breasts. "Come on," I repeated. "I bet you're hard as a
rock."

I stepped forward and he didn't back away. I took
another step and pressed my body against his, feeling his body's
warmth and the tantalizing sensation of the cloth of his white lab
coat brushing against my nipples. I reached down and palmed his
groin. I hadn't been wrong. The feeling of the hard shape released
a wave of wetness in me and my knees went weak.

He looked down at me, conflict wreathing his
handsome face. Intense desire was burning in his eyes as he looked
down at me, but he did not act yet. Indescribable energy sizzled in
the air as I shook with need and want against him.

 

He reached out a hand and cupped the back of my
head, holding my face an inch from his.

"Fuck me," I begged him silently with my gaze.

His eyes moved down my face, down my body, and then
he kissed me. It was a fierce, strong, lustful kiss. His lips were
aggressive and his tongue pushed into my mouth. His other hand took
me by the ass and pulled me into him, pressing me against him along
every inch of our forms. After a frenzied moment he broke away.

"God damn," he said to himself. "Why did I think
anything else would happen? I guess I could tell where this was
going all along, and I just pretended innocence for my own
conscience."

"That's alright, Dr. Stevens," I said. "I don't care
about any of that. Right now you have to finish what you started
and stuff me until I'm screaming. All of this not doing anything is
starting to make me go crazy."

He kissed me again and his hands lingered.
"Alright," he breathed huskily. "I put you in this situation; I
guess I'll have to help you through it. Get on your knees like a
slut and I'll treat you like one."

I sank to my knees and opened my mouth, my hand
going back to rub at myself again. My whole body was vibrating as I
watched him unbuckle his belt.

He let his pants fall off his thighs and I could see
the thick, long shape constrained in the soft cotton of his briefs.
He pulled the waistband down and his cock swung free, standing out
from him and toward me.

I put out a hand and grasped his shaft. The skin was
hot and soft but the shaft itself was incredibly hard. I ran a
curious hand along it and then leaned forward to lick the tip. A
faint, salty taste met my tongue and I felt a shiver run up through
his body. Eagerly I encircled it in my lips and pushed down along
its length as far as I could. The hot, blood-filled organ took over
my mouth and I sucked hungrily at it. I had never been as desperate
for anything as I was for any contact I could get with it. The
touch and scent and taste flooded my pleasure receptors until I was
writhing with gratitude and sucking and licking at it in
frenzy.

I couldn't tell whether the strength of the drug was
still increasing or whether I was just reinforcing it by giving in
to its urgings. Whatever the cause, every passing moment made the
hunger for that cock and the aching need for it in my pussy
stronger. Sitting on my heels I could feel my soaking wetness seep
down my thighs and across my ankles.

At last I drew back, gasping for air. He reached
down and took me by the hair and raised me to my feet. "Alright,"
he said, "you are being a very good little slut. It really wouldn't
be fair if I didn't give you the fucking you obviously need."

I breathed fast and sharply in anticipation as he
took me and pushed me back against the desk. My hands splayed out
across the paper strewn surface to stabilize me as he moved to
stand between my legs. He reached down and brought his cock up and
ran it along my soaked lips. I moaned weakly in desperate
eagerness, and then he pushed into me, stretching me to accommodate
his girth. "Oh fuck," I gasped. "Fuck!"

He plunged into me again and again. My grateful body
sang with pleasure more intense than anything I had ever felt
before. In only a few moments, I was coming. Coming and screaming.
I could not have orgasmed quietly even if my life had depended on
it, and as it was, I didn't really care. "OH FUCK!"

The door banged open and a dark-haired man in scrubs
burst in. "Is everything alright in -" he stopped mid-sentence.
"Holy shit," he muttered. "Sorry, I didn't mean to disturb."

I drew a gasping breath and fought to remember where
I was. My body was an explosion if ecstasy, but I knew even before
it had faded that I wanted more.

"No, stay!" I called out as he turned to leave.

"What?" he asked, looking around.

"Stay. I want your cock, too," I breathed. "I want
to get passed around like the whore I am! I want as many men as I
can get." My words were punctuated by slight gasps and moans as Dr.
Stevens continued to pound me back into the wall. I opened my mouth
wide. "See? I have other holes. I have an ass, too. OH GOD!" Dr.
Stevens reached out and seized my tits as his body tensed against
mine. In another moment he exploded into me, pumping me full of his
thick come. The feeling of his spurting cock sent me into a second
orgasm, and everything was red and bright and heavy breathing. It
seemed I had to fight just to keep from exploding into pieces. Wave
after wave of ecstasy poured through my every nerve and blood
vessel.

Dr. Stevens pulled back, his dick falling out of me
and a slight dribble of come falling along my thigh and onto the
desk. I turned, breathless and weak, to seek out the other doctor.
He was still standing in the doorway, his pants tenting
visibly.

The other doctor was watching with a slightly open
mouth, but then he snapped back into focus. "Then come with me, if
you want all of that," he told me. "I know how to make it
happen."

Unsteadily I stood up and went eagerly over to him.
He ran a hand along my side and squeezed my ass with a strong hand.
I moaned slightly in pleasure, conforming my body against his, and
he took my elbow in his other hand. "You're a sight for sore eyes,"
he said. "It's this way."

He marched me out into the hall. Naked and dripping
semen, I stumbled to keep up with him. Nurses and patients passing
by turned to stare at me, but we were in any one place for only a
moment.

"Mindy," the doctor barked to a blonde woman in a
small office as we passed it, "call down to the surgeon's lounge
and tell anyone off-duty to come to the operating theater."

"Yes, sir, Dr. Parker," she said, not looking
up.

"And anyone who wants a free show is welcome on the
observation deck."

"I'll pass that along, sir," she said, still
oblivious to what was going on.

Down another hallway we stopped outside thick double
doors. He pulled a key from his belt, opened them, and ushered me
through. Another set of doors separated us from a large room with
an operating table in the middle. Ten feet above us, the room
opened out much wider and glass railings separated a seating area
large enough for maybe thirty people.

Once into the middle room I turned back to him.
"Observation deck?" I asked him.

"I know your type," he said. "Don't pretend it
doesn't get you hot to think about other people watching."

"I've never been this type before," I said.

"Trust me."

"I do, but let's not wait for them, alright?" I
beckoned him towards me with mouth slightly open.

He took me and flipped me around so that I had to
throw my arms out to avoid falling face-first onto the operating
table. He slid a hand up between my thighs, reached up, and toyed
with my clit. I sagged down against him at the intense pleasure,
moaning into the huge empty room.

With the sound of a zipper, I felt a new hot shape
poised between my legs. I bent back, presenting my pussy to him,
and I felt the second cock in almost as many minutes sliding into
me.

"You're Dr. Parker?" I asked him between gasps.

"That's right."

"I'm Vanessa Worthing," I told him. "Thank you for
fucking me, Dr. Parker."

"You seem like you needed it," he grunted, driving
himself into me hard enough to slam my hips forward against the
hard rubber surface of the operating table.

I heard the faint sound of doors opening, and then a
louder sound as several men came in through the inner doors of the
operating room.

Dr. Parker glanced around, but I couldn't see who
had come in. "Room for at least one more," he shouted over his
shoulder.

Surprised voices sounded in conversation for a
moment. In the process of being violently nailed, I had a little
trouble following what they were saying, but after a minute another
man came around to where I could see him.

He was a big guy, thick-chested and with tattoos
peaking out along his biceps from under the short sleeves of his
scrubs. I looked at him and opened my mouth to say something, but
all that emerged was "OH GOD!" as I took a particularly deep thrust
that seemed on the verge of splitting me down the middle.

He laughed and lifted his shirt over his head. All I
could do was drink him in, hungry for what he had in store for me.
He approached us, and Parker slowed down long enough to turn me to
the side and allow the newcomer to take my head in his hands. He
unzipped and presented me with his own erection, also already hard
and eager. Among other things, this experience was proving very
good for my self-esteem. Seeing cocks already hard just from the
sight of me felt good no matter how many times it happened.

I opened my mouth and ushered him between my soft
lips. I was eager to pleasure him and show the others how much fun
I could be and that they should join in, but when I took him into
my mouth and had only just begun licking and sucking at him, I felt
the building pressure of another orgasm. When it ripped through me
I could only gasp around the thick cock, distracted entirely by the
delights being pushed into me from behind. "DHFHG!" I choked
out.

He took me by the hair and pulled me down his length
even as the orgasm flamed to its most intense and made me weak and
almost unable to balance. In and out of my mouth he thrust, and in
another moment I was back in control of myself enough to resume my
task.

A thrill of satisfaction ran through me as I heard
him groan in gratitude. The experience of pleasuring someone else
in the midst of orgasm was incredible.

Within another minute, I felt Parker come inside me
with desperate thrusts. He stepped back and his place was taken by
another, whose face I never saw.

Eventually, the tattooed man finished, too. I
swallowed eagerly and savored the feeling of the warm substance
sinking into my stomach.

After another couple rounds, two of the doctors that
had already had their first turn came back for seconds and wanted
to flip me around and go at my ass and pussy at the same time. I
struggled to find a position to accommodate them, and soon I was
experiencing a penetration more as intense as anything I had felt
until then. I orgasmed again and again, yelling out into space at
the overpowering physical ecstasy of it. After a few minutes,
cheers started to follow my particularly loud vocalizations, and I
turned in a daze to look up at a crowd on the observation deck.

Parker had been right, the feeling of being passed
around and used and fucked senseless in front of all these people
was electrifying in a way that the simple physical thrill of
penetration wasn't. I started to play to my crowd, begging for more
and responding loudly when I was given it.

At long last, things began to slow down. I took a
final load and then collapsed across the operating table. I was
exhausted and sore, but I could remember with relish every cock
that had been in me that day. I had lost count of the orgasms. I
smiled weakly into the rubber.

Dimly, I realized there was a hand on my shoulder.
It shook me lightly, and then more urgently.

"Can't you get it in from there?" I asked sleepily.
"Just put me in whatever position works best. I don't know if I can
stand up right now."

"Vanessa."

Recognizing the voice, I turned my head. It was Dr.
Stevens.

"Come on," he said. "Let me take you back and get
you dressed."

He put his lab coat around me and walked me back
through the halls, his steady hands keeping me from falling. I
pushed my face into his chest and clung to him, feeling safe and
content that he would know what should happen next. If he wanted
another go at me, he was more than entitled to it.

But back in the little room, he just set me down on
the exam table. He took a cold, wet cloth and wiped away the sweat
and grime and come from my hot skin.

"How're you feeling?" he asked me.

"Really very good," I mumbled. "I like your
drug."

"I didn't expect things to get so out of hand."

"No, it's alright," I said. "I'm alright."

"Well, I'm glad, then. How do you feel? Do you want
to go?"

"I probably should."

"Alright." He brought me my clothes and bag and
helped me dress. "Here," he said, slipping the bottle into my
purse. "I think you've earned at least this much."

I smiled weakly and clasped the bag to me in sore
but delighted gratitude. "It won't be the same if you aren't there
to make sure I don't develop any side effects."

He winked and helped me stand. "My door is always
open."

I put a hand out and pressed my face into his chest
in a final embrace. In another moment we were going our separate
ways, but with each step I heard the slight rattle in my bag and
smiled.




 


Bimbo at Work






"Good lord," Miranda muttered, sitting on my desk
and peering through the blinds into Mr. Everette's office. "I still
don't understand how you got this job right out of college. Do you
know how long I've been stuck on the thirty-ninth floor hoping to
get a transfer to this office? I mean - Rachel, honey - the things
I would let that man do to me."

I shrugged a little self-consciously. She was five
years older and a good bit more blunt-spoken when it came to things
like this than I was used to. "I don't know, I just applied at the
right time I guess."

"Did he interview you himself?"

"Yeah, but it was just a quick conversation."

She turned and gave me a significant look. "I think
I would've melted into the floor. He seems to like you, too. I've
seen the way he talks to you." She bit her lip and fanned herself
slightly as she leaned towards the glass.

I stood up and peeked through beside her. Mr.
Everette was at his desk on a conference call with the Philadelphia
group. Despite the fact that he was leaning back with his feet
propped up on the wood, I could tell he was frustrated. He'd
loosened his tie and collar and his dark hair was swept back off
his handsome face in a rare display of slight muss.

"He's just friendly," I said self-depracatingly.

"Don't be silly, I really think he likes you."

I rolled my eyes at her in slight embarrassment.
"You should see the kinds of women he has with him sometimes. I'm
really not his type."

"What's his type, then?"

"Gorgeous, successful, well-bred." I made a gesture
in front of my own average-sized breasts. "... with a lot more
going on than I'll ever have."

"Really?" she asked, intrigued. "He's a
titty-chaser?"

I went back and sat down in my chair. "Well, I mean,
I wouldn't go that far. It's just hard not to feel inadequate when
they come by to see him and they all look like models."

A slight beep from my phone marked the end of Mr.
Everson's call, and in another moment the door opened.

"Good night, Mr. Everette," I said, jumping to my
feet and going to get his coat as he emerged from his office.

"Well thank you, Rachel, I think it will be a good
one," my boss agreed, tugging at a shirt cuff and leaning idly
against my desk as I retrieved his coat. "But I thought that when
there were no clients or partners to put on a formal face for we
agreed you were going to call me Peter."

"Oh, yes, sir, sorry," I said, returning with his
coat. Then, despite myself, I broke into a shy smile looking at
him. "I will."

"Good," he said, returning my smile. "Have anything
special planned for your morning off?"

"Morning off?" I asked, bewildered.

"Sure," he said. "If I'm in DC speaking at the
convention, I really don't see the need to make you come in to sit
outside an empty room."

"Oh, that's very nice of you, sir," I said
gratefully.

"Of course. The office will manage just fine if
neither of us shows up until I get back in the afternoon. You know,
sometimes I feel bad making a pretty young woman like you work such
long hours."

I blushed furiously and pressed to open the elevator
for him. It dinged and he entered it with a departing wave, his
mind already in another place.

Miranda gave me a significant look.

"What?" I asked.

"Nothing," she said, raising her eyebrows
innocently. "Nothing at all."

But it was obvious what was on her mind. I tried to
ignore her, but her words left a warm little glow in the pit of my
stomach that stayed with me for the rest of the evening.

As I got to the front door of my apartment after a
dinner with my sister and her fiancé, a box was waiting for me on
the stoop. It took me a moment to remember that I had ordered it
online a couple weeks ago. It had been a late-evening,
slightly-tipsy credit card purchase that hadn't crossed my mind in
the days since.

I took it inside and opened it on the kitchen table.
The contents of the box were wrapped in a plastic sleeve that read
'Xiu Lang Total Beauty Regimen' in bright red letters. It looked
like the sort of cheap junk you'd find on the back shelf at a
dollar store.

Shaking my head at my own careless spending, I
tossed it onto a chair, poured myself a glass of wine, and settled
in to read for a little while before an early bed.

But as the minutes ticked away and the wine began to
fuzz the edges of my better judgment, I found my thoughts drifting
back to the day's events and particularly the conversation with
Miranda. Why did she have to stir up all those emotions? Did she
think I hadn't noticed Mr. Everette? Did she think I didn't have an
imagination? But he was out of reach for a girl like me, and I'd
only hurt myself if I let myself think otherwise.

But he did seem to like me. I mean, it wasn't
anything serious, but he was certainly friendly and sometimes asked
me about my life outside of work. Even though he was a good ten
years older, rich, successful, and influential and I was just out
of college, he never treated me as anything less than an equal.
Were mine just girlish fantasies or was Miranda right? Was there
something there that I was ignoring?

I went to the mirror and studied my face, looking
for things to love. I wasn't unattractive, but I didn't really
stand out either. On a whim I applied some rarely used red lipstick
from the back of my dresser drawer and made my best imitation of a
seductive face.

I didn't have great skin. That was part of the
problem. I remembered there being cream in the package I had
ordered. Maybe it was worth trying.

I went back and retrieved the small bag. It opened
with a slight hiss and the chemical smell of sealed plastic
assaulted my nostrils.

I studied the contents. These were some sort of
pills. This was a face cream. This looked like a body wash.

I took the small tub of face cream back to my
bedroom. The directions said to apply and leave on overnight.
Inside was a white cream. It was very light, more like whipped
cream than any kind of face product I'd ever tried before. What had
I heard about this thing again? It had gotten good reviews, but you
never know how much you can trust that.

It tingled slightly as I applied it to my face. I
accidentally brushed some across my lips and it stung there for a
moment. "If this gives me a breakout I'm boycotting Chinese food,"
I threatened at my reflection. My reflection just stared back at
me, big-eyed and impatient.

I picked up my book and read a few more pages,
sometimes having to fight to keep Peter Everette's face from
popping up when the heroine looked at her love interest. All the
while my face tingled distractingly, and after only half an hour I
simply had to get up and look at myself. Even a truly miracle
product wouldn't have accomplished anything yet, I berated myself,
but I couldn't wait longer. I closed my eyes and stepped in front
of the reflective surface.

"Oh my God!" I exclaimed aloud. The change was
unmistakable. I turned side-to-side, admiring myself. My skin was
practically glowing. I ran my hand down my cheek and marveled at
the soft, fresh, healthy feeling. Even my lips seemed a little
fuller. I turned away and looked back. No, it wasn't a trick of the
light.

Delighted, I rushed back to the package. If this is
what the face cream had done in a few minutes, what might the rest
of it have in store?

The pills were a little mysterious. They were just
labeled "fast-acting vitamin supplement" and listed a lot of long,
scientific-sounding ingredients. Nothing in the package seemed to
explain exactly what they did, but the instructions said to take
one daily for best results. Riding the high of my unexpected
triumph, I popped one down without further thought.

That left only the body wash. I took it to the
bathroom and set it aside in the shower for the morning.

Now what I needed was a full night's rest. In the
midst of the excitement it had already gotten late. I began to lay
out clothes for the morning before remembering what Mr. Everette
had said about not coming in until after lunch. Happily I turned
off my alarm, undressed, and crawled into bed.

The bed and linen felt crisp, soft, and welcoming
against my skin. Despite my excitement at the promise of the new
package, I found it very easy to relax. The little worries and
stresses of my typical day seemed to have melted away at some point
in the evening, leaving me now with only a calm, contented comfort.
Soon I had drifted off into a deep sleep.

I slept soundly through the night and late into the
morning. Somewhere along the way I began to dream, and the dreams
were wonderful, vivid, and tremendously sensual. I dreamt I
inhabited a world where every man I met was handsome and sexy and
eager to fulfill my every pleasure and fantasy. Even other women
looked at me admiringly and introduced me to their brothers or male
friends. Sometimes I just fell into a pair of strong arms, felt the
comfort of his attentive security or the hot thrill of being
desired, and then shifted into a new place. But as the night wore
on, the sequences became more and more explicit.

When I woke to mid-morning light shining in through
my bedroom window, I was more than a little wet. I stretched
luxuriantly against the smooth fabric of the sheets, enjoying the
feeling of relaxed sexual arousal and wondering idly what I wanted
to do about it.

I opened my eyes. Everything was bright and colorful
and new. The world seemed like a wonderful place. I sat up, feeling
better rested and more refreshed than I could remember feeling in
years. My body tingled with a latent energy, a readiness –
eagerness, even – for the day.

I stood and went to the shower. Absently I noticed
that I had slept naked, which I never did. At another time I might
have found it peculiar, but right now everything felt right and
natural.

What I did find peculiar were my breasts. I paused
on the threshold of the bathroom, looking down at myself. They were
… bigger, right? Or was I still asleep? I cupped them in my hands
and considered them, still too relaxed to find any of this
concerning. They felt good to touch. In fact, all of myself felt
good to touch. Very good. Every part of me tingled, part gratifying
and part hungry. All of it seemed to be urging me in one specific
direction … I had a finger poised on my clit before the sudden
impulse lessoned for a moment.

I turned on the shower and hopped in. Hot water
cascaded over my skin and steam filled the air. This was a better
venue to work out a little sexual energy. The shower wand's pulse
setting felt better than it ever had before as I moved it
pleasurably down my body and brought it between my legs.

It took me less than a minute to bring myself to
orgasm. Every surge of water felt like a human caress on my
suddenly desperate body. I moaned aloud and then louder and soon
heard the echoes of my own noises of pleasure bouncing back off the
cramped walls of the bathroom.

I slumped against the side of the shower stall,
letting the water run down my shoulders and over my chest as I
caught my breath. Wow. Those dreams had really affected me.

Turning, my eyes caught sight of the body wash. In
my pre-occupied state I had completely forgotten about the beauty
regimen. I looked down at my breasts again. Definitely,
unmistakably bigger. What an interesting turn of events.

I squeezed a bit of the body wash out onto my palm.
The heady scent of lilacs filled the air of the shower and mingled
with the steam. I inhaled of the delightful smell and then began to
lather myself. Still in the afterglow of my unusually powerful
orgasm, the sliding, slippery tactile sensation thrilled my
receptive body. After a slightly intense minute, I stepped back
under the water and rinsed the suds away. The water ran over me
again, hot and relaxing.

With slight reluctance, I turned it off and reached
for my towel. That had been quite a shower. I shook my head,
wondering at my strange pre-occupation with every smallest physical
sensation. Maybe this was more than a dream putting me in a certain
mood.

Whatever was going on, though, I was enjoying it a
great deal.

I held the towel around my waist and stepped in
front of the fogged mirror. I reached out and wiped away the
condensation, and the woman that greeted me was so different from
who I expected that I physically started, dropping my towel and
letting my mouth fall open. Was that really me?

I turned to the side, admiring my altered
silhouette. It wasn't just a bigger chest, although that was
probably the most obvious change. I looked like I had lost five
pounds in all the right places. I pinched at my ass, admiring its
plump, round firmness. I had never looked this good in my life. I
turned back and studied myself from the front.

A healthy blush was spreading across my cheeks. I
got a little embarrassed just looking at myself, everything about
me just seemed to scream 'sex.' My lips were full and red. My
lashes looked longer. Even my hair, just toweled off and still
slightly damp, was lustrous and healthy as it cascaded to my
shoulders. The scent of the body wash continued to permeate the air
I breathed, and with each inhale it brought back all the
associations and sensations of that first moment in the afterglow
of orgasm.

With amazement, I realized I was already horny
again. Well, I thought, when everything felt this good time spent
not horny seemed like a bit of a waste anyways.

Without dressing, I spun and went out into my
bedroom to hunt for my vibrator. Where would it be? The thought of
neighbors looking in through my open windows didn't occur to me as
I strode about the light-filled apartment unclothed. Oh where had I
left it? It was – oh, shit. Was that the time!?

It was already 12:15! How on earth had it gotten
that late? How had I been so absent-minded?

With difficulty, I shifted priorities. I needed to
get to work immediately.

I went into the kitchen and gulped down a glass of
orange juice and a piece of toast. The bottle of pills were out on
the counter. I considered them a moment before shaking out another
small white capsule and swallowing it with the last of the orange
juice. They were probably the sort of thing you were supposed to
take at the same time every day, but if it was the pill from last
night that was what was making me feel this way, I wanted more of
it.

Alright, it was time to get moving. Did I have
everything? Bag? Phone? Keys? I paused, my hand on the doorknob.
No, actually, there was one thing I had forgotten.

I hadn't gotten dressed. I had been about to walk
out to my car fully naked. What an absolutely silly thing to
do.

I hurried back to the bedroom. Now it was 12:24, and
I probably should have been at work by noon. I stared at my closet
of clothes unenthusiastically. For some reason, the idea of getting
dressed struck me as profoundly disappointing.

I started to put a bra on but after a couple seconds
of struggling with it, I looked down with dawning comprehension.
None of my bras were going to fit. I gave it one final exasperated
tug at the stubborn bands and then threw it down onto my bed.

Nevermind that, a part of me seemed to say, you
didn't really want to put one on anyways. After all, what was the
point of this good body if I was going to strap everything down and
cover it all up? The wicked thought of me in Mr. Everette's office,
braless and jiggling everywhere, ran through my head with a
forbidden thrill that made me simultaneously horrified and very
excited. And yep, just like that I was wet again. What was with me
this morning?

I pulled on my best pair of panties - black lace -
and slid them on. Today felt like a good day to look my best. I
turned back to the closet and considered my options, twisting a
lock of hair in indecision.

What to wear? None of my typical work outfits seemed
very appealing. I just never wore anything to accentuate my
features; maybe that was what I was so unenthused about. But I
wasn't going to be so boring today. Today was a good day to look
good.

I burrowed to the back of the closet and dug out a
short black skirt, pulled it on, and went to consider myself in the
mirror. Yes, that really was my ass under there. I gave a little
wiggled of exuberance. This was definitely the one; who cared that
it barely came down to mid-thigh?

The top was easier; a smart white blouse would do
just fine: something well-fitted but not too tight. I tried one on
and again blew out an exasperated breath. These breasts really were
going to make everything fit wrong. I threw the first attempt down
on the bed after the bra and pulled out a second. This one was even
less accommodating than the first, but in irritation I decided to
struggle on anyways. With difficulty I closed it over my expanded
bust and turned to look at myself in the mirror.

Even alone in the privacy of my apartment I found
myself blushing a deep crimson. The buttons stretched to just
barely hold the blouse closed, and the white cotton was thin enough
that in the right light you could definitely tell just by looking
that I wasn't wearing a bra – not that it wasn't already pretty
obvious from the general shape of things down there and the way
everything moved about whenever I shifted or turned. I started to
take it off, unbuttoning from the top, but as I did so I caught
another breath of my body wash's lilac scent.

The self-consciousness melted out of me in an
instant. The blouse looked good. It made it very obvious what I had
going on, but what was wrong with that? Isn't it fun when people
notice your body? that little voice whispered in my ear again.
With a delicious little clench somewhere in my lower abdomen I
turned my back on the mirror, slipped on some shoes, and went out
the door. On a last-minute whim I popped back inside and threw the
bottle of pills into my purse.

It was a brisk day, particularly considering that I
hadn't thought to grab a coat, so I hurried to the car and shivered
as I drove until the engine had warmed up enough to get the heater
running. But it wasn't a long commute and the car was still on the
chilly side when I pulled into the parking garage below the
Craft-Oltmann Building on Amber Street.

I hurried to the elevator and called out to a man in
a grey suit to hold the doors. I saw his eyes go wide for a moment
as I rushed towards him on big, bouncing steps. Momentarily
astonished, he only just managed to stick out a hand to catch the
door. I squeezed inside with a word of gratitude.

Still breathing slightly harder from the trot to
catch the elevator, I cast a shy glance in his direction and
thought I caught the man reflecting my curiosity with interest of
his own. I gave him a friendly smile. He was a good-looking man in
his early forties with dark hair and a lean build. He, like
everyone who worked in one of the offices of the Craft-Oltmann
Building, was dressed impeccably. After first turning away, my eyes
kept wandering back over to his section of the little compartment
and I didn't seem to be getting my breath so easily. It was a
sudden reality check to have spent the morning off in my own little
world of lazy sexual feeling and then plunge myself into close
quarters with an attractive stranger.

"Isn't it funny?" I said aloud to distract myself
from the sudden conflict threatening to overpower me. "This
building is so big that you can work here for months and still
share the elevator with someone you've never even laid eyes
on."

"You can fit a lot of people in a 40-story office
building," he agreed.

"I'm Rachel," I said, offering him my hand. "I think
you're one of those people I've never seen before."

"I can confirm that with absolute certainty," he
agreed. "If I had ever been in the same room with you before in my
life, I would never forget it."

I giggled. "That's a very nice thing for you to
say," I told him. "Do you always say such nice things?" He had a
very handsome chin. It was strong and masculine.

"Not to just anyone," he assured me with a smile,
his eyes running almost involuntarily in an appreciative sweep of
my form. "Tell me, which office is lucky enough to have someone
like you working for them?"

"Mr. Everette," I reported proudly, "at Everette and
Demkins. It's up on the -"

"Please – " he said, waving a hand. "I know exactly
who Peter Everette is. I guess it shouldn't surprise me. Men like
him get all the luck."

"Oh come on," I said a little playfully. "I bet you
get lucky sometimes, don't you?" The last bit just sort of slipped
out. He was standing very close, after all, and I seemed to be
having difficulty keeping my thoughts straight. I could just reach
out and touch him. He could just reach out and touch me.

The bell dinged the thirtieth floor. "Well," he
said, "as this is my level, I would say that I seem to have good
luck but for only very short periods of time."

"That's too bad," I said as he started to exit, "but
it's always nice to have a new friend. Maybe I'll see you around
the building."

"I'd like that very much, Rachel," he agreed. "I'm
John."

And with reluctance and a final glance, he turned
and passed out of sight into the hallway beyond.

I let out my breath and a wave of hot adrenaline
seemed to flush through my veins. I fanned myself with a hand. My
palms felt slick with perspiration. I had wanted something to
happen very badly, but I suppose it was probably better that it
hadn't. I wasn't quite myself, and anyways I was supposed to be
upstairs.

I shifted over to stand in front of the reflective
metallic panel that held the floor number keypad and bent down to
make sure I looked alright. It must have been the slightly
distorted shape of the panel, but the changes I had observed
earlier in the morning seemed, if anything, to have increased.

Also , my nipples were poking out very obviously
through the thin cloth of my blouse. Good lord, had I looked like
that this whole time? My body clenched in delicious embarrassment
as I realized after the fact just why my appearance had made such
an impression on my new friend John. I had never been dressed so
inappropriately in public in my life, let alone in the middle of
the financial sector in the middle of a work day.

I rubbed at the offending nipples. Oh God did that
feel good, but it did the exact opposite of the desired effect.
Between the tightness of the fabric and the prominence of my
nipples I sort of looked like a girl in a wet t-shirt contest. I
giggled a little, remembering I had once thought about entering one
of those back in college but not being able to muster the
courage.

For whatever reason, it didn't seem to occur to me
that looking like that in a nightclub during spring break was a
little different from showing up for work as a secretary on the
forty-fifth floor. Nothing could lessen my good mood.

I removed the key from my purse that authorized the
elevator to go beyond the public floors, and in another thirty
seconds I watched the doors open on the familiar lobby that I
presided over.

I tiptoed out of the elevator and peeked across at
the blind-obscured windows of his office. The light was on. I
sighed, accepting my status of comparative incompetence with
resignation. He could fly to Washington, speak at a conference, fly
home, and be back at work before I could snap a bra on and drive
seventeen blocks. Actually, I had only managed half of those
things. Who knew why he put up with me?

"So sorry I'm late, Mr. Everette – ah, Peter," I
apologized through the intercom.

After a moment his voice came back to me. "Well
let's not make a habit of it, alright? But come in here for a
moment. I have someone here I'd like you to talk to."

I flinched, realizing that he meant he was with
someone. I shouldn't have interrupted. But curiosity drowned out my
embarrassment. Who was it that he would want me to talk to
them?

Tentatively, I prodded the door open and looked
inside. Mr. Everette was at his desk looking over a series of data
sheets. Across from him sat a man with his back to me, though he
looked perhaps several years older than Mr. Everette, with dark
hair and a sort of rigid posture.

"Come in, Rachel," Mr. Everette said without looking
up. "We were discussing social attitudes between staff and
management. I thought you might have a perspective on the
issue."

"Ah – issue?" I stammered, words becoming a little
difficult as they always did in his presence even in the best of
circumstances.

"Well, Mr. Matthews is policy director for our
corporate HR departments. I've been trying to explain to him that a
more positive, open work environment is a higher priority for HR
than minimizing lawsuits from inappropriate behavior. He's a bit
old-fashioned. Aren't you, Jake?"

I bobbled unsteadily, blushing furiously under the
scrutiny of the two men as both of them turned to look at me. I saw
Mr. Everette's face take on a momentarily puzzled expression at my
altered appearance and for a lingering instant our eyes locked. "Ah
– well, sir –" I started breathlessly, trying to remember the
question " - that is, Mr. Matthews, sir, a positive work
environment is a good thing to have, I think."

"Come on, Rachel," Mr. Everette prodded, quickly
banishing any indication from his face that I looked anything other
than normal, "now's no time to be shy. I just want Mr. Matthews
here to appreciate the human element in what we're talking about.
How would you characterize our relationship, for example?"

"Well, sir," I said, trying not to look at him so I
could form my words better. "I think it's a good relationship. I
mean, I like working for you very much. You're very kind to me, and
when I make a mistake you make me aware of it without making me
miserable, sir, which you could do, you know. I mean I value what
you say so much that if you were ever harsh to me I'd just fall
apart, only you're never harsh at all. You're good. And obviously
you're always so important and busy that I'm sure it would be easy
to say a thoughtless thing, only you never –" my flood of words
faltered as I realized, even in my somewhat loose state, that maybe
I was saying more than I had been asked "– never do."

I looked up uncertainly to see Mr. Matthews watching
me with a slightly surprised expression on his face. "Are you
always this – forward – with your superiors?" he asked after a
moment of silence.

"No," I answered honestly, "I hope I’m not being
inappropriate. It's just that I'd do anything to sleep with him,
sir – oh, I didn't mean to say that out loud. I mean, it was just a
mistaken – I have only workplace appropriate thoughts for my
professional superiors, sir. I meant I'd do anything to please
him." I stared down at the floor, trying to get my head straight.
My breasts were much more in the way of looking at the floor than I
was used to them being, though, and so instead I found myself
staring down my cleavage. "None of my bras fit anymore," I
explained.

"What?" the man said, his mouth falling farther and
farther open.

"Rachel, are you feeling alright?" Mr. Everette
asked, sounding concerned but maybe a little intrigued, too.

"Actually, sir," I'm feeling sort of uninhibited,
now that you ask. I took a pill last night and again this morning."
I produced the bottle from the purse I had left slung over my
shoulder. I shook out a small capsule and held it up before
demonstrating how it was swallowed. It felt small and dry going
down my throat. "And it's having all sorts of unexpected effects."
I gave a slight tug at the front of my blouse to indicate my larger
breasts.

But the tug, it seemed, was the final straw for a
blouse that was holding in more than I had ever bought it to hold
in. With a slight snap, the three top buttons broke simultaneously.
The blouse flew open to my navel and my generous breasts popped
into view. "Oh!" I exclaimed, clapping my hands over my
nipples.

"I'm sorry," I apologized. "They're harder to manage
all of a sudden. They were a lot smaller yesterday, weren't they
Mr. Everette? Now I hardly know what to do with them." I looked up
at my boss, half-supporting and half-covering my suddenly bared
chest. "Do you like them?"

Mr. Matthews was staring at me with huge eyes. "This
woman is having a mental breakdown. She needs a psychiatrist. Or at
the very least she'll need an employment counselor," he
stammered.

"She doesn't need any of that," Mr. Everette said,
eyeing me with open, discernible interest that made my pussy
clench. "She needs a good fucking, obviously."

"But – I mean –" the other man objected.

"And maybe so do you, Jake," Mr. Everette told him.
"Are you saying you don't find her attractive? This is exactly what
I'm talking about."

"It is?" Mr. Matthews said, his large eyes never
leaving me.

"Yes. What we want is a workplace where employees
feel free to communicate their needs to their superiors." He turned
to me. "Show me those pills, Rachel."

Happy now that everything that I had been struggling
to conceal was out in the open, I dropped my hands and approached
him, holding out the bottle. His eyes followed me appreciatively
and he took the bottle when I offered it to him.

"Yes, I suppose that would explain it," he said,
examining the back label. "This is quite an ingredients list." He
shook it and listened to the contents. After a moment, his eyes
returned to me.

I pinkened slightly under his scrutiny and held my
breath. Cool air played across my bare skin. I was hoping for a
follow-up to his tantalizing observation that I needed a good
fucking. He'd never been more right in his life.

"Strip for us, Rachel, would you please," he
instructed.

With only a moment's hesitation I opened the
remaining three buttons of my blouse and let the garment fall to
the floor. A zipper at my hip opened my skirt's waist enough to
slide it down my legs and step out of it. I could feel the dampness
in my panties as they were exposed openly to the dry air of the
office. I straightened and looked back up at Mr. Everette with
questioning eyes, inquiring whether he wanted me to continue.

"Go sit on Mr. Matthew's lap," he suggested,
amusement clear in his eyes. "I'd like him to appreciate the value
of a situation like this." Mr. Everette knew what I wanted – him -
and he was going to toy with me for a while before he gave it to
me. But he would, eventually, he seemed to be saying. A flush of
hot excitement ran through me and I hurried obediently to Mr.
Matthews and fell into his lap. I rubbed my bare skin against the
cloth of his suit, feeling the heat of his body against my own
nakedness.

"He's hard, isn't he, Rachel?" Mr. Everette
asked.

I slid my hand along the man's thigh, eager but
still too shy to look him in the face as I did it. Slowly my
fingers inched towards his groin until I felt the hard, thick shape
that confirmed Mr. Everette's suspicions. "Yes, sir," I
reported.

"Well for God's sake, offer to let her suck on it,
Jake," Mr. Everette said.

"I hardly think –" the man holding me started to say
in a strained voice, but he couldn't finish his sentence. I could
tell by the tenseness in his body that I excited him.

"Oh come on, Jake," Mr. Everette prodded. "There's
no harm in it. She's a needy little slut who wants to do it. Tell
him what a needy little slut you are, Rachel."

"I'm a needy little slut, Mr. Matthews," I agreed,
my voice coming out in a throaty, eager whisper.

"And you're desperate for his cock, aren't you?"

"I'm desperate for your cock, sir," I repeated
dutifully, squirming slightly on his lap to rub the side of my
breast against his chest.

"And she is sexy as hell, isn't she,
Jake?"

Hearing Mr. Everette call me sexy sent a hot thrill
burrowing deep into me. I looked down between my slightly parted
legs. "Oh, I'm sorry Mr. Matthews. I'm getting your pant leg
wet."

He looked down in surprise. "So you are," he said in
slight wonder. He put out a hand and cupped one of my breasts, and
a quiver of pleasure ran through me. God it felt good when he
touched me. "I suppose there's no real harm in it," he concluded.
"The girl is going more or less crazy for it."

"No harm at all," Mr. Everette agreed.

Mr. Matthews reached down and unbuckled his belt. He
cupped my ass in a hand and shooed me off his lap and onto my
knees.

I helped him slide his pants down and ran a finger
along the shape concealed in his briefs. He pulled it out,
throbbing and thick, and shoved it into my mouth.

The sudden smell of sex seemed to short-circuit my
brain. I licked and sucked eagerly, forgetting that I had never
really given a blowjob before. It all seemed like such a simple,
natural reaction to my desperate hunger for his cock.

I tasted something faint and salty in the back of my
throat and for a moment I wondered if he had come, but he reached a
hand down to the back of my head and encouraged my mouth even
closer to his groin until it was all I could do not to gag at the
large shape pushing into the upper part of my throat. I could feel
and hear his breathing becoming ragged, and I increased my
attentions.

"Don't let her take you too far just yet, Jake," I
heard Mr. Everette rebuke my current partner. "Come over here,
Rachel. You might be a little more than he can handle just
now."

I experienced a momentary surge of disappointment at
being stopped so close to bringing a man to orgasm in my mouth, but
it quickly gave way to excitement at what was next to come.

I circled the desk to Mr. Everette. He stood up from
his chair and ran his hand in an appreciative caress up my side,
just brushing against my breast and sending a thrill through me.
"You enjoyed that, didn't you?" he asked me.

"Yes, sir."

"You're not finished, are you?"

"No, sir."

"Good." He took my hand and guided it down to his
belt. I obeyed the implicit command and freed his cock, more
intimidating and yet more inviting even than Mr. Matthews's. I
began to sink to the floor in front of him, but he put his hands to
my hips and lifted me onto his desk. I rolled over onto my hands
and knees and bent down as he stood in front of me. His fingers
hooked into the waistband of my panties and drew them down my
thighs. I lifted my knees to let him pull the garment away and
discard it, and then I resumed sucking, licking, and lapping. I
ringed the head and shaft of his cock with my tongue, and his
slight groans and infrequent adjustments told me I was learning
quickly.

"I can tell you're enjoying the view, Jake," Mr.
Everette said over me. I realized he was talking about my ass and
spread legs pointed directly at the man across the desk. "I'd like
to let you have that wet little pussy, but I'm afraid I can't do
that. It's mine. Tell him your pussy belongs to me, Rachel."

I pulled back from his cock long enough to dutifully
confirm Mr. Everette's assertion. "My pussy belongs to Mr.
Everette, sir."

"But I tell you what I'll do," he went on while
pulling my head back onto his cock. "I'm going to let you have that
nice, tight ass. That's not such a selfish thing for me to do, is
it?"

Mr. Matthews must have said something, but I
couldn't make out what it was.

"I bet it's a virgin ass, isn't it, Rachel?" Mr.
Everette asked.

Again I pulled back to answer. "Yes, sir," I
gasped.

"Good," he said. "I hate feeling selfish. But keep
that ass up in the air, Rachel. I want him to watch what I'm going
to let him have and what I'm not going to let him have." He reached
over my back and around between my legs from behind to hook a
finger in my pussy and demonstrate how high he wanted me to keep my
hips as I sucked on him. I moaned around his cock, drawing
perilously close to orgasm.

He noticed and fingered me again. Again I seized up
in a tense moan, on the brink. He held me there, all the while
making sure that I kept up my enthusiastic sucking. I whimpered
around his cock, desperate to come. A moment passed and the feeling
receded slightly, but he stroked me again and brought me right back
to the precipice. "Oh, God," I moaned into his groin, my eyes
closed and my whole body humming with pent up desperate energy.

Finally, he gave me a merciful final fingering. My
pussy clenched around his finger and I orgasmed powerfully, loudly,
and wetly on his desk. I almost didn't notice him pulling his cock
from my mouth as I collapsed into the wreathing crimson bliss that
poured through me from deep in my groin.

I was brought back to my senses by the abrupt and
startling sensation of Mr. Matthews probing at my tight asshole. I
gasped as his saliva slickened cock pushed in. It was slow at first
and then once past the initial resistance he plunged to full depth.
I let out a gasp of amazement as I began to accept the foreign
sensation. I could feel each throb in his cock as it filled that
intensely sensitive cavity. He started to pump into my ass,
conservatively at first and increasing in pace as I got used to it.
It was different but intensely pleasurable in a completely
unexpected way, and my moans grew louder and higher pitched as he
pushed into me to my very limits.

After a minute, I felt him lift me off the desk
without pulling his cock from my ass. He sat back in his chair to
let Mr. Everette approach me from the front. I looked up at my
boss, all my peripheral senses dulled by the intense urge and
desire I felt for the two men and the one standing in front of me
in particular. I panted slightly as I watched him.

He removed his shirt and undershirt to reveal a
lithely muscular physique. I inhaled of his richly masculine scent
as he leaned over me, taking my breasts in his hands and running
his tongue over my left nipple. I moaned in pleasure and arched
forward to press into him. He ringed the nipple with his tongue,
bringing it back to full and pleasurable stiffness. "Oh, God," I
breathed weakly.

He raised his face from my breast and kissed me,
holding my head still by my chin as the rest of my body bounced on
Mr. Matthew's renewed pounding into my ass. My mouth opened against
his in a silent moan as the anal sensations intensified, and he
possessed my mouth with his tongue, briefly but forcefully.

He reached down with strong hands and held both my
legs and Mr. Matthews' legs apart to allow him access to the pussy
he had claimed only minutes ago but which had truly been his for
months.

His fingers revisited the site of their former
conquest, but only for a moment, ghosting this time against my red,
swollen clit. My breath caught high in my chest and then higher
still as he placed his cock between my legs. He brushed the tip
across my folds several times, sending rivers of need through my
shaking body, and then he pushed into me.

The intense tightness from the two cocks was
initially painful, even in my ultra-aroused state and drenched by
my wetness. But in a moment I had expanded to accommodate him and
the combined effect was all-consuming. By his fourth or fifth
thrust I reached a second orgasm, far more intense than the first.
But now they were not waiting for me. When the hot pleasure had run
its course through my body I returned to the powerful rhythm of the
two men fucking me from both sides.

My toes curled to grip at the carpet and my hands
reached out to squeeze at the sides of the chair, but my strength
didn't compare with the two men and I immediately lost purchase on
anything I tried to hold onto. "Oh fuck!" I moaned out into the
office. "Fuck!"

I orgasmed again as I felt Mr. Matthews come in my
ass. His hot liquid pumped deep into me and I spasmed deliciously
around the two cocks.

Without slowing, Mr. Everette wrapped my thighs
around his hips and lifted me off the other man's lap. Freed of the
slightly awkward position, he jack-hammered up into me with renewed
intensity, bouncing me violently until my world seemed to be
running into and colliding with itself. "Oh Mr. Everette!" I yelled
out. "Fuck me, sir, fuck me!"

My fourth and fifth orgasms came in quick
succession, culminating in the all-encompassing ecstasy of feeling
his sudden tensing and the throb of his cock that foretold his
finish. He thrust deeply and released a powerful spurt of his come
into my pussy. My body rippled around his cock, clutching at him.
He slowed, holding still deep within me, injecting several more
long, forceful spurts into my hole.

At last he lowered me onto the desk. I slumped back,
utterly spent and dripping come from both pussy and ass. My eyes
were closed.

"That may have been counter-productive," I heard Mr.
Everette muse, still breathing a bit hard from the exertion. "I
don't see how we'll get a good day's work out of her now."

"No, but I've certainly come around to your point of
view," Mr. Matthew's replied.

"You know, I've sort of forgotten what that was,"
Mr. Everette laughed. "Seeing her walk in the door looking like
that … well, I certainly wasn't going to let her leave without
fucking her brains out." I felt his hand on my arm. "Rachel, I'm
going to send down to see if any of the women in the office
downstairs might have a top you can borrow."

"Thank you, sir," I said weakly, trying to sit up. I
was sore in a lot of different places I wouldn't have expected to
be sore.

"And let's try not to make this too regular of a
thing," he said. "I would recommend an outfit a little more
conservative for tomorrow."

"Yes, sir."

"And that goes for the pills, too. Better to set
them aside for special occasions."

"Special occasions?"

"We'll think of some later."

I giggled and nodded, but wasn't entirely sure I
would obey. There were a lot of other men in the office, after all,
and the pills hadn't really been that expensive.









This concludes Turned 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 BDSM
and Forced Exhibition series His to
Train:














[image: ]






The hall was dimly lit. Recessed fixtures cast only
a patchwork glow from overhead. The footprint of the space was
large enough that the ceiling, even twenty feet above my head, felt
low and oppressive. It, like everything else here, was watching
me.

I fidgeted nervously with the strap of my dress. The
fabric was green nylon, thin and stretched tight over the few
contours of my body it covered at all. I had wanted to protest when
Robert picked it out for me, but looking into his eyes had told me
louder than words that today of all days was not a time to be on
bad behavior.

The men seated in a semi-circle around me seemed
perfectly aware of how intimidating I found them. No doubt they
were used to it. Each of them went through life assuming absolute
power in any room he entered. They were well-dressed,
well-financed, well-serviced, and well-respected, and had been for
so long that they had forgotten there were other ways people
lived.

Their women lounged among them in various states of
repose and undress: some on the floor at their master's feet, some
of them perched smugly in a prized lap. Each of them had that air
of pampered obedience. Each of them was fully the creature of her
dominant, living and dying by his praises, rebukes, favors and
demands.

I could no longer tell whether the heat in my cheeks
was a blush or the flush of arousal. The wetness between my legs
was less ambiguous. I was under scrutiny, here, and my body was
responding. It knew that a great deal was about to happen.

"She's got nice little tits," one of the men
remarked. "A bit on the small side, but quite perky."

My blush deepened and my eyes lowered to the floor.
My nipples, as though sensing that they in particular had just
become the subject of general conversation, stood up obligingly
through the thin fabric of my dress.

"Can't you see how young she is, John?" A second
responded to the first. "Every girl her size has perky tits when
she's twenty."

For some reason it seemed important that they know
my age was actually twenty-two, but I knew better than to speak
without being invited to.

"Even so," the first said. "If her nipples weren't
popping out of her dress, would you have guessed she is not wearing
a bra? It's a good trait at any age."

My nipples stiffened further. Out of the corner of
my eye I saw the man who had spoken lay a hand under the chin of a
woman seated at his feet. "You would know what to do with a nice
little rack like that, wouldn't you, Renee?" he asked her.

"Yes, sir," she agreed obediently, casting an eye
over me and the breasts in question.

"Youth is wasted on the young, isn't it?"

"Yes, sir," she agreed. The look she shot me was
resentful. She did not like the implication that her tits were not
as nice as mine, particularly made here in front of the full
Tremboix Society, and it was clear she blamed me for it. My master
is free to criticize me, her look said, but how dare you come in
here and make me look bad in front of him?

I tried to ignore her, but I couldn't help but be
bothered by just how few friends I had in this room.

"I don't mind the small tits," a third man noted.
"It's her ass that's nice enough to make up for any of that."

"I'll want a couple handfuls of it before I make
judgment," a fourth mused. "An ass is only as good as it feels
during a spanking."

Murmurs of agreement met this remark, and my blush
deepened. The image of any of these men bending me over and
spanking me sent a shiver, both welcome and unwelcome, through my
hypersensitive body.

"Well, we should begin, then," another, more
authoritative voice said. And then he addressed me. "You are
Jennifer Everette?"

I turned towards the man who had spoken. He sat at
the end, in a position of apparent authority. His dark eyes
glittered as he watched me, and I stood up a little straighter.

"Yes, sir," I answered.

"You are here under consideration on behalf of your
dominant, Robert Daniels. Is that correct?"

Robert. The name put warmth back in my chest and
reminded me that the wetness between my legs was natural and
acceptable. I was here for him, submitting to his demands and
trying to make him proud. Being aroused by doing that was the most
natural thing, and nothing to be ashamed of. It had nothing to do
with these men looking at me, evaluating me, and discussing
spanking me in such casual tones. As long as I was linked to
Robert, nothing truly bad could happen.

"Yes, sir," I said. A little pride came into my
voice and I stood taller.
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Bimbo Lawyer for the Biker Gang






Veronica Tulane is all
business, all the time. That's how she's built her law
practice into one of the most successful criminal defense firms in
the state. But maybe she's working just a little bit too hard,
because now even the outlaw MC
president she's defending against a racketeering charge is starting to
notice she looks tired and stressed. When she tells him she doesn't
think she can win his case, he seems to want to help and offers her
a pill that will help her catch up on casework. But soon, she finds
out that helping her get ahead wasn't exactly what he had in mind,
and the drug he's given her is going to do just about everything
but help her focus on paperwork. 



Parts of her body might get bigger, but her
brain certainly won't be one of them. 



Before she knows what's
happening, new feelings have drowned out the little voice that says no
and her urges have pushed her into the arms and at the mercy of the
gang leader and his biker buddies, who are more than happy to help
her fill her sudden cravings ... 
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Bimbo Lawyer in the
Courtroom






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



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



Before she knows what's
happening, new feelings have drowned out the little voice that says no
and her urges have pushed her into the arms and at the mercy of the
ultracompetitive alpha males facing her down in the court of law,
who are more than happy to help her fill her sudden cravings
... 
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Caught By My Professor

Rachel Stanton has always found ways of using
her good looks to get ahead, and when she arrives in college it
doesn't look like that's going to have to change. But her easy ride
runs out when her professor Alex Cossaign notices her flirting with
a classmate only to copy his course work. The handsome professor
decides it's time to teach her a little personal responsibility and
maybe show the flirtatious young woman just what a man who actually
knows how to handle her charms looks like.
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}

/**
 * Move a page forward if possible. The position, progress and page count are updated accordingly.
 */

function goForward()
{
	if (gCurrentPage < gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage++;
		gPosition += window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Move directly to a page. Remember that there are no real page numbers in a reflowed
 * EPUB document. Use this only in the context of the current document.
 */

function goPage(pageNumber)
{
	if (pageNumber > 0 && pageNumber <= gPageCount)
	{
		gCurrentPage = pageNumber;
		gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
		window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
		updateProgress();
	}
}

/**
 * Go the the page with respect to progress. Assume everything has been setup.
 */

function goProgress(progress)
{
	progress += 0.0001;
	
	var progressPerPage = 1.0 / gPageCount;
	var newPage = 0;
	
	for (var page = 0; page < gPageCount; page++) {
		var low = page * progressPerPage;
		var high = low + progressPerPage;
		if (progress >= low && progress < high) {
			newPage = page;
			break;
		}
	}
		
	gCurrentPage = newPage + 1;
	gPosition = (gCurrentPage - 1) * window.innerWidth;
	window.scrollTo(gPosition, 0);
	updateProgress();		
}

//Set font family
function setFontFamily(newFont) {
	document.body.style.fontFamily = newFont + " !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets font size to a relative size
function setFontSize(toSize) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.fontSize = toSize + "em !important";
	//To prevent 1 page chapters from not reflowing to additional pages when increasing the font size:
	if (toSize > 1) {
		gClientHeight = document.getElementById('book-columns').clientHeight;
	}
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Sets line height relative to font size
function setLineHeight(toHeight) {
	document.getElementById('book-inner').style.lineHeight = toHeight + "em !important";
	paginateAndMaintainProgress();
}

//Enables night reading mode
function enableNightReading() {
	document.body.style.backgroundColor = "#000000";
	var theDiv = document.getElementById('book-inner');
	theDiv.style.color = "#ffffff";
	
	var anchorTags;
	anchorTags = theDiv.getElementsByTagName('a');
	
	for (var i = 0; i < anchorTags.length; i++) {
		anchorTags[i].style.color = "#ffffff";
	}
}



