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That Monday started like any other, with the
stereo turning on and a return to consciousness that brought with
it the realization that, yes, it was Monday. And it was time for
work – again. Whine.

Not that I hate my job, exactly. I mean, I
sure put in a lot of years striving to get it. Four years in
pre-law, just for starters, four years of studying and doing my
level best to ensure I got top marks so I could get into law
school.

Then Harvard Law. Oh, boy, the elation when
I was accepted! Victory! My parents were so proud! But then came
three more years of very hard work and studying in order to get
good enough marks to be accepted into a top law firm.

What that meant, exactly, changed over the
course of my studies. I came to understand that getting into one of
the big law firms meant years of utter drudgery as a veritable serf
before even being considered for anything substantial. And many
more years before I could hope to make partner and start pulling in
the kind of money I had once salivated over.

I'd reset my focus to going to work for a
smaller firm, one which was prestigious and respectable, but
wouldn't keep me in a room researching precedents for ten hours a
day for the next five years. I had a gift, you see, or thought I
did. I am eloquent and can be quite convincing in making a case,
assuming there's a case to be made.

I wanted to be a trial lawyer, and more
specifically, in criminal law. And I didn't really want to start
out working for a prosecutor's office, or the public defender. I
wanted to be able to have time to consider the justice of a case,
as well as the facts, and not be a harried cog in a giant, swiftly
rotating wheel.

When I was accepted at Harrison Ford, it
seemed like I had found the perfect firm to start my career.
Michael Harrison and Joshua Ford were both extremely eminent and
highly successful lawyers. Harrison handled Criminal and Military
law and Ford did Torts, Copyrights, and Commercial law.

Both men had two associates (non partner
lawyers), and there were also a couple of paralegals and legal
secretaries on the firm. But that was it, in total. And as one of
Harrison's associates I would learn a lot quickly, and have a much
faster path to a courtroom.

It was a small but prestigious firm, and
handled mainly elite (wealthy) clients. It had a comfortable set of
offices in a small, very old, eight story building on
3rd Avenue. The atmosphere was congenial, and the hours
weren't nearly as brutal as you'd find in some of the big, top
level firms.

That's not to say it was a nine to five job,
by any means, but the hours were at least tolerable, and there was
a lot less backstabbing, gossip and elbowing going on since there
was no horde of junior associates trying to make their way up to
the top.

I had an actual office with an actual door
and window. It wasn't a big office, and the window looked onto the
alley, but light still streamed in in the morning, so I was able to
put a few plants on the windowsill behind my desk.

Harrison Ford had a reputation, and
preserving its image was an important function of the job. That
meant the place reeked of old money. The walls were paneled, the
ceilings high, and there wasn't a fluorescent light to be seen on
the floor.

My desk was a double pedestal oak with brass
handles. The floor was of dark, century old hardwood, and antique
wall sconces helped keep the shadows away where the sunlight didn't
shine. As for me, let's just say wardrobe costs were steep.
Attorneys at Harrison Ford were not expected to buy their suits at
Sears, if you know what I mean.

As the junior associate, I basically had no
cases. Instead, I assisted Harrison and his senior associate
Brooklyn James on their cases. That meant research, writing
position papers, and often joining them at more important trials to
keep all the paperwork straight and ready at hand whenever they
wanted something.

As I said, that Monday started out like any
other, with a groan, and an internal argument where part of me said
“let's just shower and go in today” and the other part of me said
“you're going to get fat!”. As was usually the case, the guilt-trip
from that second part of my mind worked, and got me to roll out of
bed and pull on a pair of jogging pants, a sports bra and a tank,
then slip into my runners.

I strapped the ipod onto my bicep, slid the
earphones into my ears, and headed out the door, winding my hair
back behind me in a pony tail as I headed for the stairs.

Take the elevator? Seriously? How stupid
would that be when I was trying to exercise!?

It was ten flights down but I took them
quickly (getting back up was going to be a bitch as usual), then I
went quickly through the lobby and out onto the sidewalk. Jogging
in New York, or probably in any urban area, presents its own
challenges, not the least of which is finding a place where you
won't have to stop and jog in place at street lights every other
block.

Fortunately, my place in the East Village is
close enough to East River Park to reach it fairly quickly, and it
has some great jogging routes, including right along the river. I
could build up speed there and get my heart and lungs awake.

I don't need to exercise. That's the big
issue of why I fight myself over it. I'm only twenty five and in
great shape. The problem is that's not going to last if I don't
keep at it. It's easy to slack off, and you need self discipline.
The worse shape you're in the harder it is to achieve anything
without a lot of buildup.

Riverside Park is fifty seven acres, with
lots of different trails and paths, so I didn't have to keep taking
the same route day after day, but I preferred the run along the
river where the breeze was usually cooling in the morning.

Jogging has other challenges besides street
lights, including guys. Guys can be a problem at any time, but in
the morning, when all I'm interested in doing is waking up my mind
and body and getting off to work, I just don't have the time. So I
do my best to never make eye contact, no matter how cute they seem
to be.

And if they try to talk, well, I can't hear
with the music, see? That usually does fine. Though on occasion
I've had guys jog alongside me trying to talk for long enough that
it started to feel threatening. But get real. I'm hot, sweaty and
in a hurry. If you can't tell that's the wrong time to hit on me
then you're a jerk, and I try not to date jerks. Not that I have
the time to date much anyway.

Then there are the guys who jog along behind
me about five or ten yards back, and I know they're using me as
their change of scenery, watching my ass for entertainment as they
jog along. That can be irritating but it's not threatening. If
you're a girl, and reasonably attractive, you have to get used to
having your ass stared at wherever you go.

And I'm more than reasonably attractive. I
don't say that to be egotistical, but I have mirrors, and besides,
it's not like any guys make a secret of what they think of me.
Hell, even my boss has admitted he hired me partially for my
looks!

I had had long hair when I interviewed with
Ford. It was late in the winter, and I usually cut it come summer,
but he'd specifically told me not to. Ford was a master at
manipulating juries, and he didn't neglect any aspect of how to
influence them, either overtly or subtly.

“You can do a lot more with long hair than
short hair,” he'd said. “And if you don't realize how appearance
influences people's perception of your intelligence and honesty
then you're not the girl I think you are.”

A few months after he'd hired me he'd flat
out admitted my looks were part of the reason.

“Don't get me wrong,” he said. “You're smart
as a whip, have a great memory, and great instincts. Your marks are
top-notch, and you care about people, not just the finer points of
law. All that is good, but even the combination together are not
altogether rare.”

I'd looked at him uncertainly, of
course.

“You're very attractive,” he said. “You have
a face which is very animate, and cute. I use that term with
precision. You're extremely cute. Butter wouldn't melt in that
mouth of yours. People will always tend to believe a cute, sweet
blonde girl with big blue eyes as opposed to some gruff old coot
like me. You also have a great speaking voice, just the right tone
of cool soprano to make anything you say sound intelligent.”

“My looks shouldn't matter,” I had
protested.

He gave me a pitying look.

“Should is not a word that we put much store
in around here, Lili. We deal with human psychology as it is, not
as we would wish it to be. Why do you think we not only coach
defendants on their posture and facial expressions but on what to
wear?”

I reluctantly acknowledged he was
correct.

And so my hair stayed long. Well, long-ish,
anyway, certainly past my shoulders, bouncing against my back now
as I ran, and a part of me rather oddly thought of it as something
akin to a fishing lure, catching mens eyes and pulling them after
me. I stifled a snicker at the thought of a bunch of men panting
along behind me staring at my bouncing pony tail – and my ass, of
course.

Did I resent it? Sometimes. There's no point
trying to fight against it, though, and all I could hope was they
had some decorum and class – which most men did, but an
unfortunately vocal minority did not.

“Nice ass, baby!” was something I'd heard
more than a few times as I'd jogged through the streets and along
the paths, even over the music.

I just tried to pretend I hadn't heard.

My girlfriend Kerry wears gray yoga pants
while she jogs, and loves the comments, though of course, she
doesn't stop to chat about it either. But she's an egotistical
bitch sometimes and soaks in any sort of male attention.

Myself, well, hey, you don't have a lot of
time for a social life as a junior lawyer. I hadn't had much time
at Harvard Law, either, nor at pre-law, not if I wanted to get the
grades. That was a little troubling now. I mean, twenty five is a
big border. I'm no longer closer to twenty than I am to thirty!
Ack!

So if I didn't want to be alone the rest of
my life, where was I supposed to start looking for guys? Not at
work, that was for sure. The last thing I needed was a relationship
with another busy lawyer. Might as well stay single.

I headed back onto the streets, sweating,
but not profusely, panting, but not heavily, and had good luck with
the lights as I headed back west to my apartment building. Once
inside, panting heavily from the ten story climb, I peeled off my
clothes and staggered into the shower, setting it for coolish at
first since I was so damn hot.

Ten minutes later I was drying and styling
my hair, putting it into the style that Harrison liked, the style
he had chosen for me, fortunately, a style I liked myself.

Harrison was quite correct in how defendants
were coached. My own posture, facial expressions and the tone of
voice I used had certainly come in for critique and coaching at law
school. But they hadn't cared about my hair style or how pretty I
was.

Harrison did. He'd even selected my hair
style, well, based on a consultant's suggestion. And he'd had me
buy a pair of plain glass glasses. They were frameless rectangles
which he said would lend me a scholarly air when necessary. I could
pretend they were for reading, and take them off when I rose.

My hair was basically straight, parted on
the left of my temple, and cutting diagonally across my forehead to
spill down just to the edge of my right eye. That was held in place
by a neat little trick of tying a finger wide tendril of hair
together in a loose pigtail which hung just past my shoulder. Of
course, a similar pigtail was on the left to balance it off, and
then most of my hair simply fell back across my shoulders and down
my back.

It wasn't a bad look. In fact, I thought it
was kind of attractive. I wondered why I'd never thought of it
before. It certainly did help create an image, just like my
thousand dollar suits and five hundred dollar shirt.

Add the glasses to my breast pocket and hey,
I was hot stuff, at least, well, I looked like I was.

And by 'hot stuff' I meant a really sharp,
expensive lawyer, justifying the high billing rate the firm was
using for me. Maybe I'd even be hot stuff some day, but as
of nine months with Harrison Ford I hadn't yet had a chance to say
much to a jury. Mind you, I hadn't expected to.

That day was coming, though. I'd been to a
lot of trials with Harrison, as his assistant there, and helped
prepare him for his summations and examinations. I felt I'd learned
a lot about how stuff really worked in a very short time.

I wore a dark blue suit with a very pale
blue shirt beneath. I'm five, ten, but I still wear heels, and not
girlish heels, either. Harrison's consultant even goes so far as to
recommend shoe styles. So my heels were thick ones, if not overly
high.

Think of yourself as an actor, Harrison had
said, because in some ways, you are.

I slung a carry bag over my shoulder and
headed to work, pausing up the street to grab a bagel (I had a
bottle of water in the bag) and then heading for the subway and a
quick ride uptown to the office.

The subway was crowded, as usual, with every
variety of humanity, almost all of it in an early morning funk
called 'going to work', and isolated from each other in their own
little worlds. There were no seats, but I grabbed a strap and set
my feet to balance myself, with a very wide black woman behind me
making it less likely I'd have an irritating experience.

Yes, there are perverts in New York. And
they all ride the subway. They also like it when the cars are
crowded, and they seem to be attracted to blondes like flies to
sh... uh, honey. It was just one of the things you had to be wary
about. Wary, not scared, not worried, just careful.

I'd always wanted to take some kind of
defense course, like kick-boxing or Karate, but could never
convince myself to spare the time from my studies. Now, with my odd
hours, there was no way I could count on being home on time in the
evening to make a class.

So I counted on a firm scowl and a look of
determination and confidence. Which, oddly enough, usually worked.
Gropers are not a brave group, as a rule.

I got to work on time, and Emma, one of the
legal secretaries had another bagel to match my coffee, both of
which I took to my office and sat down. And there, normality pretty
much ended, for I'd just turned on the computer when Harrison
buzzed me and asked me to come into his office.

I got up immediately and walked a short
distance up the hall, knocked, and went into the outer office where
his legal secretary Mavis sat. She waved me past, and I went on
into his room.

“Shut the door, Lili,” he said from behind
his desk.

I obeyed and crossed the floor. His office,
of course, was way bigger than mine, and about what you'd expect of
a prestigious lawyer, right down to the massive mahogany desk.
Harrison himself, of course, cultivated the look of the old time
lawyer, in this case the old time liberal lawyer.

His wavy hair was white, and hung to his
shoulders. But it was very neat, and clearly clean, and combined
with what was probably a five thousand dollar suit leant him an
image of the liberal pillar of the community he actually was.

“We have a new client and I want you to be
in on the case,” he said. “You'll be coming to the trial, as
well.”

I nodded, nothing unusual there.

“We're picking this case up at the last
minute because our client's lawyer got hit by a car. The trial is
scheduled to begin in a month.”

I stared at him, eyes widening.

“Surely the court will grant an extension,”
I said.

“Surely it would but our client does not
want one. He wants this done with. He is determined to show the
world his innocence.”

“What kind of – ?”

“Murder. Our client is Alexander Stone.”

I stared again. Alexander Stone!? The case
was sordid and notorious! It would be on TV and in the newspapers
every day! It was also a sex crime. Stone was alleged to have tied
up, tortured and murdered a woman! Somehow he was allowed out on
bail, and by somehow I mean, because he's rich.

“From what I heard,” I said a little
diffidently, “The case against him is pretty tight.”

“All you've heard is what you've read in
passing in the newspapers. The case is entirely circumstantial, and
based in large measure on the biases of the general public towards
Stone's type of sexual... entertainments.”

“You mean his fifty shades of gray type of
entertainment?” I asked dryly.

“Yes. Although I thought Nine and a Half
weeks was a better story.”

“Never heard of it.”

“Well, you've got a lot of reading ahead of
you, then.”

“Shouldn't you have Brooklyn involved? I
mean, he's a lot more experienced.”

“But not a sweet looking young woman. Not
only will you be there but you're going to be speaking for the
first time.”

“Uhm, I am?!”

“Yes. I need you as a counterweight to all
that anger and disapproval of Stone and his uber macho male
domination bondage reputation. Samantha Manning will be
prosecuting, and she'll bring all her feminist outrage with
her.”

He stood up and came around the desk.

“This might be a little embarrassing, I
know,” he said. “Stone's lifestyle is going to be a major focal
point of the prosecution Manning is counting on the gruesome
details of it to persuade the jury that he's a dangerous pervert
and thus almost certainly guilty without regard to the lack of
evidence. And don't tell me that can't be effective, because you
know it can.”

I nodded.

“Especially when he actually IS a pervert,
which he is,” I said.

“Perversion is merely veering from societal
sexual norms,” he said. “There was a time homosexuality was called
perversion, too.”

“Uh huh,” I said, unconvinced.

He gave me a sharp look. “The first thing
you need to do is familiarize yourself with this bondage stuff,
what it involves, and how many people are into it. Lots of couples
tie each other up sometimes, for example. That's one of the
positions I'm going to take. He just uses better gear because he's
rich.”

“Uh huh.”

“And you'll be making some of these
arguments yourself to the jury, so I need you to not roll your eyes
in disbelief whenever some aspect of this bondage, spanking stuff
is discussed as normal. Can you do that?”

“Of course,” I said, smoothing my face.

He hesitated. “There's going to be a lot of
smutty stuff involved in this. There are, for example, video tapes
and pictures of some of his uh, encounters with the victim. You
don't strike me as the prudish type but this is bound to make you
at least a little uncomfortable.”

“I'm sure I can handle it,” I said.

I would be getting to address the jury
myself! Yes!

“We're going to have to rush like hell to
play catchup on this in time for the trial date. It'll mean long
hours.”

I nodded my acceptance.

“I'll start in the file. You're going to
start in on background. Read up on BDSM, on who does it, why they
do it, how they do it, the psychology behind it, all the terms
used, etc. etc.”

“I hope nobody's monitoring my internet
usage,” I said with a snort.

“Yes, I expect you'll have to go to some
strange sites. Just document everything you learn which I might be
able to make use of. Lots of background. Understand?”

“Yes, sir,” I said.

*

A lot of smutty stuff involved was something
of an understatement. Now don't get me wrong. I'm not exactly a
virgin. On the other hand, I'd been on the academic track since my
mid teens. I had been determined to get where I was, and going out
partying had not been high on my priority list.

So while I wasn't a prude, exactly, I have
to admit that all this bondage stuff was fairly novel to my
experience. I read up on it as much as possible in academic terms
which described the methodology and psychology. But that didn't
really give a complete understanding by any means.

Which meant I had to visit sites which sold
the gear, the bondage devices and whips and chains and such. I had
to visit sites which had pictures and videos, some of which kind of
dropped my jaw, to be honest. But I knew I needed to really
acquaint myself with this stuff. Blushing in front of the jury
while referring to it was just not going to cut it!

And then there was Alexander Stone. Before I
even met him I had to look at the pictures and videos, and they
spared nothing to the imagination!

The first I saw of him was in a home video.
It showed him from the thighs down. They were, I had to admit, very
attractive legs, too. Beyond him on the screen was his 'victim' who
was standing, sort of, arms stretched up above her and shackled
together. Her toes just barely touched the floor.

She was a blonde, thought not a real one.
She was about my age, maybe a bit older, and had a great body, all
of which was on display, lithe and full and tanned and naked as she
hung there in front of him and the camera, her body stretched out
below her bound wrists.

I felt a tension in me as I watched. I felt
like an intruder in what was clearly a private assignation. But the
fact I knew she had died, allegedly at his hands, made for a
considerably higher degree of anxiety as I watched, even though I
knew that incident wasn't on tape.

“I think I told you what your punishment
would be if you disobeyed me again, slut, didn't I?” I heard a male
voice growl.

The woman, the victim, Sophie Michaelson,
rolled her eyes at him, but didn't speak, possibly because a ball
gag filled her mouth.

He stepped closer to her, and more of his
body came into the camera's eye, first a great ass, then a powerful
looking back, and finally his broad shoulders.

He lashed out with his open hand and slapped
the girl's face. I winced a bit at the violence.

“Whore!” he said. “Do I have to continually
remind you that you're nothing but an animal? That you do what I
tell you and nothing else!?”

Again he slapped her, and her head rolled
violently to the side with the blow.

I felt a sinking feeling. The jury was going
to see this video and convict this asshole before they'd even heard
any evidence!

He turned around and I blinked and sucked in
a breath of air. His head was still above the level of the camera,
but the rest of him was – well, very full frontal! And his front
went very well with his back. He had broad shoulders, a thick,
powerful chest, and washboard abs dropping to a low, flat groin
which sprouted a very, very large penis.

And it wasn't even hard!

I stared at it with a kind of awe. I hadn't
seen a lot of naked men in my life. I mean, I hadn't been that
socially active, and certainly hadn't been into porn, so... but
this was a lot bigger than what I thought of as the norm!

To be honest, most guys kind of look goofy
naked, with their little pale balls and tiny cock hanging amidst a
mass of pubic hair. It was no wonder few women were into porn. Who
wanted to ogle some anonymous naked guy? But this guy was
different. He had no pubic hair, and his cock, though flaccid, was
thick and long as it hung down between his powerfully muscled
thighs.
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