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Chapter 1

	I hate lawyers. I would never be in the office of Mr. Davis if it wasn’t for my sorry-ass ex-boyfriend who made such a mess in my life that I had to seek legal help.

	“Please come this way, Ms. Aragon. Mr. Davis is waiting for you in his office,” the secretary says.

	She leads me through a hallway decorated with paintings that must cost a fortune. My eyes land for a second on one of the paintings that depicts a couple having sex in nature, or so it seems. How did it land in a family-friendly office, I have no idea. I turn my head away. It was probably my imagination. There’s no way they would have such a painting in here.

	The secretary knocks on the door.

	“Please come in,” an authoritative voice says.

	“Mr. Davis, Ms. Aragon for her appointment at three.”

	“Thank you, Sadie.”

	The secretary nods and strides back to her room.

	“Please sit down, Ms. Aragon.”

	Mr. Davis is the complete opposite of what I had in mind when I pictured a lawyer. He’s tall, muscular and has a kind smile on his face. His sharp cheeks are covered with sexy stubble. He’s wearing a well-fitted navy suit. I realize that maybe my hate toward lawyers was unfounded. A slight jolt of desire spreads from my center. I try to ignore it and shift my gaze to the bookshelf beside the lawyer to avoid his piercing brown eyes.

	“How can I help you, Ms. Aragon?”

	“I have trouble with my ex-boyfriend. I mean, trouble because of him.”

	I scold myself for being so distracted. It’s rare to meet such a handsome man, so well-dressed at that.

	“What kind of trouble?” His voice is deep and powerful.

	“He rented an apartment for a year and flew the country two months later. Before he left, he told the owner I would keep paying the rent.”

	“I see. And now the owner wants to get his money.”

	“Exactly.”

	The lawyer says something, but I don’t hear it. I get lost admiring his big hands. I wonder how long it would take him to get me to climax. I fantasize about his head between my legs and feel wetness between my thighs.

	“Excuse me?” I say.

	“Did you live with your boyfriend in this apartment?”

	“On and off, for a couple weeks.”

	I slowly hike up my dress and slide my hand between my thighs. My panties are soaking wet.

	“Did you sign the rental agreement together?”

	I slide my fingers under my panties and touch myself. I feel so hot I just want to rip off my dress and beg him to fuck me.

	“No. I moved in a few weeks after he had signed the document.”

	I let out a light moan as my fingertips brush against my clit.

	“Ms. Aragon, is everything okay?”

	“I’m sorry. Absolutely okay. I just… I felt weak for a second.”

	“Would you like a glass of water?”

	“No, it’s okay. Please continue, Mr. Davis.”

	“What did the owner say to you?”

	I slide my fingers between my folds and insert them in my pussy. I wriggle on the chair, trying to make it look like I’m trying to make myself comfortable.

	“He said I need to pay or he would sue me. But there’s no way to force me to pay since I didn’t sign the agreement, right?”

	“Well, there’s…” I interrupt him with a moan. “Ms. Aragon, should I call a doctor?”

	“No, I’m sorry. I’ve just been a little… tired recently.”

	He gets up and walks over to me. His gaze slides down to my hand between my thighs.

	“Were you touching yourself the entire time?” he says in a penetrating voice. His brown eyes look at me with morbid curiosity.

	“I was.”

	“That’s fucking hot,” he says. I glance at the bulge in his pants and smile.

	“It makes you hard to think about it, doesn’t it?”

	I can see him battling with his emotions. His one side is a professional impeccable lawyer. His other side is his primal nature that can’t stop looking at the sexy woman playing with herself.

	“Ms. Aragon, you need to leave my office.” His voice isn’t as authoritative as it was just a few minutes ago. I see hesitation on his face.

	“Do I?”

	“Yes, you do. Or I will have to call security.”

	“Oh, it won’t be necessary.” I hike my dress higher and take off my panties. I turn on the chair to face him and spread my legs wide. My fingertips make small circles over my clit.

	“Ms. Aragon, please,” he says with a weak voice. His cock is pressed hard against his suit pants.

	“Mr. Davis, isn’t there a bit of a problem in your pants?”

	“This is so inappropriate and so unprofessional. I insist you leave.”

	“Oh, now you insist. Your cock says otherwise. It says, ‘in…sert’,” I say and slide my fingers inside my pussy.

	He gasps and his body quivers. He puts his hands on my shoulders.

	“Please. Leave.”

	I grab his right hand and guide it over my round breasts, my stomach, my hips and between my legs. His fingertips brush against my clit. I moan at his touch.

	“Ms. Aragon…”

	I keep stroking myself as he makes small circles on my clit. I take my hand off the one stroking me and grab his other one. I press it to my lips and take his forefinger in my mouth. I suck it and look him deep in the eyes. He’s so lost in the moment I know he’s about to give up his professional image in mere seconds. I want him to fuck me. I know he will do it.

	“Ms. Aragon… I insist…” His breath gets shallow. I slide his entire finger in my mouth and make it obvious how skillful I would be with something else in there.

	“I insist you spread your fucking legs on my desk and come in my mouth,” he says.

	 

	 


Chapter 2

	Mr. Davis grabs me and pushes me against the desk with so much strength I gasp. He forces me with his big strong hands to lie down. I place my head on a thick book and spread my legs. His gaze is unmistakable. He wants to fuck me so bad there’s nothing that will stop him from doing it.

	He laps at me and slides his tongue inside me. I was so close when he touched me on the chair. Now, with his tongue buried between my legs and my fingers stroking my clit, I feel I can’t hold it any longer.
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