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Philip Harker, forty-three years old, a successful lawyer in Fredericksburg, Texas, thought he was a very fortunate man.

He actually couldn’t believe his luck as a gorgeous strawberry blonde chick was blowing his hard cock frenziedly in his office. He didn’t expect the day would be like this when he woke up. Not at all.

Philip Harker was handsome enough to bang young girls from time to time, even if he was married. He had had an affair with a waitress of Sweet Lou’s diner and had enjoyed the pleasure of humping his secretary too. But today, when he had come to the office, he couldn’t guess what was going to happen. 

Harker lived a quiet life as a lawyer. “The best lawyer in Fredericksburg”, he bragged, although actually there was not too much competition: there were only two good lawyers in town. He didn’t have interesting lawsuits: just disagreements between farmers, last wills and boring laboral deals. His life was dull and only the visits to Sweet Lou and the occasional fucks with Brenda, his sultry secretary, and Anna Beth, the buxom waitress, added some spice to his days. 

So he was surprised when Brenda told him he had a visit, a new potential client, and he made her come to his office. 

The woman was a striking strawberry blonde, a gorgeous chick dressed in a brazen short black skirt and a white tight blouse that fit her curves like a second skin; her clothes were risky enough to show her long legs and a good amount of her big, impressive boobs. Philip Harker was stunned to see her walking into his office, heels clicking on the wooden floor. Harker only knew a woman as hot as her: his client Kayleigh Sommerson. 

The blonde waited until Brenda left the office and closed the door. 

“Good morning, miss...” Philip Harker said. 

The woman didn’t let him finish the sentence. Smiling (oh, she had a great smile, her teeth milky and perfect), the blonde purred:

“My name is Bonnie Clarke and I think you got something I’m interested in.” 

Bonnie Clarke had a delicious British accent and her voice was low and sexy, as if she had smoked for years.

The lawyer nodded slowly and got up, extending his hand.

“Good morning. I’m Philip Harker. Tell me what I can do for you and I’ll try to...”

For the second time, he couldn’t finish his sentence, as Bonnie Clarke took two steps forward and pulled his zipper down.

“This is the first thing I’m interested in, Mr. Harker,” she whispered with a tone that made the lawyer feel goosebumps.

His cock hardened immediately and Bonnie got a hold of it and pulled it out of his pants.

“What are you doing? You shouldn’t...” Philip Harker mumbled.

“I should and I’m going to, daddy,” Bonnie said.

She kneeled and put the hard cock in her mouth. She started to bob her head and Harker felt his cock being sucked with a force he couldn’t believe. He moaned and thought his secretary may have heard him. He bit his fist to muffle his moans while that strawberry blonde vixen gave head to him like a pro. She sucked hard and deep, and Harker felt the tip of his cock, already as big as it could be, hitting the bottom of her throat.

“Oh, sweet Lord...” he moaned.

Bonnie pulled his cock out of his mouth but her hand kept squeezing it. She spat on the cock and squeezed his dick expertly. 

“You got a big and hard cock. I love it!” Bonnie purred. She was staring at his eyes, her blue eyes showing some fun as she knew he was as surprised as horny. “Do you like what I’m doing, Mr. Harker?”

“Fuck yeah, I love it.”

“Do you prefer to be wanked or given head, Mr. Harker?”

If she was a whore, Philip Harker thought, she was the sexiest, most skilful whore he had ever known.

“I prefer blowjobs,” the lawyer muttered.

“Lovely. I prefer it too, so I can taste you,” Bonnie whispered.

She leaned over his cock again and licked the tip of his hard dick. Then she engulfed his cock with her plump lips and began to suck feverishly.

“Ooooooohhh... so good... so damn good...” Harker moaned.

“I am the luckiest man alive,” the lawyer thought as Bonnie’s mouth worked on his cock with the power of a vacuum cleaner. 

The chick was emitting slurping noises that aroused Harker even more, almost moaning against his cock as if she was tasting the most delicious ice cream. Her hand was caressing his balls, kneading them. 

He was close to spurting his cream, so close. Then, suddenly, she stopped sucking and pulled his cock off her lips. 

“I have to ask you something, daddy,” she said with that low purr that oozed sensuality. 

“Here it is,” Harker thought. “She’s a hooker and she's going to ask for a load of money.”

He didn’t care. He would pay any amount she wanted. That blowjob deserved it. He would divorce his wife and make this woman a trophy wife if he had the luck she asked for it. 

“Just tell me,” he muttered. 

Bonnie showed a wicked smile. Her lips pursed. Oh, those plump, juicy lips. 

“I want your cock to drill my warm, tight pussy. I want your cock inside me. Would you mind putting it as deep as you can so I can be completely filled by your cock?”

Philip Harker gasped in awe. 

“I wouldn’t mind at all...” he mumbled. 

Bonnie Clarke hiked her skirt to show her lavender-colour tight cotton French undies. Harker noticed the beautiful camel toe. She shimmied out of them and gave them to Harker. 

“Smell me, daddy,” she ordered. 

He raised the used panties to his nose and sniffed them. It had an intense, delicious smell that flooded his whole mind. 

Bonnie smiled. 

“It seems you like it... You’re going to love my pussy, Mr. Harker, I can promise it.... But before you fuck me... I want to ask you a couple of favours. Would you be so kind as to accept?”, Bonnie asked in a husky tone. 

Philip Harker felt his cock pulsating, harder than it had been in his life. He desperately needed to fuck that tight pussy. 

“Anything. Just ask me. I’ll do anything,” he muttered. 

He was a good lawyer but the blood was all in his cock and made him forget the golden rule of the negotiation: don’t show your weaknesses. 

“I want to be your client. I’m planning to sue someone for a land property and I want you to be my lawyer.”

“You’ve just hired the best lawyer in town, honey,” Harker said. His cock was anxious. 

“I had the feeling you wouldn’t deny my offer,” Bonnie smiled. Her index was caressing her pubis with deliberate slowness. “We’ll close the deal not shaking hands, but having a long, hard fuck... But I need something more...”

“Just tell me and consider it done.”

“I want you to stop representing a client of yours: Kayleigh Sommerson.”

Philip Harker frowned. 

“Kayleigh? Why?”

“Because I’m suing her. She’s living in a land that belongs to me.”

Philip Harker was surprised beyond measure. Kayleigh Sommerson, who coincidentally was the only woman he knew that was as hot as Bonnie Clarke, had lived in the ranch she owned all her life, and she had inherited it from her mother, who passed away two years ago. On what legal principles Bonnie expected to base her sue?

“Are you not interested finally, Mr. Harker?”

“I don’t know, this is very unexpected. She has been my client, a good client, for a few years.”

“I love loyal men. But let’s ask your friend here what he thinks.”

She grabbed his cock and pulled it gently, getting it closer so the tip of his dick caressed her cunt. She was moist and warm. 

His cock twitched, hungry for pussy.

“He thinks you should accept. Has she made a proposal like this in all these years, Mr. Harker?”

His cock moved as if it had its own life, caressing her cunt lips. Bonnie sighed and that sigh was the promise of endless, overwhelming pleasures.

“She didn’t,” Harker admitted. “I’ll take you as my new client and dismiss her.”

He grabbed her hips and prepared to impale her. He needed to dig his cock hard and deep in that juicy, tempting cunt. The sooner the better. 

But Bonnie stopped him and separated from him a few inches, enough to make him feel what he could lose. 

“No. Call her now and tell her you don’t work for her anymore.”

Her voice had changed and was cold as an iceberg now. She was used to be obeyed. 

Philip Harker couldn’t get out of the trap. He grabbed his phone and searched for Kayleigh Sommerson’s number. He called, staring at Bonnie. The strawberry blonde was licking her lips like a kitty after drinking a plate of milk. 

“Howdy, Kayleigh. I’m Philip Harker. Glad to hear from you. I’m calling because I have an urgent issue to discuss with you... Just a thing... I’m afraid I must stop being your lawyer... Some things have happened... I can’t be your lawyer. I’ve got new clients with some incompatibilities that... I can recommend you another great lawyer that... Of course, I can hear what you have to tell me, it would be a pleasuaaahh...”

He moaned because Bonnie had again put the tip of his cock on her pussy and, grabbing his hips, pulled him towards her. 

His cock had come a couple of inches inside Bonnie. 

She held him there. He wouldn’t go deeper yet. She winked at him and whispered:

“Rush, daddy... this cake won’t be warm all day...”

Harker gasped and bit his lower lip. He stammered:

“I have to hang up now, Kayleigh... I know it’s all of a sudden but I think it is better for both of us... We can be in touch... Bye...”

He hung up and dropped the phone. 

“Attaboy,” Bonnie purred. “Now fuck me hard and I’ll tell you the details later.”

He thrust the hips forward and his cock slid easily inside the vixen’s sweet pussy. He moaned and she sighed. 

“Harder, daddy. Show me I’ve chosen correctly...”

Bonnie jumped and hugged his waist with her legs. Harker held her in the air and humped her for a few thrusts until she urged him to put her on the desk. He obeyed, his cock already full deep in her pussy, and he dug his cock into her with powerful thrusts. 

“Stop!” Bonnie commanded. 

He did, his cock buried in her pussy, worried she would have changed her opinion and didn’t want to keep fucking. Maybe all was a trap and he was going to be disbarred, even accused of rape. 

But then he felt his cock being clutched by Bonnie’s tight and strong pussy. She pressed his cock with precise, mighty squeezes, clenching her pussy around his quivering dick. 

“Suck my tits, fucker,” she ordered. 

He leaned and did it, licking her hard, long nipples, lapping them hard. 

He understood he wasn’t fucking Bonnie: Bonnie was fucking him, using him. 

He didn’t care. It was the best fuck of his life. 

While Philip Harker was moaning like a teenager in his first, his former client Kayleigh Sommerson was putting on a white top and mini short jeans. Kayleigh had decided to visit her former lawyer and find out what the hell that incompatibilities were. She was furious and she wasn’t the kind of woman that let the steam of anger slowly vanish. 

Kayleigh looked at the mirror to check her appearance. 

She was a hot chick, plain and simple. The redhead had a sensual face with pouty lips and high cheekbones, light blue eyes and thin and sophisticated brows. The clothes she wore were tight and let her show a good amount of her generous cleavage and long, toned legs. Her black cowgirl boots only added spice to her hotness. She was a sex bomb and she knew it. That’s why she had felt so angry after Philip Harker’s call. 

Nobody dumped Kayleigh Sommerson. She was the one to break up, she always was the one in control of the relationships. She was used to being the one in command and getting everything she wanted. 

Now she wanted Philip Harker. 

During the call she had heard a hush; Harker wasn’t alone when he had called Kayleigh. She too had the sensation that Philip Harker’s voice was agitated, that he was almost panting. Kayleigh could almost swear she had heard a moan when Harker had hung up. 

The son of a bitch was banging someone when he called her. Such an asshole!

Who would be? His secretary Brenda? Kayleigh had a poor opinion of the busty brunette that Harker employed. 

Kayleigh climbed into her Chevrolet Silverado pickup truck and started the engine. Fredericksburg was only fifteen minutes away, which Kayleigh covered in nine. She was a woman who liked speed and danger, anything that made her veins pump with adrenaline, that made her feel alive. That was why her relationships were often turbulent and the sex always rough.

She pulled over outside Harper’s office and stormed in.

Kayleigh passed through reception and went directly to Harker’s office. The secretary was at her desk typing on her computer. As soon as Kayleigh came in, the brunette woman thrust her chest up so Kayleigh could admire her freckled cleavage. Brenda was wearing a tight blue shirt with four buttons unbuttoned; three more than a decent woman would unbutton and one more a slut would too. 

Kayleigh didn’t pay attention to the bitch and made a beeline to Harker’s door. 

“He’s busy with a client,” Harker’s secretary tried to stop her. 

“I don’t give a damn,” Kayleigh abruptly answered, opening the door without knocking. 

There were two people inside who looked at her. 

Harker was putting one side of his shirt inside his trousers and combed his hair with his fingers. He was almost panting. 

The other person was an unknown woman who was finishing retouching her red lipstick and checking the results in a compact mirror. She was a striking strawberry blonde that could be a centrefold in a scantily clad magazine, wearing a black miniskirt and a tight white blouse. 

You didn’t have to be Einstein to understand what was going on. 

The two women stared at each other, measuring the other, comparing themselves. They were two gorgeous goddesses wearing short and tight clothes
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