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Chapter One
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My office phone buzzes, “Yes, Vickie.”

“There’s a Miss Jules Danguard here to see you.”

“Yes, let her in.”

In walks a petite young red head with long curly hair. She looks better than when I first saw her in jail. Even then it was obvious she was good looking, but now she’s stunning. “Thank you so much Mr. Larson for offering to represent me for free. You don’t know what a huge relief this is.”

“It’s my pleasure.” Of course I know, lawyers are expensive and great ones like me cost even more. I shrug, “Call me Brock and I’m glad to do it. I like to be of help to those who need it most.” This cheesy line gets to everyone, even the most skeptical. People love a do-gooder. I pretend to be that for them.

“I do need it! I swear I hardly ever drink and this time I barely had more than normal. I’m usually so good about not drinking too much.” She bites her lip.

“We all make small mistakes and shouldn’t have to pay for them for the rest of our lives, am I right?” She was way over the limit, but I’m not here to openly judge her, I’m supposed to help her. Sometimes they help me in return. The grateful ones do. “Sit, let’s discuss next steps.”

She sits down across from my desk, “Will I go to jail? I mean I was in jail when they pulled me over, but I mean if they convict me, will I get real jail time?” She rambles.

I shake my head, “No, none of my DUI clients have ever been sent to jail. Let me explain how this goes. There’s no need to be worried. I’ve got this.”

She breathes a sigh of relief. Convincing this one will be easy. She’s young and impressionable. “Thank you so much.”

“So, this is what will happen. Since you have a clean driving record, I’ll approach the district attorney and get him to reduce the charges down to reckless driving, instead of the DUI charge. This will lower the severity of the case and you will walk away with the reckless driving on your record and will have to pay the fine. The DUI will be dropped and no one will ever know it happened.” I give her my smug arrogant smile. Some women eat that shit up.

“Really? You can do that? Get the charges lowered?” 

“Sure can. I do it every time with first DUI cases. The courts are packed with cases, district attorneys don’t want to go to court for these small ones and the judges would rather everything be settled out of court. Everyone wins with this deal and you still get some form of punishment so they feel like that’s enough.”

She’s speechless for a moment. “Do I still need to go to court?”

Not the brightest bulb on the tree, but she’s a beauty. “No, I’ll do this out of court and get back to you with the result. Shouldn’t be more than a day or two. In the end, the most you’ll have to do is pay a fine, which you can do online and tell your insurance the result.”

“Wow! I don’t know what to say. Thank you! I was convinced I was going to go to jail or get my license taken away or something bad.” Tears fill her eyes. “You are the best attorney ever!” She leans across the desk and takes my hand. 

“It’s nothing.”

“No, this is everything to me. I’m just about done with college and I can’t have something like this on my record or ruining my life! I really appreciate what you are doing for me. I feel like I should be paying you or doing something to repay you.”

She’s making this way too easy, “No necessary. It’s my job and I love doing it.”

“You’re very good at it. Still, I’m good at baking or sewing. I need to do something to thank you for rescuing me.”

“Well, there is one thing I’ve been missing in my life lately, but I hate to ask. It’s a bit much.” Gotta ease my way into this. 

“Anything, you name it and I’ll do it. I owe you my future.”

“It’s a bit outside of the normal favor realm.”

“That’s fine.”

Part of me wishes she’d make this a little harder. She’s so willing to repay me, she’s not even questioning my words. So innocent.

“As you know, I’m a busy lawyer, I work more than sixty hours a week just on paying cases, then add at least ten hours onto that for the pro-Bono work I do. And well...it doesn’t leave much time for a love life or even a life for that matter.”

“That must be hard.” She nods.

“It is, and dating apps are so exhausting and it’s hard to find a good partner at a bar anymore, so I get lonely.”

“I bet you do. That would be lonely.” She is still clueless.

“It is. I miss the comfort and affection of another human being. I miss that physical closeness, if you know what I mean?”

“I do, life can be rough alone.”

“That’s where you come in. You see I’m in the need of some relief and going it alone doesn’t always cut it. You understand what I’m saying?” I gesture to myself.

“Uhm...I’m not sure I’m following. Are you asking me out on a date?” Her face is full of confusion.

“Not exactly. I’m hoping that you’re thankful enough to help me with some sexual release.”

It takes her a good minute, but finally what I’m saying registers. “Oh.” Her eyes grow wide.

“You see, It’s been a while since I’ve had a date and I work hard and in order to make more time for myself and to be able to take on cases like yours, it would be nice to get a little help on that affection front. That is if you truly do want to thank me and of course would like me to have time to finish resolving your case.”

First she shows shock, then horror, then understanding appears on her face. “Uhm, okay.”

I give her my kindest smile, “You are amazing! You truly don’t know how great this is and how much I appreciate your kindness. This will for sure get me more time to spend on your case. Really this is gonna help you as much as it helps me.” I stand up and unbuckle my pants then pull them down just enough and sit back down.

Her face goes white and endorphins rush through my body. Knowing they are not completely into it makes the whole experience even more powerful. Heightens the orgasm.

She hesitates, then realizes that she doesn’t have a choice. She offered. Not really, but kind of. Doing this is the only way to ensure that this DUI goes away and she can move on with her life. I’m doing her a huge favor and this is the way repay me.

I lean back and close my eyes.

She grabs the shaft and gets to work. Women usually either try their absolute best to get me to finish early so they can just be done, or they half ass it, which always makes me last much longer so they have to endure it entirely too long. 

She starts out slow and doesn’t seem like she’s trying, but then she either gets into it or realizes she’s gotta do a little better to get me to cum. 

It still takes twenty minutes, but her efforts work and I finish in her mouth. 

She swallows, wipes her mouth and stands. up.

“That was great! Thanks! You’ve helped me so much.”

“Yeah, sure. Can I go now?” She looks a little green.

I don’t want her getting sick in my office. “Yeah, I’ll call you tomorrow or the next with next steps.”

“Okay.” Then she leaves.

I get back to work, extra energy and more relaxed then before. 
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Chapter Two
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I’m on my way to the jail for another pro-Bono case then off to court after that for a boring embezzlement case. All I know is the woman in jail was caught with meth in her possession. Enough for an intent to sell charge Not that it takes much for that.

Traffic is light so I get there in ten minutes. “Hello there, officer Bines.” I lay it on thick with her cause she is the one who assigns cases to lawyers. “Looking good today.”

“Thank you, Brock. I did lose a few pounds this past week.”

“You can definitely tell. You’re radiant and glowing with energy.” The lies come out so easy.

“I am more energetic.”

“It’s too bad for me you’re married. He found a good one.”

“You’re too much.” Her face flushes. “Miss Wilson is in room six. She’s had a rough night.”

I hold the paper bag in the air. “I came prepared. The usual, sub and a soda. Should help some.”

She shakes her head, “You’re the sweetest lawyer I’ve ever known. Not many will bring anything to their clients. Especially ones that aren’t even paying them.”

“I’m a good guy. Try to do the right thing. Everyone needs a little help.”

“You do more than help, you give hope, comfort and results to these people when they need it the most. If I ever need a lawyer, you’re the first person I’m
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