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Chapter One

“Do I have any other meetings scheduled?” I asked the front desk secretary as I stepped back inside the office.  I had just spent the entire afternoon since lunch going through the various public records for my current and only case.

It was a divorce case. Seriously.

Our law firm looked to make an insane amount of money.  Keiko Asari, a surprisingly hot 33-year old Japanese ex-model, was ending her marriage with 57-year-old not-surprisingly un-hot white businessman Mitch O’Donnell.  They had been married for almost ten years, and in the last ten years, Mitch’s business had gone huge.  He was sitting on what some believed to be a billion-dollar empire.  Keiko wanted her fair share from the divorce proceedings.  She had been very adamant in telling us that she didn’t want the money because of the divorce; she wanted the money because she had given him the start-up costs herself.  His lawyers (and he had a rich, aggressive team of lawyers) were saying that the pre-nup didn’t allow her to get anything.  It was my job, and currently my only job, to see that she got her fifty percent cut.  I had just been made partner, and if I could ensure that Keiko got what was coming to her, it would solidify my reputation in the firm.  Unfortunately, it was a messy, ugly divorce, and I was beginning to wonder if I could make this happen.

“Ms. Asari said she would like to come speak with you at six this evening,” Jeri, our secretary, said.

I glanced at the clock on the wall.  It was a quarter til five, and we were due to close in just fifteen minutes.  Still, a meeting with Keiko promised me one of two things.  She wasn’t a frivolous woman, so if she wanted to meet with me, she had something important to meet about.  And two, she was exquisitely gorgeous and I would happily spend a few minutes in her company.  If she had been a lesbian and I weren’t the lawyer representing her best interests, I would like to pretend that I would have already made a move on her.  But I’m lying to myself; even though I am an attractive woman, I’m not bold.  I haven’t had sex since I left law school.  I had masturbated last night to thoughts of Keiko and that was as far as our sexual relationship was going to progress, obviously.  My fantasies.  Once she cashed in, I assumed she would move on to her next sugar daddy.

“Is there anyone else here?” I asked.

“Just you and me,” Jeri said.

“Head on out, Jeri,” I told her.  “I’ll handle the phones while I wait for her.”

She smiled her thanks at getting out a bit early on a Friday afternoon, and I was left alone to organize what I had found.  Truth be told, it was huge.  He had been claiming that his business was established before their wedding date; their prenuptial agreement even said as much, but the filing date was three months after the wedding.  I even hoped that such a blatant misrepresentation on the prenup might even invalidate the entire thing.

The next hour flew by, and I got up to let Keiko into the office when she showed up at six on the dot.  “I’ve had a productive day,” I told her as I escorted her into my office.  She took off her jacket and hung it on the back of the chair.  As I sat at my desk and looked at her, I swallowed hard.  She was always a fashion plate, dressed impeccably, but tonight, she may as well have been sitting in front of me topless.  Her yellow shirt was the sheerest piece of clothing I had ever seen, and her entire anatomy was on display for me.  I looked away and began to go over what I had found with her.

“What do you think of my shirt?” Keiko asked, smiling sweetly.

“It’s... it’s very see through,” I stammered.  Well, that was a stupid thing to say.

“It’s supposed to be,” she replied, still smiling and, it was now apparent, very aware of the effect she was having on me.  “So... you are a lesbian, aren’t you?  I haven’t felt a woman’s touch since before I got married.  No musky taste, no pointed nipples rubbing together as we-“

“This isn’t appropriate,” I interrupted, trying to keep my eyes down.  However, I couldn’t help but sneak a peek.  Keiko was clearly not wearing a bra, and not only could I see the pointed peaks of her nipples, I could see their dark color through the yellow material.

“Lacey, I’ve told you more about this divorce than anyone,” Keiko told me.  “My husband is good for exactly one thing, and that’s making a lot of money, and it looks likeI’m going to be getting a lot of that money.  He’s not a good person, he’s not a kind person, he’s not a fun person to be around, and he certainly is not good in bed.”

I raised my head, avoiding her gorgeous, luscious breasts, and stared her directly in the eyes.  “If your husband’s lawyer were to find out that... anything... even remotely unprofessional or inappropriate happened between us, the prenuptial would be completely voided.  You likely wouldn’t get a dime.”

My heart rate, already racing, began to pound as Keiko took off her top, baring her breasts to my gaze.  I felt my own nipples harden in anticipation, and my pussy was already soaking in my panties.  “I scheduled this after hours meeting because I knew you would be alone,” Keiko said.

She was right about that.  Not only was the entire firm now locked down tight, I could easily walk over to the door, lock it, and we’d have complete privacy.  Since it was Friday, our cleaning crew wouldn’t even be by until early Monday morning.

Even as I hurried to the door and locked it, completely unsure what was going to happen next, I still warned her, “Your husband could easily mess things up if he suspected you were homosexual.”

“I’m not gay,” Keiko said.  “I’m bi and he already knows.”

“He doesn’t know you’re sitting topless in your lawyer’s office,” I insisted.

Keiko stood and easily shimmied out of her skirt.  God, I felt like a horny frat guy.  It had been so long since I had known another woman’s touch.  The pressures of trying to make partner had just obliterated my sex life. At the sight of this gorgeous Japanese woman, just in her early 30s and on the precipice of divorce with her fifty-something husband, standing in my office in nothing but her tiny pink panties... I was almost willing to make a mistake.  I could be on the brink of jeopardizing my career.

“Does this make it easier for you?” Keiko asked, and she bent over and pulled a manila file folder from her purse, an oversized Hermès Birkin bag, and handed it to me.

For the first time since she had taken off her jacket and made her intentions known, my view was drawn away from her body.  I opened the folder and quickly skimmed the document.

“He already signed it, and it’s notarized,” Keiko said.  “We’re divorced.”

“Why did you agree to 40% instead of 50?!” I cried as I read through the document.  “Given that he built this business while married to you, you were fully entitled-“

Keiko cut me off and said, “Because by agreeing to take a little bit less, I was able to end this now.  And forty percent of over a billion dollars is still a lot of money.  And don’t worry; I’ll pay your firm the same.”

She then walked right up to me, so close her breasts were brushing my jacket.  “So... no job is in jeopardy, and if we get right down to it, since the divorce is finalized, I’m no longer your client.”  As she spoke, she leaned in closer and closer to me until her lips were just inches from mine.

Oh, I felt so out of practice.  I had no moves.  I had no idea what to do.  I knew what I wanted to do; I wanted to touch her, feel her soft curves beneath my fingers as I explored to my hearts’ content.

“Congratulations on being newly single,” I muttered.

She responded by grabbing me by the hair, her fingers working through the tangled masses at the back of my head, and she pulled me toward her.  I felt my body shiver as her soft, moist lips mashed into mine.  Her tongue snaked past her lips and into my mouth.

I was almost in a euphoric daze as she began to strip me, sliding my suit jacket off of my body and unbuttoning my blouse.  “I’ve been wanting to do this for weeks,” Keiko murmured as she stripped me to the waist, my breasts now exposed to her.

As one hand skimmed down my body, she began to suck on my right tit.  Each nibble sent a jolt of ecstasy straight to my clit, and I quickly began to push my pants and panties to the ground.  She all but purred her appreciation as I stood pressed against her, both of us completely nude, and she pushed me back to my desk.

She kissed her way down my stomach, leaving my aching nipples unattended, and I pinched them as my pussy quivered in anticipation.  “I think you’ve been wanting this, too,” Keiko teased, as her fingers slipped across my swollen lips.  “So juicy...”

I pressed forward without even meaning to, desperate to feel her tongue on my pussy.  With her fingers, she spread my lips open, and as I looked down my body, I saw her looking at my pussy with a look that was almost deference.  “Please,” I begged, and as I said it, she took a broad swipe with her tongue.

I cried out, unable to stop myself, as she began to circle her tongue around my clit.  Each swipe of her strong tongue sent a wave of pleasure through me; whether it was that she was unusually talented or I had simply known no pleasure other
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