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Chapter 1


All I wanted was some lunch. My afternoon
was free except for a late appointment at 4pm. I had plenty of time
for a leisurely lunch and to maybe catch up on some back work. The
cafe I went to catered to workers at the business park where my
office was located.

The young hostess giggled at me. Probably
because she was just out of high school.

The waitress flirted with me. I figured it
was because she wanted a nice tip.

The woman at the next table was busy with
her cell phone until she noticed me. Then I got a smile, some eye
fucking, and then a conversation.

I was used to this sort of thing. Lots of
women would come on to me. I’m not being an arrogant bastard when I
say I’m handsome and I was used to women all but throwing
themselves at me.

Claudia, the woman at the next table, was
forward and wouldn’t take no for an answer.

“What do you do for a
living, Spencer?”

“I’m in financial
services. I’m a financial advisor.”

“Hmm. Well, it seems I
have some extra money lying around. How would you advise me to
invest it?”

“I’d advise you to make an
appointment with me and we’ll look at your situation.”

“How about
now?” 

I knew she was flirting. Claudia was batting
her eyes, leaning forward to show off her cleavage, touching my arm
whenever she had a chance. Nothing crude, but it was nice. I was
used to this sort of thing. 

I’ll admit it. I had fucked around with more
women than I remembered. I’m not exactly proud of that, but I
wasn’t ashamed either. It had been good for business. A lot of my
clients were women in professional careers who wanted a handsome
man telling them what to do with their money.

I shrugged. “My afternoon is free.”

“Where’s your office? We
should go there right now.”

I had started off with a large company,
hated it, and broke off as quickly as I could. I took a hit on
income at first, but it was more than worth it in the long run. So
I had a private office. It was just a couple of rooms with a
secretary/receptionist I shared with three other offices (two
therapists and an insurance agent), but it was what I needed.

Fifteen minutes after we met, Claudia was in
my office.

Twenty minutes after we met, she was sucking
my cock.

“This will just have to be
a preliminary interview,” I said to her. “I’ll need financial
records and tax returns to truly help you out.”

“I can provide that,” said
Claudia, stepping far too close to me as I walked to my desk. She
took my tie in her hand, admiring the fabric or pattern. “But
there’s something else I want first.”

I stiffened. In both meanings of the
term.

“What’s that?”

“I want you,” she said,
pressing closer now. She was a tall woman and it was easy for her
to lean in and inhale my scent. I knew where this was going. Her
lips were inches away from my neck. “I want you inside
me.”

“That wouldn’t be very
professional of me, Claudia.”

“You aren’t my advisor
yet,” she said. “Just consider this…a requirement of my financial
needs.”

I was only human. Maybe she just wanted a
fuck. Maybe she just wanted a fuck and financial advice. I wasn’t
going to turn down sex just because of some professional
ethics. 

I grabbed her shoulders and forced her to
look up at me. We exchanged a look that was soul-baring and
fostered a connection. Or maybe I was just horny. It had been two
days since I had gotten laid. 

It had been a month since I had broken up
with my girlfriend.

We kissed. She kissed me aggressively,
shoving her tongue into my mouth. 

I loved it.

She didn’t object to my hands grabbing her
ass. Her buttocks were taut under her skirt. 

I didn’t have long to kiss her or manhandle
her ass. 

Claudia broke the kiss and almost
immediately fell to her knees as I backed up a step against my
desk.

I was worried she’d tear her stockings on
the floor, but she didn’t seem to care. In a few seconds she
expertly opened up my pants and pulled out my hard cock. 

I tossed aside my jacket and loosened my
tie.

“I do appreciate a good
blowjob,” I told her.

“I give the best,” she
said and then went on to prove it.

I’ve gotten a lot of blowjobs over the
years. A lot. More than I could count. 

Claudia’s was one of the best. It’s hard to
quantify because, as I’ve said, I’ve gotten a lot, and second, they
all seem special in the moment.

She knew exactly what she was doing. How
hard to suck. How to tease with her tongue. When to gently massage
the balls while licking the underside. How to look up at me with
wide open eyes and meet my gaze while her mouth was full of my
manhood.

That really did it for me.

I wasn’t going to blow my load right away
into her mouth, but I sure as hell wanted to.

She had rich brown eyes and blonde hair. Her
dye job was very good, but the color wasn’t natural. She also wore
too much makeup for my taste. Again, it was very well done and
expertly applied, but the toning smoother and the lipstick all said
she was a high-maintenance woman. Not someone I’d have a
relationship with.

I didn’t want a relationship, though. I just
wanted to fuck her.

Her blouse, blazer, and skirt all stated
working professional. I wondered if her tits were real or fake. I
couldn’t immediately put an age to her face and body, but I guessed
mid-thirties.

Abruptly she paused in mid-blowjob. “I don’t
want you to waste this down my throat. I want you to fuck me.”

“I can do that,” I said
and immediately regretted it. She noticed my abrupt change of
expression.

“What’s the
matter?”

“I…uh…I don’t have any
condoms with me.” At that point I would have happily gone down on
her if she was willing to give me a follow-up blowjob. There was a
damn good reason I was single and didn’t have any kids. I was
always careful. 

“You’re in luck,” she said
and reached for her purse that she had dropped on one of the
visitor’s chairs. “I’m always packing.”

She pulled out a set of three condoms.

I wasn’t sure if I was impressed or outright
surprised that this woman was a slut.

Then again, I was being a slut with her, so
I withheld my judgment.

“But we only need these if
you want to fuck me. I hate giving blowjobs when the man is wearing
latex.” As she spoke, she started undressing. Underneath her
professional suit she had on a pink bra that did amazing things to
her tits. I could just see the faint outline of her nipples through
the lace.

When she dropped her skirt I saw her panties
matched her bra. The same pink lace that was all but see-through.
She wore thigh high stockings and no garter belt. She was truly a
sexual being.

“I’d love to fuck you,” I
said. “It would be an honor.” I wasn’t lying. She had a great body.
No immediately visible tattoos and the one thing that hinted that
maybe she wasn’t just a typical professional woman was the belly
button ring. But even that was sexy and somewhat demure.

A second later we kissed again. I ran my
hands over her smooth skin. My pants fell down to the floor and I
kicked them off. A moment after that I turned her around, bent her
over my desk and pulled down her panties. 

They weren’t just panties. She was wearing a
thong. I wanted to shove my cock right into her then and there, but
I stopped, smart enough to rip open one of the condoms packets and
roll it on.

“Hurry up,” she begged me.
“I need your cock in me. Now! Please!”

I hadn’t gone down on her or done any real
foreplay, but when I reached between her spread legs as she bent
over my desk, I felt how wet she was. Obviously the idea of
semi-anonymous sex in the middle of the day was what got Claudia
hot. I also noted that her pussy was smooth. She did some careful
grooming down there.

She reached around behind her and grabbed my
cock. “What are you waiting for?” she demanded. 

I sank my manhood into her. I went in
without resistance. Her pussy was warm and accommodated me
easily. 

I grabbed her hips and started fucking her.
No slow build up, just hard and fast from the get-go. Claudia
didn’t mind. She moaned and sighed and shuddered as I used her
body.

We used the desk as a support point. She was
able to straighten up and I could reach around and grab her tits. I
considered trying to unhook her bra or just pull it off her body
without unhooking it, but there was something raw and primal about
us fucking while we both wore tops. Well, I had on my shirt and she
had her bra.

As I cupped her tits I discovered that her
nipples were pierced. That wasn’t obvious upon first viewing
through the lace. Just little barbells through the nipples with
small balls decorating them. 

She liked it when I slightly twisted and
played with them.

Two last surprising points. First, though I
had been in the same office for three years, I had never fucked
anyone in it. I hadn’t so much as jerked off in the shared office
bathroom. I tried to keep professional separate from personal.
Fucking a woman in my private office was a new thing for me.

Second, we only fucked for two minutes,
three tops. I still managed to make her cum. Or maybe Claudia was
an excellent actress, but why she’d fake it for me, I couldn’t
hazard a guess. While she wasn’t silent, she was quite enough.
Without being told, she knew the rules.

I kept one hand on her tit and the other on
her hip and I thrusted one last time before I emptied my balls into
her.

Into the condom.

We collapsed on the desk.

I was always careful to keep it clear of
unnecessary paperwork.

“That was incredible,” she
said after a minute as I lay on top of her, panting, “but the edge
of the desk is really digging into my hips.”

“Sorry.” I got off
her.

Then there was the awkward time when we
cleaned up, put our clothes back on, went out to use the communal
bathroom, and half pretended that what we had just done hadn’t
happened.

The shared lobby was empty when I used the
bathroom after Claudia. Well, empty except for Mrs. Vandermeyer,
the secretary, who was on the phone and just nodded to me.

I half expected Claudia to make a quick exit
while I was in the bathroom. She didn’t. She was sitting in the
left guest chair in front of my desk, legs crossed, fully dressed,
ready to talk business. 

Seeing my questioning look, she said, “Now
that we got that out of the way, I did come here to talk
business.”

“Okay. Huh. Well, again,
professional ethics demands that I tell you that I shouldn’t have a
sexual relationship with my clients.” I
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