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The only reason I’m sitting in the classy outer office of Bolt Industries and waiting to be interviewed is because my husband, Joe says that if I don’t get myself a job, he’s going to divorce me. He says I need to learn to stand on my own two feet. It seems, I’m no longer his precious wife. For as long as we’ve been married, I’ve lived very comfortably and had everything I’ve ever wanted. Money isn’t the issue, but I know what is. My husband just wants me out of the way so he can invite his girlfriend over while I’m not in the house. He thinks I don’t know about his cheating ways, but I’ve been onto him for some time. 

Well, I’m gonna get this job and then I’m going to leave Joe to his endless flings. The love has long since faded between us. 

Joe has arranged for me to attend an interview at the plush offices of Bolt Industries. Harry Bolt is my husband’s best friend and I’ve known him for a while. I don’t see him often, but Joe meets up with Harry a few times a month. Harry has never married, and I guess it’s because he’s spent all his time building up Bolt industries. It’s because Harry is my husband’s best friend that he has agreed to interview me for a secretarial positon that has come up in his company. Joe has assured me that if I turn up for the interview, be courteous, polite and professional the job is mine. 

So, wanting to look smart and professional, I’ve bought myself a tight fitting blouse that shows off my incredibly big bust, a narrow thigh length skirt that clings to my hips and a pair of bright red stilettoes that show off my shapely legs in the black stockings I’m wearing. My red heels match the color of my lipstick and nail varnish. To be honest as I checked myself out in the mirror before leaving home, I thought that I’d never looked smarter and sexier in my life. I can only hope that Harry Bolt appreciates the great effort I’ve made to secure the job. And I don’t have long to find out.

I hear the sound of a door opening and I look up. I fight the urge to gasp as I stare wide eyed at Harry Bolt standing in the open doorway on the opposite side of the waiting area. Harry isn’t a complete stranger to me, but this is the first time I’ve seen him as the boss of his own multi-million-dollar company. Harry looks different somehow in this environment – very business-like and powerful. For the first time in my life, I appreciate that despite being in his mid-forties, he is in incredibly good shape and handsome.

His dark swept back hair is almost as black as the pristine and expensive-looking suit he is wearing. As if I’m seeing him for the first time, I notice sexy flecks of grey at his temples and in the smart scruff that covers his square jawline and the dimple in his chin. His chocolate brown eyes fix on me as I stare back at him, mouth open like I’m struggling to breathe. He stares at me in the same way that I’m looking at him. It’s like we’re meeting each other for the first time. Perhaps I don’t look like his best friend’s wife anymore as I sit across the room from him, wearing a blouse that strains across the front of my bulging breasts, hip hugging skirt and red heels. Maybe he’s just never paid much attention to me in the past. 

“Miss Nina Harper?” he asks, voice deep and sexy.

“Huh?” I breathe, my eyes drifting up from the huge bulge I’ve noticed in the front of his pants. “Yes, it’s me, Nina - Joe’s wife,” I remind him, just in case he’s forgotten who I am.

“I’m sorry,” he half smiles, dark eyes roaming over me. “You look so different - I wasn’t sure. I guess it’s been a while since I last saw you.”

But can I really blame him for not recognizing me when he looks so different to me too, dressed-up so smart and dominant-looking in his suit and tie. I don’t think I’ve ever seen him looking so attractive. I’ve never felt attracted to him like I am right now. And as I stand and smart down the front of the skirt that clings snuggly to my hips and ass, I can’t help but feel my heart begin to race and pussy throb. 

As I cross the waiting room to where his muscular frame fills the doorway, Harry holds out one large hand. I raise mine to meet his. His fingers feel hard and long as they close about my hand. My hand looks dwarfed in his as he gives it a firm and powerful shake. I catch the musky scent of his aftershave and my head swoons. The atmosphere feels as if it has turned very formal despite us kind of knowing each other. He has never shaken my hand before. Perhaps he is taking this interview seriously? Perhaps me getting the secretarial job isn’t guaranteed like my husband believes it to be. But as I stand before him and shake his hand like we’re meeting each other for the first time, I can’t be sure whether it’s my imagination or not, but his dark eyes appear to roam up and down the length of my body, settling on my huge breasts that strain against the blouse I’m wearing, before drifting back up to my eyes again. His eyes give nothing away as he checks me out from head to toe. Does he think I look smart enough to be his secretary? Or have I gone way overboard on the sexy and he thinks I look like some kind of cheap slut? 
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