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Chapter 1

	May 26

	It was bound to happen. I got caught fucking another lawyer. This time it didn’t lead to a threesome, though. Well, technically it did, but let’s not jump ahead.

	I had business to do in Portland, Oregon, so I figured I could also get some pleasure out of it.

	My new target was a lawyer in his early thirties, a handsome brunet with deep brown eyes, light stubble and a pointy chin. If he wasn’t a lawyer, I’m sure he could be a perfect actor in chick flicks.

	He was an associate of one of the largest law firms in Oregon. They had their own fifteen-story high office building that overlooked the entire city, just like the office building of Lidmann, Schluger and Schmidt. I should have seen a pattern.

	I took the elevator to the eleventh floor where Liam O’Rourkey had his office. He had a secretary working in an open office right across his own. If you wanted to visit him, you had to pass through the office of his attractive twenty-something brunette secretary.

	I entered Mr. O’Rourkey’s office and was immediately struck by how well-lit it was. The room faced south. The sun illuminated the entire office and made it look as if it was made of gold. There were smooth white tiles on the floor and modern beige and cream-colored furniture.

	There was a small leather sofa in the right corner of the room, a large conference table in the other corner and a huge light brown desk beside the window. A laptop and documents were stacked on the desk. A large pear-shaped electric diffuser stood in the far corner of the room. The office smelled like rosemary.

	Mr. O’Rourkey greeted me with a wide smile plastered on his face. He was even more handsome than in the pictures I found online. His olive suit and burgundy tie complemented his deep brown eyes. There was an aura of strength around him. He shook my hand and motioned me to sit down.

	“Would you like something to drink, Miss Eveney?”

	This time, I was Christina Eveney. It was another fake name, and another fake personality.

	“No, thank you.”

	“How can I help you today?” 

	“I inherited some money. Quite a lot of money, to be honest. I heard it’s a good idea to park some of it in Switzerland. Now, I know how to set up a bank account, but I have no idea how to move it without breaking any laws.”

	He proceeded to explain to me everything I had already known for many years. I nodded and asked him more questions. My role was perfect.

	I wore a floral summer dress, the kind I would never wear as Julia Bryson. Different clothes helped me act a different person. It was also fun. 

	When Liam spoke, I accidentally dropped a pen. Accidentally, as in, I needed a good excuse to show him my cleavage. My breasts were one of my best assets, and they always worked like a charm. He glanced at them and quickly shifted his gaze back to my eyes. 

	The man was a pro, but I knew it was just a matter of a couple innuendos. Soon, he would start paying more attention to me than to the words he was speaking.

	I teased him by sliding my finger across my lips. I played with the pen, slowly stroking it up and down. Liam was checking something on his computer, but he still shot quick glances.

	Given enough time, no lawyer could resist me. Liam was no exception. I pressed the pencil against my lips and slowly slid its tip inside. He shifted in his chair. Christina couldn’t be more obvious.

	“So, Mr. O’Rourkey, what would you do in my position?”

	I emphasized the word ‘position’ and almost chuckled when I remembered Anthony had done something similar on our first meeting. He would be proud of me. A strange feeling of nostalgia and yearning crept down my spine. I wanted to feel Anthony’s hands on my body. I shoved the thought aside and focused on Liam.

	“Taking into account the issues of privacy, Switzerland would be a better choice than Austria. However, there’s also another option, Andorra. I would—” He glared at me when I swirled my tongue over the tip of the pen and gave him a suggestive gaze. “Excuse me. Are you doing this on purpose?”
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