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Chapter 1

Mr. Kirk was the total opposite of Anthony, preferring to work early hours and play golf in the afternoon. He worked in a small one-story office building he had built a couple years ago for his own money. When I entered the building, a fifty-something woman from reception greeted me with so much joy I felt like a celebrity. She called Mr. Kirk and walked me to the door of his office at the end of the hall.

His room wasn’t secluded like Anthony’s office was. There were other offices down the hallway, and although it was barely seven in the morning, we passed several people on our way.

The receptionist knocked on the door and left with a wide smile on her face.

“Please come in,” the deep, calm voice said. Blood rose to the surface of my skin as I realized I wouldn’t leave this room until he fucked me.

I entered the office. It was an austere room with simple black and white furniture. It was nothing fancy, but it wasn’t Ikea-cheap stuff, either. The smell of freshly brewed coffee lingered in the air. The light brown wooden floor shined like it had been cleaned just mere seconds before.

Mr. Kirk rose from his chair and smiled at me. He was dressed in a dark gray suit that accentuated his short, light blond hair. He paired his dark jacket with a white shirt and navy tie. His cheeks were cleanly shaven. It gave him a look of a man in his late twenties.

“Hello. Julia Bryson, I presume?” His voice resonated within his chest. He was a man who knew how to hold the attention of a room.

“Julia Bryson in the flesh,” I said with a light smile and walked over to his desk. We shook hands. I let my soft fingertips linger on his big calloused palm for a while longer. Mr. Kirk drew a sharp breath under his nose and motioned me to sit down.

“Would you like something to drink? Tea, coffee?”

“Tea would be fine.”

Mr. Kirk fetched for tea and we made small talk. His questions suspiciously hovered around people with whom I spent time. Most notably, males.

“So, is your husband your business partner or do you work in different industries?” he asked.

“I have a couple business partners, but I don’t share my life with them. I’m too busy for a man.”

Mr. Kirk had a blank expression on his face, but it looked too controlled. I knew he had liked me from the moment he saw me.

The receptionist appeared a few minutes later with a cup of tea. I took a sip and glanced at Mr. Kirk.

“Let’s talk business. How can I help you, Miss Bryson?”

I told him about the Chilean business opportunity and gave him my list of questions. He browsed through the list and gave me long, comprehensive answers to every single one. I sent him suggestive gazes, but made them look innocent enough that he would think he was just seeing things.

Every time he spoke, I glanced at his full lips. I was sure they would feel good on my clit. When I slid my hand down my neck, his gaze landed on my breasts. He quickly lifted his head and resumed talking. Then I made sure he would see my fingers gliding along the rim of my cup. He swallowed hard when he noticed it.

I enjoyed teasing him so much I wanted it to last much longer than the one and a half hour we had scheduled.

“I can give you contact details to my associate in Chile. He can help you out with the paperwork,” he said.

“That would be great.”

Mr. Kirk gave me the email address of his partner. Then he looked at me with a calm gaze. The room fell silent for a few long seconds. The tension was so thick I thought I wouldn’t be able to rise from the chair.

“Is there anything else I can help you with, Miss Bryson?”

If I had never met Anthony, at this moment I would leave the room, thirty minutes before the end of my appointment with Mr. Kirk. I had learned everything I needed to make the decision. But Anthony uncovered my naughtier side, and I had missed it.

“Actually, there is,” I said and leaned forward. I smelled a light scent of pipe tobacco from him.

“What is it?” His voice quivered when his gaze fell down to my cleavage. I wore a classic little black dress that emphasized my long blond hair and breasts without showing too much.

“What do you see in me, Mr. Kirk?”

“Excuse me?”

“What do you see in me?”

“I… I see a strong businesswoman. You will surely make the right decision with your Chilean opportunity.”
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