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Camille

I swept my hands down my skirt, straightening any wrinkles, and took a deep breath before knocking on Mr. Dubois’s door. I was about to knock again when the door swung open.

“May I help you?” A deep masculine voice with a delicious French accent asked. I looked up at the man towering over me and lost my speaking ability.

I took in every inch of his body, his olive-colored skin, gunmetal-gray eyes, heavy dark brows, and long thick lashes that most women would kill to have. His chiseled jaw was covered with a perfectly trimmed beard. He was wearing a fitted black t-shirt and dark jeans. With his muscular body, he looked more like a club bouncer or a bodyguard for some celebrity than an entrepreneur. My appraisal fell to his feet, his bare feet. Even his feet were sexy.

“Are you done ogling me?” He smirked; his thick brow arched in amusement.

“I wasn’t ogling you.” I stuttered stupidly.

“Of course not.” He grunted. “Is there a reason you are standing at my front door?”

I took a deep breath before answering. “My father is Frank Harper. I was hired as the project manager to help with the opening of The Attic. He wanted to make sure you had extra help since he was out of the country. He thought it would be best to come to your house because you are working here most of the time until the club is finished. I hope that’s okay. He didn’t tell you?” I rambled. Mr. Dubois made me insanely nervous.

“Camille?” He asked.

“Yes.” He stepped aside and waved me inside. I looked around his modern home. It was very neutral. White and gray, mainly with sleek leather furniture. It seemed cold.

“Your father never told me about you coming to work for me. Honestly, I’m surprised he would want you working at the club.” He said as he led me to his office. “Please have a seat.” He pointed to a chair sitting in front of his desk.

I shrugged. “He’s always been open about his business with me. Besides, I probably won’t even be at the club once the doors are open. I will manage the site, mainly by keeping the contractors accountable for our timeline. If needed, I can assist with vendors. Leaving you to deal with employees. I’m sorry my father never mentioned this to you, but he gave me a detailed list of duties. Before his departure, I believe he handled most of these items. I would help with employees, but I don’t think I would be the best person for the job.”
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