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  “So, please come in, sit on the couch if you feel so motivated,” said the shaved headed bald man as he waived her into his office.




  “On the couch?” the 36-year-old ravened haired woman asked, walking seductively past him, allowing the professional to take in every curve of her body, and her alluring natural scent.




  “Anywhere… Anywhere is really fine,” the man coughed slightly, eyeing her as she walked past, the firm rounds of her ass pressing out of her short red body skirt, etching her long, dark velvet thighs into his mind, all the while trying his best to remain professional.




  “Now,” then he paused, bolting the door before walking alongside her, his eyes locked onto her as he took a deep long breath.




  “Can I get you anything to drink? Coffee, tea, some bottled water or something else?” he asked.




  “Something else?” she inquired, smiling seductively, her tongue slowly falling from her mouth, rolling over the contour of her lush red lips. “Like what?” she smiled.




  “Ummm…,” he paused for a moment, his mind blanking, observing her tongue, shivers running through his body as depraved, lust filled images of her doing hot, erotic things to him ran through his mind.




  “Any…,” he said, his voice slightly high pitched, before regaining some composure, “Anything you want, this is after all your session, I have some Whiskey, Orange Juice, Vodka and Red Wine, amongst other things chilling in the cooler.” He said. On the other hand, perhaps you prefer something right from the tap, he thought to himself, wondering how it would feel to have her sucking him dry.
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