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Need to escape a little in the
carnal pleasures? To shiver with pleasure while reading? This is
the story of a young stockbroker who met a young businesswoman in a
nightclub through a bet. It's up to you to find out how this
intelligent woman helped this young man win his last bet? It's up
to you to find out how this young woman was able to reconcile this
young man with his father, a billionaire? It's up to you to
discover how this young woman was able to achieve the impossible in
the life of this young man, thanks to the strength of her love for
him? This is where it all started… Need to go into a world full of
sensuality? It's up to you to discover his latest bet...
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Once in your life, you wake up
to everything that is happening around you. Today, I am aware of it
and I feel bruised in my heart and in my soul. My thoughts are more
enlightened than ever and I realize that I live in a world full of
manipulative and petty people. All this appears in my head as a big
diagram. I am visualizing all my big decisions, my doubts, my
moments of triumph and the adversities that I have encountered.
Looking back I realize my mistakes and all that I could have done
differently and my only regret is to have met only one person. If I
hadn't met him, a lot of trouble will be avoided in my life, a lot
of people will still be alive, including me.
  
A year ago, I graduated from Harvard University with a degree in
economics. Immediately I tried to apply to top stock trading
companies in New York to become a financial analyst. I finally
chose Hartley & Mackensen. This company is located in the
center of Wall Street. I became an assistant market analyst in
terms of a hedge fund specialist there.  

 A better future was offered to me, my path was perfectly
traced. I could quickly climb the corporate ladder to have my own
seat in the NYSE as a broker. My life path was perfect because I
took advantage in this company of the contacts that my father had
around the world and I could progress quickly thanks to these
contacts.
  
My first day of work was really stressful because I had worked
with Bruce Mackensen on the financial reports of our company,
impressed by my skills, he had decided a few weeks later to send me
on a mission to the Far East. I have to go through Beijing, Hong
Kong, Mumbai and Tokyo. I quickly accepted his proposal.
  
After a really stressful 70-hour work week, a few friends and I
decided to spend the weekend clubbing. Most of these friends had
ballooning salaries on Wall Street just like me. We really got
drunk that night. In my intoxication at the counter of the
nightclub, I had noticed that a young lady had her eyes fixed on
me.
  

-  "I'm too drunk to approach her and flirt with her.
I thought to myself.
  
Having sensed my reluctance, a few minutes later, she came to
sit next to me.
  

-  That's why I love girls from New York, they are
able to make the first move when they are interested in a few
things.
  
When I turned to her, I quickly noticed that she had an amazing
body. Her complexion was fair and flawless, even her hands betrayed
her delicacy.  

 When I lifted my eyes to her face, my spirit had formed in
my mind the image of a Greek goddess. His face had the most
beautiful features possible. Her brown hair was beautifully braided
and her eyebrows beautifully arched over her delicate eyes. Her
lips were luscious and full but the most striking feature of her
face were her eyes. The more I looked into his eyes the more I felt
like I was looking into his soul, I now understand why many say the
eyes are a window into a person's soul. She had heavenly blue eyes
that shone and twinkled, the vitality of a life. I also noticed
that her blue irises seemed to get bigger than ever.
  
- Can I offer you a drink? She tells me.
  
-No thanks. I've already reached my dose for tonight. My name is
Stephan Morgane, I am a financial assistant.
  
- I answer to the names of Sabrina Da Costa, I am an
entrepreneur. She said to me, gently holding out her hand.
  
- I feel like I've heard that name before. I searched my memory
while shaking his hand. His hand seemed delicate, soft and
vulnerable but betrayed a certain unshakeable confidence.
  
Now I remember she was the founder and CEO of a software
consulting company, Infosoft. His company had patented a new data
processing technology that allowed me to do statistical analyzes of
very large amounts of data very quickly. In addition to that, I had
also learned that she had obtained large government contracts for
interpretations of satellite data analysis and electronic
intercepts.
  
I also remember reading his biography in a magazine, it was a
Harvard Business article. She majored in data processing and
graduated from MIT in computer science. Recently, she had totally
run her company, now she only manages the administrative work. I
learned that she has an IQ of 195. As she seemed courteous I
started by talking to her.
  
Usually, it's child's play for me to meet a courteous young
woman in a nightclub and go to sleep with her, but in front of her
I had the impression of being in front of an intellectual. When we
got closer to my colleagues, she was also courteous with them. I
have the impression of being in front of a young woman who makes
her own rules wherever she is. It doesn't surprise me about her
because according to rumors, she had recently resisted a takeover
bid from IBM estimated at $1.75 billion.
  
An hour later I started by telling my colleagues that I would
like to go home. Having heard this, she offered to take me home if
I wanted to. Not wanting to miss this opportunity, I got up
immediately and we went to my car that I had parked outside. It was
a Lamborghini Reventon. She did not hesitate to come and sit in the
non-driver part of my car. I just took half an hour to reach my
apartment. My room is on the third floor of the building. Once in
my room, I told her to pretend it was her house. She left to sit on
the sofa when I went to my minibar to fetch cans and a bottle of
whiskey for us.
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