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The Chinese and Indian Diplomats
Bai Liu took a deep breath walking into the elevator of Potter Enterprises. This building was one of many owned by billionaire Leroy Potter. She straightened out her suit jacket and hoped that she could make a good impression on the billionaire. As a diplomat to China, her country was counting on her to make a deal with Leroy Potter to build a factory in China.
Not to mention, her family needed her to succeed. If she came back to her government empty handed she knew she’d be punished and terminated. She couldn’t afford to bring shame to her husband and son.  
In the elevator there was a mirror and Bai reviewed her appearance. She was curvy in size, with a large bust and thick thighs. Her long hair was conservatively tied in a tight bun. Along with the black jacket, she wore a white blouse that opened by two buttons revealing her cleavage, along with a pencil skirt that highlighted her hourglass shape. She opted to wear a pair of short black pumps too. When the elevator doors opened, Bai was greeted by the receptionist who was sitting at a desk in the center of the lobby.
“May I help you?” The receptionist asked.
“Hello,” Bai greeted. “I have a 2 pm meeting with Leroy Potter. My name is Bai Liu from the Chinese embassy.”
“Oh, okay. Mr. Potter is finished a meeting right now, but he will be with you shortly. Do you mind taking a seat to wait?”
“Okay.” Bai grinned.
She found a black leather chair in the corner of the room and sat  down. Beside her was a business magazine with Leroy Potter on the front cover. She smiled and began flipping through the pages. In the magazine it described Leroy’s rags to riches story and how he became one of the richest men in the world. Bai smiled at the picture of Leroy Potter in his suit.
In his 30s, the black man was muscular and filled out his custom suit well. While Bai never found African men attractive, she could see why the bachelor had the reputation he had. With his chiseled jaw and alpha male physique, he certainly didn’t look like the fat, old, white billionaires Bai were used to. She found it interesting that an African American man like him found success in America. From her point of view only white people were successful in America, and for an African like him, to build a trillion dollar company from the ground up was impressive.
As she continued to read the magazine, the elevator dinged and an Indian woman in a red pantsuit , walked out. Bai sighed as she recognized the Indian diplomat, Anika Patel.
Anika was the same age as Bai, and like her, Anika was eager to make a name for herself in her government. She knew that her countrymen were counting on her to get Potter’s factory built in India. Not only that, she knew that gaining business with Potter would help move her family out of poverty. As a young mom of two, it was hard for her husband and her to put food on the table. Anika knew if she could succeed, they could move out of the slums to a better neighborhood. She knew that she must get Mr. Potter’s business at all costs.
Anika wore a conservative red suit jacket, sleek red slacks, with a white blouse, opened by one button showing off her light brown skin, with a pair of red flats. Her dark brown long curly hair bounced off her shoulders as she approached the desk in the lobby. In her hands was a small portfolio containing the details of India’s proposal for Potter’s factory.
Anika gave the receptionist a large small smile. “Hello,” she greeted. “I am here for the two pm meeting with Leroy Potter.”
“Yes, your name?”
“Anika Patel.”
“Okay. I’ll let him know you’ve arrived. Please take a seat.”
Anika nodded and took a seat near Bai.
“I’m not surprised you’re here. We must stop running to each other like this.” Bai smirked.
Anika rolled her eyes. “I’m not surprised. Isn’t your country tired of American politics? Why are you even here?”
“To outbid India for the new Potter factory.”
“At 2 pm?”
“Yes, it appears we have the same meeting time. Looks like we are competing for the same bid at the same time. Nervous?” Bai mocked.
“No,” Anika growled, clutching her portfolio tight.
“Sounds like you are still upset about the last deal we received.” Bai mocked.
Anika shook her head. “It’s not fair that you took that tech factory from us. That company agreed to do business with India. He would’ve broken ground on the factory if your country didn’t blackmail him with those incriminating pictures.”
“Don’t be mad.”
“Mad? We won that bid fair and square until your country played dirty.”
“You should never be afraid to get a little dirt on your hands. This is politics.” Bai smirked.
“I have my values. My family starves because of you.”
“Sad, but don’t blame me. Blame yourself. Your values makes your family starve, not China. Me on the other hand, I will do whatever I need to do keep my family in good standing with my government.”
“I’m not surprised you said that, considering that you’re a soulless witch.”
“Perhaps India should regulate their country more. In China no family goes hungry.”
Anika laughed, “is that the propaganda your dictator feeds you?”
“You may mock me, but at least we don’t act like your former western colonizers. We have always and will always be one China.”
“You really are brainwashed aren’t you?”
Bai shook her head and crossed her arms. She narrowed her eyes and was about to retort, but Leroy walking into the lobby stilled her tongue.
“Mr. Potter.” Bai stood and gave a small bow.
“Mrs. Liu. A pleasure.” Leroy grinned.
Anika stood and approached Leroy. “Mr. Potter. Good afternoon, thank you for meeting with me.”
Anika shook his hand and Leroy smirked, “Likewise.”
“I wasn’t aware that others would be attending our meeting.” Anika side eyed Bai.
Leroy looked towards Bai and chuckled. “I hope you don’t mind. I’m a very busy man. I can handle two proposals at once. The question is are you afraid of the competition?”
Bai giggled underneath her breath and Anika glared at Bai’s outbreak.
“I can handle anything. You’d find that India will have the best to offer. Perhaps it’s is better we present at the same time. That way you can see the clear difference between the two.”
“I like the fire.” He commented. “I hope you’re ready to handle this.” He teased, looking at Bai.
“I’ll have you know, Mr. Potter that the Chinese are fully committed to you. We are willing to do anything for your business.”
“Anything? You should be careful with that word.”
“Oh, I know what it means, and I don’t use that rashly. Anything is on the table.” She rose her eyebrows using a sultry tone.
Leroy’s smile tripled. “Is that so? Interesting.”
Anika looked between Bai and Leroy and wondered what they were referring to. She questioned if Bai was referring to something sexual, but quickly dismissed it as she knew Bai was married and wouldn’t cheat on her husband.
“Follow me.” Leroy guided the two diplomats through the office to his corner office suite. He closed the door after them and then offered them two chairs in front of his desk.
Anika sat down in the black leather chair and admired the office setting. Leroy had a very contemporary modern office along with floor to ceiling windows, overlooking Midtown Manhattan.
Leroy sat in the opposite chair behind the desk, and crossed his arms.
“So who would like to go first?” He asked.
Bai looked towards Anika. “I would love to see what India offers.”
“Why? So you can outbid us?”
“No, it’s obvious you have a trump card. There’s no point on going last if we can’t offer what your offer.”
“I find it hard to believe the Chinese would back out of a deal so easily. What happened to, Mr. Potter the Chinese will do anything for your business,” she mocked using the same flirty tone Bai used before.
Bai snickered and rolled her eyes.
“Ladies, please. Play nice.” Leroy smirked as if he was enjoying the cat fight brewing in front of him. “Anika, please go on.”
Anika took a deep breath and opened her portfolio. “India is willing to help with half of the costs of building the factory. In addition, our labor is much cheaper than China’s. We estimate that if you choose to build in India, we can keep your margins low, and have a high rate of productivity on a monthly basis.”
“What about taxes?” Leroy asked.
“They will be waived the first two years. After that, a prorated amount would be due based on how much product is made and how many employees are employed at the factory.”
“Interesting. Bai does China have a counter?”
“We do.”
Anika dropped her jaw looking at Bai.
“How? Theres no way that China can do better.”
“Never underestimate the Chinese.” Bai smirked.
“Mr. Potter, China can offer the same as India, but we have an added bonus.”
“And what is that? Leroy asked.
“Me.” Bai replied.
Leroy couldn’t keep the smile off his face as he leaned forward in his chair.
“You?”
“Yes, China is well aware of your exploits. With a documented past like yours, it was easy for my supervisor to recognize your weakness. Married women, correct?”
“You’ve done your homework.”
“We have. I am what you Americans call a MILF. I am a married woman, with one child at home. I love my country and I’m willing to do what I must for your business. Even having sex with you.”
“Have you ever had sex with a black man?”
“No, but sex is sex. I must admit,  I’m not attracted to Africans, but, I don’t care about that. This isn’t for love, just business. What I care about is the billion dollar factory located in China. If fucking an African is the cost, then I would gladly pay it.”
“Then it’s settled then. I’m building my factory in China. Anika, thank you for you time. My receptionist will see you out.”
“Wait, just like that? You won’t give me a chance to counter bid? This woman simply spreads her legs and you give into her demands?”
“You clearly don’t know my weakness. As a billionaire I can have any model or actress. I can have any beautiful woman I want, but what I want isn’t simple. There’s nothing like fucking pussy that doesn’t belong to you. Bai and her government have done their homework. There’s a reason why they sent a married milf to my office. They knew I would want to add her to my collection and from the sound of things, she is willing to offer her services to me.”
“I am. The question is can you handle this tight asian pussy.”
“I can handle it, just you wait.” Leroy smirked.
“You’re a sick man.” Anika spat.
“Yes, but aren’t we all? Now, excuse me, Mrs. Liu and I are about to have a private meeting.”
Bai giggled and got out of her chair, she kissed Leroy and sat on his lap, gingerly stroking his cock in his slacks.
“You heard him, Anika, leave.” She shooed her competitor away and kissed Leroy once more.
Anika glared at Bai. All she wanted to do was slap her at the moment. She balled her fists listening to Bai moan
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