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			Dedication

			
		
    Wow, I can’t believe I’m here again. Fourteen months after publishing my last book Return to Me – Part 2, I’m sitting down to write probably the most important part of the book – the acknowledgements. It’s the last piece of the puzzle before I publish.


When I returned to writing in May of 2017, I started back on The Consequences of London. I had only written 6000 words in 2016 before I set it aside to publish Return to Me – Part 1 and 2. With only the beginning of the story complete, I felt overwhelmed. Although excited about the storyline, I hadn’t yet connected with the characters. It didn’t take long though, for London, Matt and Duncan to get under my skin and haunt my every thought. As usual, one of the male characters haunted me more than the other. Curious to know which one? Sorry, my lips are sealed. Haunted and obsessed, their thoughts and words poured out of me and I was thrilled to finally be able to say in late Spring 2018 their story was complete. It turned out that was the easy part.  


Now to the acknowledgements. I would like to first thank my team who signed up to be a part of this book. They deserve all the credit for getting this story ready for publishing.


A good friend and fan of the Return to Me series stepped forward and offered to be this book’s first beta reader. I warned them of the subject matter. Although a contemporary love story, the story crosses traditional lines and social boundaries. I was thrilled when they were not dissuaded and accepted the challenge. My friend’s enthusiasm and help with the story, along with their willingness to re-review certain scenes, made me smile and laugh, a lot. I listened carefully to their insights and unique perspective of the characters, which encouraged me to go back and re-write certain scenes. Their dedication in ensuring each character remained honest and believable throughout the story was much appreciated. Thank you, DB Bond, for your time, commitment and encouragement on this project. You gave me the confidence to share London’s story. I’m very grateful. 


Another friend and colleague offered to be a beta reader and editor of this book. Well aware of her attention to detail and passion for grammar excellency, I eagerly accepted the offer. Of course, this required a conversation and warning about the subject matter. Also undeterred, her original offer stood. Her work on this book has improved the story while still allowing me to maintain my characters’ voices. She raised concerns about ensuring London’s voice was loud and strong – thank you for that. I listened eagerly as my female characters are intended to be strong, bold and confident. She asked me to revisit certain tricky physical scenes fearing they endangered my characters. We spent many evenings after work in conversations attempting to depict these scenes with hand gestures and objects - always ending our chats in fits of laughter. Thank you, CJ McCrae, for your hard work, and late nights on this book. I now feel ready to share the story.


To my family, friends and especially my husband, Mark, once again, I thank you for your enthusiasm, encouragement and support while I immersed myself in my own little world. It has not gone unnoticed. I will fondly remember the night we were in hysterics when I discovered the ‘read out aloud’ tool in Word. You are obligated to listen to me talk about the book, but I’m thankful you want to. Xo


Finally, to my readers. Thank you, thank you for supporting me. I’m very grateful every time someone selects one of my books. I hope you enjoy reading this sexy story as much as I enjoyed writing it. Yes, it’s different, but the underlying message is always about consensual love and respect. If you like this book, please take a moment to leave a review. Reviews help readers find new and upcoming authors.
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Prologue
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What if someone you trusted, more than anyone else, asked you to try something - something that was outside your comfort zone. I don’t mean just a little. I mean over the line by half a mile. You’d say yes, wouldn’t you? After all, you trust them. They have your best interest at heart, right? 

Would you still say yes if this thing you were asked to do was considered taboo?

My boyfriend and I are half way around the world enjoying our first international trip together. We’ve been dating for a year and moved in together about four months ago. We’re like an old married couple, but we aren’t yet, not officially.

Matt is fun and spontaneous. We get each other. I’m sure we’re heading down that path. Even our families have met. Our life together is just starting out. It’s perfect, or so I thought.

Back to Matt. He’s been given an opportunity to meet with a local director of documentary films and if they hit it off, they’ll work together. I was thrilled when he suggested I join him, in London. Of course, I wanted to tag along. Who wouldn’t? 

Oh, did I happen to mention my first name is London? Which is why it’s so poetic I get a chance to go there. I actually was named after the city in England, not Canada. My mom spent one summer in London and fell in love with the crazy city and the beautiful gardens. On the day I was born, my mom instantly knew she would name me after the city she so loved. 

But I digress. 

Everyone knows the saying ‘What happens in Vegas, stays in Vegas’.  I think that can be said for most vacations. The reason we travel is to experience something new - learn a language, embrace an unfamiliar culture or even try something we wouldn’t ordinarily do - which is not unique to Vegas. 

And that brings me a little closer to the proposition. Notice I didn’t say proposal? 

It’s day three of our big adventure. Matt has met with the director and they’ve decided to work together on a documentary about global warming. The meetings have gone well and now we have time to play tourists. We’ve toured Piccadilly Circus, Notting Hill and, of course, stood outside the gates of Buckingham Palace.  

Tonight, we’re in a London Club. I’m barely coherent. I don’t recall ever drinking this much and then it happens. Matt leans in and says he has a surprise for me. Of course, I asked what it is. I love a good surprise. 

Matt points across the bar to where an extremely handsome man is standing. In Matt’s presence, I try not to notice other men, but this man is sexy. I can just tell. Even across the bar with his face hidden, the hairs on my arm stand up.  

He’s tall and well-built. I can’t help but wonder if he works out or plays sports. Either way, his muscular frame tells me he takes care of his body. I’m sure he’s played sports in his younger years, like maybe rugby. I’ve always been attracted to a big build like his. He towers over Matt’s slight frame.

I think he’s older than Matt. His hair colour is light with a sprinkling of grey, which compliments his skin tone. From a distance I catch a glimpse of his profile. It’s obvious he’s tanned, like he recently escaped the dreariness of London for a sunny climate. 

Matt whispers in my ear that the man wants me. I repeat to myself, what does this man want with me ... I pause. Ah yes, now I get it. Matt’s smiling at me as understanding registers on my face. 

What the.... Why would this make Matt happy? Do all men get a perverse kick out of knowing other men desire their women? Seems a little caveman if you ask me. 

A nervous giggle escapes, which happens sometimes when I’m uncomfortable. I catch him glancing over. Our eyes meet before I quickly look away. I’m mortified and now I’m convinced the man knows we’re talking about him.

I want to ask Matt more questions, but before I can speak, Matt begins to pull me towards the stranger. Nothing good can come of this, but I can’t stop him. My legs feel heavy, paralyzed even.  

The thumping of electronic dance music is all around us, my body vibrates in time with the bass. With the exception of the Chainsmokers, I’ve never been a fan of this type of music. It’s all the same in my opinion. 

I glance around to see who’s watching. It’s obvious that no one cares. Why would they? Everyone’s oblivious to my predicament. I’m not! My boyfriend is about to introduce me to a strange man. A man, who wants to sleep with me knowing I love someone else. My brain can’t begin to comprehend this concept. I swear I’m not a prude, but this is too much. There seem to be thousands of people in this overcrowded bar all going about their business. I’m thankful for that.

I stop abruptly before we reach the spot where the man is standing. My sudden movement causes Matt to spin around. The stranger hasn’t noticed us yet. Matt’s now facing me, so I direct his attention back to the stranger. He’s started up a conversation with a beautiful woman who seems to be more his style. I’m not sure why I think that, but I just do. 

I’ve never been more relieved. Matt and I skulk back to our table where we’ve left our coats. I take a long sip of my Guinness. I rarely drink Guinness. This night couldn’t get any stranger.

We stand in silence for a few minutes as I replay the events in my head. What was Matt’s intention after he introduced us? Surely, he was teasing me, but I need to know what’s going on in his head. 

“Matt, what the hell? I ask, unsure if I really want to hear his answer.

“I told you babe, he’s really attracted to you and I thought you would like to meet him.” He touches my cheek with his finger brushing my honey blonde hair off my face. 

I move away from his touch. I’ve always loved his hands on me, but right now I’m pissed and feeling violated. “How do you know this? Why would I want to ...? What were you thinking?” My random thoughts come at him in rapid succession. 

“I ran into him in the bathroom, or loo as they call it here, and he told me he thought you are incredibly sexy. Of course, I couldn’t agree more. I thought if I was okay with this maybe you might be okay with this.” Matt smiles as if he’s told me I’ve won a new Bentley.

“WHAT!” I shout at him. “NO. Why would you want to do that?” I take another sip of my Guinness, the drink I’ve now confirmed I hate. I have an epiphany as everything becomes clearer, or so I think. 

“Are you saying you want me to consider this? Just to be clear, when we say ‘this’ we mean sleeping with that man?” I point in the man’s direction. Anyone watching would be convinced we’re in an argument. If we aren’t now, I’m sure we’re heading for one. I slam the glass down on the table and walk out. 

I need to get out of here and away from Matt, but I’m in a foreign city and I can’t escape him forever. A sour taste of bile rises from my stomach. 

I step off the curb to hail a cab. I feel Matt’s hand as he touches my back. I flinch. I’m not sure he’s picked up on that. He whispers in my ear, his lips grazing over my lobe. “Let’s go back to the hotel.” 

A cab pulls up, I rush to the other side of the car, to gain a little needed space. We ride in silence back to the hotel. As we pull up out front of the building, I hop out leaving Matt to pay the driver. 

Inside, he grabs my hand as we walk through the small and intimate lobby and up to our room. I rush into the bathroom and shut the door and empty the contents of my stomach. 

Was it the alcohol or my conversation with Matt? I don’t know. I have too many thoughts swirling around in my head, but I know I’m not in the right frame of mind to allow any of them to escape. I hop in the shower to wash away the feeling of dirtiness and take longer than usual getting ready for bed. 

When I finally open the door, Matt’s fallen asleep on top of the covers. I gingerly crawl onto my side of the bed. I’m careful not to wake him up. I want nothing to do with him right now and I fear if we talk, I’ll say something I may regret in the morning. Tomorrow, when we’re both sober, we’ll have a long and serious talk.  

As I lay there wishing for sleep, I try to understand why - why Matt thought I would be interested in his proposition. Was he hoping to sleep with someone else, perhaps the stranger’s partner? Was he hoping the man, who seemed about 10 years older, would encourage me to explore new sexual acts?

My mind won’t shut off. Am I not a good girlfriend? Is Matt hoping to pawn me off on someone else? I’m emotionally drained. I fall into a deep sleep thinking Matt’s considering breaking up with me and at this point, I no longer care. 

What would you do if your partner asked if you’d like to sleep with someone else? Now, before you get too excited and agree to it, think about what it might cost? It’s complicated. 

This is a love story, my love story, but maybe one you haven’t heard before. 
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Duncan 


Chapter 1
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I notice her right away. I was downing my first of many scotches when she walks past the bar on the way to the restroom. I was on edge. A work thing playing over in my head. I needed a release tonight and I hoped I’d found it.

At first glance you’d describe her as beautiful, but once you got past the obvious, beautiful face, sexy hair and a body begging to be undressed, there was something more. I see it in her eyes. She doesn’t notice me. 

I watch for her to return. I drop my head when I spot her through the crowd and take a sip of my second scotch. Mesmerized, I watch her hips sway as her body demands attention. A couple of guys notice as she moves through the crowd, but nobody sees what I do. 

She keeps walking until she reaches a man about her age. I wonder if she’s alone and clearly, she isn’t. He is good looking. Okay, they make an attractive couple. I wonder what their proclivities extend to. The fact she is with him wouldn’t necessarily deter me. 

I continue to watch. Standing in front of him, she wobbles. Is she tipsy? The man grabs her and pulls her towards him. He cups her face as he kisses her with abandon. Something stirs in me. It has been awhile. I’ve let my work life rule my world the last few weeks and now my body is stirring. It’s uncomfortable, so I discreetly adjust myself as my erection strains against the fabric of my pants. If this doesn’t work out, I may have to settle.

Back at their table, he pulls her chair out as she sits down. He kisses her again before leaving her for the washroom. Without thinking through my plan, I follow him, drink in hand. I stop before reaching the washroom and set my drink down on an empty table. Christ, I still don’t know what I’m going to say to him or how I will strike up a conversation. 

I go to the sink and wash my hands. When he finishes he joins me at the sink. This club’s washrooms are decent, all things considered. I look up in the mirror. His gaze meets mine and we smile. Before he leaves, I need to start the conversation. 

“Tourist?” I ask shaking my hands before drying them.

He responds, “Yeah, that obvious?” 

“Nope, just a guess.”  I note the American accent. “Where from?” I ask holding the door. 

“San Diego and you?” the stranger asks.

“Part time here, part time Palm Springs.” 

We walk out the door together. Here goes. “Buy you and your girlfriend a drink?” 

He hesitates before responding. 

“You can take it back to her if you want to be alone, I understand.” I gesture towards the quiet part of the bar. I begin to walk, and he follows. Knowing he won’t have much time, I motion the bartender over.

“What’ll you have?” the bartender asks over the music.  

The stranger orders a wine for his girlfriend and a scotch for himself. I gesture to the bartender, so he pours two scotches.

“Thanks, I’m Matt.” 

“Duncan.”  I don’t have time for small talk really, but I have to be polite. “I hope you don’t mind me saying, but I couldn’t help but notice your girlfriend. She’s lovely.” 

He smiles. “London,” he says.

“Pardon me, your girlfriend’s name is London?” Matt nods in confirmation and I laugh.

“I know, it’s funny right?” he asks taking a sip of his scotch.

“I’d say more unusual, though pretty name for a pretty lady.” I downplay how utterly stunning she is. He doesn’t need to know that.

“Couldn’t agree more,” Matt responds. 

We make small talk for a few more minutes before I launch into my spiel. I haven’t propositioned many strangers before. It can be a terribly uncomfortable conversation, but it’s my only chance to be with her.  

After I lay my cards on the table, I notice he doesn’t move or even speak. Dumfounded, he stands there for a few minutes before unleashing a barrage of questions. I still have a chance, he hasn’t slugged me or walked off. I respectfully answer his questions and notice he continually looks over to where she’s sitting. He’ll need time to digest this. 

“And you’re not gay?” he asks unexpectedly. 

“Definitely not gay,” I say emphatically. 

“Tell me one more time how this works?” Matt asks.

I patiently describe the scene and explain the benefits of introducing this lifestyle into a relationship. It’s not for everyone, but some relationships develop a deeper level of trust and intimacy. I feel a little sleazy trying to convince him of this. By now, I’d met enough couples who were willing to participate in a ‘threesome’ that I don’t have to recruit more. It has to be their decision, I’m not a home wrecker.

Matt thanks me for the drink and says he’ll give it some thought and let me know. There’s no offer of introducing her to me. I get it, but I don’t deny I’m disappointed. 

I give Matt a head start before returning to my original spot at the bar. I watch them. He’s making a weak attempt to convince her to come over. She frowns. I should be a little pissed that she isn’t taking to the idea, but that isn’t fair. Regardless of what happens tonight, he is one lucky son of a bitch.

I notice them look over before they begin to walk towards me. I have to admit I wasn’t expecting this. I strain against the zipper of my pants again. Get a grip, you aren’t a horny teenager. I steady myself, but this brunette interrupts the moment. 

She grabs me as her long, wobbly legs begin to buckle. Great, just my luck she’s had too much to drink. Getting rid of her won’t be easy. I hate being a damn gentleman, but I am, so I’ll take her back to her table. 

With the brunette back at her table, I search the bar for them, more accurately, for her. Damn it, they’re gone. I return to the bar and decide to stay there for a bit just in case they return. If all else fails, I’ll take the brunette up on her offer as my body is telling me it needs a release. 

Fifteen minutes later, I’m convinced they’ve left. I place my drink on the bar and settle my tab. I look over towards the brunette and see that even she’s left. Christ, could this night get any worse? I step outside, hail a cab and head home. 
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London


Chapter 2
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I wake up a few hours later to warm, wet lips on my breasts. My tongue feels like sandpaper and I’m pretty sure I’m going to have a wicked headache. I can feel the sunlight streaming in the window. I slowly open one eye and see Matt’s dark, thick hair in front of me. He’s focused on my left breast. 

He knows I love this and I get this is his attempt at an apology. An apology I am not ready to accept. I can barely look at him, but I’ll indulge him and let him do this a little longer. 

I feel his firm arousal against my thigh as his knees push my legs apart. I don’t want him to know I’m enjoying this, but he knows my weaknesses and how to make me scream. His fingers reach the apex of my thighs and explore the sensitive folds. The way I’m feeling about him right now, it should take me longer, but it doesn’t. I scream out as he pushes me over the edge. 

As I slowly come down from the first rounds of pleasure, he thrusts inside of me. He tries to force me to look at him, needing the connection. Out of spite, I keep my eyes closed. This morning, I reserve the right to not include him in my pleasure. He kisses my nose and my cheeks and starts telling me how sexy and beautiful I am. 

Before I have a chance to say something, I’m thrown into my second orgasm as he increases the pace. I know him too well and I can tell by his breathing and expression that he’s close, very close. He grinds into me two more times before swearing and falling on top of me. 

I lay there for a few minutes hoping he rolls off and leaves me alone. That was incredible, as usual. I’m not surprised. We’ve always had this amazing physical connection and chemistry, but it doesn’t make up for the fact I’m still angry. He pulls out, but doesn’t get out of bed. He rolls onto his side and pulls me with him. He’s too close as his mouth finds his favourite part of my neck. I try to stifle my body’s reaction and struggle to maintain the distance between me and his talented mouth.  

“You’re still mad at me, my beauty. I can tell.” It’s not a question. He already knows the answer.

I roll over so that we’re facing each other, If he wants to have this conversation, let’s have it. “What do you think? What were you hoping was going to happen last night?” I make sure he has complete eye contact with me. 

“I don’t know...We were in London and this good-looking man said that my girlfriend was hot, and I thought at least, I could introduce you to him,” he said sounding genuine in his response.

“And that’s it?”  

He reaches over and touches my bottom lip. He loves my lips. I’m lucky that I have naturally plump lips, lips that women pay good money for. He’s always told me how attracted he is to my lips, my mouth. 

“Well, it could have been nothing more than a friendly chat and harmless flirting or it could have been something more.” 

“What do you mean by that?” I move my face away from his finger.

“Well, you know what they say about being in an exciting and exotic city, try something new, different.” 

“No, I don’t know what they say. Do they actually say have sex with another man while you’re on vacation?” I start to climb out of bed, but he grabs my arm trapping me underneath him. I don’t think he wants another session, but I have no intention of having the rest of this conversation in bed.

“Well, not exactly, but you haven’t given me a chance to explain.” He kisses me on the lips and then his expert mouth travels back to my neck again and I start to melt. Why can’t I stay angry with him?

“Let’s say if you were enjoying his attention and if you had felt something for him, I would’ve been open to exploring this further. Honestly, it’s not something that was on my bucket list to try, but when the opportunity was presented to me, I thought I might be open to it, you know, if the three of us spent the night together.”’

My heart is beating so rapidly that’s all I can hear as the words tumble from his mouth. I’m trying to make sense of all of this. He wasn’t offering me to the other man, he was offering to share me with him. Semantics really. Was he hoping to participate, watch? 

Of course, I’d had fantasies of being with two men - what woman hadn’t - but the reality of doing that had never even crossed my mind. I scrunch my eyes closed.

“What was that for?” Matt’s curious about my reaction. He strokes my arm. “Tell me what you’re thinking.”  

“I’m relieved that I don’t have to give it another thought at this moment,” I say before heading off to the washroom. 

***
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Hours later we’re sitting at a little pub enjoying a late lunch. I’m no longer mad at Matt, however, I’m still a little shell shocked at how close I had come to being put in a situation that I doubt I’d ever be ready for. 

He looks at me with his beautiful green eyes, the eyes that always see right through me. “Tell me, if we’re ever faced with a similar situation, what do you think you’d want to do?” he asks lifting my hand to kiss it. He’s so demonstrative. I’ve never worried about where I stood with him, until last night that is.

“What do you mean?” I ask demurely, even though I know what he means. 

“You know what I mean, London. If another man expresses interest in you in that way, and I’m good with it, would you consider it?” 

Speechless, I take another sip of my Pinot Grigio, my mouth feeling suddenly parched. I ponder my response. “I’d have to say NO. I can’t even imagine another man’s hands or lips on me. I can’t believe you’d be okay with that.” 

“I know. It threw me too. If I’m completely honest, I’d say a part of me would think it’d be sexy watching you react to another man’s touch. Just so we’re clear, I’m not okay with you going off alone with another guy. That’s not what this is about. I’d be there while you two are together and when he’s done, he’d leave and it would be just you and me, the way it always is.”

My heart’s thumping so loud that I almost can’t hear him. “You’ve given this a lot of thought, haven’t you? I just thought that this man asked last night and as you were a little drunk you considered it.”  

We settle the bill and walk out of the pub into a typical, misty London afternoon. Matt grabs my hand and seems content to just walk. When the time’s right we’ll need to talk some more.
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London


Chapter 3
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Tonight, the concierge has secured dinner reservations for us at an up and coming trendy restaurant. It’s still affordable, the main reason it’s impossible to get into. The concierge’s cousin works with the sous chef, so we have an ‘in’. It’s our second-to-last night in London and I can tell Matt wants to make up for last night. He insists on taking me out for a romantic dinner.  

We’re enjoying a lovely dinner and although the concierge has purchased a bottle of wine for us, I’m less inclined to indulge after last night. Besides, I already have enough wine in my blood stream from our pub lunch and then drinks in the room before dinner. 

That gives me the courage to continue our lunch conversation. Part of me is worried that I am not giving Matt everything he needs in this relationship. “Matt, I want to continue our conversation.” 

“Of course, beautiful,” he says sliding his chair next to mine. He kisses my neck and whispers in my ear. “Ask me anything you want.” 

His voice is low and husky causing a shiver to run down my spine. “How long have you wanted this, to watch me with another man?” 

He doesn’t answer right away. I assume he’s formulating the correct response. The words still don’t come, but his fingers trace an easy path down my back through the opening in my dress. His touch warms me. 

When he’s ready, he responds to my question. “I guess I’ve thought about it a couple of times. You know a couple of my buddies think you’re hot and I like that. Last night this stranger felt the same way about you, but it didn’t seem sleazy. I got caught up in the moment if that makes any sense at all.” He leans in and kisses me possessively. 

Although we’re in public, in an intimate restaurant, my lips part for his. I don’t like public displays of affection, but his words catch me off guard. Those same words that should bother me don’t, in fact, they do just the opposite.

My boyfriend likes that other men desire me and as he’s confident enough in our relationship, he is willing to give it a try for both our pleasures. He is willing, but would I ever be willing?  

“Your turn, London.” He chuckles at saying my name. He has relentlessly teased me from the moment we secured our travel arrangements for the trip. He rushed around singing London’s going to London. It was silly and childish, but I loved it, like I love him.

“What’s my turn?” 

“To tell me what you think about this. Have you ever considered what it would feel like to have two men pleasuring you at the same time? You can’t tell me you wouldn’t enjoy it, especially if I was there. Just think about it, four hands on you, two mouths and two...” The last word trails off as his mouth and nose nuzzle my ear. Is it his touch or his words that are awakening my body?

We look at each other, the way we always do when we’re both aroused, and before I can suggest going back to our hotel, Matt has something else in mind.

“I have an idea. Let’s get out of here,” Matt says as he pulls me out of the chair. 

“That’s what I want to. Let’s go back to the hotel.” I lean in tempting him with a kiss. 

“Not yet. Let’s go back to the bar and see if he’s there and if he is, we’ll chat with him. You two can flirt with each other and when you can’t stand it anymore, I’ll take you back to our bed. Just the two of us and you can show me just how turned on you are. Okay?” His eyes rake over me. 

I stand in one place trying to decide. What am I doing, am I actually considering this? If I’m being completely honest, I’ve thought of nothing else since Matt brought this up. I’m still not convinced, but it’s probably safe going through with this as I doubt the handsome stranger will be there. 

What are the chances he’d be there two nights in a row? Oh god, what if he’s there?  Well, if he’s there, what harm can there by in chatting with him? I must be crazy, but somehow, I’m intrigued. “Okay, I’ll do it, but just to be clear, if he’s there, we’re only chatting with him and nothing else, okay?” 
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London


Chapter 4
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Before I finish talking, Matt’s dragging me towards a cab. Within 15 minutes we’re back inside the club. It’s still busy and loud but the crowd is more subdued than last night. We order drinks and sit in the back, so we can look around, searching for ‘Mr. Last Night’. 

Matt continues to touch and kiss me, keeping me aroused. “Do you know anything about this man?” I ask him.

“Not really, I know his name is Duncan Black. I think he’s in banking. Sounds like you’re a little curious to know more about Mr. Black.” Matt moves a piece of hair behind my ear as he awaits my response. 

“Duncan, how old would you say he is?”  I’m trying to act disinterested, but to be completely honest, I am a little more than just curious about our mysterious stranger.

“I don’t know, maybe 45-50, that’s not too old is it?” Matt nuzzles my neck again and slowly trails his mouth up to mine.

“No, of course not. You’re my first younger man.” I move my head so that his lips can find their way back down my neck. “Oh god,” I quietly squeal as his expert lips work their magic.

We sit close as he continues to whisper naughty things in my ear. I’m enjoying this, forgetting the real reason we’re here. Suddenly the waitress drops off a round of drinks, compliments of the man at the bar.

Matt looks up and smiles while my heart practically leaps from my chest. “Oh, my god,” I gasp.

“That’s right, beautiful, he’s here.” Matt gets up from the table.

“Where are you going?” I’m panicking now, not feeling so brave. 

“I’m going to go and talk to Mr. Black,” he says. The stranger’s eyes are trained on me. 

“What are you going to say, Matt?” I try to grab his hand, but he’s already rushing away from me. I shift in my seat and when I’m sure Matt and Mr. Black aren’t looking over, I quickly check my makeup and freshen up my lipstick. What the hell am I doing? I know in my heart nothing’s going to happen, but it can’t hurt to look good, I tell myself, trying to reconcile my actions.

I sip my drink, compliments of Mr. Black. I need fortification if I’m going to meet him. My eyes follow Matt’s path until he reaches Mr. Black, Duncan. I look away, I don’t want to get caught watching them. When it’s safe to look over, I can see them talking. Suddenly, they both turn and begin walking back towards our table. 

“Oh, good lord,” I say out loud to nobody in particular.

Matt reaches the table first and pulls me out of my chair. He claims my mouth in front of Mr. Black and anyone else who might be watching this exchange. I try to push away, but the intensity of his kiss weakens me. I’m embarrassed to admit it. 

As I begin to meet his demanding mouth, he abruptly pulls back, but not before whispering in my ear. “You’re so sexy, London. Duncan is looking forward to meeting you,” he says in hushed tones. His words are only for me.

I look back and forth between them. Getting my first good look at Mr. Black, I’m awestruck. He is stunning. I feel my knees begin to buckle as I hang on to Matt. No offence to my handsome Matt, but I have never seen a more breathtaking man. 

He looks to be in his late forties, early fifties, but by far in better shape than most men in their thirties. When our gazes collide, I can see that look in his eyes and I’m aware that this is not just a friendly chat over drinks.

I have a micro second to regain my composure. My cheeks are flushed, my mouth is parched again. I sip my drink to moisten my mouth. I smile timidly at Matt as he turns me to face Mr. Black.

“Duncan, I would love for you to meet London,” Matt says pushing me out in front of him. 

Duncan has that sexy distinguished look, greying temples. His smooth face has a healthy glow indicating that he may have returned from a beach holiday recently. His eyes stop me in my tracks. The most intense eyes I have ever seen are penetrating. They are the perfect shape, almond, a vivid emerald colour, with thick eyelashes and the right amount of crinkle as he smiles at me. 

Matt is probably right about Mr. Black’s age judging by the wisdom emanating from his eyes, however his physical appearance would draw one to conclude that he is younger.

I take one long deep breathe as I hold my hand out to this handsome stranger and wait. Duncan Black’s smile widens as he speaks. “London, I’ve looked forward to meeting you,” he says as his large hand encases mine and pulls me towards him. His face leans down towards mine and his lips brush softly against my cheek causing an unexpected shiver down my spine.

The first thing that strikes me is his lack of an English accent, he’s American. I just assumed he was an Englishman. Matt had forgotten to mention this. As Mr. Black pulls away, his hand remains around mine. “It’s very nice to meet you, Mr. Black,” I say, fully charmed by him.

“Oh no, please call me Duncan. I insist.”  He winks at me as he continues to hold my hand. At that moment, Matt moves away from me and rushes to pull up another chair to our table. Duncan picks the chair closest to mine and sits down and it is only then, that he releases his hand from mine. My body experiences an unexpected loss. 

Matt gestures for me to sit closest to Duncan as he settles into the chair, farthest away. As I reach for him, he reads my mind and scoots his chair closer, allowing our knees to touch under the table. I relax causing both men to smile.

“Can I get you another drink, London?” Duncan’s deep voice causes me to look away from Matt and back towards this incredibly sexy man. I notice women walking by our table looking envious as I sit between my handsome boyfriend and our sexy new friend. 

“Thank you, but I think I’ve had enough to drink for now.” I smile at him. I can’t help myself. 

“Well, before the evening ends I would like to order you a glass of my favorite Port.” He leans in closer to me as his hand touches my arm, gesturing for me to move closer. “It will be a nice way to end the evening,” he whispers in my ear. 

With his words, I relax. He’s letting me know the evening will end here at this crowded bar and not somewhere private, easing my anxiety. 

“I would love that, Duncan.” 

Matt grabs my hand from under the table, pulling it towards his mouth as he kisses my palm. I smile at him and return my gaze to Duncan. 

“Are you here on vacation or living here?” I ask wanting to know why he’s in London.

“Ah yes. The common question asked whenever I meet someone.” 

“I’m sorry. I don’t mean anything by that.” I’m concerned I’ve offended this handsome stranger with such a predictable question.  

He witnesses my reaction then reassures me by patting my bare knee which is now visible as the fabric of my skirt has ridden up my thigh. His hand lingers on my leg longer than I should have liked, but his hand is strong and possessive. He gives my knee a gentle squeeze and lets go. I won’t admit to myself or Matt that I like the feel of Duncan’s large hand on me. 

“Of course not. It is a common question, but obviously, an interest to most, especially another American. I’m in securities. My firm has an office in London, and so I have taken an assignment here indefinitely. What brings you here to London, London?” he asks winking at me.

“Matt does documentary film, so we’ve come here to meet with someone he will be working with in the near future.” Duncan is easy to talk to and if I hadn’t known of the original agenda I would have thoroughly enjoyed our visit. I can’t however, forget the motive of our meeting and the undercurrent of anxiety still present. 

“Where are you from?” he asks me. 

“Matt and I live in San Diego, and you? Where is your home when you’re not here in London?” I take the last sip of my drink and place it back on the table. 

“Would you believe I have a mid-century home in Palm Springs?” 

I’m about to swallow the last of the cool liquid when he answers my question. It strikes me as funny, the juxtaposition of living in sunny Palm Springs versus the sometimes dreary weather of London. 

I laugh while swallowing another sip of my drink. I choke briefly as the laugh turns to a cough. Good thing I’m not here to impress anyone, I think to myself. Both men lean in to see if I am alright.

“Honey, you okay?” Matt asks while Duncan leans in, looking equally concerned.

“Yes, I’m fine. I’m sorry, but it seems funny that you would give up Palm Springs’ weather for London’s.” 

“Yes, you’re right. The weather certainly doesn’t compare, but London is one of the most exciting cities in the world and believe me, being stationed here allows for less travel. As you can imagine, Palm Springs isn’t the epicentre of finance, so when I’m at my home I’m always travelling to meet with clients. Here, most of my clients come to me, so there is far less travel.” 

“Good point,” I respond. He notices my empty drink and gestures to the waitress and without asking orders another round. 

“I hope you don’t mind.” He places his hand on my arm and I like it. “Now tell me, what do you do for a living?” 

“I write romance novels.” I blush as I know what’s coming next. He’s going to ask me the predictable question I always get asked once people know what I do for a living.  

He shifts to the front of his chair, and without thinking I mimic his actions. Now we’re sitting close enough to each other that our knees connect. “I’m intrigued, tell me more.” He asks in a low tone close to my ear. 

Okay, I admit it, I’m impressed as he doesn’t ask the usual question about whether my books are about BDSM, but something tells me there is nothing ordinary about him. One point for Mr. Black. I then notice Matt is inching forward in hopes of catching more of the interaction between Duncan and me. It’s obvious Matt is enjoying this. 

Duncan’s stare is intense. I should look away, but I’m unable to as I answer. “My books are sexy, erotic, but there has to be an underlying storyline of love,” I say in hopes of impressing him. I know I’m blushing, but I’m still interested in what he thinks. Am I flirting? Matt is loving this, that’s obvious. 
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Our favorite Sam Smith song begins to play. Matt stands up and reaches for my hand. I follow him to the dance floor. We push our way past everyone and find a small area just for us. Matt pulls me in and wraps his arms around me. I’ve enjoyed meeting Duncan, but now I’m looking forward to going back to the hotel with my boyfriend. Matt’s going to reap the benefits if we leave soon.

“Can we go Matt?” I nuzzle closer, feeling his arousal against me. 

“Aren’t you enjoying Duncan’s company, beautiful?” Matt kisses me chastely on the lips.

“Yes, but I want to be alone with my boyfriend now.” My lips join his as I try to coax a less than chaste kiss from him. 

“The night’s still early. Let’s stay awhile longer and enjoy this place.” 

He looks deep into my eyes before giving me the kiss I crave. His lips meet mine with a new hunger. His tongue parts my lips and, without waiting for an invitation, tangles with my tongue. I’m lost in the moment. 

“Baby, you’re so beautiful when you’re turned on. I can tell. Your cheeks are flushed and your lips are swollen. You like Duncan, don’t you?” His hand that has been resting on my mid-back travels lower. When he positions me away from the other dancers he cups my ass, pushing me harder against his arousal. 

At this moment, Duncan isn’t on my mind anymore. We stop swaying as Matt stands there waiting for my response. 

“Yes, he’s nice Matt.” I try to move, but he holds me in position on the dance floor. 

“That’s not what I’m asking, London. Are you attracted to him? He starts moving again as his hand travels up and down my backside.

“He’s a very handsome man and if I were single and he asked me out, I would say yes, if that’s what you mean.”

“Sort of, but I think even under these unique circumstances he turns you on. I’ve been watching the two of you interact. It’s sexy watching you react when he touches your arm or pulls you closer to whisper something in your ear.” His mouth finds my neck and kisses me in my sweet spot before inching slowly up to my ear. 

“I know he wants you, it’s obvious to me and I’m okay with this.” 

Just then the song ends, but is immediately followed up with John Legend’s sexy voice. We start dancing again and as Matt spins me around, Duncan appears out of nowhere tapping Matt on the shoulder. I literally stop breathing. He’s asking Matt if he can cut in.

Matt nods before looking at me for my approval.  “Duncan wants to dance with you, baby.” It isn’t really a question, but he’s waiting to ensure I’m okay with this. Surprised by his appearance, I’m unable to speak. As I haven’t bolted from the dance floor, Matt takes that as a ‘yes’ and slowly inches away making room for Duncan. 

He slides in beside me. I feel the electrical charge as our hands entwine together. Duncan is taller than Matt, towering over my 5’4” frame. I noticed he was bigger than Matt when I first met him, but dancing with him here, it’s very apparent how large he is. All of the surfaces my body has accidentally touched seem hard, chiselled, although it’s hard to tell just how fit he is under his bespoke suit. 

After our hands are joined, he pulls me into him as the John Legend song demands intimacy. I’ve never liked dancing like this with anyone other than my boyfriend as it’s always felt too intimate to share with anyone else. And yet here I am with Duncan, at Matt’s insistence. 

His other hand finds the small of my back helping to keep me against him. I’m now pressed into what I can only imagine is his obviously large arousal. I’m embarrassed to consider that I may be the cause of this. I don’t have the right to cause such a reaction from him. 

His intense, penetrating eyes find mine. “London, do you have any idea how beautiful you are?” he asks leaning into me.

“Thank you.” I look away from his intense stare. He’s kind to say that, but I can’t say I agree. Matt also calls me beautiful, but I see something entirely different when I look in the mirror. I see unruly blonde hair that takes awhile to tame, my face’s unusual bone structure won’t allow me to be described as a classic beauty and my curves change constantly based on how strict I am with my diet. Why does Duncan want me?

He brings his hand up to my chin, directing me to look at him. “You are and it’s a shame you aren’t aware of your sensuality.” His fingers brush my cheek and although it feels amazing, I shouldn’t want his fingers touching me. 

I look for Matt and see him standing close to the dance floor watching us. He has a smile on his face, so he isn’t bothered by what he’s witnessing. He winks at me as he turns and walks back to our table. 

“What’s wrong London?” Duncan asks drawing my attention back towards him. He’s lowered his forehead so that it’s resting against mine. My first reaction is to pull away from him, but his hand gently holds me in place. 

“We shouldn’t be dancing together, like this.” I whisper my response. 

“What’s wrong with the two of us dancing together? Look around, I bet most of the couples on the dance floor right now were strangers a few hours ago.” 

“I have a boyfriend,” I remind him, lowering my voice.

“I know, he’s been enjoying watching us together. Didn’t you see the look in his eyes? It excites him to see us dancing closely, intimately.” His hand moves a little lower down my back, causing another shiver down my spine. 

“I should get back to Matt,” I say in a weak attempt to end this. I don’t sound very convincing. 

“London, Matt’s fine with this,” he says as he gestures towards our table. Matt is content to sit there and watch us dance. 

I need some distance between us to try to reconcile my feelings. I’m not ready to agree to anything. 

“Why me?” I ask pulling away from his embrace.

“What do you mean?” His lips are just inches away from my ear, his warm breath touching my skin. 

“Why me, when there are so many single women here vying for your attention? Look around, they’re everywhere. Wouldn’t you rather dance with someone that you’re guaranteed to take home later?” I’m not usually this forward, but this situation is anything but ordinary. 

“I wasn’t aware that I needed an excuse to dance with the most beautiful woman here.” His voice sounds different, distant. 

I fear I’ve gone too far, instead of enjoying dancing with the other most handsome man in the bar. I’ve pushed him, maybe even insulted him.

“I’m sorry Duncan, I didn’t mean to offend you.” 

“I thought we were enjoying getting to know each other. Am I mistaken?” He waits for a reaction.

I shake my head, he’s not mistaken. I was enjoying his company. When I don’t contradict him, he pulls me closer. I don’t pull back from his movement and without hesitation his lips touch my cheek before he leans into my ear again. “Unless we spend time together, how will you ever feel comfortable with me?” His lips brush my earlobe before travelling down my neck. 

My body shivers, I can’t help it as his lips skim across my flesh. I can tell he’s skilled in kissing and no doubt, everything else. I lean in giving him easier access to my neck. Why did I do that? As we move around the dance floor my eyes lock with Matt’s. My first inclination is to pull away, but Matt has a huge smile on his face. He’s enjoying this, maybe even a little too much. 

I look up at Duncan and our eyes meet. I see a mixture of desire and something else, permission? My lips part as he leans down and kisses me. His strong, yet soft lips touch mine. A small moan escapes me as I experience a first kiss with a sexy stranger. His tongue finds mine and strokes it with the perfect amount of pressure. His hands hold me firmly against him as we stop dancing. 

We are now standing still amongst the couples on the dance floor. It isn’t an unlikely scene at a club, but not one that I usually participate in. I shouldn’t have liked it, but I did. My next thought goes to Matt. Oh, my god, what is he thinking? My eyes open and search for him. 

He’s now standing closer to the dance floor. His grin even bigger, but there is something else. I can see desire in his eyes as he watches me, his girlfriend, kiss another man. It’s the same look, the one he tried to describe to me, of a man aroused by watching his girlfriend with another man. 

This image of Matt is what I need. I snap out of the moment, pulling away from Duncan and rush to the ladies’ room. Standing in front of the mirror, I carefully splash water on my face. Even though I’m done with this evening, I don’t want to walk out with racoon eyes from dripping mascara. I stare at my reflection. What just happened? I close my eyes and see images of Duncan’s intense stare, sexy eyes and his mouth descending on me. 

The door opens and the familiar sound of my favorite band, the Chainsmokers enters the small space, followed by two tipsy girls. They smile at me in the reflection of the mirror as they begin to primp beside me. I force a polite smile back at them, dabbing my forehead before I walk out of the ladies’ room. 

I see them, dammit. Matt and Duncan are waiting for me. Now what? Should I go over and confront the situation, or should I be a coward and bolt? Although the latter appeals to me, I muster the courage and walk straight towards them. Reaching the table, Matt extends his hand to me. Reluctantly, I accept it as he pulls me against him. 

In an attempt to comfort me, Matt embraces me. Facing Duncan, our eyes meet, and I see genuine concern in them. He gives me a little smile, his eyes crinkling in the corner and I know then that is not the last encounter with Duncan. 
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The cab ride is quiet. Matt holding my hand against my thigh. Our legs are pressed up against one another as we’ve made room for Duncan. Matt offers to share our cab with him even after our dance floor scene. 

We drive through the streets of London which are becoming familiar just as our stay is winding down. This area, however is unfamiliar to me. I wonder what part of the city Duncan lives in. Close to the financial district, I figure. 

As if Matt’s reading my mind, he asks Duncan the question.  “Duncan, whereabouts is your flat?” 

“I’m living in the Canary Wharf district. It’s one of two financial districts here. The area is great, close to work and popular amongst ex-pats. Just a few more minutes and we’ll be there.” 

I listen to the conversation as they make polite small talk. Minutes later, the cab pulls up in front of an upscale building near the water. Duncan reaches into his pocket to pay for the ride, but Matt shakes his head and insists we cover it. Duncan nods in appreciation before turning his attention to me.

“London, it was lovely to meet you. I apologize if our meeting was uncomfortable...” His eyes look past me and down the street as if searching for something before continuing. “That was not my attention. I guess there isn’t any way I could make it up to you by inviting you both in for a nightcap?”

Matt squeezes my hand. “Duncan, I’m fine and it’s not necessary to apologize. I think we should be going.” 

“Honey, let’s just have one drink.” Matt pleads with me.

“Matt, I believe the lady has made up her mind.” Duncan begins to shut the cab door. 

“Wait...” My hand stretches out to stop the cab door from closing. I’m not sure why I’m suddenly agreeing to the drink, but Duncan’s face expresses genuine regret. To end the night in the back of the cab like this seems wrong. 

“Yes, London,” Duncan says holding open the door.

“Well, if you promise your offer only extends to a quick nightcap, then we accept.”

Matt bustles around for cab fare as Duncan helps me out of the cab. His hand caresses my lower back as I steady myself and my stilettos on the cobblestone sidewalk.

Matt hops out of the cab as the car drives off leaving the three of us standing in front of Duncan’s building. We ride the elevator, or lift, as Matt corrects me, to the 14th floor. The doors open into a quiet hallway and only a few steps down the hall is the door leading into Duncan’s suite. 

He unlocks the door and I’m awestruck by the floor-to-ceiling windows in front of me, overlooking the waterway. I slip off my heels and hurry across the hardwoods to the glass. Matt follows behind and stands behind me with his hand
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