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"Bye dear, I'll be home a little late again" Trent kissed Monique's forehead before rushing out the door, briefcase in hand, his tie slightly askew. The scent of his cologne lingered in the air, a faint reminder of his presence. Monique, feeling a bit neglected and craving excitement, decided to explore the nearby art galleries. Her heart fluttered at the thought of the art, but also the potential for human connection, a spark she hadn't felt in their new life in London.

As she was putting on her clothes before venturing out for a pop into the nearby cafe she thought of how her new life in London, only a couple of weeks old, was going.  It was only 3 months ago her and Trent got married and now here she was living in the posh neighborhood of Chelsea, London, moving from their home in Philadelphia.  It was all so surreal, but she was starting to feel like something was missing.  The apartment was beautiful but cold and empty without people in it.  She missed her friends, her job, her life.  She needed to find a job, she needed to find her place here in this new life.  As she applied her makeup she thought to herself how today she was going to try to meet a friend, anyone, someone new she could have a chat with, or coffee, so she wouldn't just feel like a house wife now waiting for her husband to come home from work.

Monique stepped out into the crisp London air, the sound of the city bustling around her was a stark contrast to the quietude of their apartment. She was in a workout outfit even though she hadn't yet tried a yoga or pilates class since she moved here. She figured it would be a good conversation starter if she saw someone dressed similarly. As she walked down the cobblestone streets, she couldn't help but feel the gentle sway of her hips, the tight material of her leggings hugging every curve of her body. She caught a glimpse of herself in a shop window and took a moment to admire her reflection, her heart-shaped ass looked phenomenal.

The cafe was a quaint little place with an allure of European charm that she hadn't found back in Philadelphia. She pushed open the door and was immediately enveloped by the warm scent of freshly baked scones and the rich aroma of dark roast coffee. She scanned the room, hoping to spot someone she could approach, but everyone was lost in their laptops or deep in conversation. 

She decided to sit there while she looked out the window perusing the street to see if any store tempted her, or if anyone walking by that might look like someone she would be friends with.  She noticed a couple of ladies around her age across the street walking into a cosmetic store dressed like they had just come from yoga.

She finished her coffee and briskly hurried across the street, before walking up to the cosmetic shop door nonchalantly, her heart racing with excitement. As she was about to step in, her foot caught on a loose cobblestone, sending her flying forward into the arms of a stranger. She looked up, her cheeks flushing with embarrassment, to find herself staring into the eyes of a man so handsome, she felt a jolt of electricity run through her body. His smile was infectious, his eyes a deep blue that seemed to twinkle with mischief. He was tall, with dark hair that had the perfect amount of dishevel, giving him a mysterious yet approachable aura.

"Oh my goodness, I'm so sorry!" Monique stuttered, trying to regain her balance. The stranger chuckled, his laugh a deep rumble that seemed to resonate within her. He had a charming British accent that made her knees feel like jelly. "No need to apologize, love. You just made my day a little more interesting," he said, his grip on her waist tightening slightly before releasing her.

Her cheeks were aflame with embarrassment, but she couldn't help but feel drawn to this mysterious man. His smile was like a warm embrace, and she found herself smiling back, her eyes lingering on his full, kissable lips. "Thank you," she murmured, her voice softer than she had intended. "I'm Monique."

The stranger's eyes lit up with a spark she hadn't anticipated. "Ah, a lovely name for a lovely lady," he said, his gaze lingering on her. "I'm James. Now, are you okay after that little tumble?"

Monique felt a flutter in her stomach that was foreign yet oddly comforting. "I'm fine, James," she said, brushing a stray lock of hair from her face. She couldn't tear her eyes away from his, as if they held secrets she desperately needed to uncover. "I was actually trying to get into the yoga class next door, but I think I've missed it," she lied, hoping to find common ground with him.

"Well I'm glad I could be of service, carry on." James winked before turning around to walk the other way, "Wait..." she called after him, feeling a sudden desperation to keep him around, "I don't suppose you know any good spots around here for someone like me to make friends?"  She was embarrassed and sounded like a child who just arrived at a new school after her parents moved to another state.

James turned back around stretching out his hand to her, "I believe you've just met one. Let's take a stroll and I'll show you around. Maybe we'll bump into some of my friends." He winked again, and she couldn't help but feel a strange thrill at the idea of being seen with such a charismatic man.

They walked side by side, their conversation flowing as easily as the river Thames nearby. James pointed out various shops and cafes, telling her stories of his own adventures in the area, making her laugh with his wry wit and clever anecdotes. Monique felt like she had come out of this boring slumber she had been in for the past week after the initial chaos of moving to a new country had slightly settled.  But this was a man who was making her excited and having fun with and she was married, she thought to herself trying to dull down her feelings.

As they turned a corner, James led her into a narrow alleyway, the cobblestones giving way to a cobblestone path lined with ivy-covered walls. "This is one of my favorite spots," he whispered, his breath warm against her ear, giving her goosebumps on her arms. The alley ended in a hidden courtyard, a small oasis of greenery in the concrete jungle. He leaned against a brick wall, his body mere inches from hers. She could feel the heat emanating from him, and it was intoxicating.

"Monique, tell me," he said, his voice low and velvety, "have you ever felt like you're missing something? Something... more than friends or hobbies?" His gaze was intense, his eyes searching hers for something deeper. Monique's heart raced. She had felt that way, but she had never put it into words. She nodded, her throat dry.

Without warning, James leaned in and claimed her lips with a hunger that stole her breath. His kiss was fiery, his tongue probing and demanding, leaving no room for doubt or hesitation. Her body responded instinctively, arching towards him, her arms wrapping around his neck. The scent of him was intoxicating, a heady mix of sandalwood and something darker, something that made her pulse quicken.

As they kissed, his hand slid down her back, cupping her ass and pulling her closer. The fabric of her leggings was no barrier to the heat of his touch, and she could feel his arousal pressing against her. Monique's mind was a whirlwind of sensations, the feel of his firm grip, the taste of him, and the sound of their mingled breaths in the quiet courtyard.

She pushed him away slightly to stop the kiss, "James..I can't...I'm married," she breathed out. But the desire in his eyes didn't waver, "Married, but not truly satisfied, are you?" he whispered, his voice like a seductive serenade. He stepped closer to her again, his hand on her wrist and pulled her towards him and began another passionate kiss that was more intense than the first one. She didn't resist, her body was a traitor to her mind. Her hands grabbed his face as he kissed her deeper, his teeth grazed her bottom lip sending a wave of pleasure through her.

"I live a few blocks away" James whispered as his hands slid up her back and into her hair, holding her in place as his kisses grew more demanding. "Come with me, let me show you what true temptation feels like." Monique's body was a symphony of desire, each kiss a crescendo that drowned out the faint voice of reason in her mind. She found herself
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