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WHAT OTHERS ARE SAYING …

 5 Stars! “Cynthia Ainsworthe’s writing is fun, sexy
and exciting. She uses her creativity and femaleness and turns it
into pure sex and heart-stopping suspense. They are well-written
reads. Once you start to read one, you won’t want to put it down
because you know you’re in for a juicy ride.” ~~ Terri Garber,
renowned actress of screen and television.

Quote by Terri Garber used with her
permission.

Ms. Garber portrayed feisty Ashton
Main opposite Patrick Swayze in the miniseries adapted
from John Jakes’ novels North and South, book 1, 2, and 3,
as well her role as Leslie Carrington in Dynasty;
roles in As the Word Turns; Sporting Chance; Law and Order; Cold
Case; and innumerable other credits. Terri Garber's IMDb

 


5 Stars! “I have read thousands
of works from amateurs to Bestsellers that are looking to be
adapted to film. Cynthia’s writing is a perfect example of the
quality that I look for in such a novel. The elegance of dialog and
titillating description fits in nicely with those of the
Bestsellers and transitions beautifully to the screen.” ~~
Scott C. Brown, renowned Hollywood screenwriter, director, and
producer of screen and television.

Mr. Scott C Brown is known for Andre
Norton: The Grand Dame of Science Fiction & Fantasy (2016),
Temecula Uncorked and Superman vs Doomsday (2017). 
Scott C. Brown's IMDb

 


5 Stars! A riveting and
original novel

“…Front Row Center" is a superbly crafted,
riveting and original…face-paced narrative … confidently
recommended for readings who prefer their romance literature to be
sophisticated, complex, thoughtful, thought-provoking, and
thoroughly entertaining.” ~ Midwest Book Review.

 


5 Stars! “This romance has it
all... lust, love, suspense, danger... Great job!” ~~
Huffington Reviews on novel Remember?, review at Barnes
& Noble.com.

 


5 Stars! “Cynthia
Ainsworthe is one of those talented new writers that rewards
readers to move past the NYT best seller lists. Glad I discovered
her book.” ~ T. R. Heinan.

 


5 Stars! “The best in the
series! This is the third book in Ms. Ainsworthe's Forbidden Series
and in my opinion, the best of the set. The writing is crisper. The
plot more subtle. The intrigue more devious. It's a genuine page
turner. You just can't let it go. If you enjoyed the first two
books in the series, wait till you read this one. You'll love
it!” Review of Forbidden Footsteps ~ Mark J. Dye at
Amazon.

 


5 Stars! “Great Romance Novel.
Very Steamy. What a great story. I found Cynthia B Ainsworthe's
Forbidden Footsteps for a great price and swooped it up. I've only
read a few romance novels but this one was a delight. It was hot
and had plenty of sexual tension as Cindy Hasting, leaving an old
life behind to start a new one, begins a romantic and lustful
relationship with French rocker Jean-Claude Le Grand who likes to
play head games. There are plenty of adult situations as Cindy
ventures into Paris's dark underworld. I hope author Cynthia B
Ainsworthe writes more like this. I highly recommend to those
looking for a lusty romance novel.” Review of Forbidden
Footsteps ~ Therealbg at Amazon.

 


“Ainsworthe's unique talent enables her to
…capture the essence of the love the partners feel for one
another...” ~ Trish Jackson, author and editor

 


5 Stars! “‘Remember?’ by
Cynthia B. Ainsworthe, the sequel to the IPPY award-winning ‘Front
Row Center’, is a fantastic contemporary romance novel following
the lives of Taylor Allen and the world-famous singer and icon
Larry Davis. Cynthia is a very gifted storyteller who effortlessly
creates well-developed characters and engaging storylines. You are
quickly drawn in and kept guessing about what will happen next.
If you enjoy a dramatic and intriguing fast-paced love story
that you can’t put down, then this is the book for you!” ~
Alexandria Matthews, editor

 


5 Stars! Wonderful read for
the true romantic

“…a story gripped me so well and keep me up all
night reading. Excellent story that really tugged at my heart. I
highly recommend this to anyone who is a hardcore romantic...”
~ Andrew Winton on Front Row Center.


ENDORSEMENT ...

 A few words from a literary scholar, a
famed and prestigious author about Dangerous Reach...

 


Love can be a dangerous game.

 


When we first meet Amelia Hollingsworth, she
seems not only to have it all but to be in charge, a modern duchess
if ever there was one. Despite being married, Amelia is sexually on
the prowl and boldly tries to seduce every young man she wants.
After meeting Trenton Lowe at a swank London marriage party, she
agrees to visit the movie producer in glamorous Hollywood.
Gradually, though, her lovely life begins to turn sinister and
sour. She finds she no longer pulls the strings but is forced to
dance herself.

What I like most in Dangerous Reach is
the creepy uncertainty as well as the deadly and mysterious forces
that begin to control and threaten her life. The many different
questions kept me reading. Will Amelia’s new lover save her from
calamity, or will she perish as the price for loving him? Will
Trenton himself survive? Finally, what is the true face and
motivation of her evil enemy(ies) and what course should she follow
(if any) to save Trenton and herself?

John B. Rosenman, multi-award-winning
author

 



IN DEDICATION …

 To
Cindy, my loving daughter. You are always there offering support
and love, eager to see me succeed. You’re a true blessing in my
life.

 


To Mitch, my husband. These years seem to fly
by. I look at you and still see the loving man who is, and has been
there from the very beginning, never faltering in your immense love
and confidence in me.

 


To Mark and Adrienne. From the time when my
wanting to write a novel was a mere item on my bucket list, your
love and encouragement spurred me on and never wavered. Thank you
so much.

 


To all my fan readers. Your loyalty is
priceless. If it wasn’t for you, my stories would remain in the
dark.


IN ACKNOWLEDGMENT
…

To Trish Jackson, my wonderful editor. You
are a jewel in my life, always ready to help and listen. No
question is too trivial for your complete and unending attention.
You are forever eager to investigate one more issue.

 


My gratitude to John B. Rosenman, a talented
author and generous person on so many levels. Your encouragement
has spurred me on to push myself to higher levels, forever striving
to find that perfect word or elegant prose.

 


My heartfelt thanks to those who assisted me
in the creation of Dangerous Reach. Sincere advice is a
treasured gift.



Victoria
Embankment, London
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Location of Corinthia at purple mark, on Whitehall
Place across from Whitehall Court.


“Reaching for more …

can be dangerous …”

~~ CB Ainsworthe

 


 


DANGEROUS REACH


 One

 “DON’T GO NEAR that
hellcat, Trenton,” David Carson advised his American friend with a
smooth English accent. “She’ll have you for dinner and will expect
you to thank her for the privilege of being devoured.” His
twinkling brown eyes let his American friend know he knew secrets
of London’s who’s who. A chiseled jaw and striking features caused
the female members of the crew to give this Londoner a second
glance on more than one occasion.

Trenton Lowe’s mouth dried. He swallowed a
couple of times. I hope she’s single. What a knock out! He
fought the beginnings of his arousal as he scrutinized the shapely
redhead flitting around the cocktail area filled with royal and
prestigious wedding guests. A few young men circled around her like
sharks closing in on their next meal.

A slight fragrance from rose displays mixed
with subdued conversation filled the room. He stood next to David,
his new British friend and co-producer outside the ballroom at
Claridge’s in Mayfair, London, enjoying the champagne and
delicacies served on silver trays by white-gloved waiters. Soft
silver sounds from a string quartet elevated the ambiance to
refined gentility.

Trenton didn’t know many of the guests and
sized up this gathering as being similar to the insincere Hollywood
parties his profession demanded he attend. The only difference was
this English beauty sashaying about the room, playing the sublime
hostess role to the hilt. Is she truly this audacious or
overacting?

He nudged David’s elbow. “I have no idea why
I’m invited. I have no connection to these people.”

“This April wedding fete is meant to impress.
Word is, the infamous duchess orchestrated the entire event
eclipsing much input from the bride’s mother.” His friend spoke in
a low tone, careful not to be overheard. “You are here to meet the
groom, Amelia’s cousin—Stuart Dumont-Bradford, ol’ chap. He’s
written a novel or has nearly completed it and she most likely
hopes that you will produce the blasted thing, making it the next
blockbuster on the big screen.” David’s cynical chuckle erupted,
running his hand through his medium brown hair. “The groom is a new
marquess and viscount. He’s not properly royal.”

“How’s that?” British doubletalk drives me
crazy.

“He doesn’t require to be addressed as
a royal.” He took a hefty swallow of champagne from his glass.
“Prefers to be addressed as ‘mister’, of all things—ruddy damn
improper if you ask me—damn improper.”

“Who placed me on the guest list? Stuart?”
Trenton sipped from the slender flute. He couldn’t pull his eyes
from her image. It was as if she were a phantasm drawing him
in.

“No. He’s too polite for such an obvious
overture.” David lifted his glass slightly in her direction. “That
vivacious redheaded lovely over there—the one in the bright green
dress—a spitfire and devil-may-care vixen—Amelia Hollingsworth, the
Duchess of Steffenfordshire.” He chuckled, then smirked. “You’re in
bloody good company. Mostly nobles and royals here, save for the
bride and her relatives. Though, the bride’s stepfather is the
renowned Larry Davis—Yank singer and composer extraordinaire. When
you meet her, address her as ‘Your Grace’. If you yourself were
royal, then you would call her ‘duchess’. I was invited for the
same purpose—networking and PR to elevate the groom’s
endeavors.”

“I had no idea.” He chewed on a shrimp canapé
from the rounding waiter while sizing up the beauty with the
massive head of hair. “Tell me more about the duchess. She
free?”

“Only if you’re young.” He eyed his friend’s
face. “Though you look youthful for your age, you don’t fit into
that category and neither do I. She’s more than a challenge for any
stout-hearted bloke.”

“I’ve never walked away from a challenge—too
pigheaded for that.” Trenton continued to study her from across the
room. “She married?”

“Oh yes, to the duke.” David seemed delighted
in relating the gossip about her. “Alistair doesn’t care for her.
He has … other interests.”

He licked his lips. A force made him want to
taste her kiss, feel her warmth pressing against him. “If I had a
wife like Amelia, I wouldn’t leave her alone. I’d have her in the
bed, on the sofa, wherever I could find privacy.”

David stared at his friend. “Feeling a bit
randy? She’s more than a handful—too much for me.”

“Sounds like my kind of woman.” Trenton gazed
at her, contemplating his new quest.

“You haven’t been divorced that long. You’re
ready to jump back into those same old brambles?” David laughed.
“What are you, masochistic?” He elbowed his friend’s arm. “Try out
the waters of beauties before settling on one—get your sea legs
back.”

“It’s not my sea legs I’m concerned with.” He
wet his lips again and ran his finger between his neck and shirt
collar. “There’s a mystique about her.”

“Yes. She does have that—in spades.” David
finished his drink in one swallow. “It’s well-known she pays for
her young lovers.”

Amelia smiled beguilingly at one of the
waiters. Trenton watched her slip a card from her purse onto the
tray. The young man smiled and tucked it into his uniform jacket
pocket.

She’s smooth. Doesn’t she realize that most
in this room know what she’s up to? Doesn’t she care about negative
gossip?

“How about an introduction?” Trenton’s eyes
remained fixed on her, Amelia’s every nuance burned into his
memory.

“That’s easy.” David placed his empty glass
on the waiter’s passing tray. “Follow me.”

The two men squeezed through the milling
guests, making apologies as they approached her. David lightly
tapped Amelia’s shoulder. She turned to him and flashed an
electrifying smile at Trenton. Her eyes gave him a silent
invitation. Or was that what he hoped the message was from her?

The English co-producer sported a broad
smile. “Your Grace, may I introduce you to a dear American friend
of mine?”

She smiled with an arched eyebrow, giving him
an up and down appraisal. “By all means.”

He continued, “I’m pleased to introduce Mr.
Trenton Lowe, Hollywood producer and a fine connoisseur of all
things beautiful and creative, and—”

She spoke before David could complete the
introduction. “Very pleased to meet you, Mr. Lowe. I’m Amelia
Hollingsworth, the Duchess of Steffenfordshire, and a connoisseur
of all things pleasurable and tasty. Please call me Amelia. I find
titles such a bore, as well as those who have them, equally so. Of
course there are exceptions—my cousin Stuart Dumont-Bradford, for
one. He’s an extremely talented author.”

She’s certainly direct. “I’m very
happy to meet you.” He knew her melodious voice would haunt him
night and day. Her green eyes with blue borders gleamed with
mischief and would be difficult to forget, the color of pine with
patches of sunlight. Bedroom eyes. He could stare into them all
night and well into dawn and beyond.

Amelia cleared her throat, breaking his
intense thoughts. She flashed him a sassy smirk and cocked her
head, obviously sensing what was in his mind.

She extended her hand. Trenton took it gently
in his, not certain if he should leave a kiss on her glove. Her
middle finger gently stroked his palm. He got her message—loud and
clear. His mouth grew dry again causing him to swallow hard.

“So you make movies?” She stepped past the
two men and gestured for them to follow her to the side of the
room. “I find that utterly fascinating.”

“Your Grace, a few movies have my name
attached to them.” The words scratched past his raspy throat. He
took a glass of champagne from the waiter’s tray. Any minute
she’ll serve me the pitch on a silver platter.

David left to socialize with the other
wedding guests.

“Please, call me Amelia. Remember, I
already told you that. Titles and royal protocol are tiring
and meant for stuffy snobs.” She edged closer. “I’ve never had a
Hollywood producer before.” She sipped her drink and looked up at
him beneath her long false eyelashes. “Are you tasty?”

Trenton coughed loudly and nearly choked on
the effervescent liquid. He took a napkin to his mouth. “No one has
evaluated me in those terms. You are very frank in a refreshing
sort of way.” He glanced at her cleavage. She does have nice
tits. She grinned while her eyes followed his, clearly enjoying
him appraising her assets. “Back to your question. I haven’t had
any complaints.”

Amelia inclined her head and raised an
eyebrow. “You haven’t been evaluated by me. I have very high
standards.”

Trenton stepped back to the point where he
felt a chair against his legs. “You are assuming that I would want
your critique.”

Amelia smiled and ran her tongue along the
upper edge of her teeth. “You like the chase? A bit of a challenge
induces or strengthens a rising?”

His brows arched. “A ‘rising’? I don’t
understand.”

She chuckled and fingered his jacket lapel.
“That’s British talk for an erection … I assume you still have
them?”

Trenton’s face warmed. “Yes. But, that isn’t
something I normally discuss, especially at a wedding
reception.”

What will she do? Pitch Stuart’s novel
through the back door? Trying to keep me off balance?

“I never go for soporific party talk.” She
winked. “Too much time can be wasted with the superficiality of
niceties, only to be left wanting when the meat is separated from
the bone.” She touched her décolletage, drawing in his focus. “The
bone is what counts. Don’t you agree, Trent?”

He cleared his throat. “It depends on which
perspective. By the way… my name is Trenton.”

“To me,” her tongue slowly ran across her
lips, “you are known as Trent. That is the name I’ve chosen.”

“You have, have you?” He glanced briefly
around the room. “What if I don’t like being called Trent?”

“After one night with me, you would like any
name I call you.” She sipped her champagne. “Yet, it doesn’t have
to be at night. Mornings and afternoons are good, too.”

“Amelia, how can you be so blatant?” Is
her husband near? “Aren’t you worried about gossip?” He shot a
brief glance to the wedding guests and then back to her eyes,
captivating eyes he couldn’t escape.

“I swim in gossip—especially if it’s about
me.” She took her calling card from her purse and slipped it into
his inside jacket pocket. Her fingers lingered on his chest. He
enjoyed the warmth of her touch. It raised his core temperature a
few degrees.

“I was told you’re married.” He took another
swallow. “What makes you think I’m interested in a married
woman?”

“If you weren’t, you would have left after
the first introductions.” She moved a step closer. “Alistair has
his diversions, too. We have an understanding. He doesn’t mind in
the least.”

I can nearly feel her breasts against my
chest. Her fragrance enveloped him—another detail that would
haunt him. His pulse quickened even more.

A young man approached and whispered in her
ear. Without a word she turned and flicked him off like an annoying
mosquito.

“Am I keeping you from something, or
someone?” I bet he’s one of her diversions.

“Oh, him?” She turned and watched the man
walk away. “They’re a penny a dozen. Like Alistair, he understands.
He’ll be replaced when I tire of him.” She returned her attention
to Trenton, inclining her head in an enticing fashion. Her finger
tapped his chest. “I might have found his replacement already.”

“I’m at the backside of thirty and don’t
intend on being a plaything for a bored woman who has nothing
better to do than to pay young men to entertain her.” She is
totally off-the-wall and extremely spoiled.

“I never said I paid anyone!” The
seductiveness in her face faded as her eyes pierced his, and she
spoke with steely softness. “Before you listen to gossip, Mr. Lowe,
you had better verify your sources. I don’t need to pay. Men
clamor for my attention.”

I hit a hot button there. “I
apologize. I was way out of line.”

“Quite right.” She pouted as her fingertip
drifted to her cleavage.

Desire clouded Trenton’s eyes and drove his
actions. “Maybe we could meet for a, a cup of tea?”

I can’t believe I’m asking her out. She’s
a married woman, and a royal at that, not to mention a spoiled
brat.

“After insulting me, you plan to make up for
that verbal assault with tea?” A small smile curled the corners of
her mouth.

“I’m in London for a while, working on a
movie deal, I mean filming a movie.” Flustered, he rubbed his
forehead. “Lunch? Maybe dinner would be better for you?”

“Your proposal is sounding better by leaps
and bounds … almost as good as what it takes to rumple the sheets.”
As she talked, he watched her breasts rise and fall with each deep
breath. “I prefer dinner. My afternoons have been rather booked
with one charity or another, not to mention the boys.”

Trenton pulled out his phone and checked his
schedule. “Next Thursday is open. Where should I pick you up—at
your place?”

“Where are you staying?” Amelia took a
swallow of champagne, her eyes boring into his.

“The Corinthia. You know where it is?”
That was dumb. Of course she knows where it is. She lives in
London.

Her smile held a trace of a smirk. “I think I
can find it.” She slowly stroked the stem of the flute. “Shall we
say seven for Thursday next?”

“Seven it is. Unless you want to come
sooner.” He leaned down, feeling a surge of confidence.

“‘Come sooner’?” She chuckled. “I like your
choice of words. I had better come first, if you get my drift.” The
tip of her tongue slipped between her lips.

“You may be disappointed.” He moved closer
and whispered, his head all but touching hers, “I have no intention
of bedding you.”

“That’s your lack of intention—not mine.” Her
fingers traced his jaw slowly. “The duchess always gets her target
… and the target is always grateful for it.”

“I’m only taking you out to dinner as an
apology—nothing more.” Why am I so attracted to her?

Amelia patted his chest. “Yes. That’s the
premise to fit with social convention.”

“As I mentioned before,” How am I going to
make her understand? “you are married. I’m not
comfortable getting involved when a husband is in the picture.”
Her lips are like raspberry jam dropped into a bowl of cream. I
could watch her mouth move all day not to mention those tits. I
wonder if they’re real and how they’d feel.

“You’ll have to do better than that.” Her
free hand grazed his thigh.

Is she gonna grab my dick next? No one
seems to notice her, or if they do, they don’t care.

“Seriously, maybe dinner was a bad idea.”
I want her. Why? She’s forward and obvious.

“Ridiculous! We can have a nice friendly
dinner.” Her seductive smile intrigued him and spawned lewd images
of them together. “Besides, I might have only been playing with
you. I love games of all sorts. If I merely suggest something, it
doesn’t mean I’m serious.”

“I-I have never met anyone as free-spoken as
you.” Her body is driving me insane. Damn! I want her!

“Yes. I’m a rare breed.” She looked about the
room. “I must go and mingle. Time to check up on the bride and
groom.” As she left, she called back to him, clearly not caring if
guests overheard. “Thursday at seven. Don’t keep me waiting, nor
wanting. Bring the condoms.”

Trenton nodded. He glanced at eavesdroppers
and smiled, trying to hide his embarrassment. A few eyed him and
smirked, obviously recognizing Amelia’s new target.

Her temper is as fiery as her hair—that
makes me hot! Is she just one big tease wrapped in a gorgeous
British package? Will I give in to her? Oh man, I want to. No woman
has ever gotten the better of me, except for my bitch of an
ex.


Two

 CLIVE BRADFORD NOTICED
Alistair Hollingsworth, his cousin-in-law, motion to him.
Compliments bounced off his ears as he made his way through the
wedding guests and walked to the fringes of the room during the
cocktail hour. “Such a lovely wedding you’ve given your son”, “This
is the wedding of the year,” as well as “What a smashing event!
Tomorrow’s newspapers will be all abuzz.”

“Jolly good hosting.” Alistair jutted his
chin to the bride and groom enjoying the reception. “They make a
pretty couple. Seem right happy.”

“I would’ve preferred he married a girl of
social standing instead of a liberal-thinking Yank.” Clive took a
large swallow of scotch from his glass. “She has the social graces
of a gutter snipe.”

“All the same, he looks happy.” Alistair
arched a brow. “How did you and Stuart reconnect? No one ever knew
you had a son. You’ve been rather mysterious on that point—almost
as if you’re hiding a cloak and dagger scheme.” He chuckled and
sized up his cousin. “You’re so silent—one would think your son is
an operative for MI6.”

“Not nearly as dark as all that.” He shifted
his weight and tightened his grip around his drink. “Instead of
inquiring about my son, what about your wife, Amelia?” He eyed her
with more than a modicum of suspicion.

“Nothing unusual on that front.” Alistair
looked over in her direction as she flirted with a group of male
admirers. “She’s merely looking for her next replacement. She has
her extracurricular activities and I have mine. The royals accept
her behavior—even joke about it.” An amused smile flashed. “She
revels in that type of adulation.”

“Indeed. Aren’t you concerned that she might
find someone who would steal her away from you?” Alistair is a
fool.

He raised his brows and smiled broadly. “Are
you serious, ol’ man? Not after all these years. We have an
understanding. She has a ruddy grand title, and I have her
money.”

Clive stiffened. With glass in hand, he
pointed with his index finger, emphasizing his words. “You have her
money until she divorces you.” How can he be so blind to the
possibilities? “Don’t forget her late father’s—my first
cousin’s entail—that can’t be broken. He had made a point of
mentioning that very fact to me.”

“Why are you digging all this up?” Alistair’s
eyes narrowed. “I know nothing more than what I see. Apparently,
you and I are looking at the same woman and arriving at different
conclusions. Your displeasure with your new daughter-in-law has
soured your perspective. Have another drink and celebrate your new
rightful heir.”

I’m sick of his ramblings. He’s stupid and
will remain so with his dying breath. “Not that this will
interest you a twit, but I’ve been invited to speak at Harvard in
the States to impart my vast knowledge to young medical
students.”

“Good show, ol’ chap. How did you pull that
one off?” Alistair eyed a young waiter as he wet his lips.

“No effort on my part. The Harvard Board
recognized my expertise and accomplishments.” He watched Cindy
thank guests across the room for coming to the wedding.

Damn that Amelia for ruining my life. She
even insisted the bride’s gown be designed by the same
establishment that Lady Diana had. What did she care—it wasn’t
coming out of her coffers.

Clive looked at his cousin. “We better make
our way to the ballroom. The announcement will be made soon for the
new lord and lady to make their official
appearance.”

Alistair nodded, put down his drink on a
server’s tray, and followed his friend.

~~***~~

All white décor with rose centerpieces on
tall pedestals at each table added an understated refinement in the
ballroom. Claridge’s held the prestigious reputation as the most
fashionable hotel in London society. Mirrors and opposing windows
presented a sophisticated elegance.

After the required dancing of bride and
groom, and family members had joined in, Stuart took a break by
sitting next to his bride at the wedding table.

Clive strode over to his son with cool
confidence and a determined look. “We need to speak.” He silently
cursed his rotten luck and wished for the umpteenth time that the
boy had never been able to trace his roots and verify their
relationship as father and son.

Stuart looked up, kissed Cindy’s cheek, and
followed his father to the quieter cocktail area in the outer
room.

“Are you going to give me a lecture about not
squandering the family fortune?” He looked directly at Clive.

“No. You seem levelheaded. I want to ensure
that you know the family rules.” Deep lines furrowed in his
forehead as his eyes grew cold.

“What are those, father dear?” Stuart stood
with a quiet arrogance that drove Clive mad.

“Family confidences are to be kept strictly
in the family,” he barked, then poked his son’s chest for emphasis.
“Don’t get any ideas of putting what you suspect in your next
novel. That could ruin both of us.”

He should thank me for all I’ve given him,
even if it was the result of a blackmail scheme by Amelia.

“My, my, threatening your son on his wedding
day.” His chuckle smacked of sarcasm. “You are as melodramatic as
your pompous life, filled with protocol and insincerity with one
goal in mind—how to keep your world whole with no fraying edges
caused by those whom you deem as unworthy.”

“I’m impressed. You can link more than two
words together.” Clive shot a sideways glance. Amelia and a man
stood not far from them, apparently in their own private
conversation. He returned his attention to Stuart. “Just keep your
mouth shut—that includes your writings. People of quality don’t air
their laundry in public—dirty or otherwise.” He scowled and threw a
final threat at his son as he started back to the ballroom.
“Remember, you take me down, and you will fall first. The family
shares in not only the good, but the bad also.” He’s so bloody
cheeky after all I’ve done for him. I hope to hell he behaves.
He hasn’t been properly brought up—way too common.

He glanced contemptuously at Amelia. She
is the one to watch out for, though. Always mixing things up. She’s
out to get me—I can smell her intent from here.

~~***~~

Amelia watched Clive leave his son and return
to the festivities in the ballroom. She hurried over to Stuart,
stopping him before he had a chance to leave. She touched his arm
lightly. Trenton waited a few feet behind them.

“Stuart, what the bloody hell was that all
about?” Her eyes darted back and forth across his face. “Did he
threaten you?”

“Not exactly.” He adjusted his tie as if
Clive’s words still made him uncomfortable. “Warned me to keep
quiet about the family skeletons and such. Something to the fact
that if he falls, so will I.”

Will Clive ever stop with his threats?
“Leave Clive to me. He may have all those fancy degrees, but my
cunning is sharper than his scalpel.” She looked back at Trenton,
then returned her attention to Stuart. “Return to Cindy. You two
will be on your honeymoon in a few hours. Forget about the source
of your birthright—he’s not worth the effort.”

She watched Stuart leave to rejoin the
others. I’ll have to look after him. He has the Bradford
cockiness, but I bet he’s never dealt with someone like his
father.

Trenton touched her shoulder. Kindness
colored his eyes. “Is there a problem?”

“Nothing that I can’t handle.” She licked her
lips and tilted her head. “The only real problem is first—I don’t
have a drink, and the second—I’m not in your arms.”

He cocked an eyebrow and flashed a smug
smile. “I can accommodate both instances.”

“It’s what comes next that is the true test.”
She slid her tongue along the edge of her upper teeth.

“A test?” His fingers danced down Amelia’s
back, making her shiver beneath the silk fabric. “I do very well at
tests of all varieties.”

“You haven’t had me as your teacher.” She
chuckled as his hot breath caressed her ear. “I’m a strong
proponent of a student repeating his lessons over and over until he
gets it right.”

“Staying after school can be most enjoyable.”
He kissed the tip of her ear and breathed heavily, causing her to
stifle a gasp. “I sincerely doubt the teacher will be dissatisfied
with my studies. I’ve always been an apt pupil. Isn’t repeating the
same task a hundred times the usual punishment for a bad boy?” His
smile broadened. “You’re such a tease.”

“I like the way you think ... bad boy. I am
not a tease. I am just a reminder of what you can't have. It’s like
a ‘do not enter’ sign—it begs you to walk through the door.” She
glanced at the other guests. “We had better join the others. I’m
fond of Stuart and Cindy.” She smirked. “I don’t want them to think
I absconded with you …. Though I detest being proper, I want their
day to be special. Besides, I must keep a wary eye on Clive.”

“Really? He seemed okay, in a stiff kind of
way.” He placed his hand at the small of her back as they entered
the room. She garnered her control and resisted the joy his touch
could bring. It was too soon in their relationship to relinquish
her trump cards and find pleasure in him.

She looked up at Trenton. “He’s stiff and
unscrupulous at the same time, if you get my meaning—nothing that I
can share. Maybe one day I’ll find the courage ….”

I’ve never had an older man before. He’s so
handsome. I hope he doesn’t want an emotional connection—that would
ruin everything. Should I bed him after dinner or before this
coming Thursday?

Hmm, I might not bed him at all—that
question is delightful to ponder.


Three

 AMELIA SAT IN a
comfortable chair in the Corinthia’s lobby lounge, where she had a
clear view of the reception desk and front door. She checked her
watch.

Quarter past seven. He should be waiting
for me and not me for him. She tried not to focus on the
elevator doors. A rumble of butterflies sought haven in her stomach
and the fabric of her gloves stuck at the palms from
perspiration.

Why am I so nervous? It’s not like he’s the
first man I had dinner with—not the first at anything for that
matter.

She took a small sterling compact from her
purse and looked in the mirror. I have to admit, I look good for
thirty-three. He’s lucky to be seen with me …. Hmm, I don’t know if
I’ll let him have me. Trent had better not want Greek—that’s a deal
breaker. The low hum of conversation provided ambient noise
and, oddly, irritated her.

Various guests walked past her or milled in a
corner admiring the enormous half-spherical crystal chandelier
hanging from the room’s center. Others enjoyed a drink while seated
in the plush beige upholstered chairs.

She angled her position as to avoid appearing
anxious—needing to maintain her aloof façade. Concierge personnel,
dressed in dark charcoal gray suits, busied themselves filling
requests of prestigious guests. A doorman, complete with black top
hat, created a slight breeze when he opened the main door and
walked to his post on the sidewalk.

Again, she checked her watch. Twenty minutes
past. She pushed to her feet. I’ve had enough of this. No man
stands me up!

She left the chair, entered the lobby, and
headed to the entrance. A cluster of family tourists blocked her
way as they loudly discussed where they wanted to eat.

A gentle tap on her shoulder and a man’s
voice startled her. “Don’t try to stand me up. You’re not getting
off that easy.”

Amelia spun around and flashed her glaring
eyes. “Stand you up! That comment does not fit this
situation. I’m not the one who is twenty, no …” She inspected her
watch, “… twenty-two minutes late. In any culture, that behavior is
considered rude.”

“Ah, but you weren’t here at seven. I was.”
He flashed a charming, yet authoritative smile. “A last minute
detail occurred that I had to attend to, then I returned back to
the lobby.” He started to usher her to the brass and glass doors on
Norththumberland Avenue. “You now owe me an apology for your
wrong assumption.”

He’s not so easily controlled. Such great
fun—a true battle of wills. “The night will reveal who is
entitled and to what.”

~~***~~

The roomy black cab pulled up to The
Lanesborough, considered the most sumptuous and expensive hotel in
the city, on Hyde Park Corner in London’s Knightsbridge section.
The tall Regency architecture made an imposing site with two
massive white columns. None of this opulence impressed Amelia.
After all, such grandness was commonplace in her world.

A gloved doorman wearing a bowler hat opened
the door. Amelia stepped out first while Trenton paid the driver.
She waited politely, all the while eyeing her prey with subdued
aplomb.

We’re not far from my home. He plans on
checking in, have room service provide dinner, then dropping me off
as some paid tart? Not so fast, Mr. Lowe. I’m not a strumpet—common
or otherwise. Very clever of him not taking me to his hotel.

Trenton placed his hand on her waist as they
entered. He strode directly to the concierge’s desk and spoke a few
words to the distinguished man.

What is Trent doing? Checking in? He has to
do better than this.

A hotel employee appeared and led them to
Aspley’s Italian restaurant on the same floor. Entering the
spacious room, Trenton approached the maître d’ and gave his name.
The man checked his list at the podium, then promptly escorted them
to their table.

Amelia took in the romantic Italian
surroundings of glass ceilings and extravagant crystal chandeliers.
Soft music surrounded them. He is trying to seriously impress
me. This has a Venetian ballroom feel. Does it represent his true
standard of living?

She slid onto the upholstered loveseat, while
Trenton occupied the opposite one. The waiter stood at hand,
waiting for their orders.

Trenton didn’t look at the server. “We’ll
enjoy the seven course dinner with appropriate wine parings. Her
grace will order first.”

My, my. He wants to prolong the dining
experience. Why? Does he think this will be a heavy meal and hamper
bedroom activities? This table is far from hidden. Is he planning
on being a good boy, or merely putting me off guard?

Amelia placed her order, opting for the
Yorkshire lamb for her main course, while Trenton chose the
Mediterranean selections.

How can he remain so trim eating heavy
foods? Does he work out? I wouldn’t mind being the mat for his
pushups.

“I see that you ordered a very rich meal? One
can barely move after a repast of that sort ...” She sipped her
champagne. “… unless you plan on returning to your bed alone for a
nice sleep. Personally, I prefer a bit of exercise to induce my
slumber—very satisfying exercise.”

“A full meal could mean a person building up
for a work-out marathon.” Trenton took a spoonful of his fish soup.
“Besides, the portions are rather small for each course—no chance
of feeling weighed down.”

“Do you have any after-dinner plans?” She ran
her finger around the rim of the glass while looking intently in
his eyes. “A walk perhaps, or … other things?”

“That all depends on the lovely lady I’m
with.” His eyes caught her gaze and wouldn’t let go. “I’m open for
suggestions.” The attentive waiter refilled their water
glasses.

“Suggestions can hold delightful
possibilities.” She paused as the server placed their entrées
before them and removed their fish plates. “Some suggestions can be
more satisfying than others.”

“You do enjoy this wordplay, don’t you?” He
reached for her hand. “But when the gloves come off, will all
parties be equal?”

“I never disappoint, Mr. Lowe. Rarely is
there energy left for a repeat performance.” She took a forkful of
meat and chewed with seductive relish as if capturing a scene from
Tom Jones.

“I have never been with a woman who required
a second helping.” His slow and confident smile taunted her.

“Such a high opinion of yourself.” Amelia’s
tongue moistened her lips with a lingering stroke. “One always
looks best in their own mirrors. It’s others’ opinion of that
reflection that cuts the muster.”

“Touché.” He chuckled, then touched her hand.
“There is truly only one way to settle this.”

She tilted her head and arched an eyebrow.
“Your hotel, or here at The Lanesborough?”

“I haven’t asked.” He leaned into her. “Are
you proposing to me? Is that how it works here in England? Sounds a
bit American for a woman to make the first move.” He squeezed her
hand and inhaled deeply. “Always willful and wistful—makes for a
dangerous combination.”

“You should be so lucky.” She sat straighter
and pulled her hand from his. “I was merely verbalizing your
thoughts. That is your real intention—exploring our relationship on
a physical level.”

He laced his fingers and spoke with a soft
and yet a commanding air. “If and when I make love to you,”
he gently stroked the top of her hand as if caressing her naked
body, “I plan on taking my time—all night as I discover what you
enjoy most, my tongue circling clockwise on your nipples or soft
bites, and what pushes you over the edge—from panting to agonizing
moaning.” He gritted his teeth as if already enjoying her body and
breathed in slowly. “And make no mistake, I will get you
there—more than once.”

The image he painted brought her body to
brisk attention—every nerve in her body waving and begging
frantically for more. Had she met her match?

After dessert, Trenton gestured to a waiter
for the check, then spoke softly to him requesting a car be
sent.

He asked for a taxi. I guess we won’t be
staying here. I’m looking forward to seducing him in his hotel
room.

The black taxi crept through the typical
London traffic congestion. Amelia didn’t notice the address that
Trenton gave the driver. We’re not headed in the correct
direction for the Corinthia. What does he have planned? A new
nightspot or some place more dangerous and thrilling? I love not
knowing what will be next.

Her townhouse came into view as the car
pulled to the curb. Trenton turned and looked at her with
undisguised lust.

His lips brushed against hers and then went
to her ear. “I suppose you expect me to request a nightcap?”

“Are you asking me to invite you to my home?”
Her hand squeezed his thigh. His firm muscle made her want to feel
his skin beneath the fabric. She wanted him to say yes—to seek her
on her terms.

Trenton paused, as if in thought. “No. This
dinner was my apology to you. I had thought it was your
expectation—that we continue the evening in more private
surroundings.” He grinned. “I have to admit, I have no such
intentions.” He left a kiss on her neck.

“For that privilege, you need to be nearly
twenty years younger.” Amelia stiffened, then removed her hand and
grabbed the inside latch, opening the door. “I don’t appreciate
refusals, nor do I provide an opportunity for another such insult.”
Of all the bloody nerve. He thinks he’s that irresistible? Damn
it! He is—I want him more than ever.

She took her keys from her purse, then rose
to leave the backseat. He briefly palmed her buttock. A thrill
racked through her. She wanted more of his touch. Damn him for
making me feel this way!

He spoke through the rolled down window, “I
hope we’ll have another opportunity to share a lovely evening—even
an afternoon. Soaking up English culture is fascinating. I enjoy
your company—your scintillating personality.”

Amelia smiled briefly then climbed the few
steps to the front door.

He didn’t even have the courtesy to walk me
to my door! How dare he not try to take me to bed—and deny me the
pleasure of refusing him! I need to forget about Trent and move on.
Yet, I still feel his touch on my bum burning through me.

~~***~~

The bright lights and the excitement of
London’s streets pulsed with the same energy as New York City, but
Trenton hardly noticed. His mind was too unsettled. Amelia’s
refusal of a second meeting gnawed at his gut.

Talk about being an enigma! She’s the purest
definition of that word. She wants to go to bed with me and then
refuses. What’s with that? She doesn’t think twice about jumping a
toy boy’s bones. Can she relate to a man closer to her age? I
thought I had a chance. Now, I’m not so sure. I want her. There
must be a way.


Four

 TRENTON STROLLED THE
meandering paths of Whitehall Garden, sandwiched between Whitehall
Court and Victoria Embankment on the Thames, only a few blocks from
the Corintha. He paid no attention to the colorful spring flowers,
statuary, and others enjoying this park—one of London’s green
lungs. The noisy city traffic couldn’t intrude on his thoughts. He
had finished yet another production meeting with his English
colleagues, but that wasn't what was troubling him.

He sat on a green bench and gazed at the
river, watching boats and ships steaming pass each other.
Restlessness grabbed him and wouldn’t let go. An old memory filled
him he had long forgotten—feeling smitten, as a teenage boy with a
girl sitting at the back of the classroom, his gut quivering in
waves of excitement.

What is it about Amelia that has such a hold
on me? It’s more than her striking good looks and voluptuous tits.
The Hollywood beauties have no effect on me—not like this, and
they’re much younger, too. She’s hinted that she’s happy with her
status quo. Am I merely something different for her, or is it
that—she’s my something different?

Trenton’s cell phone chimed the melody from
one of his blockbuster movies. There was no identification on the
display, and he supposed the caller needed a detail regarding his
London movie project.

“Just how long are you going to be dining the
London bigwigs?” He held the phone away from his ear, cringing at
his ex-wife’s shrill voice. “I need an advance on the alimony. Carl
and Jennifer invited me to spend time with them in Seattle.”

“Naomi, we’ve been through this before. I’m
tapped out until I get paid. You forget I work for a studio and
they issue the checks.” She must be using someone else’s
phone.

“You’re not tapped out. You have an expense
account. I doubt you’re living on cheese and ale.” He heard an
exasperated sigh escape.

“My expenses are watched.” He stood up and
started walking. The crunch of gravel stressed his irritation with
every step. “If I lose my job, there is no money for me ... and no
money for you—can’t get blood from a stone.”

“What do you suggest I do? Turn tricks on
Hollywood Boulevard?” He did his best to ignore her snicker.

Trenton stopped in his tracks. The blood
pounded in his jugular. “I suggest you live within your means.
Twenty grand each month is a fortune to most people. Make it work
for you. Cut down on the designer clothes, expensive champagne, and
exclusive restaurants.”

“You want me to turn into a bag lady.” Her
voice rose an octave.

“What you turn into or not turn into is none
of my concern.” He flopped down on another bench and looked at his
Rolex. “We are divorced. Get on with your life. I have with
mine.”

“What about Jason? When he hears how you’re
mistreating me, he won’t be happy.” He envisioned her thin lips and
narrowing hate-filled eyes he had seen so many times during their
numerous arguments.

“Your son by your first marriage? He’s not my
blood. How he feels or not feels is no concern of mine.” She’s
not going to let go of this. I won’t give in to her
anymore.

“He could make trouble for you at the
studio.” Her voice cut with an icy edge.

“No threats. They don’t work on me.” He stood
and turned back toward the hotel. “I’m done with this.
Goodbye.”

Trenton slipped his phone inside his jacket.
Hands in pockets, he strode in determined quiet strides with his
eyes straight ahead, hardly noticing the other people around
him.

What hell is Naomi up to? Is she all talk?
Jason? Nah, he’s an upstart. No one would listen to two words out
of his mouth. Could he maneuver himself to talk with the head of
the studio? Krantz wouldn’t give him the time of day, would he?

~~***~~

Amelia stirred her Oolong tea with a faraway
stare at the delicate finger morsels and scones arranged on the
three-tier display. A half-eaten cucumber sandwich lay on her
plate. She saw tourists and loving couples in her periphery, but
took no notice. The pleasing peach brocade décor of the
Dorchester’s Promenade Room did little to soothe her restlessness.
Trenton’s alluring aloofness frustrated her and yet compelled her
thoughts.

Why is he resisting me? And, more
importantly, why does his quiet resistance make me want him? He’s
not young as my other boys. True, Trent’s more suited to my
age—that’s unnerving. I don’t feel in control—another thing that
upsets me.

She brought the cup to her mouth and took a
sip, leaving a trace of lipstick. Amelia ignored the hushed voices
and glances of other royals seated at tables as they obviously
found it curious that she was without a toy boy escort.

What is Trent’s angle? Am I merely a
diversion for him? The same as Reggie and all the others were for
me? I have to find out his true intention. But, how? What is the
trick to get him off guard?

Her cell phone rang, jarring her thoughts.
She made a face.

“I haven’t heard from you.” It was Reggie. “I
thought you had forgotten me.”

“Other things have occupied my time.” Damn
and blast! He’s getting possessive.

“Other things? Or, another man?” He sounded
hurt and dejected.

“Would another man matter to you all that
much?” If he keeps pestering me, I’ll dump him before I find a
replacement.

“Yes. I’ve grown very attached to you.” His
sincerity seemed forced.

“Attached to my money is more like.” He
lies well. “I told you from the beginning. No attachments—just
fun. More fool you for letting yourself believe our arrangement has
any resemblance of substance.”

There was a long pause. “I thought that since
it’s been nearly a year, that there was more depth to what we
share. I’d be tremendously upset if you send me on my way.”

“Stop your sniveling.” Now he’s
pathetic. “I need to get back to my tea.”

“Are you alone? I hear voices in the
background.” His tone of a hurt and humble child repulsed her.

“Goodbye, Reggie. I’ll call you when in
need.” Amelia promptly ended the call, not allowing him to say
another word.

Her brows drew together as she slathered a
scone with Devonshire clotted cream and then dropped a dollop of
raspberry jam on top.

I need to isolate Trent. Get him away from
outside influences. Have him on my turf and level out the cricket
field, or better yet, tip the field in my favor. I’ll have to act
soon. I don’t know how long he’ll remain in London before Hollywood
will whisk him away and out of my grasp.

Amelia grabbed her phone from the table and
tapped the screen. The ringing tone sounded harsh while she waited
for the answer, urgency mounting. Her stomach tightened. She
noticed her fingers trembling slightly as she fingered the napkin
in her lap. Ring-ring, ring-ring continued in her ears.

Why won’t he answer? A business meeting?
Another woman?

“Hello, Amelia.” His voice held a smile.
“What delightful idea has crossed your mind?”

He keyed my number in his contacts. “I
want to steal you from all those worrisome movie-making details.”
Her finger traced a line around the rim of the cup. “A
well-deserved break can nourish the creative juices.”

“I have this weekend free. A mid-afternoon
meeting for Monday is my next obligation.” She heard faint male
voices in the background. “A change of scenery might be just the
thing.”

“I thought a quiet jaunt to Hollingsworth
Manor might be to your liking.” Her lips curled to a smile. “I’ll
have my driver pick you up at the Corinthia—say this Friday at
two?”

“I was going to meet David at a pub that day
at three, but he won’t mind if I back out. It wasn’t anything to do
with the movie—merely guy talk.”

“Splendid.” She let out a satisfied sigh.
“I’ll already be there, making everything ready for you. We’ll have
a lovely relaxing time … getting to know each other better.”

“Sounds like a plan.” He chuckled. “There is
much I want to know about you.”

“Careful, Trent.” Her tongue ran along the
top edge of her teeth as if he was sitting next to her within
kissing distance. “No one has discovered all of me—and the best of
the lot have tried and failed.”

“That poses a delicious challenge ...” he
lowered his voice, “... one I long to win.”

“Game on, Mr. Lowe.” She envisioned him in
her countryside lair, craving her body. “The winner takes all and
then some.”

“I’d love to continue this wordplay, but
another meeting is calling,” his voice faded, “discussing possible
locations to scope out.”

“I understand. Pack country-casual. It will
be just us two.” A small giggle escaped. “I’ll be waiting.”

Hmm, he thinks he’ll have me. He won’t
unless it’s on my terms. If I give in, will I still want him? I’ve
been with the “boys” for all these years, nearly since the
beginning with Alistair. Can I be satisfied with only one man for
any length of time? What makes Trent so extraordinary? Under
different circumstances, I’d know my next move. Now, I’m not so
sure. God knows I want his body. But, he must want me more—the
scales need to be in my favor.


Five

 CLIVE AND ALISTAIR
enjoyed gin and tonics in the club’s smoking lounge. Members in
three-piece suits talked in softened voices about financial trends
or political situations while seated in comfortable leather
wingback chairs. Pipe smoke drifted from one conversation to
another. As a former smoker, Clive savored the rich aroma.

A long silence ensued between the two men,
each in his own private thoughts.

“Alistair, what is your wife up to these
days?” Clive swirled the ice cubes in his drink before taking a
swallow. “Misbehaving as usual?”

“What a curious thing to ask, ol’ man.” He
let out a disgusted chuckle. “I imagine the same as always—some
eighteen or nineteen-year-old lad. She never likes them older than
twenty-two.” His brow furrowed. “Why do you ask?”

“There’ve been photos in the news of her and
that Yank movie producer.” He looked directly at his cousin-in-law.
“Doesn’t that concern you?”

“Not in the least.” Alistair finished his
drink in one last gulp, and motioned to the roving server for a
refill. “I doubt she is genuinely interested. Amelia likes the idea
of being seen with him—adds shock value to the royals—wants to keep
them off-balance, you see. After all, he is in the
entertainment business—no better than any entertainer as far as
social rank goes—my tailor is his betters any day.”

“Don’t forget the entail.” Clive arched his
eyebrow and tapped his knee with a pointed finger. “If I were you,
I’d keep a closer eye on her.”

Alistair let out a laugh. “Well, you’re not,
so I won’t. She’ll never leave me. Amelia likes embarrassing the
royals too much. As I mentioned before, that Yank is far too old
for her liking.”

Clive fingered a napkin. “Don’t ever say I
didn’t warn you.”

“You like to mix things up for her. You’ve
always had it in for Amelia.” He took a few nuts from the nearby
bowl and popped them in his mouth, clearly observing his friend’s
reaction.

“Yes.” His jaw tensed as he shifted his gaze
to the Persian carpet. “She’s never been proper—never lived up to
the royal blood in her veins.”

“She is that.” Alistair eyed a young man
cleaning up spent napkins on coffee tables. “You don’t wish her
harm, do you?”

Could it be Alistair has more than a half
dozen brain cells? Clive didn’t answer directly. He finished
his drink in one large gulp and stood up. “I need to get back to
the laboratory.”

Whatever I decide for her, it will need to
be done with finesse.

~~***~~

Trenton sat on the comfortable plush leather
backseat of the Hollingsworth town car, following the long winding
driveway flanked by full green oak trees. He wondered how much
farther they had to go before the manor house would come into view.
Plush emerald fields with lush evergreen forests beyond hinted at
what must be a sumptuous country residence.

He leaned forward as the mansion came into
view. Tall Georgian columns, bordered by enormous floor-to-ceiling
windows could never be described as understated.

If the inside is anything like the
exterior, I see why Amelia is so spoiled. She’s surrounded by
luxury—here and in London.

The car came to a stop under the
porte-cochere in front of two massive carved wooden doors. A
gray-haired distinguished looking man, dressed in a black coat and
gray striped pants approached. Trenton chuckled to himself. He had
to be a butler. The driver left the car, hurried around the back,
and opened the passenger’s door.

“I’m Mr. Charles Beddingfield, the butler to
their grace, Lord and Lady Hollingsworth.” His smile was curious
and manufactured according to protocol.

Trenton extended his hand. Beddingfield
reluctantly gave a brief handshake, as if such familiarity was
unacceptable between a guest and a person of service.

“I’m Trenton Lowe.” He smiled and looked
briefly at the door. “Her grace invited me to spend a few days in
the country.”

“Very good, sir.” The footman appeared and
promptly took the single suitcase from the driver standing by the
open trunk. “Oliver, here—the footman,” Charles angled his chin
toward the young male servant, “will take your luggage to your
room. Her grace is awaiting you in the main drawing room. If you
will kindly follow me, Mr. Lowe.”

The gravel crunched underfoot as Trenton made
his way to the front landing. Entering
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