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Nat’s been through a rough breakup and trust
does not come easily. When she accompanies a group of friends to
Paris for a hen weekend, she finds a connection she wasn't looking
for, in the form of beautiful, passionate Morgan. They quickly fall
into a wonderful weekend fling and even engrave their initials into
a lock and attach it to the most romantic bridge in the world, Love
Lock Bridge.

 


But was that weekend fling all there was, or
will news of the bridge being taken down lead to something
more?
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 Part I

The music was god-awful, the room full of
smoke and hot, and as for the dancers—well, they weren’t my cup of
tea. As I briefly glanced again to the men gyrating in rhythm on
stage, thrusting their oily chests and barely clad crotches at the
groups of screaming women below, I groaned and took another healthy
swig of my vodka and Coke—far more vodka than Coke. I needed it. My
best friend, Sammy, was getting married and had chosen Paris as the
hen party destination. Of all places.

And even in Paris—where I had naïvely
thought we would be sipping wine and enjoying the glorious culture
around us—some of her other friends, who I didn’t know that well,
had found a strip club. A loud, boisterous, awful strip club. I
looked up and saw Sammy screaming and dancing, having a marvellous
time, shot her an enthusiastic smile and downed the remains of my
drink. The fact that I was the only gay girl within the group
shouldn’t spoil everyone else’s fun.

We had taken the Eurostar from London and
enjoyed a sunny trip on the train, but as soon as we had checked
into our beautiful hotel, complete with spa facilities, the group
had wanted to find the nearest bar and begin drinking.

Only three more days to go. It was
Thursday night, and we were leaving Monday morning. I groaned and
stood, my goal being the bar: I needed more alcohol. Lots more.

Once I was on my feet, I felt unsteady—I’d
obviously drunk a lot more than I’d realised—but I persevered and
manoeuvred around the chairs, tables and other ladies enjoying the
show.

I leaned against the bar with my forehead in
my hands and tried to move my shaggy, dark hair from my eyes. At
thirty-eight, I was definitely too old for this, and yet my best
friend, who had just turned forty, was behaving like a
twenty-one-year-old. I cursed her a little under my breath and
swayed.

“You OK there?” a friendly female voice
asked.

I nodded, my head still in my hands.

“Ya sure?” the voice asked again. I felt the
pressure of a warm hand on the bottom of my back. Now, I’m all for
showing concern for another person’s well-being, but my personal
space was being invaded.

Dropping my hands and turning slightly, all
thoughts fell from my head. The warm hand and voice belonged to an
incredibly sexy woman, maybe the most gorgeous woman I had seen so
close up. I know I had beer goggles on, but still, she was
hot—around my height, long wavy blonde hair with some sort of
threading through a few strands, a beautiful smile, and dark eyes.
I couldn’t really tell the colour under the dim light. She was
wearing a pale tank top and long skirt, with a bunch of bangles and
bracelets on each wrist, and lots of rings. She reminded me of a
travelling gypsy woman of the hot kind—did I mention she was
hot?—and looked out of place in the club, though I’m sure I did,
too.
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