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Leo 

I left the big city I loved. Tomorrow, I start work as the only cardiothoracic surgeon at a small regional hospital. My kids are off with my ex-husband and his new man, and tonight, I'm free, alone, and determined to make the best of it. If Gideon the jerk can find new love, surely I can at least find someone hot to take to bed.

A local gay club seems like the place to start. My evening's looking up when I’m approached by an attractive younger man with a killer smile and sexy body, He suggests somewhere private, and I'm all in. But come morning, things have gone horribly wrong. Suddenly, I’m trying to get the guy's number and thinking this might be the worst mistake of my life.

Leo’s Lust is a 6k gay romance short story with a sexy surgeon, a sassy bottom, and a one-night stand that takes an interesting turn.
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Wendy—because you take such good care of me
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Leo




I’ve been reduced to trolling a gay bar in Langley, British Columbia. 

Nothing wrong with Langley. Nice town. Located in Cedar Valley. This gay bar was the closest to my new home in Mission City. Only…

I stood just inside the front door and sighed. I’d left a prestigious job at a top-rated trauma hospital to move to the middle of nowhere.

Well, Mission City wasn’t the middle of nowhere. Neither was Abbotsford—the location of the new hospital I’d be working in. An hour outside Vancouver wasn’t the end of the world.

It just felt like it.

Your kids. You have two beautiful children, and sharing custody with your ex-husband means living close enough so neither of you are spending all your time driving the kids back and forth.

Right.

I’d done the mature thing. I’d quit my job at Royal Columbian Hospital and taken a position at Abbotsford General Hospital. I bought a house a couple of streets over from Gideon, his fiancé Archer, and the shared-custody location of Melodie and Trevor.

Again, I sighed.

And surveyed the bar.

Writhing bodies on the dance floor held little appeal.

The empty stools at the bar made me feel unsettled. Barstools, in my mind, were for old geezers nursing beers and reminiscing about the good old days.

Ageist much?

Yeah, probably.

The truth was, I’d never done this before.

Having reached a decision, I planted myself at a high-top table with two stools. Somehow, this felt…less pathetic.

A server magically appeared moments later. “What can I get you?” His perfect white teeth shone in the low light. His dark hair was cut about the same length as mine—short.

Only I had a widow’s peak, and it flopped a little on the top. And while I had green eyes, this guy’s were a deep, dark-brown. “Coke. Lots of ice.”

“Sure.” He continued to grin.

“Oh, can you add a lime slice? I can’t drink tonight.”

“On duty tomorrow?”

I cocked my head.

“You look…respectable. Like a fireman or a police officer.” He pointed to my arms. “You’ve got the muscles for it.”

I blinked. “Surgeon.” I blurted out the word without thinking through the ramifications of making such a bold pronouncement.

People generally had two reactions—disgust, because I was digging around inside folks—or they saw dollar signs. I never shared how much I made…but I did okay.

“That sounds super cool. I’m friends with a couple of nurses. I’m in awe of people who can take care of sick people. My little one gets a cold, and I’m running in the other direction. I try to forget the time she caught a norovirus.”

I winced. Those were nasty fuckers. “Little one?”

“My niece. My brother fucked off, and her mother died, and she’s now pretty much mine. I supposed I should call her my daughter.” He pursed his lips. “This is all pretty new, and I’m adapting.”

“And where is she tonight?”

“With a friend. She and I work opposite shifts and share the childcare. So, if you come in tomorrow night and see a platinum-blonde bombshell, that’s her.” He eyed me. “I can’t tell if she’d be your type or not.”

“You trying to set me up?” This was a gay bar, after all.

“Well, it’d be nice if she met a good guy instead of the scum she keeps attracting. I get the feeling you’re one of the good ones.”

My ex wouldn’t say that.

I shelved thoughts of Gideon. “I’m a decent guy. But no, I’m not like that.” Bisexuality wasn’t for me. Women were wonderful people. I also had precisely zero attraction to them. Which meant I didn’t tend to judge their looks as much as some of my former coworkers did. I hadn’t enjoyed that part of the camaraderie.

“You’re very much my type. I’m Marc.”

“Marc.” I repeated the name. He was easily ten years younger than me. Fit, handsome…and I couldn’t summon even an ounce of interest. “Thanks.”

“But, no?”

“I’m still recovering from a bad relationship.”

Bad because you were an asshole.

I had my reasons.

Whatever.

Just one of the many arguments I kept having with myself.

“I’ll bring you that Coke with lime, and you’ll have steady hands tomorrow. And if you come back another night and want to hook up, that’d be cool. I like you.” He winked. “Oh, what’s your name?”

What does it matter if he knows? “Leopold. Well, Leo.”

“Leo the surgeon. Very cool. Be right back.” With a bit of flounce and flare, Marc the server headed to the bar.

The music switched to a ballad, and some people quickly paired up while a few departed the dance floor.

Skimpy dresses, tight pants…even tighter T-shirts.

I was somewhat reassured to see everyone wasn’t nineteen—the legal age in Canada for drinking. Same for pot in our province—British Columbia.

I got married before I was even legally allowed to drink. How insane is that?

Dating secretly since we’d been fifteen. Married in secret at eighteen…then divorced by thirty-three. It all happened in the blink of an eye. Somewhere in there, I earned a medical degree, specialized as a cardiothoracic surgeon, and we adopted two kids.









