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Back Cover Information

Filthy rich, seductively charming and absurdly handsome.

Dimitri Henderson.

I fell in love with a virtual stranger, the sweet talk and the fast cars, so when he invited me to Dubai, how could I refuse?

But he was nothing as he seemed.

Our twisted affair an illusion.

He filled my head with fantasy,

Then turned my whole world upside down.

Can I do the right thing, or will the bad guy win?
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​Chapter One
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Jenny

The tingle of awareness traveled up Jenny Nelson’s spine, over her shoulders, and tickled across her scalp. It had been a long time since she’d experienced the erotic tremble of attraction.

It gave her a sense of being alive and female, along with alighting a spark of determination and desire somewhere deep inside.

The tall, expensively suited stranger standing against the Manchester bar was exotically handsome with sharp features, short raven-black hair, and a wide, pliant mouth. His cheekbones were high with a slight dip beneath them. There was no wedding ring.

Jenny twisted the skinny stem of her cocktail glass—vodka martini with two green olives bobbing at the triangular base—and mashed her lips together to give her red lipstick a boost.

He ordered a double Jack D on the rocks and charged it to a room.

So he’s staying here, too.

She straightened, setting down her shoulders and tilting her chin. Perhaps her evening would perk up. Male company would suit her right now. She was over Mike, the lowlife cheating scumbag, and it was time to have some fun.

He took a sip of his drink, eyes closing and his long, dark lashes casting shadows on his cheeks.

Enjoying his unguarded moment, Jenny allowed her gaze to linger. He wasn’t from the UK, or at least his heritage wasn’t. His skin, with a hint of black stubble on his jawline and over his top lip, was a lovely coffee colour. Not suntan, and not Portuguese or Mediterranean.

How do I know that?

She sipped her drink.

He tipped his glass from left to right, knocking the three ice cubes together.

He frowned a little, as though thoughts were rushing through his mind; thoughts that were bumping together, tripping up, tying themselves in knots.

But what stole his attention from this late evening moment? A girlfriend? Children? Work? His health? Family overseas?

Jenny couldn’t deny that she was instantly drawn to him, fascinated, in fact. Perhaps she’d spent too much time alone lately, working on her portfolio and touring European capitals in search of the perfect photograph. She’d been stuck in her own thoughts, folly to her own vivid imagination, and now she was concocting a life around a man she’d never even spoken to.

“Good evening,” he said, holding her gaze with unblinking dark eyes.

“I...er...” She pulled in a deep breath and smiled. “Good evening.”

He smiled too, small arcs bracketing the sides of his mouth and slim lines stretching from the corners of his eyes to his temples. His teeth were white and straight, and before the smile faded he swiped his tongue over his bottom lip.

“It’s a nice place,” she said, gesturing to a huge chandelier hanging in the center of the hotel bar. Against the polished paneled walls and ceiling the hundreds of dangling glass components shone like diamonds and sent stars shimmering onto the dark wood.

He glanced over his shoulder at the lighting, then swept his attention across the plush emerald-green and ruby-red bucket seats that were mostly empty. “Yes. It is.”

The words ‘Do you come here often?’ were on the tip of her tongue. She held them in, nibbled on her bottom lip. The line was too corny to utter despite it being something she wanted to know.

Struggling for something intelligent or witty to say, she glanced at the barman. He was turned away, wiping a glass. An earphone dangled from his left ear, the wire black, no doubt hoping it wouldn’t be spotted beneath his shaggy dark hair.

She didn’t have to break the silence. Handsome Guy did if for her. “In nineteen-oh-four,” he said, “car salesman Charles Rolls met engineer Henry Royce here.”

She raised her eyebrows. “Here?”

“In this hotel, yes.” He pulled up a bar stool, tugged it in her direction, then sat. “They dreamed up the Silver Ghost, launched in nineteen-oh-seven, a car of legendary smoothness which became the best in the world.”

“I had no idea.” She tucked her hair behind her ears. “Are you interested in cars?”

“Engineering in general.” He took another sip of his drink.

“Is that what you do? Engineer?”

He smiled again, as if she’d said something cute. “I manage engineers. I’m a business investor. I like to back winning projects, like Rolls Royce’s Silver Ghost.”

“You backed that?”

He laughed, a deep rumble that came from his chest. “A little before my time.”

“I suppose.” She chuckled.

“And what about you?” He rubbed his chin and allowed his attention to settle firmly on her face. 

“What about me?” A little wave of heat bloomed on her cheeks. 

His eyes were so dark and intense and seemed to look into her soul. “What do you do for a living?”

“I’m a photographer, freelance.”

He raised his eyebrows. “The creative sort, huh.”

“There’s certainly a big element of creativity, and I guess some of that engineering you like, too.”

“Go on?”

“The equipment is getting more and more sophisticated, and lately I’ve been using some pretty elaborate tripods and super-slow shutter speeds to catch nature and man-made structures together.”

“Sounds interesting.” He nodded.

She got the impression he actually was, so she went on. “For example, I was in London last week. I captured a wonderful night sky, the stars all rainbow streaks of light behind Big Ben. I even captured the constellation Aries sitting directly above the clock tower.”

“Cool.” He paused. “So you’re interested in the contrast?”

“Yes, that’s it.” She warmed to her subject. “The juxtaposition between steel, concrete, no matter how big, how small, how beautifully created, and nature. Nature on Earth or what’s up there, in space.”

He pressed his lips together as though processing her words.

“The stars and skyscrapers, trees and pylons, a sleek car, a Silver Ghost maybe, on a beach with crashing waves. They all work well together and get the observer thinking about beauty.”

“I like it.” Again he took a drink. “And people buy these photographs?”

“I don’t do too badly for a living.” She poked at an olive with a cocktail stick. “I’m currently working on a book I’ve been commissioned to produce.”

“Impressive.” He tapped his chest pocket. “Excuse me.”

She smiled and tugged in a deep breath.

He pulled out an iPhone.

She’d been rattling on. He probably wasn’t in the least bit interested in photography. Why would he be?

He slid his fingers over the screen then slipped his phone away. “Sorry about that.”

She smiled and straightened the small cardboard mat beneath her drink. It had the hotel’s golden-crested logo printed on it.

“I’m Dimitri, by the way. Dimitri Henderson.”

“Jenny Nelson.” She paused. “Dimitri is an unusual name.”

“It’s Romanian.”

“Is that where you’re from?” 

“Originally.”

She was quiet, hoping he’d go on.

“I was brought to England,” he said, “at six months old and adopted by the Hendersons.”

“I see.”

“I have no complaints. My parents are good people, and they gave me a great childhood. They encouraged my further education and my first ventures.”

“And now you’re a successful businessman.”

He inclined his head. “And always in search of more success, most likely the way you’re always in search of the next great photographic opportunity.”

“That’s true.”

“And now you must forgive me.” He tipped the last of his drink into his mouth then set it on the bar. “I have to make a phone call.” He stood, glancing at a swanky Rolex watch that peeked from his cuff.

“Family?” She smiled, though her heart sank. Likely some gorgeous leggy blonde was sitting at home waiting for him to talk dirty down the phone.

“No, business. I need to chair a conference call.”

“Now?”

“Yes.” He smiled. “In Japan, and it’s morning in Tokyo.”

“Ah, I see.”

He produced his wallet, then retrieved a small shiny black card. “Look me up, Jenny. Next time you’re in London. I’d love to hear more about your photography.”

“Oh, okay, thanks.” She took the card.

Dimitri Henderson CEO

Henderson Enterprises

+44898763758

dimitri@henderson.com

He kept his fingers wrapped around the end, not releasing it. “Is that an okay you will?” He raised his eyebrows. 

“Do you really want me to?”

“I wouldn’t be giving you this otherwise. These glossy, double-sided business cards are expensive.” His face softened, and he stepped a little closer. “So yes, I really want you to.”

“Then I will.” Her heart fluttered at his sudden nearness. She could smell him now, faded cologne that held a hint of black pepper, sandalwood, too, perhaps.

“Good.” He released the card. “And I’m sorry, I really do have to attend to business, otherwise I would be ordering us both another drink.”

“I have to go, too.” She set the card on the bar. “I have a date with the Rutherford Building in the morning.”

He straightened the knot on his navy-blue tie and widened his eyes. “You have?”

“Yes, it’s where the atom was first split, by Ernest Rutherford.” She paused, enjoying the fact she knew something about Manchester, too. “I think if ever there was a place for inspiration for my project, especially with the trees autumnal, then that should be it.”

“I’ll look forward to seeing what you come up with.” He gestured to the card on the bar. “Don’t lose it.”

He turned and strode from the room, his shoes silent on the plush carpet. Jenny studied his long, lean body. She’d bet good money that beneath the exquisite suit he was toned with tight skin covering defined muscles.

How does he fuck?

The thought sent a fresh wave of desire through her. It would have been nice to find out tonight. A romp with a gorgeous businessman could have livened up a dull Tuesday evening.

Is he kinky?

That new thought blustered through her brain. It was full of self-importance and demanded attention. It dragged with it erotic images and fantasies.

Is he into whips and cuffs? Spanking and...and anal sex?

“Bloody hell,” she muttered, then took a big sip of her drink, hoping the barman hadn’t heard.

Lately she’d been thinking more and more about kinky sex. Mike, the loser, had been great in bed despite his roaming eyes. Perhaps that was why she’d let him stick around for so long despite her suspicions. He’d shown her something other than vanilla. Introduced some spicy heat, a little bondage and the odd tweak of pain with her pleasure.

And that small kernel of knowledge had left her wanting to find out more...experience more.

And Dimitri Henderson could be the man for the job.

* * * *
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TWO WEEKS LATER

Jenny turned the shiny black card over and over in her hands. It wasn’t the first time it had come out of her purse. She’d studied it often, almost as if by holding it she could learn more about the man who’d been playing with her dreams since she’d met him.

She’d Googled him, of course. What sane woman wouldn’t? She needed to know he wasn’t a criminal fresh out of jail, didn’t she. Fortunately, the search had shown he was exactly who he’d said he was. His LinkedIn profile boasted an impressive leadership of his company. Social media showed his Facebook profile, which was set to private. She’d resisted sending a friend request...just.

But now she was sitting in a small London hotel. A trip she hadn’t needed to take for work, but one she’d wanted to take for pleasure.

At least she hoped that would be the case.

Flipping open her laptop, she navigated to her mailbox and opened a new message. After putting in Dimitri’s email address, she started typing.

Hi, Dimitri,

Jenny here. We met in Manchester, at the hotel famous for the Silver Ghost.

I’m in London for a few days. Wondered if you fancied meeting up? 

Her hands hovered over the keyboard. Should she write more? Add something seductive or humorous? Maybe make herself less available, state she could only do tomorrow lunch or something similar?

Who was she kidding? She wanted to see him tonight, and if she had her way, she’d spend the whole night with him.

Making a sudden decision, she hit Send.

A tightening in her stomach produced a wave of nausea, so she stood and went to the kettle in her room. She filled it, flicked it on, and found a mint teabag in the small complimentary box.

She glanced at her laptop.

A new message.

Could it be him? Already?

She sat and opened it.

Jenny,

So glad you got in touch.

Tonight would be perfect, and I know just the place.

Dimitri

She snatched in a breath and fist-pumped the air. “Yes!”

Dimitri,

I’m free from eight o’clock onwards. Just let me have the address.

Jenny x

After hitting Send, she groaned. Why the kiss at the end? She wasn’t a teenager for God’s sake. Muttering, she went to the kettle and poured boiling water onto the teabag. The steam swirled upward, bringing with it a peppermint tang.

By the time she’d sat at the desk again, there was another message.

Jenny,

I’ll book us a table at Clos Maggiore. Do you know it?

Dimitri x

“Oh, for the love of God.” She pressed her hand to her chest. Not only had he added a kiss, he’d mentioned the most romantic, hard-to-book restaurant in Covent Garden—no, make that in all of London. How he’d get a table at such short notice she had no idea. But she wasn’t complaining if he did.

She sipped her tea, hung her fingers over the keyboard, then snapped the laptop shut. There had to be some playing. She needed to be a little hard to get. Naturally, she was a sure thing, but he didn’t need to know that. Not yet.

Throwing open the wardrobe door, she stared at the two dresses she’d brought. One was very fitted, hit just above the knee and a shimmering peacock blue. The other was classic red, low cleavage but didn’t show too much leg. Both were perfect for a romantic date with a hot Romanian businessman. But which one?

She frowned and stared at the laptop.

She had to reply. What if he was waiting for her to respond before he booked the table? Or tried to book the table. The last seating for two might be going right now. They’d miss the opportunity to sample the sumptuous menu over candlelight.

Leaving the wardrobe doors wide, she dashed to the laptop. After flicking the lid open, she quickly typed her response.

Dimitri.

Clos Maggiore would be delightful. I’ll meet you there at 8 unless I hear otherwise.

Here is my number 07583838387

Jenny

She missed the kiss off intentionally—part of her not-being-too-easy plan. Then hit Send.

She stared at the screen, wondering if he’d get back to her.

After five minutes and refreshing her mail several times, she shut the laptop and checked her watch—she had five hours to kill. Time to take a trip to the hotel spa and enjoy a lazy soak in the bathtub prior to getting ready.

But if she could speed the hands of the clock forward, she would. Her belly twisted with anticipation. Her heart rate was romping along. When had she last felt this way about spending time with a man? She had no idea, but it was good to experience the buzz again, and she took that as a sign they were going to be perfectly compatible in every way.
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​Chapter Two
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Dimitri

Dimitri arrived intentionally early, chatting to the maître d, Gerard, for a good ten minutes before Jenny was due to arrive. He ate at Clos Maggiore frequently—whenever he was in London—and was thrilled to be able to show the place off to his mysterious and gorgeous date. Jenny was quite an enigma. She’d seemed so eager to engage Dimitri in Manchester, but had allowed a good two weeks to pass prior to reaching out to him. Dimitri had assumed the woman hadn’t been interested after all, a notion that grated at him more than he’d been keen to admit. He’d been in an excruciatingly dull meeting when her missive had finally arrived, and seeing her name pop up in his inbox had sent his heart racing.

Dimitri’s gaze had flown over the message, his excitement near palpable as he realized she actually wanted to get together. At long last, Jenny was in touch with him.

Jenny.

His mind flitted back to the hotel bar, where her soulful blue eyes had first pierced him. She was stunning, with her long blonde hair and even longer legs, yet she’d seemed so reticent and unsure in those initial moments. And then he’d watched her come to life telling him about her photography career, her gaze dancing as she’d elaborated. Dimitri had been enthralled by her passion, and while he had no experience in her profession, he’d found her desire infectious. 

Much like her fabulous smile.

“A business meeting or are you waiting for somebody special, Mr. Henderson?” Gerard inquired, peering over his moon-shaped spectacles.

Dimitri smiled at the older man. He’d known Gerard for years, and he liked him, but sometimes his incessant need to know everything about his customers seemed almost oppressive.

“We shall see,” Dimitri replied. “But I know she will be impressed with your restaurant.”

The maître d smiled, dismissing Dimitri’s compliment with a flick of his hand. “You are too kind, sir. I hope also that the lady will enjoy herself.”

Dimitri returned his polite smile, but his mind was already whirring into action.

Where’s Jenny, and why am I so full of anxiety about this date?

It was only a minute past eight, and he was shifting from foot to foot like a nervous teenager. 

He needed to get a grip, and fast.

But, will she be impressed?

Dimitri didn’t know. He wasn’t sure what Jenny wanted from a dining establishment, or a man for that matter, but he hoped beyond reason, that the answer to the latter question was yes.

“Dimitri?”

The sound of his name splintered through his internal monologue, and he glanced over his shoulder to find Jenny waiting behind him. Dimitri’s throat dried at the sight of her. She looked even better than he recalled in a scandalous scarlet gown that showed off just enough cleavage to leave him salivating.

“Jenny.” He moved toward her with what he hoped was a devastating smile. “Good evening. You look absolutely ravishing.”

Tension seemed to ease from her shoulders at his words, as though the woman had been waiting on his verdict somehow, and he watched her body visibly relax. 

“Thank you. I wasn’t sure what was appropriate for this place.”

Dimitri nodded. So, she hasn’t been here before then? That was a good start. 

Taking a small step in Jenny’s direction, he leaned in toward her. He didn’t want to get too close, too soon, and he ensured their bodies never touched, but he wanted to be near enough to whisper. 

“That dress is definitely appropriate,” he murmured in a low, sensual tone.

In the most inappropriate way, his mind added, although somehow, he managed to hold those words behind his lips.

Jenny’s gaze flitted north to meet his eyes. The hint of a blush colored her cheeks.

My God, she is wonderful.

“Are you ready to be seated, sir?” Gerard interrupted.

Dimitri took a deep breath and turned to reply.

“We are, thank you. Would you mind taking Miss Nelson’s coat, please?”

“Certainly, sir,” the older man replied, already poised to take the garment from the gorgeous blonde’s hands. “If you would follow Lucy to your table? I sincerely hope you both enjoy your meal here at Clos Maggiore.”

Dimitri acknowledged Gerard but gestured for Jenny to go ahead. “Ladies first,” he told her with a wink.

She bit her lip at his words but was smiling.

Of course, Dimitri wanted to be a gentleman on their first date, but naturally he had an ulterior motive for the deed, and he suppressed the smile which threatened to rise as his gaze fell over the soft curve of her ass and the flawless skin of her back that was partially on display in the red gown. She was just as perfect as he’d remembered. Maybe even more so.

Inevitably, Lucy led them to the best table in the house. It was the one Dimitri always had, and while most of the tables were designed for privacy, this afforded more than most. The waiting list for the dining room area of the restaurant was renowned for its length, but going to the same university as the head chef had its advantages, and he had never had a problem securing a reservation.

Jenny took her time, clearly overawed by the décor, and Dimitri understood why. Everyone felt the same the first time they saw the place. The cherry blossoms covering the ceiling set a sensual, exotic tone, and every aspect of the restaurant seemed to breathe sumptuous romance.

He waited while Jenny was seated then turned to Lucy. “A bottle of my usual, please,” he ordered. “That is, assuming you like champagne, Jenny?”

Jenny’s gaze darted up to his face, her expression stunned as though she could barely believe he needed to ask the question. “Yes, I love champagne. Thank you.”

Dimitri nodded to Lucy, who bowed and promptly made herself scarce. It was one of the reasons he loved the place so much. Yes, the food was excellent, but the staff were consummate professionals, knowing exactly what was required, and just when to afford their guests privacy.

“Do you eat here often?” Jenny fluttered her eyelashes at him from across the candlelit table.

“It’s one of my favorites,” he replied with a smile. “I thought you might like it, too.”

“It’s amazing.” Her gaze wandered around the room. “I can’t believe you managed to get a table.”

Dimitri laughed softly. “I can always get us a table, Jenny,” he assured her. “The head chef, Marcellin, is one of my oldest friends.”

She shook her head as though his words made no sense. “Wow,” she answered after a moment. “Nicer problems to have, huh?”

He chuckled again, and nodded in agreement. “Indeed.”

Lucy was back then, using the break in conversation to serve the fizz and tell them about the day’s specials. Naturally, everything sounded absolutely tantalizing. 

“I’ll give you some time to make your choices,” the young brunette told them, once again making her retreat.

Dimitri waited for Lucy to depart, focusing on the beautiful woman sitting opposite him.

“I’m so pleased you got in touch. I was starting to think you’d gone off the idea.”

Now it was Jenny’s turn to laugh, the soft sound of her giggle stirring Dimitri’s cock, just like the tempting view of her cleavage. 

“I was always going to be in touch,” she replied. “I was just waiting until I was back in London again.”

Dimitri swallowed at her words. He wasn’t sure whether to be reassured by them or not, but either way his sentiment had been true. He was glad she’d messaged him. This evening had already been the most enjoyable he’d had in a very long time. He’d been single for the best part of a year, and although his work kept him busy, Dimitri couldn’t much say he enjoyed the new status. His relationship with Yasmin had been on the rocks for months leading up to the split, but he’d clung to it blindly, apparently unable to give up on the comfort and familiarity of their routines. Life without her had been even more difficult than he’d expected, and Dimitri supposed he had worked even longer hours since then, trying desperately to compensate for the vacuum that had opened up in his life. He disliked the void with an intensity he usually reserved for business competitors and he badly wanted something to fill it.

Or someone, his mind reminded him as he eyed the sparkling green eyes of the blonde smiling at him.

“Well, here’s to you, Jenny,” he purred, lifting the expensive stem of his flute into the air to toast her.

“Thank you,” she said with the most gorgeous smile. 

If Dimitri didn’t know better, he could have sworn she looked almost coy. 

“But how about, to a fabulous evening, instead?”

He met her gaze. “Absolutely. I’ll definitely drink to that.”

* * * *
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THE EVENING PASSED in a flash of fine dining and exquisite company. The conversation flowed with ease, lubricated no doubt by the alcohol that was consumed by them both, but Dimitri had to admit it, Jenny was everything he had imagined. 

And he had imagined. 

Since that day in the Manchester hotel, Jenny Nelson had managed to penetrate his subconsciousness with frightening regularity, particularly when he lay in his bed at night nursing his Jack Daniels and his swollen cock. Dimitri hadn’t been able to recall precisely what it was about the woman that had mesmerized him so much, but as he watched her now, the answers were more than clear. Jenny was smart and articulate with a fervor for her profession that matched his own. In his experience, that was unusual in its own right, but coupled with her dazzling good looks and apparent interest in him, it was practically astonishing.

Jenny seemed too good to be true, and Dimitri knew one thing for sure—he wanted to spend more time with her. A lot more. Preferably starting with a private tour of his penthouse apartment tonight. A man didn’t like to be too presumptuous, but based on the way Jenny was mirroring his body language and making eyes at him from across the candlelit table, Dimitri thought his luck might be in. He imagined unwrapping her fabulous body from that fabulous dress and stretching her out in front of the fireplace. His cock swelled exponentially at the idea, making it impossible for him to sit comfortably until he shifted his weight.

“So, what’s next for you?” he asked, emptying the last of the champagne into Jenny’s glass. He knew the waiting staff here liked to manage those sorts of things, but the growing blush at her cheekbones was more than enough impetus to make him act first.

“How do you mean?” She drew her lower lip between her teeth.

Damn, he mused as her supple skin disappeared into that pretty little mouth. Dimitri wasn’t sure if the gesture was intentionally provocative or just a reflexive act, but it was sure as sexy as hell, and he played with the stem of his champagne flute while he imagined what else he could slide between those painted lips.

“Your photography?” he prompted. “What’s the next project?”

His question seemed to make Jenny pause, and he watched with curiosity over the now cleared table. 

“Actually, I don’t have anything planned after this book.” 

She inhaled at the admission, and Dimitri sensed just how much the matter bothered her. He inwardly admonished himself for raising the issue. The last thing he wanted to do was shift the mood into something introspective and melancholy. 

“So, you have a window in your calendar coming up then?” he probed, ensuring his tone was playful as he threw the inquiry in her direction.

Jenny’s eyes widened at his words. “I guess so. It’s a little disconcerting, to be honest. I’m used to working nonstop.”

Dimitri smiled. A plan was formulating in his mind. “Maybe you won’t have to stop?”

She lifted her pretty little chin, evidently intrigued. “Go on...”

His smile widened. “Well, I’m just thinking off the top of my head here, but I have a big contract coming up in Dubai in a couple weeks.”

“Oh,” she breathed, nibbling on that lower lip again as though she knew exactly what effect it had on him.

“Yeah,” he went on. “A team of my people are assessing the structural integrity of one of the new buildings out there. It’s part of an investment portfolio, and I bet you’ll never guess what part of the building will be used for.”

Jenny rolled the flute in between her small fingers before lifting it to her mouth. She took a large drink of the bubbles that still danced in the expensive crystal.

“You’re right,” she replied with a giggle that had his cock aching. “I can’t guess.”

Dimitri leaned forward in his chair. He had her full attention now. Just like he wanted. “An art gallery.”

She gulped at the answer. “Art?”

“Mmmm,” he replied, deliberately sounding nonchalant. “You know, a combination of fine art and photography. Apparently, they’re searching for the final few artists to contribute.”

Jenny matched his body language perfectly and tipped closer.

Dimitri’s erection strained at the sight of her lush breasts in the new position.

What I wouldn’t do to get my hands on those...

“Could you get me involved?” 

Jenny had drunk enough alcohol to ask him the question directly, but even so, he could sense how uncomfortable the situation made her. 

Uncomfortable, but curious.

“I can’t promise anything, but I’ll certainly see what I can do,” he assured her. “I would absolutely love to see some of your work.”

She flushed at that, the most adorable shade of pink lighting her cheekbones. “I would love to show you,” she replied, batting those long eyelashes in his direction. “And thanks for thinking of me. I really appreciate it.”

Dimitri chuckled at her gratitude. What an ironic thing for Jenny to have said. It seemed like he’d done little else but think of her for days, and now, surveying her scintillating curves from his seat, Dimitri wondered what they were both going to enjoy for dessert.
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​Chapter Three
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Jenny

Jenny adored all three courses of her meal, including the tiny lime amuse-bouche and the Tia Maria coffee which topped off the extravagance.

But was it the end?

She smiled at Dimitri as he took the bill. He hadn’t even given her a chance to offer to go halves, and had simply held up one finger.

She hadn’t seen him hand over a card, just sign the receipt with a shiny black pen the waitress had presented to him.

Does he come here so often he has an account?

She suspected that might be the case. He was certainly very comfortable at Clos Maggiore. But wow, what a local to frequent.

And does he usually dine alone?

“Shall we?” he asked, standing.

“Yes, and thank you. That was a wonderful meal.”

“The pleasure was all mine, and I’m not talking about the food.”

Her coat appeared, and he held it out.

She turned, and he slipped it on, the fabric warm on her bare shoulders. Like in the bar in Manchester, she had words on her lips but held them in. She didn’t want to be the one to suggest they extend their evening, even though it was what she wanted.

What she needed.

They picked their way past several candlelit tables. The hum of conversation was low and her cheeks warm.

Once in the cool night air, she pulled in a deep breath that chilled her throat. Across the road was a bar. ELIXIER flashed in neon blue above a florescent pink cocktail glass. The large windows showed it to be full, but not to bursting point.

She looked at Dimitri, who’d also paused, his breath visible in the evening air. For a moment she admired his profile, his strong nose and chin, and the way his hair sat neat.

He filled the silence. “Cocktail?”

“Well, maybe just one.” She giggled. “And nothing too strong. I think I’ve had enough alcohol.”

“I’m sure we can get you something virgin.”

“That might be going a bit too far.”

He smiled and set his hand on the small of her back. They waited for a red double decker to pass then navigated their way across the street.

Elixier smelled of fruit, perfume, and warm bodies.

“Here,” Dimitri said, steering her to a tall table with two straight-backed bar stools. “Why don’t you wait here and keep the seats? I’ll get us drinks. What would you like?”

“You choose, but nothing with maraschino cherries, I can’t stand them.”

He nodded and looped his jacket over the back of the free stool. “Don’t go anywhere.”

“I won’t.”

She sat and slipped her coat off, letting it rest behind her.

Her gaze followed Dimitri, and she admired the way his white shirt hugged his wide shoulders and how his trousers skimmed over his neat behind.

Will I get the chance to see him without those damn clothes?

She hoped so. Hoped another drink, a bit more flirting, and they’d be getting a cab back to her hotel or his place. Either or would be fine, so long as they had privacy. And he’d certainly been very attentive all evening, giving her long lingering looks, his pupils wide, his smiles quick. Yes, if she had to bet on it, she’d say Dimitri Henderson was very much hoping to get her into bed within the next hour or so.

The barman was quick to serve Dimitri, and while the cocktails were made, her attention wandered around Elixier. Three women to her right had several bottles of Prosecco on their table and were cackling intermittently, clearly enjoying sharing gossip. A pack of men, all with ‘Greg’s Epic Stag Week’ T-shirts wandered in. They pointed at the cocktail menu on a huge chalkboard and then turned and headed out. At the window were three couples, all leaning close, perhaps to be heard over the Simple Minds song that was playing, or maybe because they wanted to be physically close.
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