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            Chapter One

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Allie

      

      

      I check my phone one more time before the plane takes off, and sure enough, I have yet another message from Ben. My friend Mindy flashes me something of a jealous glance. I know she's been trying to text Tucker ever since we left Ibiza, but he always takes forever to reply. I don't have the heart to tell her he was more into Kate. It's okay; she'll move on quickly. Of the three of us traveling around Europe together, Mindy is the playgirl.

      My mind drifts back to the yacht. Ben and Tucker are the two brothers we met our first day on the island of Ibiza, and except for their good looks and sexy British accents, they couldn't be more different. Ben is older, and the one who swooped in with his charm and stole my heart. He swept me into a brief, whirlwind romance that quickly developed into a real passion. It's the kind of intensity and passion that makes my stomach feel fluttery. I find myself easily lost in the thought of being in his arms forever.

      We were utterly smitten with each other after I finally let my walls down. Ben is a successful investor who owns a beautiful yacht, and he also happens to be ten years older than me. I found the age difference intimidating at first. After all, I'm just a fresh college graduate on her first trip outside the United States. He's a wealthy businessman from England, and I'm just a country girl who grew up on a ranch in Wyoming. We come from completely different worlds. And yet despite these differences, everything feels so right when I'm with him. The barriers and inhibitions I had at first had come crumbling down when he swept me right off of my feet and right into the bedroom. Being intimate with him was magical. It surpassed ecstasy. I keep playing the scenes over and over in my head.

      I peek over at Mindy, who keeps impatiently checking her phone. Tucker is Ben's younger playboy brother who throws all the parties on the yacht, which I know Ben dislikes. But if not for Tucker, Ben and I never would have met.

      I have never dated anyone before. I'm a shy bookworm who enjoys horseback riding in the mountains and focusing on my studies. These feelings I am developing for Ben are new territory for me. Mindy tells me I’m being naïve. She asserts that my time with Ben was just a summer fling, the first of many that I’ll have in Europe, and I can’t get hung up on the first guy to charm and woo me into bed. But I don’t think she understands the connection that Ben and I have.

      Ben is texting me every chance he gets. I'm almost worried that he's not getting any actual work done. But he is a grown man who can make his own decisions. If he wants to text me every second of the day, I’m perfectly okay with that. I've never been so attached to my phone before, and every time I hear the ping of an incoming message, I feel butterflies fluttering around in my gut. If I check my phone and it's anyone else but Ben, I feel disappointed.

      I re-live our brief but passionate romance, dwelling on it each waking moment. The sunset, the hot tub, the hot, passionate sex. The intense desire and lust that I could feel flowing through us during our lovemaking. It gives me this sense of fulfillment that I've lacked until now, something that I didn't even know was missing from my life. Even though we are apart now, we have such a strong connection, it feels like nothing can break it.

      My brother, Eric, keeps texting me to make sure I’m okay. I continuously assure him that everything is fine, and Europe is surpassing all expectations. I haven't told him about Ben.

      “At least this is a short flight,” says Kate. “I'm already uncomfortable, and we're not even in the air," She groans and squirms in the small, cramped airplane seat.

      Both she and Mindy got themselves good and hungover for our travel day. I’m not going to say I told you so.

      “You guys can take a long nap once we get to the hotel in Paris,” I say.

      But I think Mindy is already passed out.

      Eric texts me again. Stay safe, and don't get kidnapped. He’s a little overprotective. I guess that’s why I haven’t told him about Ben, yet. I don’t want him to worry or book a flight to come out here and look after me. Eric would probably try to lock me up in the hotel room and never let me have any fun.

      Okay, time to switch into airplane mode. The engines rev high, and the plane bolts forward. I love the feeling of taking off into the air, and I smile, knowing it won't be long before we're in Paris.  I wish Ben could travel with us, but I understand he has his life and I have mine.

      The plane soars as high as my heart when I think of my time with him in Ibiza, and I fall asleep with a smile on my face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Two

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ben

      

      

      I have a hard time focusing. My heart keeps diverting my attention away from work.

      Allie is in Paris with her promiscuous friends, and I must admit that I'm pretty jealous. I don't want to come off as a possessive asshole, but I wish I were there to make sure no other guy can come within five feet of Allie. That would make me crazy. And Paris would be the perfect place for it. All those French hunks who think they're hot shit swarming all over her… My stomach churns at the thought of it.

      She promised she wouldn't be seeing other guys, and I trust her. It's all the men out there that I don't trust. I know exactly what they'll think when they see her sexy body, her small waist and curvy hips, her large youthful breasts and adorable face hidden behind glasses and bangs. Just the thought of her gets my blood pumping and my heart thumping.

      I also promised her that I wouldn’t be seeing any other women for the time being. She’s young and new to sex and relationships, so I don’t want her to worry. Not that she would have to. I have every intention of sticking to my promise. I haven’t been thinking about other women since the moment I saw Allie. They might as well all be squirrels, and they can go chomp on someone else’s nuts.

      I keep checking my phone to make sure any texts from her don't drown in the influx of other incoming messages. I need to get two phones—one for business and one for pleasure.

      My brother, Tucker, is having another party on my yacht with about a dozen or more new girls and guys that he and Charlie invited back. I'm hiding away upstairs, and I have no desire to join them. I stare out at the breathtaking ocean, spanning out in front of me, but the most beautiful thing in the world is missing.

      I’m going to go crazy until I see her again. Love is maddening. Yes, I said it. Love.

      Glass shatters down on the deck. Somebody dropped a drink. That's fine, it happens all the time. Jeffrey is already on it, ensuring nobody steps on a stray shard of glass.

      I’ve never been lonelier than with all these people on board.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Three

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Allie

      

      

      Paris is even more overwhelming than Ibiza, but beautiful in its own way. I can't believe we are actually in Paris, and I want to explore as much of the city as possible. I know what Mindy and Kate's intentions will be. They have been scoping out the hottest clubs and bars online, and have been swooning over every hot french guy we pass on the street. But I'm determined to soak in the history and culture of Paris. The Louvre, the Eiffel Tower, everything. The fears that I had at the beginning of this trip are still there: getting lost, kidnapped, hit by a bus, etc. But I also have a newfound confidence in myself, thanks to Ben.

      Our hotel is just as lovely as the last one, and I say a silent thank you to Mindy's wealthy parents for hooking us up. As we settle in, I can see that my friends are about as exhausted as I was on our first day in Ibiza. The long travel between the United States and Europe had really taken it out of me. I look out the window at the vast city, overwhelmed by its hum of life and culture. I have a perfect view of the Eiffel Tower, and the neighborhood below us looks adorable, full of cute coffee shops and quaint boutiques.

      Kate and Mindy both flop on the couch, leaving their bags in the middle of the floor. I think Mindy passes out immediately. She's still wearing her sunglasses. I don't know how she made it through the airport without falling flat on her face.

      “Okay, I’m in favor of that nap,” Kate says through a yawn, and then lets her head fall on Mindy’s shoulder. They both look like the grim reaper came for them.

      “I feel fine,” I say in a chirpy voice. It must be my romance that has me so lively and full of energy.

      “That’s because you’re such a good girl who doesn’t drink yourself silly. Could you make me a cup of coffee?”

      “Anything for my bestie,” I tell her and saunter into the kitchen. I'm so giddy, I feel like nothing can bring me down. Ben is the perfect man. I know I don't know him that well, but I am full of hope that we will have more time to get to know each other.

      My thoughts drift to memories of Ben kissing the insides of my thighs, stroking me softly, and I feel my face flush.

      I begin some brewing some coffee in the kitchenette, lost in my daydream. I'm not usually a coffee drinker, but I decide I'll have just a little. After all, this trip is about trying new things. And so far, that's been going very well.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Four

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Ben

      

      

      “Yes, I can meet you,” I say into my phone as I take a cocktail from Jeffrey. “How about tomorrow? Perfect. I’ll book a flight.”

      The party on the lower deck is raging now, bikini bodies cooking in the afternoon sun, livers overworked, and underappreciated.

      I immediately text Allie the news. Hey, I have to go to Dubai tomorrow for a last-minute meeting. I’d love for you to meet me there.

      I already know how she's going to respond. I know her well enough to know she hates diverging from an established plan.

      My phone dings.

      Ben, I don’t know. We just got to Paris.

      I'll take care of your flight and arrange for a car to pick you up. I'll even book you your own hotel room. You won't have to worry about a thing.

      I wait for her answer. I just want her to trust me. Spending some time together in Dubai is going to be so romantic, and I can't wait any longer to see her, to wrap her in my arms. I have a nagging feeling she's going to say no, but I have hope. I've broken through to her before.

      Is it safe?

      Good. She’s considering it.

      It’s perfectly safe, Allie. One of the safest countries you can visit.

      Let me talk to Kate and Mindy.

      Oh, how I hate the waiting game. I'm used to having a confirmed answer immediately when there's something I want to know. And if I don't get the answer I want, I badger for it until I do. But Allie isn't one of my clients or employees. What is unfolding between Allie and me has nothing to do with business.  I have to do what doesn't come naturally to me, and just back off a little. The hardest thing is letting her make her own decision, and I wish again that I were in Paris with her. Now that I think about it, I should have gone. But I don't want to seem overprotective, and the phone calls and the emails are bombarding my phone, keeping me imprisoned in my office on the yacht.

      The party keeps raging on the deck below me. I put my headphones on and sip my cocktail. It's just not the same anymore without Allie, and I know I won't be able to sleep until I receive an answer. Not that I usually get a lot of sleep, anyway.

      Go ahead and book it. Send me the information, she says. My heart jumps out of my chest. She made that decision a lot quicker than I expected her to.

      Done, I reply with the biggest smile on my face.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Five

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Allie

      

      

      “Are you guys sure it’s okay?”

      “Yeah, it’s totally fine. You’re finally living, girl. And you’ll love Dubai," says Mindy. "Not that I've ever been there. I’m just glad you’re living with some abandon and getting laid.”

      I'm a little offended by the way they're not upset about not spending more time with me. After all, I came on this trip to experience Europe with them. Soon, we will all be heading separate ways into real adulthood.

      "You go have a romance with your new man in Dubai," says Kate. "Keep us updated, and we'll all meet up later in Greece."

      “But don’t get hung up on just this one guy,” says Mindy through a mouthful of bagel chips. Hangovers always make her crave carbs when she usually won't go within five feet of them. "Have your thing with him and then move on. Don't just settle for the first thing to come along and call you pretty."

      “Don’t listen to her, Allie. The guy obviously has a crap-ton of money. You want to nail that down for good.”

      “Will you guys just let me make my own decisions for once in my life? Let me figure this out, okay?” I take a sip of coffee. It's bitter, but something about it makes me want more.

      “Sorry,” Kate mumbles like she’s honestly hurt.

      Crap, I don't want to fight. I would hate for there to be a rift in our relationship, especially when we are halfway across the world.

      “You guys, please let’s not fight. But you are both right. I need to get out of my comfort zone, and I can’t do that when you’re both telling me what to do all the time.”

      They look at each other with understanding.

      “Sorry, Allie. We just want to look out for you," Mindy admits. "The important thing is that you stay safe."

      Such rare wisdom from Mindy. Like a celestial alignment, it doesn’t happen very often.

      “We understand,” says Kate. “You do what you need to do.”

      “Right now, what we need to do,” Mindy goes on. “Is take a nap because I feel like I got run over by a train.” She falls over and drapes herself over the armrest of the couch.

      “She’ll be fine.”

      “You guys take care of yourselves,” I tell Kate. “I feel pretty good, so I’m probably going to go explore and take photos.”

      “By yourself?”

      “Yeah.” I see the look on her face. “Don’t worry. I won’t go far. You know me. I’m not going to get myself in trouble. I'm a worrier, remember?”

      “Okay, but just be careful.”

      "Always."

      

      Paris is breathtaking. I know some people say it's dirty, and parts of it are, but everything I have seen is beautiful and romantic. I wish Ben were here to enjoy this with me, but I don't mind spending a few hours out on my own.

      I stand against a railing overlooking a river I don't know the name of. I'll have to look it up later. I feel like I'm in a book or a movie. Being outside of the United States and in such a foreign and exciting city is still so surreal to me. Am I dreaming?

      I hear someone approach me from behind. Whoever this stranger is standing uncomfortably close, and I turn around

      to say something.

      "Pardon, Mademoiselle, did you drop this?”

      He has a thick French accent. I’m standing in the shadow of a young man with a boyish and innocent face. He holds my bracelet in the palm of his hand.

      “How did—” I look down at the bear charm glinting in the sun. “I didn’t notice that it fell off.”

      "Here, let me help you with it."

      I hold out my wrist as he latches it back on, brushing his hand along mine for a little longer than he needs to. The feeling that shoots through my body from his fingers on my wrist is the same feeling I got when I first felt Ben’s touch.

      “Thank you,” I say, captivated by his boyish charm. His hair is dark and curly, and his hands soft. His eyes twinkle with a hypnotic light.

      "No problem. It looks important. I wouldn't want you to lose something precious."

      “You’re right. My mom gave it to me for good luck.” I feel my face turn hot. He's still standing too close to me. He leans against the railing beside me, his chest nearly touching my nose.

      “Where are you from?”

      "Wyoming, the United States."

      “Is this your first trip to Paris?”

      “Yes. My friends and I just got here today.”

      “I see. Where are your friends?”

      “They’re back at the hotel hungover.”

      “Ah, haha,” he laughs. Even his laugh has an irresistible accent. “So, you are sightseeing all by yourself?"

      Ben was the one who warned me about people taking advantage of girls traveling on their own, but this guy seems so innocent and harmless. He can’t be any older than me. And he was so helpful in returning my bracelet. I would have died if I’d lost it.

      “Just taking pictures for an hour or so. I might check out a bookstore. Then I'm going to meet back up with my friends at the hotel.” I look out at the view of the city, my gaze wandering toward the Eiffel Tower. I can feel his eyes undressing me, peeling my dress down and licking my body with his fluttering lashes.

      "I can join you. I can show you all of the best places around here. A free tour." He smiles wide, and it gives me a little shiver.

      What would be the harm? He’s just a local Parisian who wants to show me the city. It's not like we're making out. No harm in it that I can see.

      I receive a notification on my phone about my upcoming flight to Dubai and my hotel reservation. I put my phone back in my pocket.

      "That would be fun," I say to him. "But we can't spend too long. I should get back to my friends soon."

      “I can’t wait to meet them.”

      I feel myself blush. He so casually invited himself along with us. He didn't even ask if it was okay to join, but I don't have it in me to be assertive and tell him no. I’ll probably just try to pass him off to Mindy or Kate. They would love to get their hands on him.

      “I’m sure they’ll love to meet you.”

      “They couldn’t possibly be as pretty and charming as you,” he says.

      Oh crap.
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        Ben

      

      

      I have everything I need for my flight except Allie. I still can’t stop thinking about her. Part of me is still nervous about her traipsing around Paris with her promiscuous friends. I keep imagining her meeting suave young men just looking for cute young American girls to snatch up, use, and then toss aside.

      But I know I shouldn't be worried because Allie isn't that kind of girl. She's not out there looking for guys to hook up with, and she would never betray my trust. Plus, the strong connection that has developed between us feels unbreakable.

      Still, I worry.

      When I'm not worrying, I'm dreaming of her body pressed up against mine. I've never felt like this with any woman before. I’m going crazy not being able to see her.

      I check my phone again. I sent Allie the emails confirming her flight and hotel reservations, but I haven't received a response. I hope she's not having second thoughts. She's probably napping after the flight. Can’t wait to see you, I type, hoping that I do not sound overly desperate.

      “The car is waiting for you, Sir.”

      “Thanks, Jeffrey," I say, looking up. I don't know how long I was staring at my phone screen. I almost forgot where I was. Getting so wrapped up in my thoughts is quite unlike me. I grab my luggage and glance around to make sure I haven't forgotten anything.

      “Jeffrey, make sure Tucker knows he doesn’t own the place. I don’t want things to get out of hand.”

      “I’ll do my best.”

      “Look after him, too. I trust you.”

      He nods and takes one of my bags. I’ve always entrusted Jeffrey with just about everything. I trust him more than my mother and father, and far more than my brother. Last night I even admitted my feelings for Allie to him as we shared a bottle of whiskey. Just because he works for me doesn’t mean I can’t confide in him as a friend.

      “Don’t worry about a thing,” he says. “Have a safe flight.”

      And with that, I head to the car waiting to take me to the airport. I wish I had spent a little more time on the island of Ibiza. It really is a beautiful place. But I wouldn't trade the time I spent with Allie for anything. The sunset dinner and the jet-skiing. The wild lovemaking.

      Can’t wait to see you, too, she messages me back with a smiley emoji.

      Right. She's an amazing woman and I have absolutely nothing to worry about. She's nothing like other girls.

      I stare out the window on the ride to the airport. If I spend too much time staring down at my phone, I'll get nauseous. It's an excellent excuse to see the sights instead of working for once. Emails can wait. Messages can wait, unless they're from Allie, of course.
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        Allie

      

      

      Antoine quickly became a good friend to all of us. He even came back to the hotel with me, not that I invited him. He turned into a puppy that followed me everywhere, and it's impossible to turn a puppy away.

      “Who’s this little snack?” Mindy says when we walk in and greet them.

      "Antoine, Allie's new Parisian friend," he says.

      All three of us girls have an entire conversation just by exchang

      ing looks.

      Kate and Mindy appear to be hydrated, rested, and ready to start all over again. We head out into Paris for the evening. It's already getting dark.

      We walk together as a group of four. I try to stay back so Antoine can engage in conversation with my friends and I can just bask in the sights, but he hardly notices the other two. He wants to know about my home, about my family and studies and what I intend to do for work. He asks me about other lovers, to which I don’t reply. I immediately change the subject.

      He casually puts his arm around me and it feels intimate and forbidden. I think of Ben.

      What would he think if he saw me walking down the streets of Paris under the arm of another man?

      "Antoine," I say. But it's so hard to protest. He makes me feel safe in this strange and bustling city. I spent the first twenty-two years of my life being shy and getting almost no attention from men, and now here I am in Europe, and I can't get them to go away.

      I put my phone away even though I feel like I should keep texting Ben.

      Every time I see the charisma in Antoine's smile, I start to have my doubts. What if this whole thing with Ben was just a fling? Could Mindy be right?

      We head into a bar and sit at a table. Antoine sits next to me so close that our hips are touching.

      “So, what do you do?” I ask him. I don’t want the conversation to circle back around to lovers.

      “I am a salesman,” he says. “And a hopeless romantic for beautiful American girls.”

      Mindy and Kate give me eyes like they want to say something, but they can't in front of Antoine.

      “I’m going to go get us a round of drinks before we order dinner. I'll be right back," he says.

      Perfect timing.

      Kate and Mindy both lean forward.

      “Oh my God, he’s so into you,” Mindy hisses in my ear.

      “But what about Ben?” Says Kate.

      Once again, they give me conflicting advice. I told them before to let me make my own decisions, but clearly, they have already forgotten.

      "Go for Antoine. Don't stick with just one guy. You're new to this whole dating thing, and you gotta explore all the options."

      “Allie, I know you,” says Kate. "I know that it's going to bother you if you're not loyal to Ben. I know you said you want to make your own decisions, but before you do anything, just think about how you'll feel about it tomorrow".

      I'm so glad when Antoine comes back, laden with drinks, and cuts the conversation short.

      "Merci," we all say to him, but I'm still getting dagger eyes from

      Kate and Mindy.

      "It's no problem," he says as he puts his arm back around me. His hand is dangling just over my breast, so close, I can almost feel his fingers grazing my nipple over my dress. It's enough to make my panties a little bit wet.

      A few drinks later, I feel my phone vibrating on the table. I don’t touch it. Ben’s plane probably just landed. Mindy gives me a sly smile.

      "Antoine," she says. "Allie's going to the airport tomorrow."

      “Going so soon? I thought you just got here.”

      “She’s going to meet a friend in Dubai.”

      Damnit, Mindy. I want to tell her to shut up, but it’s not in me to stir the pot.

      “I’m getting hungry,” I say and take a sip of my drink. “What’s good here?”

      "Everything," says Antoine. "Try the bouillabaisse." He makes a kissing noise against his fingers. "It's to die for. Kind of like you."

      I blush and look over the menu.

      “How about if I take you to the airport tomorrow?” he says. By his tone, it was more of a statement than a question. “Then you don't have to pay for a taxi."

      “She would love that!” says Mindy.

      But Kate is quiet. She blinks at me, and I understand what she's trying to say. I don't know why Mindy is rooting so hard for me to have something with Antoine. After all, she believes that there are a million guys to date,  and you should go through them as quickly and efficiently as possible. What’s so special about Antoine?

      Other than the fact that he’s super hot and he seems to adore me. And we’re in Paris, and he would be the perfect fling.

      "Oh, Tucker just texted me," says Kate. "Ben made it to Dubai. And apparently, he couldn't stop talking about you yesterday.”

      I feel my face turns hot and red. Antoine doesn't seem to mind that I might have another lover.

      “You are a hot commodity,” he says. “I’ll drink to that.”

      My drink hits me, and I lay my head back on his shoulder. He plants a kiss on my cheek. It’s just a kiss, and it’s not on my lips. What’s the harm?

      

      The next day, Antoine picks me up and drives me to the airport. The ride isn’t very long. He knows the quickest ways to get around. I sit nervously in the passenger seat, clutching my purse tightly in my lap and hoping he’s not secretly some crazy kidnapper.

      “I’m going to miss your company. I think I have fallen in love with you,” he says as we pull up to the terminal.

      “Oh, stop it,” I say with a giggle. I know he’s kidding.

      He is kidding, right?

      He gets out of the car and helps me with my bags. I’m suddenly very aware of his masculine presence. He no longer seems like a young boy to me. He’s a man. I think about what it would be like to have sex with him. I know he wants it, and I’ve just recently awakened to my own sexuality. I wonder about his…

      I shake the thought away. It's too late now, anyway. I'm headed to Dubai. Goodbye, Antoine.

      “I hope you have a safe flight, Allie,” he says.

      I still haven’t checked my phone to see if Ben messaged me today.

      “I will. Promise you’ll look after Mindy and Kate.”

      “I will. But I will see you again.”

      And that's when things become not so harmless and innocent anymore. He leans down and kisses me. But it's not some little kiss on the cheek or even a peck on the lips. He dives deep into me, putting the French in French kissing. And not only is his tongue exploring my mouth, but his hands are caressing my waist and moving down to my hips.

      I don’t aggressively kiss him back. But I also don’t push him away. Why? Why didn’t I push him away?

      He finally stops kissing me.

      “Allie. I will see you again. I promise,” he affirms.

      My face turns hot. I step back and hold onto my luggage, stammering incoherently.

      "When you are done with whatever this thing is," he says as he waves his hand in the air with nonchalance. "Then, we can begin exploring us."

      “Um.” I have no idea what to say. He’s adorable. And he’s my age. And he’s French. And he wants me. “Um…I’ll text you later," I stammer.

      But I don't know if I'll keep to that promise. I hope he just forgets all about me and dives into bed with Mindy.

      I run into the terminal with one glance over my shoulder. He is still standing there watching me leave, a smile on his face, seductive and charming.

      Once at my gate, I finally look at my phone. I have messages from everyone. My mom, Eric, Kate, Mindy, a bunch from Ben, and now Antoine.

      I open up Ben’s messages.

      Happy flying day.

      Hey, I haven't heard from you. Everything okay?

      Little worried about you, Allie. Hope you’re having fun.

      Please get back to me so I know everything is alright.

      I

      start typing vigorously on my phone, so guilty for leaving him hanging like this. I should have gotten back to him sooner. So much sooner.

      I’m so sorry. Things got a little crazy. You know how Kate and Mindy are. At the airport now. Missing you terribly.

      I take a deep breath of air, attempting to calm my nerves. I still have plenty of time before the flight. I need more time to process what just happened. All I want is to see Ben, but now I have Antoine on my mind. I can't believe he sucked me in with his boyish charm. And that kiss. It was easily just as passionate and full of desire as my kisses with Ben.

      What if Mindy is right about everything? What if this whole summer is all about flings? Maybe I shouldn't be taking this whole Ben thing so seriously.
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        Ben

      

      

      Seriously, I can’t believe she waited this long to get back to me.

      Miss you too. Sorry I got paranoid. I just really want to see you. Have a safe flight.

      I'm willing to own up to my flaws. Sometimes I can be possessive. But in my experience, it's never a good thing when girls just ignore all your messages and then act like it's no big deal.

      But I trust Allie.

      

      Drinking wine at the hotel isn't much fun alone. I'm overlooking the gulf, and it's a beautiful sight. The Middle East has so many underrated gems and gets a bad reputation because of the media. But Dubai is probably one of the best cities I've ever visited.

      I have a meeting later, so I’ll be out of the hotel when Allie checks into her room. That’s okay. It will give her time to settle and freshen up. But honestly, I would be just as attracted to her when she’s tired and travel-worn as when she’s in a gown and all dolled up.

      I hope I can get through this upcoming meeting without dying from anticipation. Just the thought of Allie the last time we were together, tangled up in the sheets, her naked body riding on top of me, coming to orgasm in the light of morning...it makes me harden and throb.

      Once I see her, I know all my worries will be wiped away.
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      Finally, I’m through with the hassle of travel and immigration. The hotel room is more beautiful than anything I could imagine. I have a whole suite to myself. All thoughts of Antoine melt away. How could I doubt a man who would go to such measures to make sure I'm treated like royalty?

      I listen to my gut. I’m definitely all about Ben. I only want to be with him. How could I ever have thought that Mindy might be right?

      I immediately start digging through my suitcase for the dress I want and the shoes to go with it. I get out my makeup bag and my hairbrush. I can't wait to take a long shower after sitting on a plane. I check my phone again.

      Can’t wait ‘til this meeting is over. Thinking of you.

      I smile.

      Thinking of you too, I message back.

      Yes, I still feel pretty guilty over that kiss with Antoine. But it’s time to forget about it. Ben never has to know.

      I shower and use all the makeup tricks that Mindy taught me. I want to look like a sex goddess for him. I’m going to show him an unbelievable time.

      This is going a little long. I might be late. So sorry. I’ll keep you updated.

      That’s okay. I’ll see you soon.

      I'm a little bummed, but as long as I see him soon, that's all I care about. I just have to find something to do with myself in the meantime. I'm still only in my towel and I do a little dance in the bathroom to some music playing on my phone. I'm a bit too nervous about venturing out by myself, so I decide to stay in my towel in the hotel. I could always dive into the minibar…

      There’s a knock on the door. I smile. Ben must have been teasing me, and he’s already here.

      My heart leaps. I get up and go to the door, my heart thumping harder and harder with every step I take. I'm aching to see him again.

      I open the door, and there he is.

      "Antoine?" I gasp in shock, holding onto my towel to ensure it doesn’t slip down,

      He stands there, smiling at me. "I hopped on the next flight to Dubai. Mindy told me where to find you."

      I’ve never been afraid of snakes until now.
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      I get back to the hotel late, and I feel bad about keeping Allie waiting. She deserves better. But it was a significant investment, and there was no way I could let the opportunity escape.

      I jump in the shower and let the steam relax my mind and my body. I think about her waiting for me just a few doors down. I get hard in the shower, but I don't take care of it. I want to save it for when I can be with her. I want to be full and raging for her.

      I put on a suit, comb my hair, and spritz on some cologne. I feel like I'm stuck in slow motion. I clip a rose and stick it in my pocket, so I look extra romantic. I want her to know that my feelings for her surpass just a casual summer fling.

      I go down the hall and knock on her door.

      I hear her voice inside. She must be talking on the phone. I knock again. Come on Allie. I adjust the rose sticking out of my pocket.

      The door cracks open.

      "Allie," I smile down at her. I can't help it. Her face is adorable. My heart is beating hard in my chest. "Hey, open the door, let me in."

      “Could you give me just one second?” She holds onto the front of her towel, which is wrapped around her perfect body. I imagine myself whipping it off and seeing her naked before me as she spins in circles.

      “Why?”

      I don’t like the look in her eye. Something is definitely wrong.

      “I just need to finish getting ready.”

      “I can wait in your living room.”

      “Uh…”

      “Why can’t I come in?”

      And then I see him behind her in the suite. He's young, probably around her age, with the kind of shaggy curls on his head that women love. He has a wide grin on his face, and he looks at me almost as if he's expecting me. I throw the door open, careful not to hurt Allie, but enough to show that I’m not tolerating this strange guy in my girl’s hotel room.

      She steps back, and I march toward the guy.

      "Who are you?" I demand.

      "I'm not some British prick with a little flower sticking out of my pocket."

      Who the hell does this guy think he is? "If you're not here to bring her room service, then you have no business here."

      “I’m here for Allie,” he continues. “We met in Paris. And it was love at first sight.”

      “No,” Allie says, looking uncomfortable in her towel. “That’s not it at all.” She’s actually shaking.

      "Then why is he here, in your hotel room?" I ask, turning toward her.

      My heart sinks. I do feel like the prick with a flower in my pocket.

      “He followed me here,” she goes on. I can see tears start to swell in her eyes.

      "After the kiss we shared, I expected that you wanted me to follow you,” he says.

      “Kiss?” I start to panic. This is a nightmare. “You kissed him?”

      “Quite passionately,” he says.

      “I’m wasn’t talking to you.”

      “I didn’t want it. He kissed me,” she pleaded. She has a desperation in her voice.

      But I cannot look at her any longer, and I don't stay to hear the end of her story. I'm too upset, and I have to get out of there. I turn to leave, going out the door and slamming it shut loud enough to piss off everyone else on our floor.
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      "Get out of the room!" I shout at Antoine, throwing a pillow at him from the couch. "I didn't invite you here, and I want you gone!" I never yell. But this time, I've been pushed over the edge, and there's no coming back. I don't think I've ever been this angry about anything before in my life.

      "Sorry, sorry," he says with a laugh, putting up his hands. "I forget that you Americans can be so uptight.”

      “The door is over there,” I say condescendingly.

      “Fine, I’m going.”

      He does go, and it’s a relief. But not a big enough relief.

      I lock the door behind and listen for his footsteps to fade down the hallway. I only hope that he’s gone for good. If he was willing to follow me all the way here, then he must be willing to continue to bother me after I’ve told him to get the hell out.

      I go straight for my phone and call Ben.

      But he doesn’t answer.

      I call him again, and this time I leave a voicemail.

      "Ben, please call me back, it wasn't what it looked like. I should never have let him into my hotel room. I'm so sorry, just please call me or come to my room. I'll explain everything."

      I call him several more times. No answer. I send him a string of pleading text messages. I can't believe I've hurt him like this. I wish he would just talk to me. But he doesn't reply to anything I send him. I apologize profusely, but it gets me nowhere.

      I get dressed and knock on his door, but he doesn’t answer. I hop in the elevator and go down to the hotel bar. I do a lap to see if he’s there, but he isn’t.

      “Can I get you something, Miss?” asks the bartender.

      “No,” I say with a panicked voice. “Just looking for a friend. Thanks.”

      I find the pool and scan the crowd to see if he's there—no sign of Ben. I go back up to our floor and knock on his door again, this time harder and more urgently.

      “Ben,” I say into the door. “Ben, please open up.”

      But all I hear is silence.

      I'm devastated. I go back into my room. I have no way of finding out where he is, and I can't force him to answer me. I fall onto the couch and start to cry. I sob and put my head in my hands. How could I have been so stupid?

      This beautiful hotel room… he paid for it. And the plane ticket. Everything. How could I hurt him like this after what he did for me? And how he treated me? I never asked for Antoine to come to Dubai. What a snake.

      I feel so helpless. And then my phone rings.

      I reach for it with a surge of excitement, hoping that it's Ben. Finally, he's gotten my messages, and he's come around. I look at my screen, and it's not him.

      “Eric?” I say with a whimpering voice into the phone.

      “Allie? Hey, I was just calling to check on you. You don’t sound good, what’s wrong?”

      “Everything,” I cry into the phone. I tell him everything that happened. How miserable I feel, alone and afraid in a foreign country. I tell him all about Ben and the trip to Dubai and how Antoine who came between us. And I'm probably not on Mindy and Kate's good side right now. I just want to go home.

      "Don't worry, Allie," says Eric, in a calm manner. I’m surprised he keeps his cool. “I’m going to book you a flight home. You don’t need all this drama.”

      I thank my brother for everything. But I still keep thinking about Ben. I have to see him before I leave. I start to shake and cry even harder. It’s almost too much to be alone with myself right now.

      I text Kate and give her a brief rundown of everything that happened. She’s much more understanding than Mindy. I don’t know if I can even stay friends with Mindy anymore. She helped destroy the best thing that’s ever happened to me.

      Thank goodness for brothers.
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      I’m at a hotel bar across the street when my brother calls me. He’s probably drunk or going to ask if he can throw a party with six hundred guests, to which I would definitely reply with a firm no.

      I don't answer. I don't want to deal with him right now.

      I stare down into my cocktail, which is heavy-handed, just as I ordered. No woman has ever hurt me so badly. Maybe I should have stayed there to get her side of the story. She was protesting pretty strongly. But I was so hurt and angry, I couldn't stand to be in that room anymore. I wanted to hit him and scream at her. I couldn’t allow my emotions to take control over me, so I had to leave.

      I act like I’m tough, but deep down inside I’m just as sensitive as anybody.

      I know Allie keeps calling and texting me, but I just have to let her wait. I can't talk to her right now. Not until I've had a few more drinks and have cooled won. I take the rose out of my pocket and rip each petal off of it, throwing them one by one onto the floor.

      Tucker calls me five more times in a row. I guess it must be urgent.

      “Hello? What’s wrong?” I say into the phone. “I’m really pissed right now, and I don’t feel like talking.”

      Tucker starts talking so fast I can barely keep up with his sentences.

      “Tucker, slow down. Say all that again.”

      "I said…" He takes a deep breath. "Go talk to Allie, you stupid asshole. This Antoine thing wasn't her fault." And then he went on to explain everything he heard from Kate.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Chapter Thirteen

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Allie

      

      

      All my bags are packed except for one final thing. Then I just need to go downstairs and arrange for a ride to the airport. I feel so low, like my heart sank deep into my stomach, where it will probably remain for a long time.

      I had true feelings for Ben. Feelings that I can’t just get rid of. He was my first sexual experience, my first real romance. This is going to be hard to forget. But ultimately, Eric is right. I don’t need any drama in my life, and it’s time for me to go home.

      I’ve changed into jeans and a t-shirt, and I stuff my dress down into my luggage and zip it shut. There. Finished.

      I hear a knock on my door.

      "Go away, Antoine!" I shout with a rasping, tired voice. I’ve only finished crying because I ran out of tears. But I know my eyes are red and puffy.

      “It’s me,” says a voice on the other side of the door. “It’s Ben.”

      I gasp. Oh, Jesus, Ben. I rush to answer the door, but then I stop.

      "Ben," I say through the closed door. "I have my bags packed, and I'm about to leave. I can't stand that I hurt you, I just…"

      “Just open the door,” he says, and his voice is soft and forgiving.

      I unlock it and open it a crack. I don't want him to see me looking like this.

      "Allie," he says desperately. "Tucker called me. Kate told him everything that happened with that other guy and that none of it was your fault. I'm sorry I got so upset. Will you please let me in?"

      I open the door a little farther. He doesn't react to my casual clothes or my puffy face. All he does is come rushing in and drowns me in a tight hug.

      “But Ben, I have to tell you something.”

      “You can tell me anything.”

      "Antoine really did kiss me at the airport. I didn't want him to, but it just sort of happened."

      He brushes my bangs out of my face and bites down on his lip. I think he’s upset, but not upset enough to scream.

      “I trust you, Allie. I know how men are. I don’t blame you. I blame him.”

      I start crying into his chest, and he holds onto me.

      “I just couldn’t stand the thought of you being with someone else. It drove me so crazy. I’ve never been hurt like that before. It was like a knife through my chest.”

      “I have a flight back to the United States.”

      “Don’t go. Stay with me. We can work through this.”

      I’m so relieved that I agree. “Let me just call my brother.”
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      While she's on the phone in the other room, I take a gander around the suite. All her bags are packed, and the place is picked up. She really was going to leave. I silently thank Tucker for calling me. One of the only things he’s ever done right.

      When she comes back in the room, I can tell she's been wiping her eyes because they're red and swollen. I don't care. She still looks so sexy.

      "Look at me," she says. "I'll have to change and freshen up."

      “No,” I say, shaking my head. “You don’t have to do anything.”

      I take her in my arms and tear her shirt over her head. Her bra is the next thing to go. The thought of almost losing her makes me raging mad for her.

      “I like where you’re going with this,” she says. She starts undoing my pants, and soon our bodies are naked and coiled in an intimate embrace on an expensive-looking rug on the floor. Our clothes are scattered all around us. We’re so hungry for each other, we don’t waste any time.

      I grab each of her breasts, running my thumbs over her hardening nipples. My lips find hers in a consuming and passionate kiss. Her legs wrap around me and squeeze, pulling me in. I can't wait any longer. I plunge myself deep into her. That first stroke, so wet and tight, is what I’ve been craving all day. She looks into my eyes and moans. I move slowly because I want this to last for a long time. I want to see that look in her eyes for as long as she as it.

      She lets out a few more sexy moans. I suck on her earlobe. Her legs are high in the air, and I'm stroking back and forth to the rhythm of my thudding heart. I kiss her again and again, my arms on her shoulders and pulling her body into me.

      I pick up my pace slightly, and her arms are all over my back. I hold her tightly to me, and I’m so aroused for her that I can’t last any longer. I thrust against her, deeper into her and I finish, my body taking off in a rush of pure ecstasy.

      Now, it's her turn. I put my hands on her knees and spread her legs wide. She smiles and giggles, her face red and her hair a mess. I love it. My lips move slowly down her body, between her breasts and straight down her stomach. Then I give her wet and hungry kisses against her clitoris. She tosses her head back and moans. Anyone outside our room could hear her squealing and yelling with joy, but I don't care. It's even hotter when she's loud. I slowly insert a finger and find her g-spot, softly stroking as my tongue whirls around, and she cries out in pleasure. I keep going until I feel her body shudder with a powerful orgasm. Her thighs squeeze my head, my hands cradle her hips, and I give her one final kiss before I lay beside her and stroke her hair and her dreamy, dizzy face.

      After we’re finished, we lay in bed naked. The sun has set, and the city of Dubai is alive with life and culture. But we don’t want to be anywhere except in each other’s arms.

      “I’ll order room service,” I tell her and look deep into her eyes. “We can stay here tonight. Get to know each other even better.”

      I fought for this woman. I might have gone mad for a while, but I fought for her thereafter. I couldn’t let her go. I know that I’m falling in love.

      “Room service would be great,” she says between kisses along my arm. “I didn’t even realize how hungry I was.”

      "Let's go to dinner tomorrow," I say, running my fingers through her hair. The sun has set, and the lights of Dubai shine bright. "I need to make up for what happened today. It'll be a nice dinner."

      “Where are you going to take me?”

      “I’ll surprise you.”

      “I hope it’s a good surprise.”

      “Yes, Allie. Only good surprises from now on.” I tickle her so that I can hear her laugh.
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      The next day, I'm alone in my hotel room all day long. It's sort of a nice break after the commotion of the day before. The nightmare with Antoine, then all the crying, and then the mindblowing sex left me utterly exhausted.

      I get dizzy just thinking about that sex. It wasn't rough or intense, but it made my knees weak, and my heart soar. I don’t want to call it love because it feels too soon, but I can’t think of another word for it that would compare. Oh God, how I want more.

      Late in the afternoon, I start getting ready for the night. I put on my best sexy dress and do my hair and makeup. Kate calls me.

      “So everything’s okay?” she asks, referencing the Antoine drama and where I stand with Ben.

      "Yes, everything's fine. Ben and I had some earth-shattering make-up sex.”

      “Thank God.”

      “How are things in Paris with you and Mindy?”

      “We miss you, but I know you’re having a great time now. Don’t worry, I reamed Mindy a new asshole after what she did. I think she knows she fucked up big time. She’ll probably apologize.”

      “Good. I was furious with her.”

      "As you should be. We go to Amsterdam in a couple of days. Then we'll meet you in Athens. Can't wait to see you."

      At least someone knows how to be a good friend. She really saved my ass with Ben. Anyway, now all I can do is fidget while I wait for him. Anticipation is torture, but at least today, it's good anticipation. No more Antoine. No more bullshit.

      Ben seemed really serious about our date tonight, like something big was going to happen. The way he looks at me, the way he touches me, it’s like I’m the only woman he’ll ever have interest in. He definitely doesn’t treat me like some twenty-two-year-old kid he’s just stringing alone.

      Eric is the next to call me. Baby brother always looking out for his big sister. I know he's still worried.

      “Don’t worry,” I assure him. “Everything is fine. It was just a big misunderstanding. We made up.” I’m definitely not telling my brother exactly how we made up. That would be too weird.

      I flip my hair around in the mirror.

      “Okay, Allie, if you insist. But if anything happens at all, call me right away. I’ll come all the way out there if I have to.”

      "Tell Mom I love her, and I'm safe. Don't tell her about Ben or that I'm in Dubai. She might freak out. Okay. I love you too. Bye."

      I hang up the phone and check the time. Ben will be here in less than half an hour. That gives me just enough time to pace nervously back and forth.

      He arrives promptly at six, and this time he has a dozen roses in his hand instead of just one sticking out of his pocket.

      “I got these for you,” he says with a handsome smile.

      “Thank you.” I’m so relieved that he’s here. I can’t wait to do this right.

      I reach up and kiss him. My hands move to his belt, and I stroke him teasingly over his pants, eager for him to have me again.

      “Let’s save it for when we get back,” he says through a moan and grabs my hand. “I have to keep you wanting more.

      He takes me in a limousine through the city. I can’t stop staring outside. The city is fascinating. Over the next few days, we’ll have time to explore it together.

      

      The restaurant is so elegant, I almost don't know what to do with myself. Back at home, I'm used to having a burger and a beer at the bar down the street, wearing a flannel shirt and my cowgirl boots and licking sauce off my fingers. This is a whole world of difference. This place is as upscale as it gets. I can’t imagine what the bill will be.

      We sit at a table near a fireplace, a lit candle between us.

      “We’ll each have a glass of chardonnay,” he tells the waiter in a smooth voice.

      So he remembers my favorite wine. I only mentioned it once, but he was obviously paying attention. And now he’s paying close attention to me. His phone stays in his pocket, and he never pulls it out, which I appreciate. We get lost in each other’s eyes and stories of childhood and growing up. Talking to him is so much more comfortable than going out with my friends and meeting strangers at bars. I feel so much at home with him.

      The night is almost too perfect. I'm gazing at Ben, wondering how I could be this lucky, when I see his face darken. I turn, and my stomach plummets. Who else could it possibly be but Antoine sauntering up to our table?

      Ben was right. Who the hell does this guy think he is?

      "Are you following me?" I say much more loudly than I intended.

      “I just wanted to make sure you were making the right choice,” he says, looking down at me with a grin. “And that I am here for you if you change your mind.” He drops something down on the table in front of me. It’s a key to a hotel room, with the hotel address and room number on it.

      “Excuse me, I think my mind is made up,” I snap and slide the key back to him. "I'm with the person I want to be with, and that is final."

      “I can’t believe this,” says Ben.

      "Hey, where is your flower, flower boy?"

      Ben stands up, and his chair falls back onto the floor.

      “Before you showed up yesterday, Allie and I had passionate sex on the floor of the hotel room, and she screamed my name.”

      “No, that’s not true!” I yell. The entire restaurant is staring. I can’t believe this is happening. I’m mortified. I’ve never been so embarrassed.

      However, I know that two guys fighting over me in a fancy restaurant is something Mindy would be proud to hear.

      “I’m going to have to ask that you leave this establishment.”

      “Whoa, tough guy.”

      “This is stalking, and Allie doesn’t want anything to do with you.” Ben leans down so that his face is right in Antoine's. "Get out of my sight."

      Two large men in black uniforms come up to our table.

      "Allie," Antoine pleads. He reaches for my hands, but I pull away. "Allie, if you come with me, I promise you will never regret it." He winks, and I shudder.

      The two men come to either side of Antoine and grab him by the elbows.

      “Please have this child escorted out," Ben demands. "He is causing a disturbance."

      The two security guards take him away, and Antoine doesn't protest. It seems like maybe he's done this before.

      “Are you alright, Allie?”

      “I think so.”

      “Can we finally do this right?”

      I take a deep breath. "Yes," I tell him. I have another glass of wine, and soon I've once again forgotten about Antoine. Our food arrives, and we go back to our pleasant conversation.

      But then Ben gets quiet for a while. It makes me a little suspicious.

      “Allie, I’m…I’m falling for you,” he finally says. “I know it’s too soon to say this. But I’m not naïve. I know this isn’t puppy love. This is real.”

      I’m speechless. I think I love him, too.

      “I want to give you something. Here.”

      He pulls out a box and opens it. It’s a sparkling diamond necklace.

      "I know we've only been with each other for a short time. But I want you to know that I think of you as mine. And I want to be yours.”

      “Ben, I feel like this is too much.”

      “No, it isn’t. It’s not enough. I also wanted to give you something else." He pulls out a key. "This is to my house in Windsor. You can let yourself in anytime.”

      I take it like I’ve just been given the key to all of England.

      He puts the diamond necklace around my neck. I nearly cry, only these are tears of joy.

      After dinner, we go straight back to the hotel, making out in the limousine the whole ride back.

      We pull each other’s clothes off as soon as we step in the door to my hotel suite. His hand slides between my legs and strokes me. I inhale short bursts of air, and suddenly my arousal feels like an emergency. I have to have him.

      I drag him over to the couch and pull him down on top of me. He kisses my nipples with an eager and wet mouth, and my legs coil at the tingling. I feel his penis hard against my body, aching for me, pining for me, and coming for me. I reach down and take it in my fingers, sliding up and down, and it makes him moan.

      The window hangings are wide open, but I don't care. We're on top of the world. He lifts me off the couch, so strong and burly, and then pushes me against the window so that my breasts feel the cold glass against them. He spreads my legs apart and enters into me from behind, his hands cradling my ass cheeks. My hands are against the glass.

      I love it this way. I can feel his lips grazing along my cheek and my neck as he plunders me like a warrior king, lifting me off my feet and slamming me against the glass so thunderously I worry that it might shatter and we could fall through. But it doesn’t. He reaches around with his hands to cup one breast and slide one finger along my clitoris. He twists my nipple and twirls his finger around on my wet clit. My head falls back against his shoulder, and I groan. I really feel like I’m flying. He plunges in and out of me with such violent force, but I never want it to stop. The rhythm is like a drumroll. I listen to him grunting, satisfied that he’s grunting for me. That all his desires are for me.

      We come at the same time, my body between him and the glass, his shaft so deep inside me, stretching me so wide. I feel like I've been filled after a life of being empty and not even knowing what I was missing.

      I fall into his arms on the rug on the floor. It just feels so right and true to be here with him. I want to spend the rest of my life with him. All the suspicions and inhibitions that I had in Ibiza are wiped away. Antoine is wiped away. And love overtakes us.

      “I know you’re going to meet Kate and Mindy in Athens. And I have a lot of work to do,” he says as he cradles me in his arms.

      My heart starts to sink. “What are you saying?” He couldn’t possibly be breaking this off.

      “I’d like to come visit you at your home after you leave Europe. Would that be okay?”

      I think of Wyoming, the vast wild country that I miss so much. All my friends and family that I can’t wait to see.

      “That would be perfect,” I tell him.
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      June

      I’ve made it to the big time.

      Well… almost. At least my new job at a solar panel company is a step in that direction.

      One night to let my hair down and celebrate the new gig, that’s all. After that, I’m off to bed to prepare for tomorrow.

      Until I bump into Alex. He’s handsome, charismatic, and has no trouble letting me know he’s all about me.

      The problem? He seems to have a lot in common with my new boss. As in, they’re the same person.

       

      Alex

      I live by order and rules. It’s how I built my company and how I keep my employees’ trust. When June enters my life, everything is turned upside down. She has a hold over me that I can’t explain.

      How can the thing I want most in the world be the one thing I can’t have?

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            Afterword

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Did you enjoy Hot Dubai Nights?

      

      

      If you have a moment, I would really appreciate an honest review of Hot Dubai Nights on Amazon. Your voice and opinion help other readers find my work!

      

      
        
        xx,

        Holly
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            Let‘s Stay Connected!

          

        

      

    

    
      
        
        Click here to join my mailing list to receive news about upcoming releases, giveaways and exclusive previews.

      

        

      
        Click here to find me on facebook. I love to hang out here and chat with my readers.
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