
        
            
                
            
        

    
	She knows she has the power, but is she brave enough to use it? Is she ready to awaken her inner goddess?

	 

	 

	Ketzia Knowles is a successful prestige property realtor. But beneath her polished facade lies a hidden power—she is a witch. Ketzia’s supernatural abilities have always served her well, enabling her to manipulate energies and manifest her desires. But it’s not until she meets Leon Furness, the company CEO, that she experiences the full extent of her powers.

	From the moment they meet, an intense erotic connection sparks between them. As they give in to sexual desire, they awaken ancient forces that have slumbered for centuries, their passion igniting long-forgotten magic. And danger.

	Together they must navigate a treacherous world where hidden adversaries seek to exploit their abilities for their own nefarious purposes. While caught in the realms of the supernatural, Ketzia’s powers surge to unprecedented heights, but she realizes a relationship with Leon will be far from easy.

	As they uncover the secrets of their shared past and confront the darkness surrounding them, they must face the ultimate question. Will their love and newfound powers be enough to overcome the malevolent forces that seek to destroy them?
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	Dedication

	 

	 

	This series is dedicated to all followers of the Craft. Blessed be your Awakening.

	 


 

	 

	The Prophecy

	 

	 

	The Prophecy as first recorded in 1168—the Age of the Cistercians.

	 

	After the deaths of the pagan Knight and Lady at the hands of Darkness, the wheel will once again begin to turn. Seven cycles of tragedy must be borne before the God and Goddess of Night can once again take human form. Alas, their union can only result in pain and suffering for All—unless their union defies the formidable forces opposing them. If they do succeed in overthrowing the evil spirits of yore, bounteousness will be their shared reward.

	 


Chapter One

	 

	 

	White. Everything is bathed in white light. It is a luminescent vastness and a cosmos of sexual energies. My spiritual sanctuary. Welcome.

	I sit upon a white throne, a dais atop a mountain of white—a mound of white crushed velvet fabric beneath me, endless reams of it. At the platform’s base, a snake follows the folds of fabric upwards. It is a slow, sensual journey punctuated by a darbuka’s gentle, rhythmic, hypnotic pounding. Another snake slithers into view. The two adders intertwine—briefly—before separating and continuing their respective journeys.

	They reach a pair of female feet. Naked, pale, beautiful. My feet. The snakes glide over them, wrapping upwards to encircle my ankles. And now, if we were a film crew—with a camera operator—we’d move wider, pulling to soft focus on the white crushed velvet fabric of my dress, visible only from the waist down. The snakes disappear upwards, under my skirt—a hand strokes my knee. The hand belongs to a centaur. He lifts the hem of my dress and dips his head to kiss my ankles, then slowly follows the trail of the snakes. I encounter heaven at the touch of his lips. I surrender to his touch, languishing in pleasure. Other exotic supernatural creatures—angels, demons, hybrids—caress and arouse every part of my body. A leviathan teasingly sucks my left nipple while a shapeshifter who—with her long, dark hair and luminescent violet eyes—could be mistaken for my twin sister—trails its fingers up and down the softness of my stomach. Together they morph in and out of visibility, their very presence enough to tip me over the edge into an explosive orgasm, which never reaches its peak due to a sharp jab in my ribs, jolting me awake.

	 

	*

	 

	“Huh?” I survey my corporate—and very real—surroundings in confusion.

	“You were snoring,” my friend Mia whispers, pulling her elbow away from my side. It is the second day of the international annual sales conference for KX Realty Group, and so rudely pulled into this reality, I struggle to suppress a yawn. A middle-aged accountant spruiks the tax benefits of selling prestige properties off the plan. Behind him, a PowerPoint slide shows a graph charting short, medium, and long-term investment growth. It is all too boring for words, and I can stifle my yawn no more. Mia is one of the other real-estate representatives from Australia. She catches me in the act and winks. I wink back mischievously.

	My name is Ketzia Knowles—at least, that’s the name most people know me by. I also have another name, my witch name—but more of that later. This is the first year I have topped over ten million dollars in property sales for KX Realty Group and the first time they’ve invited me to this conference. The novelty of being counted as one of the elite few to attend is starting to wear off, and I am feeling the tiredness accumulated over the preceding weeks. Granted, the previous couple of days have been rather frantic. Firstly, of course, was getting to the conference. The company provided first-class travel to the resort at which it is being held this year—on Lantau Island in Hong Kong. Coming from Sydney, I’d had to adjust to a different time zone, and I’m struggling against the giddy symptoms of jet lag. Day one of the conference was yesterday. About three hundred sales reps are participating this year, which made for many meets and greets. The first networking session had left my mouth sore from smiling and my hand feeling like it was going to fall off from all the handshaking. But that is what sales is all about, and I know that to make it to the next level, I need all the international contacts I can get.

	On the stage, the accountant is getting apoplectic about international tax laws, demonstrating on yet another pie chart how KX Realty Group takes advantage of each country’s different rules and regulations to get the maximum return for its investors. It is beyond boring. My eyelids slam shut with a determination I didn’t know they possessed, and I’m dragged back to my spiritual sanctuary. Sure, I need to understand the maths behind the investment scheme, at least enough to speak intelligently about it with a client. But maths has never been my forte. There’s no way I would have made it to this conference, let alone sold even one hundred dollars’ worth of property, if I had to rely on a good head for figures to hit my sales targets. No, my sales skills lie entirely elsewhere.

	I didn’t always intend to be a real estate salesperson, even a well-paid, prestige-market one. I’ve always wanted to be a psychologist. I did well at school and had good enough marks to enter university. Studying psychology was okay but not as profoundly fulfilling as I’d expected. While studying, I worked part-time as a receptionist at a local real estate office. Occasionally I would have to fill in for an agent and show a client around a property. I enjoyed this aspect of my job and discovered that I had a flair for interacting with the clients and making them feel like buying the places I showed them. Often potential clients want to sign on the dotted line immediately. My boss noticed the increase in sales and offered me work as a sales representative. He also offered to pay for all the study fees associated with getting a real estate agent’s licence. It was an offer I couldn’t refuse. So, I deferred my psychology degree indefinitely and started working full-time as a real estate agent. Something else I started doing at this time was practising witchcraft.

	Before you freak out, let me assure you that I practise only good witchcraft. And because my dalliance with witchcraft is a hobby and not a full-time profession for me, I am classified as a weekend witch. A good witch—but a witch, nonetheless. It is a practice that I think I have embraced because it makes sense of the supernatural awareness that’s always come naturally to me, like being able to predict the future, having extremely sensual dreams that are inspired by something otherworldly, and sometimes feeling like I have so much energy I can make things happen. Things like attract people to me. It’s the thing that’s made it possible for me to sell so many properties.

	I don’t know where this ability comes from. I don’t come from a long line of witches. My mother’s ancestry is Nordic, and my father is Spanish. From my mother, I have inherited pale white skin that tends to freckle and deep purple eyes. From my father, I inherited jet-black hair and a sleek, muscular frame. I wear my waist-length hair tied back in a ponytail for the conference. I’m also wearing my glasses. The glasses have clear lenses. I wear them not to protect my eyesight—which is better than twenty-twenty—but to protect other people from my hypnotic gaze. People fall under a spell when they are with me. Hypnotic vision is one of my strengths as a witch. The glasses serve as a barrier to hypnosis. They also act as a reminder to me—to only take them off if I am prepared to cast someone under my spell. Not that there’s any danger of that now with the boring dude on stage and my eyes still firmly sealed shut. A round of polite applause marks the end of the session and startles me awake. Mia watches me expectantly and laughs when I join in the applause.

	“You are so lucky to have slept through that one,” she says, yawning exaggeratedly.

	“I am so tired right now I think I could sleep for a week,” I agree. “If the next person on that stage is even half as boring as that guy, they’ll have to carry me out of here in a coffin.”

	I look around the conference room at the other participants. I notice that there are more male than female representatives. All the men wear suits. Most women are in suits, too, though some wear dresses with tailored jackets. I am wearing one of my favourite dresses, a black and white number with a discreet swirl motif, cinched at my waist with a slim, gold-buckle belt. The cowl neckline draws attention to my ample bust beautifully, while the classic cut of my black bolero jacket sets the outfit off nicely. On my feet, I wear simple black peep-toe heels and the thinnest of ankle bracelets around my ankle. I wear no jewellery or other adornments besides the obligatory conference name tag pinned to my jacket lapel. Mia wears a navy suit with a silk blouse in a caramel colour. Her bright red hair shines beneath the auditorium lights, her pixie haircut beautifully setting off her heart-shaped face. It occurs to me that seated next to each other, we make quite a striking pair. As the thought enters my head, I notice several men watching us admiringly. I half-smile at a guy sitting several rows away. He smiles back before turning his attention to the stage. The MC taps the mike, ready to announce the next part of the program. Oh well, I think. If this next session is anything as dull as the last, I can always entertain myself by checking out the rest of the delegates.

	But as soon as the next presenter appears, I realise I won’t need any distractions. It is Leon Furness, the global head of KX Realty. I recognise his face immediately from the company website and the corporate training videos I’ve watched from time to time. He always greets the screen with a dazzling smile and a down-to-earth hello. I remember his voice from the training videos. He speaks with an unusual trans-Atlantic accent, with rounded r’s and an engaging lilt to his vowels. He ambles to the podium gracefully, his medium-length brown hair shimmering beneath the stage lights, and his gaze scans the audience invitingly. He pauses to adjust the lectern before caressing the microphone with his deep, resonating voice.

	“Congratulations, everyone, on making it to the KX Realty International Convention this year! Let me begin by saying that every one of you gathered here today is undeniably amazing. Invitations are only issued to salespeople amongst the top two per cent of our company internationally. You have each sold at least ten million dollars’ worth of high-end realty. And that isn’t easy, believe me, I know. I know from first-hand experience how difficult sales can be. Welcome to the high achievers club.”

	The room bursts into spontaneous applause. It isn’t just his words that provoke this reaction. It is something to do with his whole being, the way he addresses the crowd and manages to make everyone in the room feel touched by his presence. He momentarily makes eye contact with me. I am seated perhaps fifty feet away from him. Yet, in that instance, I feel like I can taste the very air he breathes, smell his cologne, and feel his body heat. Then he smiles. The effect is electrifying. My mouth drops open, and I feel heat rising to my cheeks.

	“Stop gaping!” Mia nudges me with that very angular elbow of hers. I smile in her direction, reluctant to let my gaze leave the enigma onstage. Leon Furness lowers his voice and confidentially continues his spiel as though talking to a trusted best friend. The room falls silent.

	“When I started with this company ten years ago, I had no sales experience. I knew nothing about people. I was a geeky, shy twenty-year-old. Then one day, something changed...”

	As he speaks, a vision appears to me. Another voice runs concurrently through my head. It tells the truth hidden behind his polished, practised speech. It is my spiritual self tapping into the telepathic energies emanating from Leon. This other voice tells the story of a childhood caught between parents battling it out in the divorce courts, of Leon having to adapt to a flurry of schools, each one more difficult than the one before. He’d travelled the world with his dilettante father, adjusting with varying degrees of success to the chain of international schools he was thrown into. Leon Furness had been subjected to bullying, racism, and every kind of social torture imaginable. Meanwhile, his father pushed the boundaries of the law further and further in every country they inhabited until he stretched them beyond breaking point and ended up... I’m not quite sure where—it could have been jail? But my psychic powers are unable to detect the specifics. Regardless, I sense a definite criminal element in his father.

	Onstage Leon continues his spiel, sending the audience into laughter with sales anecdotes from his early, naive years in the industry. But I continue to be tuned in to the voice that tells me his life story. I still can’t quite get a handle on what happened to his father, but my sixth sense tells me that after his parents’ separation, Leon had reluctantly been thrown back into the custody of his mother. My paranormal abilities are finely honed, and I can work out that she had suffered from alcoholism, though I can’t be sure of the extent to which it dominated her life. Leon had spent the remainder of his schooling living with her before working as a salesman. However, the fabric of his being had been stained by those merciless years spent cavorting the earth with his father. There is darkness there—immeasurable quantities of it. The witchy part of me that isn’t quite so sold on purely divine energy can’t get enough of it.

	I catch him staring at me. Perhaps I’ve been projecting too much of my internal realisation into the cosmos. Maybe he has paranormal powers, too? This guy up on stage is someone I have to get closer to, and the opportunity can’t come soon enough. It is as though the spirits can hear my thoughts. For the next minute, the MC is back onstage, thanking Leon. Once the applause dies down, the MC turns to the audience.

	“And now I’d like to invite questions from the floor. Anyone?”

	I bite my tongue as a sea of hands rises into the air. The MC hops energetically off the stage and makes his way to a woman in the third row. He pushes the microphone in her direction.

	“Hi, Leon, my name’s Clara,” a lady with a thick mid-American drawl begins. Leon smiles at her encouragingly.

	“I wanted to ask you about some techniques for closing a deal. Quite a few times, I’ve kept a client interested until the last sales hurdle, and then they’ve lost interest, chickened out, or whatever, and I don’t know why. It makes the whole sales pitch leading up to it a waste of time. Do you have any ideas for preventing this from happening?”

	Leon pauses before responding, smiling at the audience.

	“Well, first off, Clara, you need to establish why it’s happening. And at your level of sales, which by the rite of passage—seeing as you’re here—must be exceedingly high, it’s unusual for this kind of thing to be recurring. First, you may need to cancel out the possibility that these flaky clients aren’t red herrings planted by an envious colleague who wants to waste your time.” The twinkle in Leon’s eye gives the game away and everyone laughs.

	“Seriously, though, it’s important to remember that buying something—anything—will always be based on an emotional response. These emotions can be directed towards the product, towards yourself, how the purchase is going to change the customer’s life or a combination of any of these factors and many more. So, what you’ve got to do is analyse what’s happening. Clara. Is there anything these deals that haven’t come off for you have in common?”

	“Well, I suppose they’ve been to do with sales from all different developments, so it’s not like they’re all to do with one development...” Clara stalls, thinking. Then something dawns on her. “They’ve actually all been really big-dollar deals. Like, I think I’ve pulled off one sale for more than a million dollars, but aside from that, all my other successes have been in the mid-range of properties. Maybe I just can’t pull off the high-end sales.” Clara looks embarrassed and seeks out Leon for reassurance. He rewards her with a warm smile.

	“Clara, thank you for being so honest about that. It makes it a lot easier for me to help you. We all struggle in one or another area of our job. Maybe it’s just a confidence thing for you with these high-end sales. What you’ve got to remember is that any purchase, every transaction ever made, involves an element of catharsis. Shopping is cathartic. Adding a couple of zeros to the end of the price tag will only make the experience even more heightened. Rather than feeling frightened by that heightened experience, I’d like to challenge you to rise to the moment and enjoy it.” Clara nods her head vigorously. Leon continues his spiel.

	“It sounds like you’re comfortable with the early stages of the sales relationship, but then it’s like you can’t get past first base.”

	She’s good at foreplay, is what you mean. But she just can’t make the client come.

	Leon chooses that moment to look in my direction again and a pleasant shudder passes through me. Seriously, it is as though he can read my mind. He turns his attention back to Clara and smiles.

	“To put it a little crassly, if you’ll excuse me, it sounds like you’re great at foreplay. You’re just having trouble reaching the climax. I can help you with that. Over these next few days, I promise to teach you how to give your client the biggest, messiest orgasm ever...”

	A shocked silence descends on the room. Leon looks momentarily confused, then alarmed.

	“Sorry, did I just say that out loud?”

	He did say it aloud, and I know why. This hadn’t happened to me for years, but obviously, I can still channel my thoughts into someone else’s energy field and influence their behaviour. I thought I had that part of my supernatural abilities under control, but maybe that’s just because I hadn’t met anyone to trigger that part of me for a while.

	“I’m sorry, it’s just because you really turn me on,” Leon says, speaking my thoughts out loud. Luckily, Clara seems to be more flattered than insulted. The MC quickly grabs the mike from her and jumps back onto the stage.

	“That just about concludes our question-and-answer session with Leon Furness, who can always be guaranteed to surprise us all!”

	His attempt to make light of the comments seems hammy, especially considering no one in the auditorium appears to be the least bit insulted. Everyone just seems aroused. I notice the knees of a woman in the row in front of me have shifted to touch those of the man sitting beside her. People have smiles on their faces and look flushed with sexual energy. The MC seems to be the only one not affected in this way. He takes a step forward on the stage, trying to regain control of the audience as Leon smiles and waves goodbye, the MC not trusting him with another stab at the microphone.

	“Light refreshments will now be served in the foyer. Go forth, network, and enjoy!” The MC follows Leon offstage, shaking his head. I lean back in my chair apprehensively. It is only then that I realise my glasses are in my hands. I must have taken them off at some point during the presentation. I’m just not exactly sure when.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	“What the hell was that?” the MC snaps at Leon.

	“You were the one who wanted to open the floor to question and answer time. You have to be prepared to face the consequences,” Leon replies smoothly. In the auditorium, people shuffle their way to the foyer, oblivious to Leon and the MC arguing offstage. I alone can hear them because I have tuned in to their psychic auditory pulse. Mia grins at me before grabbing her handbag off the floor.

	“I am so busting for the toilet. I feel like my bladder’s going to burst...”

	“No worries.” I’m keen not to break the supernatural thread connecting me to Leon. “I’ll find you in the foyer later.” She dashes off while I remain glued to the spot, still tuned in to the other wavelength, eavesdropping on Leon and the MC.

	“Okay. But, Leon! I have hosted a lot of events. Something happened back there...” The MC trails off. From experience, I know what’s happening. He is going through a process of slowly forgetting everything that had transpired onstage minutes earlier. Most people in the room are all going through their own method of forgetting at that moment. It is what always happens to mortals after a paranormal event.

	I have an overpowering need to be close to Leon, and when he and the MC head further backstage, it’s like there is an actual physical hook pulling me toward him. The auditorium is nearly empty by now, so I manage to clip up the narrow podium steps onto the stage in my high heels without being seen. I follow them through a pair of double swing doors, ignoring the Strictly No Admittance sign and wander up a starkly lit hallway toward what I hope are the dressing rooms. My intuition proves correct. I arrive at Leon’s dressing room. The door is ajar, and I can see Leon talking on a mobile phone. Feeling every bit the groupie, I knock on the door and call out.

	“Mr Furness? Hello? Mr Furness?”

	He is still talking on the phone but raises his hand in my direction. Just then, a security guard rounds the corner further down the corridor. I pray for him not to notice me, but under the fluorescent halogens, that is impossible.

	“Hello, ma’am?” The guard comes toward me, a severe expression on his face. He has a thick, muscular build and leathery skin.

	“Mr Furness?” I call out again, ignoring the guard.

	“Ma’am, this is a restricted area.” The guard is almost next to me. I have one last chance.

	“Leon!” I shout. The guard furrows his brow, ready to grab me by the elbow and escort me out when Leon comes to the door. He gives me a languorous once-over before allowing a deep, sexy smile to play across his face.

	“Hi... you!” His attempt to disguise the fact that he doesn’t know me doesn’t fool the guard.

	“Mr Furness, I’m sorry, this lady seems to have—”

	“This lady?” I interrupt. “This lady happens to be Ms Ketzia Knowles, thank you very much.”

	Leon jumps at the lifeline.

	“Ketzia is an old friend of mine. But thanks for your concern... Alex!” His gaze fixes on the guard’s nametag before he lightly tucks his hand into the small of my back and leads me inside. I turn and give the security guard a victorious smile just before Leon closes the door behind us.

	 

	*

	 

	“So, Ketzia. To what do I owe the pleasure?” Even though the quaint dressing room doesn’t leave much room to move around in, Leon inhabits the space with expansive ease. He lowers his frame into a plush couch, patting the empty seat beside him in invitation. As I cross the room towards him, I notice the minor details of the room—a vase of fresh flowers, a bowl of succulent-looking fruit and a laptop and tech gadgets littering the desk. Maybe I’m paying attention to these small niceties because the energy coursing between us is overwhelming. If carnal desire is pure energy. I settle into the soft couch, aware of the hem of my dress riding up as I do so.

	“I just wanted to thank you for your presentation,” I begin. I can feel my cheeks colouring. It seems silly, but now that I have achieved what I wanted—Leon’s undivided attention—I’m not quite sure what to do with it. Up close, he is even more handsome than from afar. As if that is even possible. His eyes are a deep hazel speckled with glints of gold that shimmer beneath thick, dark eyelashes. His eyebrows are dark, too, complementing his tanned skin and framing his features beautifully. A pair of chiselled cheekbones contrasts with a splattering of boyish freckles sprinkled over his nose, below which his lips are parted just enough to reveal a row of perfect white teeth. Inside, I swoon.

	“Ketzia... How come I’ve never had the pleasure of making your acquaintance before?”

	“I... err... I work for KX in Australia,” I stammer, feeling flustered. A deliciously hot sensation emanates from the very pit of my belly.

	“Is this your first conference?” he continues.

	“Yes. I’ve only been with the company for two years.” I find myself relaxing in his company, though my senses are still on high alert.

	“Wow. Congratulations, it’s rare for someone to join the million-dollar club so quickly.”

	“Thanks.” I smile. He smiles back. And that’s when I see them. The diamonds. He has diamonds on his teeth.

	Let me explain what I mean by that. Of course, he doesn’t literally have jewels embedded in his tooth enamel. It is a mystical thing. Just as I have the power of hypnotic vision and can influence a person or situation through my eyes, so can a person with diamonds on their teeth affect others by smiling at them. Mostly everyone has a unique supernatural ability. They just don’t know what it is. So, they don’t know how to increase its power, and they don’t know how to control it. They think things just happen, but most of the time, things are cause and effect. The way Leon is smiling at me suggests that he is quite aware of his impact on me. I stare back at him with my trance-inducing gaze and admit that it seems I am having just as much of an effect on him. Yes, we are both guilty of using a little cause and effect on each other.

	“And now you’re here, in my dressing room,” Leon teases.

	“Yes. It seems that I’ve not only made it to the million-dollar club, but I’ve also found its soul,” I reply playfully.

	“And what colour is its soul?”

	That’s when I see it—a flash of darkness. For a millisecond, Leon’s entire being is shrouded by shadows. But then he smiles, and the crystalline force of his energy evaporates the dark cloud to light up the whole room.

	“Its soul is genuinely nice,” I reply, by way of supplication. The heat generating between us is becoming unbearable. It is as though a magnetic field is surrounding us, drawing us closer together. Our hands find each other first. His fingers touch mine, setting off a ripple of heat that courses through my whole body to land deep within my core in an explosion of heat.

	“Who are you really?” Leon asks. His dazzling smile makes me do what I have sworn I would never do. Reveal myself to a total stranger.

	“I am a witch of the Wiccan order. Ketzia is my name. Ketzia Knowles. Knightess of the Night, Orgasmic Witch of Love, Ecstasy, Sex.”

	He takes it all in. Then he rolls back his head and roars with laughter. For a moment, I think he is laughing at me. On a human level, I know, of course, that my confession sounds ludicrous. But then he lowers his face and looks deep into my eyes.

	“Don’t be alarmed. I am only laughing because of how extraordinary this situation is,” he says. Then I hear that internal voice again, clarifying the situation. This man in front of me might be Leon Furness by name—but now he confesses to me that his true identity is Knight of the Night. A shock goes through my body. The Knight of the Night is my ancestral soulmate.

	“I have waited an awfully long time to find you,” Leon continues aloud, his hands reaching up to touch my face. His fingers stroke my cheeks, moving over my nose, brows, and chin. Delicately he traces the outline of my lips, lingering on them before travelling down to rest on my throat. The sensation of his fingers on my body is electrifying.

	“I did not think it was possible for us to ever meet. I wasn’t even sure if you actually existed,” I reply.

	“I do exist. I am real. And I am right here in front of you.”

	With that, I can contain myself no more. Neither can he. Our lips touch. His are smooth and moist. They press against mine, both of us pushing to explore beyond, tongues seeking each other out, shyly at first, then more persistently. I feel his hands guiding me, pulling me closer to him, and my body complies willingly. I reach my hand down to lift the skirt of my dress so that I can straddle him on the couch. Immediately I feel his hardness through the fabric of my panties, making me ache for him. His hands reach for my breasts and gently caress them. My nipples tighten beneath the constraints of my bra. My lips travel away from his, moving towards his throat. He tastes earthy, spicy, and delicious. The smell of him is divine. My lips and mouth explore his skin, moving over his collarbone, my tongue darting out to lick the sheen of sweat from his skin, gorgeous olive skin—so masculine and yet so soft. My fingers move to the buttons of his shirt and undo them, the fervour of my passion overtaking me so much that I rip the last ones in a rush for my hands to reach the smoothness of his chest and torso. His hands move to my waist, and he lifts me with surprising strength, so I am still straddling him but elevated slightly on my knees. He unclasps my belt and drops it to the floor. His hands brushing against the sensitivity of my stomach feels unbearably good. He lowers his hands to the hem of my dress and lifts it upwards and over my head, removing it more gracefully than I have ever been able to. He looks at me then, in my matching black panties and bra and sighs in wonder.

	“By God, you’re beautiful.”

	I savour his words, enjoying the feel of his hands as they sensuously journey to my stomach, trailing his fingers around in circles before gliding to my breasts. He pushes the fabric of my bra upwards to expose them. Then he closes his hands over my nipples and caresses them tenderly. I groan involuntarily.

	“That just feels too good.” I allow myself to close my eyes and completely surrender to his touch. He cups my breasts, squeezing them softly before tightening his grip. We kiss, and I lower myself to sit on him, closer. We keep kissing as I push my pussy against his groin, his erection straining at the fabric of his trousers. I want him inside me so badly—my hunger for him is raw and animal. He tugs lightly at my hard nipples before breaking our embrace and sliding his tongue down over my chin and throat to my cleavage. He presses his lips to my left nipple, squeezing the delicate tissue between his teeth and opening his mouth to suck hard.

	And then, the lights go out, and the building is thrown into chaos.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	We freeze. The sudden blackout stays our passion. Leon’s hands remain on my breasts. My elbows rest on his shoulders. It seems we have been caught doing something illicit, and fate has jumped in to quell the moment. It is an outrageous position for me to be in—almost naked with a man I’ve only just met. Not my usual style, yet it feels so natural to be gripped by this handsome stranger, both of us so aroused we couldn’t hold back. This much passion is dangerous, I think. A siren erupts, blaring through the building with a resounding echo—as though to lend validity to my train of thought.

	“What on earth?” Leon says before reluctantly removing his hands from my breasts. In the darkness, I feel his body tighten, trying to work out what is going on. In the moment before the emergency lighting comes on, I fix my bra in place and slide off his lap.

	“Evacuate the building. This is an emergency. Follow the emergency exit signs. Evacuate the building. This is an emergency. Follow the emergency exit signs...” The pre-recorded voice cycles through the commands in a grating loop. Leon and I exchange quizzical glances before hurriedly throwing on our clothes.

	“We’d better get out of here,” he says.

	“I don’t think we’ve got much choice,” I concede, hinting that I would have preferred to continue from where we’d left off. I clip my belt on and smooth down my dress.

	“Come on.” Leon grabs my hand, and we head for the door together. The corridor outside is deserted. We move quickly to the emergency exit. Leon opens the door to the internal fire stairs, and we are confronted by hundreds of people rushing to escape. We join the throng, pushing our way down the concrete steps in syncopated rhythm with their panicked footsteps.

	“Does anyone know what’s going on?” Leon asks. But his voice is lost in the noise of the stairwell. People shout about a possible earthquake, a natural disaster, a terrorist attack, or only a fire drill. No-one knows.

	It is a relief when we finally reach the emergency exit doors at the bottom of the stairwell and tumble into the afternoon light. A group of resort staff and conference organisers in hard hats and fluoro vests tries to contain the chaos of delegates spilling into the narrow laneway. They signal for us to assemble into groups of eight, to cluster in pre-arranged positions along the perimeter of the road. I stay by Leon’s side. I want to make sure Leon and I make it into the same group.

	“Tell me this isn’t just a fire drill,” I groan, all too aware that it would be much worse if it isn’t. An official-looking person with a megaphone and an iPad is coming our way, checking off names and numbers.

	“What? Didn’t you feel the earth move?” Leon says, smiling at
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