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TEMPT ME

Steamy Secrets, Book One

Diane Demetre

 One woman . . . Two men . . . Threesomes change everything

 When Michele Johnston, a forty-two-year-old ex-dancer from the Moulin Rouge gets divorced, she leaps into her new world of singledom with unbridled passion.

Aided and abetted by three vivacious girlfriends, Michele embarks on her steamy, erotic adventures, but gets more than she expects when mysterious yacht captain Mark Miller unleashes her wanton desires.

Further complicating matters, debonair Greek businessman Nick Stavros arrives on the scene and falls madly in love with her, promising the happy-ever-after ending. But will she give up her newfound freedom? Will she choose one man over the other? Or can she continue loving them both?

Tempt Me is the first stand-alone Contemporary Erotic Romance in Diane Demetre’s genre-busting series, Steamy Secrets. If you love strong heroes, hot sex, and feisty heroines, don’t miss this page-turning love story with a twist.
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 QUOTE

Dance is the movement of the universe concentrated in an individual.

You were once wild here. Don’t let them tame you.
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SPRING 1999


CHAPTER ONE 

FRIDAY

MICHELE’S HIGH HEELS CLATTERED a staccato rhythm as she dashed into Divinities. “Sorry, I’m late. I couldn’t find a park anywhere. I ended way up the street. Don’t these footpaths piss you off? Obviously designed by a man.”

With her pale blue dress fluttering at her tanned thighs, she swirled into the café out of breath and cranky. “Bloody pavers catch my heels every time.” She tossed her tote bag on the floor and dropped into the spare chair, giving her heels a cursory inspection. She clucked irritably at today’s damage. Another pair ruined. Flicking her hair behind her shoulders, she wriggled upright and blew air kisses to her three girlfriends already seated.

“I know. I’m forever buying new shoes.” Dressed in a designer white linen pantsuit, Julie lifted her long leg in the air for all to admire her latest addition. A gold three-inch pump dazzled in the sunlight, a perfect match for her new gold handbag, perched on a chair beside her.

“God, Julie. You mightn’t have been a professional dancer, but with those legs, I swear you’ve got an alter ego performing as a Radio City Rockette,” Michele said.

“I’ve got you to thank for that. All those private dance classes for the past twenty years have certainly paid off.” Julie waved her foot aloft for added effect.

“Mmm, sweetie. I love them.” Cindy grabbed Julie’s foot to check the brand stamped under the sole.

“For goodness sake, Cinderella, put your leg down before we’re all blinded by the glare of your priceless shoe,” SallyAnn said with a droll smile. “Some of us can’t afford such luxuries, you know.” She glanced down at her beige ensemble. “Unlike you high-powered businesswomen who can support your champagne tastes, my beer budget mostly goes to the kids.”

Julie’s leg recoiled back under the table in double time. “Sorry, SallyAnn. You still look lovely, though. I can buy you a pair if you like?”

“Don’t be silly. I was only joking.” SallyAnn crinkled her nose and squeezed Julie’s arm. “Richie buys me the niceties of life whenever I need them. I just don’t need them as much as I used to. It’s more about the house and the kids nowadays.”

Continuing with her own train of thought, Michele swivelled from Cindy to SallyAnn. “Remember when we were dancing? Here on the coast back in the eighties?”

“I do,” SallyAnn said. “I miss those days.” She gazed out into the distance at the waves crashing on the beach and raked her elegant fingers through her short platinum hair.

“Me too,” Cindy agreed.

“But at least you’re still in showbiz, producing shows for clubs and corporates. You still get some of the buzz,” SallyAnn reminded Cindy.

“And, Michele, you’ve still got the event business,” Julie said.

“I’m home playing chauffeur, nurse, mother, wife and happy homemaker. Not that I mind. I love Richie and the kids, but I do miss the dancing,” SallyAnn said with a familiar longing in her voice.

“I know what you mean. Nothing beats that feeling of when you’re waiting in the wings, ready to go onstage. Then the light hits your face and bam! You come alive and all you want to do is dance. Nothing compares to that. Right, girls?” Michele stared hard at SallyAnn and Cindy, whose own recollections transformed their faces, making them look years younger. Silence, wistful smiles and vigorous head nodding were agreement enough.

“And the after-show parties you had were even better,” Julie said, joining them in a trip back to their halcyon days.

“You mean the men you had at the parties were even better.” Cindy smiled and cocked a brow at her.

“Mmm, them too.” Julie smirked.  

Michele waved her balletic hands in the air.  “The ubiquitous chorus line, that’s what we are. Though not quite with the precision of the four swans from Swan Lake, we’ve each given our best performance, to star and shine in our own lives.”

“Goodness, ’Chele, that’s an awfully grand statement,” SallyAnn said, “but you’re right. We had a great time, and I wouldn’t change it for anything.”

“Me either. It was the best.” Cindy pushed her unruly blonde curls from her face.

“I love you, girls.” Michele reached out for a group hug.

After a few more minutes of happy memories and mutual adoration, Michele clapped her hands, calling them to order. She paused for dramatic effect then tapped out a triumphant tempo on the table with her long nails. “Ladies, I’ve made a decision. Tonight, I’m going to go out and get laid.”

Michele’s three friends glanced at each other but made no reply.

“I’ve been in monogamous relationships all my life since I was fourteen. I’ve never had any sort of casual sex, ever! I’m through being such a ‘good girl.’ If I don’t do it now, I never will.”

“Good for you. It’s about time. In all the years we’ve been friends, I still can’t believe you’ve never had a one-night stand. Seriously, sweetie, you’re forty-two!” Cindy said as if for the hundredth time.

“Just because you were a late bloomer and had lots of partners to make up for lost time, doesn’t make you the expert, you know,” Michele said.

Julie nodded. “I agree with Cindy. Look at you. You’re a gorgeous, sexy woman and you still look fabulous. I can’t understand why you spent the last sixteen years with little to no sex in your life, playing babysitter to that sexually confused husband of yours. Up until now, I’ve not said anything but since you’re finally divorced, I will. Sixteen years is more than what you get for murder. Time you got out and got some.” She slapped the table like a judge with a gavel. Decision made.

“Look, it wasn’t that bad. Adam and I had a good creative working relationship with the event business, so the sex wasn’t that important.” Even as she listened to her explanation, Michele winced at how lame it sounded.

Julie screwed up her nose in disgust. “Everyone needs sex. You’ve been missing out. Go out and get as much as you can while you look as good as you do. You owe it to yourself.”

All eyes turned to Michele in silent affirmation. Get as much as possible before gravity takes hold and the hormones wither and die.

A young waiter, sporting a blinding smile and a taut body to which his thin polyester shirt and tight jeans clung for fear of rejection, happened into their view with perfect timing. Discounting the thought of desiccating hormones, the women shifted their gaze to the Adonis, taking the grand tour up and down his torso.

“Are you ready to order, ladies?” Pad at the ready, pen poised, he was doing his utmost to ignore the visual excursion his customers were taking over his body.

“Of course we are, gorgeous, but are you on the menu?” With her usual candour, Julie posed the question lurking unspoken in everyone’s mind.

“Sorry, no. But if you come back tonight, I think my name’s on the dessert menu.”

More clapping and laughter erupted as Cindy praised his quick response, “Touché, sweetie. Well served.”

“Mmm, I do hope so.” Julie shot the final remark at the waiter, staring him down as she flashed a challenging smile. Amid titters and flirtatious chitchat, orders of coffee and tea were taken by the blushing subject of the women’s attention.

After he made a hasty retreat, the focus turned to SallyAnn who, having been married for the past fifteen years remained the poster girl for all the fairy tales professing the dream of meeting Prince Charming with the ‘happy-ever-after’ ending.

“Well, ’Chele, you do what you have to but just keep yourself nice.” SallyAnn’s advice elicited the usual eye-rolling and lampooning. “It’s a very different world out there than in our day,” she added, fiddling with the sleeves of her cardigan.

“For God’s sake, SallyAnn, how old are we? We’re not dinosaurs yet you know,” Michele said.

“I don’t mean it that way. It’s just different. The tone of dating has changed, the men aren’t as gracious. It’s a whole new world.”

“I know that. But I think you’re missing the point. I don’t want to date anyone. I just want to get laid.” Michele beseeched the heavens for help like a good Shakespearean actor.

Other lunchtime diners looked over at the four well-dressed women and smiled at Michele’s strangled cry for satisfaction. The giggling and nodding of heads from some of the other women in the café proved Michele was not alone in her plea, while a couple of the men debated whether to make an approach in answer to her prayer.

“I’m forty-two, newly divorced and now it’s my time. I’m going to have some fun and enjoy my brand, new single life.”

“Sweetie, we’re so happy for you but to be honest, we all thought your marriage would’ve ended sooner. You certainly put up with a lot for a long time,” Cindy said.

“I guess so. But you know me. I grew up on an emotional diet of the Wonderful World of Disney. I blame Walt for my slightly skewed relationship expectations,” Michele said with a flicker of amusement. “All that ‘clap your hands’ stuff and dream of Prince Charming. Tinker Bell has a lot to answer for.”

“Well, you gave it your best shot,” SallyAnn said. “You played the roles of wife, business partner, dance teacher and life coach for Adam. You were the best thing that ever happened to him.”

“That’s for sure. And I must say I’m proud you didn’t play victim any longer,” Julie added.

“I know,” Michele said. “I mean, it didn’t come as a big surprise really. Adam was bisexual when we got married and his occasional dalliances with men didn’t bother me too much. But when he started doing the beats and then not telling me, that was the last straw. I just couldn’t stand the deception any longer.”

“I would’ve cut his balls off,” Julie hissed, scissoring her fingers for effect.

“I must say, ’Chele, you handled it well, though,” SallyAnn said. “Not sure if I could’ve been so understanding and forgiving.”

“I guess, but Adam and I spent lots of good years together. I figured what’s the point in throwing out the baby with the bathwater. I’d always thought he was more gay than straight anyway. So, as I say, not really such a big surprise in the end,” she said with a shrug.

“You’re amazing.” Cindy leaned over and stroked Michele’s shoulder.

 “Well, it’s all in the past now,” SallyAnn added.

“Yes. I’ve played to the final curtain.” Michele’s arms flew outward and she took a seated bow. “You know, girls, I can’t remember the last time I had sex, and I certainly can’t remember the last time I had great sex. So, I’ve decided it’s time I got some.”

“You go, girl,” Julie said. “There’re lots of men to choose from out there. Remember with one of those” — she pointed to Michele’s crotch as she cocked her sculptured eyebrow — “you can have as many of them as you want.” She flourished her hand toward the two men sitting at a table just out of earshot, who acknowledged her gesture with expectant boyish grins.

Spurning their eagerness with a giggle, Cindy agreed. “Julie’s right, sweetie. You can have any man or men you want. So be choosy.”

“I intend to be. It’s a strange feeling, though. It’s like I’ve got this wicked voice inside me, screaming out for some erotic fun and serious satisfaction.”

“You sure it’s just not Tinker Bell all grown up still clapping her hands?” Julie asked, and they all laughed.

Michele pulled a face. “Very funny.”

Right on cue, the waiter returned with their orders, dispensing them amidst more flirtatious banter. On his exit, all eyes turned to Michele.

“Then it’s settled. Tonight’s the night.” Julie raised her coffee cup to the centre of the group.

“Absolutely.” Michele lifted her cup to toast.

“Time to go out and get some sex,” Cindy said holding her peppermint tea aloft.

“Just make sure he’s not a serial murderer,” SallyAnn quipped and joined in the salute to Michele’s forthcoming adventure.

~ ♥ ~

MICHELE PUT HER MAKEUP purse in her handbag and glanced at her watch. In the entertainment business, it was known as ‘beginner’s call,’ the last five minutes before the curtain goes up and the time to take one last look in the mirror. Following dancers’ tradition, she gave a slow twirl, casting a tentative eye at what she’d chosen. This evening called for the drama of black; an off-the-shoulder tight black top cinched into even tighter black jeans tucked into black knee-high suede boots. A little hesitant whether her selection erred on the trampy side of style, she reassured herself that since she hadn’t been able to get into these jeans for a couple of years, damn it, she’d wear them. From the song list stored in her memory, the old Hollies hit, “Long Cool Woman in a Black Dress,” provided the silent soundtrack to which she completed her makeup and hair. As a dancer, she’d become adept at these essential pre-show preparations.  Her tousled tresses and flawless skin tones with fashionista smoky eyes demonstrated she knew her craft well.

By the time she strode out her front door, her body tingled with the familiar sensation of opening-night jitters. Her heart rate quickened, her shoulders were pulled back, her tummy was sucked in and the dancing queen was emerging. Tonight was another opening night, and the audience, whoever he was, was going to get a performance of a lifetime.

~ ♥ ~

STEPPING OUT OF THE taxi into her new life, she was an unrestricted free agent under a kaleidoscope of neon billboards and flashing lights. Like most Saturday nights, bachelor herds of young men prowled the arcades and avenues, indecisive as to which club or into which stripper’s G-string they’d throw their week’s wages, while flirty young girls flounced along the glitter strip in their tight dresses secretly looking for Mr Right.

Seems blind faith in Walt’s fairy-tale endings is still alive and well in tinsel town, she thought as she put a little extra chutzpah in her step.

Everywhere the smell of salty air and sex twitched at her nostrils. This was her city, an ever-changing, improvised scene of characters performing under the bright lights, looking for the cues, delivering their best lines. “Okay, girl. Eyes, tits and teeth,” she reminded herself as the first flutter of nervous excitement threatened to overwhelm her. This old theatre trick to overcome the nerves an entertainer feels just before curtain-up had been taught to her many years before. Put a sparkle in your eyes, stick your chest out and smile big enough to crease the corners of your eyes, and you’re on your way. It’s showtime.

She strutted down the street to the city’s beat, sensing men stop and turn, as if aware of her sexual quest.

“Going my way, sweetheart?” came the first inquiry from a rangy looking specimen.

“I don’t think so,” she said with a polite smile.

“What about you and me, doing the horizontal mambo?” The second inquiry growled from a leather-clad, tattooed man who looked like he’d just cocked his leg from his Harley.

“Maybe another time.” A bigger smile creased her face, but she didn’t break stride.

Listening for her cue, she chose the club for her mission based on the bass beat of its music and the quality of its departing clientele. Speakeasy was a vibrant, well-known bar tucked away from the boisterous crowds. Scrutinizing her with a smile, the brick wall doubling as a bouncer stepped aside, his eyes appreciating both her genes and those she wore as she sashayed past. On entering the venue, she was swallowed up in a sea of churning people ensconced in the mating game. Up close and personal was the modus operandi.

“This is the place. Let’s go.” Her inner sex goddess’s approval propelled Michele further into the throng.

~ ♥ ~

FOR THE PAST DECADE, Michele’s curiosity in spirituality had led her to explore a variety of self-discovery practices including past life regression, rebirthing, yoga, and meditation. After years of going within with Shirley MacLaine, the pivotal moment had occurred during a three-day kundalini meditation retreat when she heard her guidance.

Michele referred to her invisible intuitive self as the Goddess and this relationship proved to be peaceful, insightful and oftentimes irreverent. Never more so than when the Goddess displayed her unfettered divine sexuality as Michele’s inner sex goddess, who had recently manifested herself with a wicked joie de vivre. With the Goddess’s calm counsel, Michele came to realize her marriage and recent divorce were not mistakes at all, but inevitable crossroads in life’s dance. And so tonight, at yet another juncture, she followed her inner guidance.

~ ♥ ~

SQUEEZING HER WAY THROUGH the nightclub crowd, Michele made for the bar where she stepped nimbly into a space just vacated by a large Negro man.

“I must try one of those as well,” she mused to herself, watching his tight buttocks retreat.

“All in good time,” came consent from within.

Leaning across the bar to be heard, Michele ordered her poison. The service was fast, the vodka and tonic cold and the music hot. With all the accoutrements to suit the scene, she settled in to scope the room, enjoying the buzz of sexual energy.

It took only thirty minutes before an extra drink arrived in front of her. The bartender pointed to the big guy at the other end of the bar who tipped his glass and smiled. She accepted his offering with a reciprocal gesture. Her drink patron stood nearly a full head height above everyone else and was built like an Arnie Schwarzenegger double with a twist of Crocodile Dundee about him. Accentuated by his casual clothes, his face and manner had Aussie written all over them. After an initial assessment, Michele gave him only fleeting attention as she’d already chosen her mark for the night; the young bartender with the trim body, aquiline face, and gelled hair.

The night progressed, and another couple of drinks arrived compliments of the titan, who remained fixed as if supporting the other end of the bar. She acknowledged each drink with a gracious smile, which he returned with the unwavering stare of a wildcat, mouth curled waiting for its prey to make a move.

While the bartender showed initial interest in her flirtations, he disappeared at the end of his shift leaving her advances unrequited.

Nothing new there, she thought, God, what’s wrong with me? Feeling the familiar sense of rejection left over from years living with her husband, she sculled her drink and turned to leave.

But there he stood, her drinks benefactor, wearing an inscrutable expression as he blocked her exit. From a distance he’d looked a solid guy, however up close he must’ve been virtually a hundred kilos of pure muscle.

With a smile twitching his lips, he initiated the conversation. “You’re the horniest thing I’ve seen in years. Why are you chasing pencil dicks?”

His brash opening remarks pinned her to the spot and, as a half-smile flitted across her face, she took a closer look at this man with the roguish sense of humour. He wouldn’t be classed as typically handsome, but his sheer presence and blunt approach caused her skin to tingle. Impeding any escape, he flashed a wide, white smile, and waited for a response. His eyes, a vivid marine blue, twinkled with life experience and his collar-length soft brown hair framed his sun-tanned face. He encroached into her personal space, towering over her with the promise of a real man, and he smelt good. The scent of masculine musk mingled with the bittersweet overtones of a world-class aftershave triggered a positive response in her brain.

“Thanks for the drinks. That was very generous of you. And your name is . . .?”

“You can call me Mark. And you are?” His voice was like the breath of a friendly dragon, warm and playful.

“Michele.” Her initial obligation to be polite since he’d spent money buying her drinks had softened to casual interest. “Tell me a little about yourself, Mark.”

“Not much to tell really. I’d rather talk about you.”

“Either you’re very chivalrous or very secretive. I suspect it might be the latter. You don’t give too much away, do you?”

“Not only good looking but clever as well. What is it I can do to make you choose me instead of that gay bartender?”

Shit, she thought. After all she’d been through, she’d chosen a carbon copy of her ex-husband. Why hadn’t she’d seen it? But it wasn’t too late to save the night. “Well, I guess you can buy me another drink, Mark.”

When he leaned across to order another round of drinks, the muscles in his neck and arms flexed as they took his weight, stretching his shirt across what appeared to be an extraordinarily muscular back. Conducting a quick appraisal, she noted his faded blue jeans belted at the waist accentuated his solid thighs and taut buttocks. Her lips curled in approval when she spotted his neat, clean boat shoes. Her mother had always said you can tell a lot about a man by his shoes.

“Forget about the shoes! This is it. I’m telling you. Don’t miss out on this one.” Her sex goddess had made her decision for the night. However, Michele wasn’t yet convinced.

“That’s an interesting ring you’re wearing,” she said, spying an emblazoned gold ring on his right forefinger. “What is it?”

“Oh, this is just a dress ring.”

“It looks terribly official.” Clasping his hand in hers, she turned his fingers to the light. It’d been so long since she’d held another man’s hand that the weight, structure, and size triggered a slight stirring below her waist.

Their drinks arrived and Mark toasted. “Cheers, baby.”

He stepped into her space and exhaled. When his breath skimmed over her hair, she closed her eyes to savour the moment, losing herself in his presence. She’d not experienced this primal attraction before. It was raw and untamed. She could all but hear his heart beating a mantra in his chest. Tempt me, tempt me. Though she’d never thought of herself as a temptress, it was a role she’d like to explore. She opened her eyes and met unwavering gaze.  

He leaned closer. “How’re you doing?”

“I’m fine thanks.” Though the heat in her groin indicated otherwise. “In fact, I’m very fine.”

“Really? Do you know what fine means?”

“I think so. What do you think it means?”

“Frustrated, insecure, neurotic and emotional.” Using the increasing crowd as an unspoken excuse, he pressed in further toward her.

She tingled all over. “Well, I may be frustrated but I don’t think the last three describe me in the least.” She averted her eyes, thinking that small act would break the mounting tension between them. It didn’t. He continued smiling down at her, cocked his head and tugged his right hand. Much to her surprise, she’d taken hold of it again, turning the ring on his finger around and around.

She dropped his hand as if on fire. “Oh, sorry.”

“No, don’t do that. I was enjoying it.” He lifted her hand and held it in his.

“Forget Walt Disney and Prince Charming. Let’s get this party started. She who dares wins.”

Michele ignored her inner advice. “Is this the game, is it? Will you pretend to be my Prince Charming?”

“If that’s what you want, that’s what I’ll be. However, I’ve got more to offer than Prince Charming. We can do things together you’ve only dreamed of, and I imagine you mightn’t have done. But with that body, you were made to do.”

When he took a long, deep inhale he seemed to extract her essence, devouring every inch of her, physically, mentally and emotionally. His crotch pushed harder against her, scorching like a hot iron, branding her as his. Though her head spun, and her body shrieked, she met his force. The time had come. It was now or never. With a slow, deliberate gesture, she placed her empty glass on the bar, matched his blistering gaze and took the leap.

“Okay. You. Me. Now.”

Without a word, he smiled as if it’d been a forgone conclusion. He wrapped his arm around her waist and ushered her outside into the chill of the night. But it had little effect on the sexual heat rising in her body. She wanted to be on their way. To get this party started. She’d never felt this eager before and it excited yet frightened her a little. Within minutes, she sat pressed beside him in the back seat, virtual strangers in an unexpected time and place.

~ ♥ ~

DURING THE DRIVE, MICHELE managed a few furtive glances at this man who’d charmed her so simply. With powerful thighs wrangled into his jeans, biceps bulging at the short sleeves of his loose-fitting cotton shirt and a torso resembling the bulk and promise of a treasure chest, he was all man. Like an innocent Aladdin, she imagined the delightful treasures that might lie within, never considering she may be about to open Pandora’s box. Although he was relaxed and confident in his own skin, his rugged face bore signs of a tough life. He didn’t speak or touch her. Yet an animal magnetism seeped from his body, prowling across the seat to settle in her lap, making her quiver with anticipation. While she fidgeted in a futile effort to relieve the mounting tension, he turned with a half-smile, like a doting parent reassuring a child. Then he resumed his invisible sexual assault on her body once more.

During this electrified silence came SallyAnn’s warning. “Off to who-knows-where with a stranger. No one knows where you are. You don’t know where you’re going. Have you lost your senses?” The thought and image of SallyAnn’s concerned face rattled around in Michele’s mind, but there was no turning back now. As the cliché warned, the die had been cast.

~ ♥ ~

EVENTUALLY, THE CAB CAME to a stop. When she stepped out into the cool air, Michele was at an exclusive marina which unfolded before her like a lavish sound stage. Superyachts and spectacular cruisers were secured along multiple mooring arms, listing in a gentle rhythm. With a new moon preventing romantic reflections off the water, their arrival was masked in darkness.

Again, worry with the voice of SallyAnn resurfaced. “The perfect setting for a murder.”

Michele had to agree that the setting exhibited the hallmarks of a Stephen King thriller, dark and isolated, with the requisite icy chill in the air. Yet for her, it wasn’t the scene’s menacing connotations but its gentle serenity that spoke to her. It calmed her doubts while heightening her anticipation of the impending liaison. She glanced up at her first-ever one-night stand and the gentle curl of his lips extinguished the last of any negative mental chatter.

After paying the cabbie, he escorted her down a gangway through the many shimmering yachts to the last vessel moored at the jetty’s end. Inscribed across her bow was Michele’s omen, the Lady Diana, the huntress, a goddess in the purest of feminine forms, on a quest to never marry, the vanquisher of men and animals all. The Lady Diana floated atop the water like one hundred feet of ancient Roman art, all sleek lines and beautiful curves.

This is sex on water, she thought, awestruck.

“Let’s hope so,” chimed in her sex goddess.

“Sorry, you’ll have to take off those come-fuck-me boots. No high heels on the deck.”

“You’re kidding me, aren’t you? Dancers don’t ever take their high heels off.” She was aghast at the thought of removing her boots. They were part of her costume for tonight’s performance.

“Okay then.” Without missing a beat, he swept her up into his arms, as if lifting a toddler across a puddle. He strode up the gangway, carried her on board across the deck and deposited her in the carpeted cabin. Her breath hitched in her throat like a lolly fragment swallowed too quickly. No man does that, at least not to her. Her years of fantasy were turning into a night of reality. Perhaps Walt was right after all?

“I thought there was something more to you. The way you were grinding at that bar was something else. I’ve got just the music for you.” He strode to the audio cabinet in search of his preferred disc.

As Michele willed her lungs to resume normal function, she surveyed her surroundings while the sexual rhythms of Essential Yello filled the cabin.

“Drink? Same as before?” His warm voice harmonized with the music, and she wondered how many other women he’d had on this yacht, mixing drinks for them before having wild abandoned sex. A flush of anticipation warmed her cheeks, and she slid into the rich leather lounge, into a world she’d only dreamed of. The cabin oozed wealth with its teak furniture, plush beige carpet, and luxurious cream leather, all customized and fitted into every conceivable space. The sheer elegance of the warm, neutral colour palette was testament to the interior designer’s disregard for the constant cleaning this vessel demanded. Nestling into the coolness of the leather, she noted the mirror sheen and craftsmanship of the full-sized teak table opposite. Everywhere, polished surfaces shone with a sensuous, soft glow.

Forwards of the main cabin were stairs leading down to what she assumed were the bedrooms while the flybridge atop was where the captain would command safe passage. She wondered if she’d encounter safe passage this night or whether she was to become tomorrow’s headline in the local newspaper. “Woman Found Murdered at Marina.” The night’s inkiness enveloped the cabin, cocooning it in a shroud of secrecy, reinforcing her latest apprehensions.

Who is he? Is he the captain? Does he own the yacht? Too many questions swirled in her mind matching the speed with which he swizzled their drinks. “Enough,” she scolded herself in a whisper.

With a deep breath of renewed conviction, she focused on the way his shoulders rolled mimicking the slight pitch of the yacht and forced herself to stop thinking of her soon-to-be lover as the Grim Reaper. After all, this was her time, she was the huntress, not the prey.

Handing her the drink and easing himself beside her, he continued his previous conversation. “So why were you wasting your time with that bartender? He’d have had no idea how to please a woman like you.”

“Old habits die hard, I guess.”

Curiosity creased his face.  

“Long story. Let’s not go there,” she said.

“Everyone has secrets they don’t want revealed, Michele. None of my business. I get it.” There was no injury in his voice at her abrupt termination of the conversation, just understanding.

While she tried to think of a clever answer to lighten the mood, he placed his drink behind them on the window ledge, freeing his hand to stroke her face, unaware his tender touch breathed life back into her lonely skin. She lost her footing in his touch, any thoughts of her past or future gone. Gently he set her drink aside. She suspected Disney might just have been telling the truth after all for her body seemed to fill with hundreds of butterflies, her face blushed baby pink and her lips parted, waiting to be awakened with a kiss.

He reached over and lifted her onto his lap where she melted like hot chocolate. Clasping her face between his hands, her softness at the mercy of his strength, he leaned in, kissing her with tender yet passionate desire. His tongue caressed hers, snaking its introduction in her mouth. She was spellbound.

Gift-wrapping herself in his embrace, she gave up everything, the years of longing, frustration, and rejection. Her passion found a stage on which to shine as the music enlivened her dancer’s body, giving art to her performance. With eager fingers, she began to unbutton his shirt, exposing his tight chest and abs which he displayed with quiet confidence. Like Poseidon, he was master of his domain, and she wanted to venerate at his feet. Following the tempo of the music, she bent forwards, licking and sucking at his flesh. He tasted delicious and he wanted her, his desire unmistakable. She was moist and ready, but he softly pushed her away. “Dance for me. Please?”

Without hesitation, she uncoiled herself and stepped back, her eyes never leaving his. Preparing for a command performance she drew a controlled inhale and abandoned herself to the erotic rhythms filling the cabin. Her body transmuted the music into subtle shades of movement and stillness, motion morphed into emotion, connecting the dancer and the audience in an inseparable coupling. Grinding her hips against an imaginary dance partner, she knew how to make herself irresistible to her new lover, and like an elastic band, she stretched their desire to breaking point with every move she made.

Trailing her hands over her body she danced without restraint, rubbing her fingers between her legs with deep fluid strokes. As an appreciative smile etched his face, she tossed back her hair, challenging him with an unspoken promise of the sex-play to come. Then dragging her hand from her warm place, she waved her pheromones under his nose, tempting him with an aromatic appetizer. He inhaled deeply, obviously delighting in her scent and performance. He was the embodiment of her perfect audience, a man who enjoyed watching her get off on the dance.

In a torturous slow peel of her top, she exposed her tanned, taut belly, extending her arms upward like vines crawling to the canopy. On tempo, she discarded the garment, arched her body and slipped her hand down into her jeans to her sex. Wet with juice she removed her fingers then brushed them across his lips. His tongue curled around each digit in delight, savouring and seducing her fingers to remain in his hot mouth where they could be sucked to climax. Although tempted, she maneuvered her hand to freedom on a crescendo and with a peacock flourish, she turned to expose her sculptured back, unclipping her bra yet not allowing it to fall.

Every time he drank a little more of his drink, she stripped a little more, shedding fragments of her past with each piece of clothing puddling at her feet. Rivers of relief began to surge through her body as she flowed headlong into her new reality.

Straddling him, she slithered from her bra and cupped her plump breasts, offering each for his caress. He obliged with warm, wet kisses while their bodies steamed and his manhood raged. Feeling little pity for his cock trapped in the prison of his Levi’s, she slipped from his lap. Then with meticulous timing, she unzipped her jeans and peeled them down to her boots, turned, and bent in a full forwards fold to expose her naked arse and slippery sex. When his greedy fingers stretched out to stroke her wetness, she unzipped and removed her boots for the final reveal. At last, she was naked, dancing untamed, empowered by the music and her emancipated sexuality.

He pulled her to him and licked her navel in a slow, fluid stroke. Glancing down at her naked feet he said, “What about the boots? You said that dancers never take off their high heels?”

“True . . .” She reclined on the lounge and pulled her boots back on in an equally provocative reverse strip. With a languorous développé, she straddled him, settling her weight onto his lap. Her faultless tousled hairstyle now dripped with perspiration which trickled down her body, coursing an uninterrupted path to her fully waxed mons. His eyes followed the tiny rivulets as his hands crept up her thighs, like desert snakes retreating to a cool cave.

She blocked his advance. “You got what you wanted. Now it’s my turn.”

Your wish is my command.” He began to shrug his shirt off, but she slipped off his lap.

“Another drink please, no ice.”

He twitched a smile before collecting her glass and returning to his duty at the bar. While he mixed more drinks, she encircled him with her arms, grinding her yearning nakedness against his clothed back. He turned with his offering, and she took a couple of steps back and positioned herself prone on the elegant teak table.

“Drink me.”

With a layer of perspiration glistening over her body like crystallized sand, she lay on display, nude except for the boots. Her jagged breathing invited him to begin and with the taste and smell of her still on his face, he advanced.

“My pleasure.” His voice was low and promising.

Like a doctor measuring a potent tonic, he drizzled a few drops from the glass into her mouth then reclaimed them with his own. She wanted more of his mouth, but instead, he poured the icy mixture down her throat, and when she flinched, he caressed her skin dry. Then as if in blessing, he drizzled the sticky syrup in the shape of a cross from breast to breast, licking the remnants before they made a hasty escape from her body. She shuddered with anticipation. The ache of anticipation amassed in her body as he laved his tongue along her pantie line, not venturing lower until she whimpered for more. With his steady hand held high, he released the last drops from the glass to flow down to her steaming sex. The frosty chill scorched as it seeped further into the folds of her flesh, and he knelt with reverence, at the holy altar of her body.

He parted her thighs, and she surrendered. Completely. Gentle kisses followed by deeper probing with his tongue sent her into the first throes of passion where she became oblivious to the outside world. He teased and nibbled, opening her up little by little. Her body responded without restraint, arching toward his face for more. Eat me. Eat me. As he buried his tongue ever deeper, she held herself wide open for his feasting. He teased her without mercy, and she longed to be satiated, straining herself into his face. Pain and pleasure merged when he sucked her clit hard, tugging as if punishing it for not giving up its secrets. She’d never experienced such exquisite anguish. She wanted it to go on forever and yet couldn’t bear the ecstasy any longer. With his mouth ravishing her sex and his forceful fingers working their magic inside her, she lost all sensibility and orgasmed in a shower of release.

Her primal scream splintered the cabin as a secret valve opened in her loins, liberating her from years of frustration. Awakened from a long dark sleep, her body, mind, and soul reunited with shattering force, her sex goddess now fulfilled.

Time stopped. While waves of crashing energy threatened to consume every cell of her body, she lingered on the edge of bliss, giving her nervous system time to recalibrate. She never imagined sex could be that amazing. That mind-numbing. Once the energy subsided and reality returned, she shimmied off the table, shaken, shocked and euphoric.

“That’s never happened to me before.” She glanced at the puddle spreading across the table. “Oh, God. Look what I’ve done.”

“That’s okay, baby. That’s the point of the exercise. Not many women can do that. I love it. It’s great.” His chin glistened with sweat and female ejaculate. “It tastes like spring water. Here, taste.” He pulled her close, kissing her with the taste of her pleasure, and her body shuddered before collapsing into his arms.

He lifted her onto the table where she lay unable to move from sheer delight and exhaustion. Removing his clothing, he revealed a body ripped with the results of hard work and discipline. Bit by bit, her eyes drifted down his taut, tanned physique until she spied his straining penis.

“Oh, yes, please,” she said.

“Trust me, baby. You’re gonna love this.”

Michele lost herself in the arctic colours of his eyes, longing for him to start. But he drew the moment out into an excruciating wait. A small muscle clenched in his jaw and his lips curved upward in a bemused smile. Everything about him remained in control, his hair, his muscles, his cock and most of all, his command of her body.

Pulling her apart, he mounted her, taking his time, penetrating her. With every thrust forwards, he then withdrew a little, teasing her, making her ache for more. She loved and loathed the torment. When he enfolded her in his arms, she latched on, willing him to rock deeper and deeper inside her. She could feel his impatience wedged within her, throbbing to make her his own. She wanted to be his, badly. She wanted him to plunge deep inside her, to take her, to fuck her forever.

Unable to take his teasing any longer, she locked her gaze on him and dug her nails hard into his buttocks. And like a well-trained thoroughbred horse under the whip, he championed the pace. Untamed, she equalled his unrelenting rhythm, revelling in her power, her newfound freedom and him. At last, a man, a real man.


CHAPTER TWO

SATURDAY

PERCHED ATOP BURLEIGH BEACH, Divinities had morphed into a local institution over many decades. With its rich history and original spirit founded on the 1960s rock ’n’ roll beach party culture, the café’s mission of everyone being welcomed, regardless of clothing, status, money or sand between the toes remained intact. Today, it was abuzz with the usual Saturday afternoon crowd of hip young people, professional couples and arty singles reading newspapers or deliberating on their weekend activities.

Having listened to Michele’s narration of her previous night’s escapades for the past twenty minutes, Cindy finished her peppermint tea with a definitive placement of cup to saucer. “Sweetie, you’re literally glowing. I’m so happy for you.”

“I can’t believe how fabulous he was. I feel so alive, so feminine. God, to think what I’ve been missing all this time . . .” Michele felt a yearning build in her groin at the memory.

“I know. It’s really something isn’t it, when you find someone sexually compatible? I’ve only found a couple of partners like that and the sex was unbelievable. Tell me more, what does he do?”

“You mean aside from giving great sex?”

“Stop right there. What have I missed?” Julie, looking ever young in a tight tangerine pantsuit and matching shoes, slid into the booth next to Cindy. “Sorry I couldn’t get here earlier but I had a couple of things to finish off. Catch me up.”

Michele retold her story
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