
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Although happily married, Cara felt there was a void in her life. Is she unconsciously looking for someone to fill this void? And will she find it?

	 

	 

	Cara Belmond is a successful fashion designer and owns Cara’s Collections. She’s married to Rudolf, an artist, and together they own the Belmond Art Gallery. Beautiful and successful, they’re regarded as the golden couple of Cape Town. Cara and Rudolf are very much in love and have a very active sex life, but sometimes—just sometimes—she wonders if she doesn’t need a little bit more. Maybe a little harder.

	That is until one night at one of their art exhibitions where she meets Mario Perez. Mario is Spanish, dangerously attractive, and arrogant. He invites Cara for coffee, and instantly fascinated by him she accepts. Will he be what she needs?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	It was a glorious day with clear blue skies when I parked my car in front of the Belmond Art Gallery. A breeze touched my face, and I felt the sun on my skin like a caress touching me, warming me. I listened to the squeaking sounds of the seagulls, and I looked up to see them floating carefree in the wind. I wished I could float with them and see life from a different perspective, but alas, I was only human with my feet firmly planted on the ground. Taking a deep breath, I got the pungent smell of the seaweed coming off the sea nearby. With a bit of imagination, I could see and hear the whishing sounds of the waves.

	I walked into the gallery with the boxes of brochures that I’d needed to drop off for the coming art exhibition. I stood for a moment in awe, drinking it all in as I looked at the beautiful paintings on the walls and the silent sculptures standing on the floor or displayed on pedestals. I listened to a string quartet by Mozart playing in the background, and I felt insignificant and very humble in the middle of all the beautiful art. Yet at the same time, it lifted me, and I felt like I could soar like an eagle.

	I heard quick footsteps behind me and turned around to see Delia walking my way. “Hallo, Cara,” she said. She was picture-perfect, with black framed glasses perched on the tip of her nose, short blonde hair swept backward, and her lips painted a cherry-red. Cool and business-like.

	“Hello, Delia. Look how beautiful the brochures came out.”

	After taking the boxes, she said, “Oh, wow, they’re beautiful. I wasn’t sure of the colors, but you convinced me, and you were right. It’s vibrant yet classy.”

	“And classy it must be for the Belmond Gallery,” I said with a cheeky smile.

	“Absolutely.” She smiled. “Rudolf asked that you see him before you leave.”

	Leaving the brochures with Delia, Rudolf’s assistant, I ran up the stairs to his office to find a very animated Rudolf.

	“I got him! I got him,” he exuberantly shouted as I walked in.

	“Damian D?” I asked and smiled when I saw him running his hands through his hair—a habit he had when nervous or excited.

	“Yes, I finally managed to get him to sign up for the exhibition. He’s so well-known all over the world, and his work is in such great demand that this is an enormous compliment for us.”

	“That’s fantastic news. Congratulations.”

	“The paintings will go to the airport tonight. We need them here as soon as possible to determine the layout of the gallery. We’ll have to work day and night, as the layout will now have to change. But it’ll be worth it.”

	I noticed the excitement in Rudolf’s eyes and in his quick movements, as if he was walking on air. The adrenaline had been flowing since Damian’s commitment.

	As I left the gallery, I couldn’t help but remember that morning and still felt Rudolf’s hands all over my body. Our wake-up call for the day was to make love softly and dreamily. There was something so nice and erotic about cuddling next to a warm body during the night that we always woke up aroused. I loved and treasured those early morning love-making sessions. But sometimes, just sometimes, I wished we could also make love at night, maybe even a little harder. But that wasn’t the time to think about it. I got into my car and drove through the early morning traffic to Cara’s Collections.

	 

	*

	 

	When I walked into my offices, Imelda followed me immediately. She reviewed the urgent messages and a list of appointments for the day as we planned a fashion show at the Convention Centre in the next few weeks.

	“Toni would like to schedule an appointment with you to finalize the theme of the show.”

	“Did you send her the email saying that I’d like to use musicians on the stage instead of the usual background music?”

	“Yes, I did. She would also like to know how many models you’ll need this time. You mentioned something about male models escorting the female models onto the catwalk.”

	“Let’s schedule the appointment for next week Wednesday, since I’ll be able to let my mind think about it over the weekend.” Imelda and I spent the rest of the morning sorting out the most pressing issues, returning phone calls, and sending emails in connection with the forthcoming show.

	A meeting was scheduled at twelve with the designers in the design room for Tara to present her evening wear designs for the show. I felt the tension in the air as I walked in. Nobody was spared criticism of their designs. Either it was great, or it was out.

	Ronan was the first to arrive and was dressed as flamboyantly as his personality in perfectly cut black pants and a dark purple shirt with a red bow tie. He flopped into a chair with a grin on his face and asked loudly, “Tara, are you on dope again? That’s the worst design I’ve seen this year.”

	Vivacious, positive, and at ease with herself, she threw her long black hair over her shoulder, pouting her cherry-red lips. She retorted, “You have no style and no sense of having fun. You’re over the hill. Time for retirement. The problem with you is that nobody will have you. You’re full of shit.”

	“Language,” the tall, lanky, and well-groomed Cyrus shouted as he walked into the design room. His startling blue eyes danced with humor. He was wearing his favorite black Bowler hat with black denim slacks and a white shirt complimenting his flaxen-colored hair.

	“Then how must I say it? Full of crap?” she asked with a grin on her face and stretching her long legs out in front of her.

	“Okay,” I said. “Show me the design that’s going to send Ronan into early retirement.”

	Tara opened her portfolio to bring out her latest evening wear designs. Everyone’s focus was on Tara. I was immediately enthralled by the exquisite designs I saw before me. The first one was in hues of the palest pink with silvery-grey floating material and a plunging neckline. The next was an off-the-shoulder gown in different shades of blue with silver here and there and touches of black. Third was a purple gown with lavender and shades of green, one more exquisite than the other. A beautiful soft champagne-colored gown was fourth, with a touch of gold thread running through the material, making it vibrant and alive. Her fifth was a sea green lace gown followed by touches of magenta, gorgeously beautiful soft feminine, and flowing. The sixth design was dramatic in red and black with a big collar and open shoulders.

	We were all in awe, but the best was yet to come. Tara had a sense for the dramatic, and her show stopper was in white organza, floatingly flimsy and breathtakingly beautiful.

	There was a deafening silence for a few seconds before I finally got the words together and said, “It’s gorgeous. It’s lovely, and it’s exquisite.”

	I happened to glance at Ronan, who had a huge grin on his face. “What are you up to?” I asked since I knew the show about the dope was a ploy.

	“I just brought out the best in her,” Ronan said, clapping his hands theatrically.

	Cyrus was clearly in awe of these designs but so were all of us.

	“Tara, this is good work. No, not good, brilliant. I love it. Let’s have the samples made up, and we’ll take it from there.”

	“Thank you,” she said, beaming. “Do you want all of them?”

	“Absolutely. They’re gorgeous, and they’re going to be winners.”

	Raising her eyebrows at Ronan, she said, “Dope?” She laughed her beautiful throaty laugh that made us all smile.

	New rolls of fabric had arrived from India, and as I only needed to pick my children up from school at three, Cyrus and I headed toward the store, since he was designing the morning range for the show. Ronan would be taking care of casual wear, and the designs I’d seen so far were different, but as always with Ronan, great. When Cyrus and I were finally done, I got into my car and headed toward Hout Bay to pick my children up. I drove along the scenic route looking at the deep blue sea with silver streaks dancing on it while listening to piano music playing full blast.

	Elizabeth was her usual animated self and had a lot to say when she was in the car. “Mommy, my teacher’s a real twat.”

	“A what?” I asked, shocked.

	“Well, Daddy said the other day that somebody’s a twat, and I like the word.”

	“Elizabeth, do you know what the word means?” I asked.

	“No, Mommy,” she said innocently, shaking her head. “I just said I like the word.”

	Must I now reason with my eight-year-old child?

	“It’s not a nice thing to say,” I said sternly.

	“I know,” she said. “But he was mean to Cassandra. Therefore, I can call him a twat.” Her big blue eyes were very serious while coming to the defense of her friend.

	Danielle was dancing in her seat, making faces and swinging her arms above her head. As little as she knew what a twat looked like, she made it up as she went along. I didn’t want to, but by now, Isabella and I just burst out laughing.

	 

	*

	 

	Once home with the children busy with their homework, I had the time to answer the most urgent and pressing emails. Then I spent an hour doing exercises in our home gym. I followed a strenuous exercise program for at least an hour daily because it gave me energy, which I needed a lot, to get me through my day with three children, a demanding husband, and two businesses to run. Not to forget daily sexual exercises, as well. I’ve always been very aware of my body, and Rudolf responded well to that. He kept my body warm at night, and I kept it in shape for him. Just thinking about it made me glow all over and miss him.

	Rudolf returned home tired but full of energy, exuberantly happy as Damian D was now booked, and the paintings were on their way to Cape Town. All the artists were in place, and the arrangements could be finalized.

	“Wine, Cara?” he asked, walking toward the wine cellar.

	“Yes, thank you.”

	Rudolf chose a bottle of Chardonnay that he placed in the wine cooler with lots of ice for us to enjoy as we sat down with the children to relax before dinner was served. Rudolf was also being told in no uncertain terms about the twat Elizabeth had for a teacher. He burst out laughing, as he couldn’t resist his darling Elizabeth.

	Sipping the cool wine, I felt my body relaxing after my stressful day at the office and the afternoon’s vigorous exercises. Isabella had a mathematical problem that Rudolf needed to look at. While she was discussing it with him, I couldn’t help but notice Rudolf’s beautiful hands. I felt my body responding to the wine, beautiful music playing in the background, the children’s laughter, and Rudolf’s presence.

	My ultimate soul mate.

	My gaze scanned the room that I’d just redecorated. I loved a dramatic look, as seen in my clothing range, and I loved the unexpected. The color schemes I used throughout were different shades and textures of grey with accents of ice pinks, beiges, and dark purple. A huge fireplace with carved marble pillars was installed between the dining and living rooms. For the loose rugs, I’d chosen colors ranging from light grey to darker shades of grey and beige. To round it off, I had crystal chandeliers installed for that extra glow. Most of the paintings in the house were done by Rudolf, but we added a few of our favorite artists, as well. There was a beautiful life-size sculpture in the lounge with smaller ones on pedestals scattered throughout the house, which brought the ambiance of the rooms to perfection. Dramatic, but it clearly said home.

	 


Chapter Two

	 

	 

	Rudolf and I first met in a bookstore where I was looking at the latest edition of the book Art World. He had the cheek to look over my shoulder at a painting I’d been admiring and had even more cheek to comment on the artist. I was ready with a very sharp remark, but when I turned around and looked into the dark blue eyes of a tall, well-built man with short black hair and a long fringe that fell over his eyes, I was immediately fascinated. He smiled at me, and I was at a loss for words. I just looked at him and knew this was divine intervention. We were meant to meet.

	“In case you were wondering, this is not my usual tactic or pick-up line,” he said and smiled at me. “But let’s have coffee.”

	“I’d love to,” I responded with a smile.

	“Do you paint?” he asked as we walked to the coffee shop.

	“No, I don’t, but I enjoy and appreciate art, and visiting art galleries has become my favorite pastime over weekends. I love the diversity of art as it inspires me. My favorite is sculptures.”

	“Who are your favorite artists?” he asked.

	“I love Madeleine Klein and Steve von Eck’s paintings. For sculptures, there’s Louis Theroux here in Cape Town, who I love, and Arnold Grange in Johannesburg. You can see movement and motion in their work, which I find fascinating. What about you?”

	“Like you, I love Louis Theroux and Arnold’s work. I agree about the movement and energy in their sculptures. As for paintings, do you know Damian D from Iran’s work?”

	“No, I don’t. I’ve never even heard of him.”

	“We have to rectify that. You’ve not lived if you’ve not seen Damian’s paintings. Let me show you. I have them on my cell phone. But as you know, a photo will never be able to do justice to a painting, and Damian loves to do big paintings.”

	Rudolf leaned toward me, and I smelled his evocative aftershave and noticed his beautiful hands. I was so aware of him and his presence that I had to force myself to concentrate. I needed to focus on the photos of the paintings he was showing me, not on his nearness that I was so overwhelmingly aware of.

	“Wow, this is truly beautiful, he’s vibrant, and he’s big. Not just in size but in the flowing energy of his paintings,” I said, leaning toward him, trying to melt into him.

	“Exactly.” He beamed, looking thrilled that I understood Damian D’s paintings, and I knew I’d scored points with him.

	“Do you paint?” I asked, looking deep into his eyes.

	“I’ve studied art in London and lived there for some time. I would’ve liked to stay there, but as you know, there’s the call of Africa in all of us. Two months ago, I made a snap decision, packed my bags, and happily arrived back in sunny South Africa. I’m working on my first solo art exhibition here in Cape Town. It’s a lot of hard work, but I’m very excited and extremely pleased to have this opportunity. What do you do for a living?”

	“I’m a fashion designer, and I have a clothing range... Cara’s Collections.”

	“That’s why you felt the essence of Damian’s paintings. If that’s the way you could feel his paintings, then I’d like to see your clothing range, as I’m sure you’ll bring that into your designs, as well. Describe your clothing range to me.”

	“It’s classic dramatic... yet sensual.”

	“I thought so,” he said quietly, giving me a lopsided smile that made my heart skip a few beats.

	 

	*

	 

	Coffee became a dinner date two nights later. Sitting in the candlelit restaurant with beautiful Vivaldi music in the background, we discussed art design, love life, and the energy that brought it all together. We ordered smoked salmon and shared two bottles of red wine. The conversation was relaxed but also pulsed with expectancy. I remembered looking at his beautiful hands, wondering what it would feel like to have those hands on my body, particularly my breasts. I felt a tingling warmth spreading through my body just being with him. The first of many perfect nights finally came to an end. We parted with promises to get together soon, for I was flying to England the following week to negotiate exporting my clothing range, but we kept in contact.

	 

	*

	 

	A week later, after signing up with three shops that would like to import my ranges, I flew back to Cape Town.

	I was walking through customs at Cape Town International Airport when my cell phone buzzed with a message. It was from Rudolf. And it simply said, Welcome home, dinner at my place tomorrow night at six?

	I felt a quiver of excitement running through my body, and I replied immediately. Yes.

	I dressed casually but with great care in a lavender color top, a dark purple skirt, and big silver hoop earrings. I knew I looked sensational—hoping he wouldn’t be able to keep his hands off me.

	Rudolf opened the door as I went to knock, and we burst out laughing.

	“Well, I was expecting you,” he said with a sheepish grin.

	Rudolf’s apartment was a typical artist’s studio with paintings on every wall and stacked on the floor. Easels with half-finished work were everywhere, and a distinctive smell of paint and turpentine hung in the air. A round dining room table was in the center of the room, with a black tablecloth reaching the floor and white candles set for dinner. There was an enormous couch in white leather against the wall.

	I walked to the window and looked out at the vastness of the sea. “Wow, look at this view. It’s beautiful.”

	“I make sure I have a view of the sea wherever I stay because it has a very calming effect on me. How was England?”

	“Pulsing, energetic, wonderful. London has a way of inspiring me to do more and to be more.”

	“I agree wholeheartedly. I loved the time I spent in London. How did the negotiations with the shops go?” he asked, coming to stand next to me at the window. There was a pull toward each other while all else disappeared around us. We’re like a photo with the background out of focus.

	“Very successful. I’ll now export my clothing range to three shops in London, and for me, that’s brilliant.”

	“Congratulations are definitely in order. Can I offer you a glass of champagne?”

	We sat on the couch sipping the cool bubbling champagne and toasted my successful trip when I handed him a package. “I bought you something small when I was in London.”

	Looking surprised but pleased that I’d remembered to buy him a gift on my business trip, Rudolf took the packet from me, unwrapping it slowly.

	When he opened it, a look of pleasure came onto his face. “A biography of Damian D, my favorite artist? Cara, this is very special, thank you.”

	Dinner was superb, and the conversation flowed easily. We shared a lot of interests, especially in art and all design aspects, and we talked late into the night. Being together felt so perfect—so right—as if we’d always been together. The atmosphere around us was warm and sensual, and I knew I didn’t want the night to end.

	We were finishing off the second bottle of champagne when Rudolf bent forward and kissed me softly but urgently then pulled me into his arms. He whispered, “I want to make love to you. No, I don’t want to... I must.” Standing up, he took my hand, pulled me up from the couch, and walked together to his bedroom. He took my top off and dropped it on the floor. Then, peeling my skirt over my hips, I stepped out of it to stand in front of him nearly naked.

	“You’re even more beautiful in your underwear,” he said huskily.

	My body felt warm and mellow after two bottles of champagne, and I sighed in pleasure, for I was aware of only him and his hands on me. He unhooked my bra and took my breasts in his hands, playing with my nipples. I unbuttoned his shirt, pulled it over his head, and put my hands on his chest. I felt the hair and the warmth of his skin. It felt so perfect, as if I’d been waiting for this exact moment all my life. We fell on the bed kissing, touching, and exploring.

	I wanted him so urgently that I took one of his hands and placed it between my legs. He ripped my panties off while sucking my nipples. Arching my back, I cried out with pleasure as our desire for each other reached a crescendo. Rudolf stretched his body over me, and feeling his weight on me with his erection between my legs made me gasp with joy.

	“Cara, look at me, don’t close your eyes,” he said in his soft voice. “Look at me. Look at me. I want to look into your eyes when I enter you.”

	“Yes, now,” I whispered, feeling him sliding into me deep inside my secret wonderful dark place, and he slowly started riding me while we gazed into each other’s eyes. Rudolf picked up the momentum, thrusting into me while grabbing my breasts. He rode me hard and luxuriously until we exploded in a wondrous orgasm.

	“Oh, Cara,” he whispered. “You’re wonderful.”

	“Ditto,” I whispered with my legs curled around him. And when he wanted to roll off, I whispered, “Not yet.” I was savoring the moment. Lying like that, I knew my fate was sealed with him. I wanted him for now and for always.

	We woke up through the night, and dreamily we made love again and again, slept some more, and early the next morning, we made love for the third—or was it the fourth time?

	We’d lost count.

	We got married within a year, and six months later, I was pregnant with Isabella, but I had to wait another three years for Elizabeth, and a year later, Danielle was born.

	We were married for two years when we opened the Belmond Art Gallery, which was a huge success from the beginning, for Rudolf had a good eye for what art would sell. He became well-known in the art world almost overnight, and we opened another gallery in London where he’d studied art and already knew a lot of people in the art world. We flew to London for the opening and were overwhelmed by the enormous overnight success of the gallery. Malcolm, one of Rudolf’s friends from art school, and his gorgeous French wife, Annabelle, ran the gallery and we became good friends throughout the years.

	 


Chapter Three

	 

	 

	“A penny for your thoughts?” Rudolf asked.

	“I’m thinking of the opening of the art exhibition tomorrow night. Has all the art arrived yet?”

	“Yes, everything’s in place except for Damian’s paintings which will only arrive tomorrow morning. I’ll personally collect them from the airport as I promised him. But he did send photos and dimensions so it’s in the planning.”

	“I wish I could go with you to the art exhibition in London in two weeks. I wasn’t able to attend last year as well. Have you decided when you’ll be leaving?”

	“No, not yet, but it’ll most likely be the week before the opening. Malcolm and I would like to attend the Sotheby’s art auction. I attended the previous auction, and it was electrifying. I wish you could come just to experience that.”

	“I would’ve loved to, but somebody needs to stay and keep things going here, especially with the children. Just a few more years, and I’ll be able to go all over the world with you when they’re all grown up and independent.”

	“I know, but you’ll be missed. You and that great body of yours,” he said with a glint in his eye as Mrs. Zee announced dinner was ready. We walked to the dining room with the children skipping along happily. For tonight Mrs. Zee had made Rudolf’s favorite Madras lamb curry, and with Mozart’s Clarinet Concerto playing softly in the background, we enjoyed our dinner together as a family

	 

	*

	 

	I woke up early the following day and felt Rudolf stirring next to me. My body was warm and mellow, and I felt the excitement of our special bond of love running through me. I turned toward Rudolf as he reached out, pulling me into his arms. My body responded to his touch, and I stretched out my hand, stroking his thighs, and let my hand trail down his body until I found his penis. I squeezed gently until he throbbed in my hand, and slowly, our dance of love started, and I purred like a cat.

	I loved the feeling of his beautiful hands all over my body, and my nipples hardened to his touch. My body ached for him, and I arched my back to get more. I grabbed his hand and pushed it between my legs as my body was on fire, and I felt his erection against my leg. I was ready for him, and when he rolled over me, I opened my legs and welcomed him as he pushed inside of me. He rode me gently, and together, we came to a glorious wonderful warm all-consuming orgasm. Satisfied with his body on me, we lay for a few minutes. He gently pulled out of me and rolled onto his side, then he pulled me into his arms.

	“A good start for the day, Cara,” Rudolf murmured in my ear. Warm content and at ease with each other, we lay for a few more minutes before I had to get up and wake the children to get ready for school.

	 

	*

	 

	“Mom, this is our big day at the gallery,” Isabella said when I walked into her room. She was already awake and scanning the mathematical configurations that she and Rudolf had been doing the night before.

	“Yes, my darling, exciting, isn’t it.” I hugged her, feeling the softness of her skin against mine. She reached up and put her arms around my neck. I received a soft kiss and a warm hug.

	I went to Elizabeth’s room to wake her, but that was never necessary as miss big-blue-eyes was already awake cuddling CC, her favorite Yorkshire terrier, who wasn’t allowed in her bed, but by now, we’d learned to turn a blind eye to the lump under the blankets.

	“Look, Mommy, CC just jumped into my bed a minute ago,” she said with innocence written all over her face.

	“I can see that, my sweetheart,” I said, and my heart swelled with love for this gorgeous child of mine. “Is Danielle awake, yet?” I asked.

	“I am,” a sleepy voice said behind me.

	“Danielle, my love.” I bent down and picked her up in my arms. She wrapped her arms around me and nuzzled her face in my neck, her dark hair tickling my skin, and I hugged her. “Are you still sleepy?” I asked, but she just hugged me tighter.

	“Oh, look, Elizabeth, Danielle has been sleepwalking again.” That usually gave her the giggles, and I got some reaction from this lovely sleepy child in my arms.

	“Okay, madams, off you go. Brush your teeth and get ready for school.” Wriggling out of my arms, Danielle ran to her room.

	I stepped into the shower, where Rudolf was already waiting for me. “I wish there was more time for me to enjoy your body in the shower,” he said as he gently washed my breasts and between my legs and spent more time there than usual.

	“So do I,” I said with a smile. “But as you know, duty comes before pleasure.” I wriggled out of his arms and grabbed a towel to dry myself. I used a fragrant body lotion generously all over my body before getting dressed. Finally done, we walked downstairs where Mrs. Zee served us omelets. After a quick cup of coffee, we were ready for the day.

	“What time would you like to leave for the exhibition this afternoon?” I asked Rudolf as we were about to leave.

	“I’d like to leave at five, since I want to be at the gallery for a last look before the guests arrive at six. The caterers will arrive at four to set up everything, and the waiters will arrive at five-thirty for their instructions.”

	“Perfect,” I said. “Come, girls, off to school you go to get clever.”

	“Mommy,” Elizabeth said. “I’m already very clever. Can I stay at home today and watch TV?” she asked, her big blue innocent eyes dancing with mirth.

	“Yes, me, too,” Danielle said, rolling her eyes.

	“Oh, my goodness, don’t you think you’ll be missed by all your admirers?” I asked.

	That brought giggles from them. “Of course,” they said in unison.

	“So off to school you go. Come.” I gave Rudolf a quick hug, as there was still a mountain of things for him to organize, and I could see his mind was already in another place. “See you at five.” And with a quick, “I love you,” I piled the children in the car.

	I dropped the children off at school in Hout Bay, which was a ten-minute drive from Llandudno Beach where we lived, and drove to my offices in town to be greeted with a flurry of activity as I walked in. The shops had to be stocked for the weekend, and the order for the three shops in London had to be ready for shipment on Monday morning. I checked my emails and received confirmation from Nadia and Farouk at the factory that they were on schedule. The orders for the shops were ready to be delivered. And the orders for London would be packed and ready at five o’clock, so I breathed a sigh of relief.

	I met with the design team, Ronan, Tara, and Cyrus for a quick catch-up on their latest work. Ronan and Cyrus had to present their designs for the fashion show on Monday morning. Tara’s proposals for the evening wear had been made up, and they were beautiful. Melanie, the in-house model, modeled the dresses for us to see if any alterations were still necessary before finalizing the designs.

	“Thank you, everybody. This was good work,” I said as Melanie walked away, having modeled the last dress and received the thumbs up from everybody. “I’m off to fetch my children, and I’ll see you at the exhibition tonight.”

	 

	*

	 

	Rudolf rushed in at four-thirty for a quick shower before getting dressed. I’d finished my hour of vigorous exercises for the day, and I joined him in the shower with strict instructions to the girls to get dressed.

	“When I left, they were still hanging Damian D’s paintings. They’re truly magnificent and awe-inspiring. A photo will never be able to give you the essence and beauty of the original paintings. I’m so excited to be able to exhibit his paintings in South Africa for the first time.”

	“Maybe Damian will inspire you to paint more,” I said while washing his back.

	“You’re my inspiration,” he said with warmth in his eyes. “I’ve always wanted to do a nude painting of you, and I think now is the time.”

	“You’re a genius, and it’s a brilliant idea, but can we wait until after the exhibition?” I laughed at him, stepping out of the shower and grabbing a towel to hand to him.

	He looked up as I slipped my dress on, and I saw the appreciation in his gaze. I’d chosen one of my latest designs in a magenta color, and it was the perfect fit for my figure. And with my dark hair, it was the perfect choice for the opening night. I put on my sapphire earrings with a small diamond drop and a diamond bracelet, then slipped on my black high-heeled sandals, and I stood back for his approval.

	“You’re gorgeous, you’re lovely, and you’re mine,” he said as he held out his arms for me, and I stepped into them.

	“Always,” I said huskily and stood on tiptoe to kiss him.

	“Are the girls ready?” he asked, hugging me.

	“Let’s check on them,” I said and took his hand. As if on cue, the girls were standing on the landing as we walked out of the bedroom. Isabella was dressed in her favorite ice-pink color. For tonight, Elizabeth chose a lavender dress, and with her blonde hair, she looked ethereal. Danielle, my dark-head beauty, chose a light blue dress with lace that made her look fragile and innocent.

	 

	*

	 

	We arrived at the gallery as the last painting was finally in place. The champagne was on ice, and the servers were ready to present the guests with trays of food during the night. My eyes scanned the gallery for Damian’s paintings because he was a real coup for tonight. I felt the electricity and expectancy in the air even before any of the guests arrived.

	“Come, Cara, I want you to see Damian’s paintings.” Rudolf took my hand, and together we walked into the next exhibit hall.

	“And Voila!” Rudolf said dramatically, throwing his arms wide as we walked in.

	I came to an abrupt standstill. The paintings were vibrant and overwhelming in size and color. I didn’t know where to look first. I caught my breath, as they were magnificent. They were enormous, and they shouted energy. Rudolf used this room only for Damian’s paintings, and I could see why. The paintings were magnificent in their flow of color, and the energy that emanated from them would overshadow other paintings.

	“Oh wow. Oh, my goodness.” I stood in awe, completely at a loss for words.

	“Magnificent, isn’t it.”

	“Yes.” I finally managed to breathe. “He’s truly a great artist. Well done, my darling, well done,” I said while staring at the paintings.

	Rudolf was called away to check on something that cropped up, and I got to spend some time alone in the hall with magnificent masterpieces. I loved the feeling of having it all to myself, if just for a moment. Slowly I walked to the first painting, touching it as if I wanted to make sure it was for real then I stood back to absorb what I’d been looking at before moving on to the next one. Every painting was a masterpiece done by a master artist.

	I stood in the center of the hall, trying to take it all in, feeling the energy that surrounded me. I closed my eyes and took a deep breath, then I turned around. I tore myself away and walked into the next exhibition hall where I saw Louis Theroux, my favorite sculptor, talking to Delia.

	“Cara, it’s lovely to see you,” he said as I walked toward them.

	“Thank you, Louis. How’s my favorite sculptor? Rudolf said you’ve surpassed yourself this time but refused to give me any details.”

	“He did exactly that,” Delia said. “You must see the sculpture in the blue room. Louis named her Reaching Out.”

	“Let me have a look,” I said and walked to the blue room, knowing I’d not be able to admire any art for the rest of the night due to all the people we needed to talk to and be gracious to.

	The sculpture was in the center of the room, and it halted me in my footsteps. It was a life-size abstract of a nude woman in white stone. I stood still for a moment and could only look and stare because she was elegance in perfection, and she took my breath away. I slowly walked toward the stand and circled the statue, looking at all the angles. Perfect sensual lines, and I could only look and admire and appreciate raw beauty in its purest form. She was pure light. Only the essence remained of what the sculptor wanted to say. A goddess in perfection, and I stood in awe.

	I felt a hand on my shoulder, but it felt like an intrusion, and I ignored it as I couldn’t take my eyes away from her. “Beautiful, isn’t she?” Rudolf asked huskily.

	I didn’t answer as I had no words. Together we could only stand in awe and look.

	“I couldn’t tell you about this sculpture as no words can ever describe it and give justice to such perfect art. You had to see it for yourself,” he said with deep emotion in his voice.

	“I’ve no words for this sculpture,” I said as Louis joined us. Louis was very laid back and usually took compliments in stride, but I could see in his gaze that he was very proud of this work.

	“This sculpture is the accumulation of years and years of hard work. I had this idea in my mind for a long time... and finally, she came to completion,” he said proudly.

	“How long did you work on this sculpture?” I asked.

	“On and off for six months.”

	“And where may I ask, was she every time I went to visit you at your workshop?”

	“She was in hiding from you and everybody.” He laughed. “I didn’t want anybody to see her before she was finished. I didn’t want any comments or suggestions. But she’s a beauty, and I’m very satisfied with the outcome.”

	“Oh, she’s far more than just a beauty,” Rudolf said. “She’s perfection, and I’m surprised, or should I rather say shocked, that you can part with her. But I’m not complaining. Cara, how lucky can we be that the Belmond Gallery gets to exhibit her?”

	“I agree. It’s an honor for us to have her,” I said emotionally.

	Louis stood still, his hands in his pockets, looking at his handiwork for a long time, and then he said very quietly, “She’s but only the beginning, and therefore, I can. She’ll pave the way for the rest to come.”

	I turned to Louis, and with tears in my eyes, I said, “Well done, Mr. Sculptor, well done.”

	A waiter walked toward us with a tray of champagne, and as I desperately needed to calm myself, I took a glass and drained it immediately. I felt the cool bubbling liquid running through me, soothing and calming me. Laughingly, Rudolf rolled his eyes at me, but then he and Louis did exactly the same exclaiming, “We need this.”

	The girls were excited to show us what they thought the best painting or sculpture was. Isabella loved Damian D’s colorful abstract paintings. Elizabeth, with her love for the dramatic, loved sculptures like me and chose an abstract also by Louis but of a male torso. I showed her Reaching Out, and she was as excited as I was but stood firm in what she chose. My darling little Danielle always the little romantic, loved a painting by Madeleine Klein. It was a beautiful abstract of a ballerina painted in soft greens and blues. Madeleine’s work was very popular, and we sold her paintings almost weekly at the gallery. Rudolf sent some of her paintings to London for the last exhibition where she was instantly popular, and since then, we’ve regularly supplied the gallery with her work.

	The night almost passed in a blur as people needed to ask questions and wanted more information about the art and the artists. I hardly had the time to say hello to my staff attending with their partners, but they were happily browsing through the gallery. They often said that coming to the gallery and seeing beautiful art inspired them for their designs at Cara’s Collections.

	It was close to eight o’clock when the children came to say goodbye. They were leaving with our neighbors Samantha and Robert to have a sleepover with their children since this would be a long night for us.

	We heard Maxine and Bob in the gallery long before we saw them. They were as described by Rudolf as wonderful clients who became wonderful friends who bought wonderful art for wonderful prices.

	Maxine came toward us with Big Bob in tow, exclaiming at the top of her voice, “Darlings, this looks magnificent. I love the buzz you have here tonight.” She kissed Rudolf and me on both cheeks, and I got a big hug from Big Bob. “And you look gorgeous as always. No doubt that’s one of your latest designs. What colors do you have them in? I must have one. I won’t look like you, of course, but what the heck.” Then she burst out laughing.

	“Ah, Cara, another great night at the Belmond Art Gallery,” Big Bob said with his big booming laugh.

	“I’m so happy you’re here. These exhibitions wouldn’t be the same without you and your laugh.”

	And with that, he threw his head back and laughed his big boisterous laugh that made him so popular with everybody.

	Maxine had long wild red curly hair that spilled out onto her back, a creamy white complexion, a big wide mouth always painted bright red, big boobs, and a larger-than-life personality. Bob was an American who had come to South Africa on holiday, where he met and fell in love with Maxine and relocated to Cape Town. Big Bob was, as his name said, a big man with a big laugh, a big stomach, big hands, big feet, and according, to Maxine, a big cock that suited her just fine.

	Maxine hooked her arm through Rudolf’s arm and said, “Come, darling, show us what we would just love to buy from you tonight.” They left me to deal with more clients spilling through the door.

	I walked through the gallery greeting and mingling with the guests when I saw a tall, dark, and very handsome man in his fifties with a beautiful blonde woman discussing a painting. I felt as if I knew this man or that I should know him, but I knew for a fact that I had no idea who he was. Yet I was drawn to him like a moth to a candle. I forced myself to take my eyes away from him and walk away. Feeling rather disturbed, I walked back to Reaching Out, my beautiful sculpture, as if she could restore my equilibrium. I felt somebody looking at me, and as I turned my head, I looked into the dark, brooding gaze of the tall stranger I’d just walked away from. He was a well-built man with black curly hair that reached almost to his shoulders. His posture was very erect, and he inclined his head slightly, almost as if it was just for me to see. I looked away from him but turned my gaze back to him as he approached me.

	“I love your sculpture,” he said with a deep husky voice, masculinity oozing from him.

	“It’s not my sculpture,” I said, almost breathless as this man had an effect on me that I couldn’t yet place, and I wished he would leave.

	But I didn’t want him to go.

	“I’m sure you were the inspiration behind it,” he said, looking deep into my eyes.

	I laughed. “I wish, but I doubt it.”

	“She reminds me of you, and therefore I’ve decided to buy it.”

	“You are?” I was breathless, and my stomach was in a knot. I sensed danger, and I knew I had to get away from this man, but I didn’t move. Deliberately I took my eyes away from him as I knew I was staring at him.

	“Mario,” the beautiful blonde woman I saw with him a moment ago said, then came to stand next to him.

	“May I introduce you to my wife, Cecelia?” he said gallantly.

	“Hello, Cecilia,” I said. “My name is Cara. My husband Rudolf and I are partners in the gallery. Can I get you a glass of champagne?” I realized I was nervous and was just talking as each of them already had a glass of champagne in their hands.

	Mario stretched his hand toward me and said, “It’s a pleasure to meet you, Cara. I’m Mario.”

	It was like an electric shock when our hands touched. He held my hand a little longer than necessary, and then, with a slight squeeze, he released my hand. Rudolf joined us, and I introduced this dark stranger that disconcerted me so much and his beautiful wife to him while I tried to recompose myself.

	“I admire this sculpture Reaching Out, and I’m very interested in acquiring it for my collection,” Mario said to Rudolf.

	To say something useful, I offered to find Louis, since clients liked to meet the artists when they were interested in buying art. I walked away feeling Mario’s gaze following me.

	I found Louis and sent him off to the blue room to see if he could inspire the client to buy Reaching Out. For the rest of the night, I made sure I was as far away from Mario as possible. He unsettled me, and I made sure that I was constantly surrounded by people. Although I did my best to ignore him, I was acutely aware of where he was throughout the night. It was with relief when I finally saw him leaving the gallery with his wife, and I felt I could breathe easier. Rudolf was elated when he confirmed that Mario had bought Reaching Out.

	“This was our most successful art exhibition up till now,” Rudolf said when we left the gallery at midnight.

	“What a night,” I said. “With all the artists having sold most of their paintings and sculptures. But I think once again it was the mixture of the right paintings and sculptures so the success was, once again, in your hands as always. You’re so good,” I said mockingly, but I also meant it.

	“Thank you,” Rudolf said languidly. “I take the compliment very humbly.”

	“Yeah, my darling, and we all know just how humble you are.” We both burst out laughing as Rudolf was known to be anything but humble.

	“With the girls having a sleepover, we can sleep late, and I’ll make love to you leisurely and slowly tomorrow morning. I’ll devour your body. What do you think of that?”

	“Wow that sounds wonderful. I’m taking you up on your word. For now, I need to get a good night’s sleep.”

	“Yeah, so do I,” Rudolf said as we got into bed.

	 

	*

	 

	I’d fallen asleep as my head touched the pillow, but I woke up a few hours later when I felt Rudolf’s hand on my breasts, playing with my nipples. I responded immediately by rolling over to him and taking his penis in my hand. Stroking him until I felt he was ready for me, and he entered me slowly. Successful nights made Rudolf very amorous, and I was used to the fact that his sex drive increases with success. He kissed me, and with, “I love you, Cara,” he pulled me into his arms, and we fell asleep. We made love again during the night and woke up as light streamed through the curtains, and we turned to each other once again.

	My gentle lover Rudolf, who made me purr like a cat.

	We fell asleep again and finally woke up to have our morning coffees in the garden, reflecting on the success of the art exhibition. After a leisurely breakfast of yogurt with seeds and fruit, we headed back to bed for an hour of more exquisite love-making. After a long, drawn-out shower, we got dressed to fetch the children and took them
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