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    Four Temptations: what went before


    ––––––––


    So far, in Four Temptations...


    The Tipping Point


    It never should have happened with Simon. Despite his looks, Rebecca had never seen him as a what if...? kind of guy. He was close to the family, someone you could always turn to for a favor, someone you could trust with a secret. He was her husband's best friend. But when Rebecca's husband walks out and she turns to Simon for support she finds herself at one of those tipping points that could change everything: should she, shouldn't she? And now that the seed of possibility has been sown, can she even resist?


    ––––––––


    Words of Love


    I really should have known better. I’d be the first to admit that.


    Doomed relationships? Volatile lovers who can never make things work together? So many fights the admittedly fantastic sex just isn’t enough in the end? Temptations that should really be ignored, because how could that particular relationship ever stand a chance?


    Tell me about it.


    I’ve been there, seen it all. Written the book and sold the movie.


    And maybe that's the problem.


    ––––––––


    The Other Woman


    I didn’t set out to seduce him. But then I rarely do. Things just happen.


    His wife must hate me, of course.


    She must have hated me even before she knew who I was, when I was still just a fragment of doubt in her mind; when I was no more than a few clues that finally gave substance to her fears. A blonde hair on the jacket, a smear of lipstick, a trace of a scent she never used. A lie from her husband that didn’t quite tally with all the previous husband lies. Unexplained items on the credit card bill, or on the mobile phone bill.


    Taken singly: none of these were conclusive.


    Taken together: me. Ellie Jordan. In my early twenties. Slim, blonde, perfect cheekbones, big blue eyes, perfect shape, legs to die for.


    I was Rebecca’s worst nightmare and her husband’s wet dream. Does that make me a slut?
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    A Woman Scorned


    They say revenge is best served up cold.


    Maybe.


    In my experience it’s best served up in a public place with a large glass of Pinot Gris.


    §


    I prepared thoroughly.


    A pamper session with Stephanie at Moore’s. Leg wax, Brazilian, eyebrows; a long, soothing facial; a full-body seaweed wrap and body polish. Between treatments I texted him the details.


    
      I’m going to be so smooth!

    


    He replied instantly:


    
      Can’t wait

    


    §


    
      I want you. Now.

    


    I bet he did.


    
      I’m still at the spa. Stef’s just about to rub my naked body in aromatic oils.

    


    §


    My new favorite Aubade lingerie in a deep black and charcoal patterned tulle and lace, with black lace hold-ups. Jeweled, black velvet Kurt Geiger stilettos that I knew he loved. If he had his way, the evening would end up with me stripped down to that lingerie and the Kurts. It had been such a revelation to me, such a turn-on, to have a man like Simon Darby look at me in that way, react to my body in the way that he did. Such a surprise, after the last year or so of my stale marriage to Porter.


    I’d felt reborn, under Simon’s appreciative, lustful gaze.


    To finish, a simple black dress and a little Karen Millen clutch.


    
      All new. I’ve just put the Aubade on, just about to pull up my stockings over my long smooth legs. Feels horny, just dressing like this.

    


    I hoped he was hard. Hell, I knew he would be hard. One thing he had given me was some of my old confidence.


    
      Send pics!!

    


    No, no pictures.


    
      Patience, darling. Patience.

    


    §


    He was a patient and skilful lover.


    He had a way of holding himself deep inside you, gazing deep into your eyes, and – barely moving – taking you to the edge, right out of nowhere.


    He had a way of keeping you there, at the edge. The subtle movements, the slight shifts in pressure, the pulse of his cock deep inside you. An incredible physical tease. A pressure building inside you so that when he finally took you over that crest your orgasm was so incredibly, magically intense.


    No one would ever say that Simon Darby was not an incredibly skilled lover.


    And no one who really knew him would ever say that he was not also an utter, lying bastard.


    §


    I hadn’t expected to be so turned on.


    No one had ever told me that revenge could have that effect.


    Exhilarating. An adrenalin rush. A sense of power, of liberation.


    I hadn’t expected to get so damned horny.


    §


    He was there at the table when I arrived. I ignored him and went to the bar, just as I’d said I would. He was under strict instructions to sit there and wait.


    “Pinot Gris,” I said, in answer to the barman’s raised eyebrow. “Large.”


    The place was busy tonight. It was just as well that I’d booked the table.


    My phone buzzed. I took a long drink of wine, and then opened the message.


    
      You look beautiful

    


    I did, I knew. Like I say, at least I have my confidence back.


    
      Are you picturing me in that lingerie?

    


    He was staring. I crossed my legs and toyed with my drink.


    
      Hell yes

    


    I left it a minute or two before answering.


    
      Good. Because you’re not going to see it.

    


    He didn’t get it. From where I was sitting it was hard to make out the details of his expression. Confused, I think; a brief flash of angry frustration at my games, too.


    
      ??

    


    I ignored his message, and took another long swallow of wine.


    
      I spoke to Ellie Jordan.

    


    §


    Or rather, Ellie Jordan had spoken to me.


    I didn’t want to talk to her. I didn’t even want to acknowledge her existence.


    Ellie Jordan was my estranged husband’s lover. She was slim and blonde, with perfect model-girl looks and I’m sure she had been seeing him long before that awful day when Porter had looked at me blankly and said, “I can’t do this any more.”


    She’d been waiting across the street from my office. Six in the evening, and the rush hour press was just starting to ease, but it was still busy enough that I didn’t spot her until she was striding decisively across the street towards me.


    “Rebecca Swaine?”


    “You know who I am,” I said. “I’m sure Porter’s told you all about me. Have you come to gloat?”


    Of course she hadn’t. She didn’t need to. She held all the cards; she had the man; and Hell but she had the looks!


    “I don’t expect you to want to talk,” she said. “And I’m sure you don’t want to hear what I’m going to say. But I really don’t think you deserve to be screwed over like this, not after what you’ve been through.”


    “‘Screwed over’? So what’s he planning to do?”


    She shook her head. “It’s not Porter,” she said. “He doesn’t want to make things any worse. It’s Simon. Simon Darby.”


    “Simon?” Simon was Porter’s longest and closest friend. They’d been to university together, they’d shared a house, they were business partners... “What’s Simon got to do with anything?”


    Simon had always been someone to turn to. And then, after Porter and I split, he had become something more than that.


    “He’s a selfish bastard and he’s using you. You’re just another conquest. He’s going to hurt you before long.”


    “And just how do you know all this?”


    “Because he said so. He said you just needed a good seeing to, to take your mind off things.”


    I should have had a sharp retort, a clever put-down. I should have had at least something to say, but I didn’t. She’d taken Porter and now, for some reason of her own, she was butting in between Simon and me.


    I turned and I walked away from her, and when I looked back she was just standing there like a lost little girl.


    §


    The look on his face as he sat alone at that table said it all. Final confirmation, as if I’d needed any. Just the mention of Ellie Jordan’s name was enough for him to realize the game was up.


    I hadn’t believed her. She was the bitch who had taken my man, after all.


    My old friend Maggie Nolan had called me that evening, after my husband’s mistress had confronted me in the street. “I’ve been talking to Ellie,” she said. She didn’t use the bitch’s surname, and I was struck by the irony that we appeared to be on first-name terms now.


    “And I should care?”


    “It can’t have been easy for her.”


    “So why did she bother?”


    “Because she gives a shit,” said Maggie. “And because Simon Darby really is a shit.”


    §


    He clearly didn’t know what to do.


    Should he just sit there, alone at the table in that crowded restaurant, or should he leave now?


    
      Why?

    


    His answer to that simple question showed that he was going to try to brazen things out.


    
      Why what?


      Why seduce me and then brag to anyone who’d listen about how easy it was? Why pretend that
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