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CHAPTER ONE




Francesca scowled at her very Kiwi socks. All the rest of her reflection looked fantastic.

The long coal-black curls of her wig flowed out from under the exotic helmet with its feathery crest and half-face mask. The tightly laced violet velvet bodice’s plunging neckline revealed her breasts practically down to the nipples, and the gauzy lace encrusted skirt with layers and layers of crushed shot-gold petals brushed the floor behind her but showed plenty of thigh in front.

She was a creature from Venice’s famous Carnevale—apart from the socks.

How she yearned to see Venice!

“Come and show me how you look, darling,” Bella croaked from the huge master bedroom next door. Frankie’s sister-in-law languished in bed with her phone and a heap of glossy magazines, coughing and complaining, and about to miss the party of the century if you could believe her.

As she twirled for Bella’s inspection, Frankie caught sight of herself in the massive mirror. A wash of secret delight shimmered through her. It was so not Francesca Ellison staring back from the sequined-edged openings of the mask. This woman needed sooty eye-shadow, lashings of mascara, outrageous panties...

“And my boots, too,” Bella demanded. “I want to see the total look.”

“Back in a mo,” Frankie sighed as she padded away again.

She sat on the window seat in her room and wrestled with the burgundy suede above-the-knee boots—brand new and still wrapped in crackling tissue paper inside their long box. Italian boots, which had no doubt cost a small fortune. They were a size too large for her, hence the thick wool tramping socks to take up the slack.

Once she’d zipped them up she stood inches taller but acceptably comfortable. She returned to show Bella and struck a pose, head high, breasts thrust out, hands on hips.

She felt fantastic. Not at all like the Frankie she assumed everyone else saw. The dutiful daughter, her mother’s caregiver, the good little girl who obliged and obliged and always put herself last.

No, she’d now become a confident adventurer, itching to leave New Zealand and explore the rest of the world. Finally free to live out her fantasies and desires.

She sneaked another admiring glance at herself in Bella’s mirror. Slathering on the dramatic eye makeup would be easy enough. But the party panties? Did she dare wear that tiny thong? The one she’d unwrapped in front of everyone at the Christmas work party and then couldn’t hide? Secret Santa had been shopping at the sex store—the pretty scrap was dark chocolate brown, imbued with chocolate flavoring according to the label, and had a diamante edged cutout on the front panel.

Frankie had been swamped with embarrassment, as the anonymous purchaser had no doubt intended. She’d tried on the wisp of stretchy lace at home later that evening, blushed all over again, and then buried it deep beneath the rest of her underwear. There’d been no-one special to wear it for, and her fragile mother hadn’t needed a fright like that lurking amongst the laundry. But maybe tonight?




Mike Ellison checked his Rolex as he bounded down the staircase. “Ready Sis?” he called.

Frankie rose from her seat in the hall alcove, tall, imperious, and spectacular.  “More than ready.”

Mike’s eyes widened. “You’ll do,” he said. “You’ll definitely do. “Poor old Bella, missing out on wearing that.” 

“Yes, it’s a gorgeous costume, and she even insisted I had her new boots.” She did a quick twirl to show her brother the full effect, and then tipped her head on one side and checked out his tuxedo and swirling cape in return. “You look exotic too.” 

 Mike grinned, and she gasped at his suddenly revealed vampire teeth. “Don’t they feel strange? Sharp?”

“Bearable. I’ll probably take them out after a while. And lose the mask,” he added, producing a diamond patterned silver one from his pocket.

“I thought we were all supposed to be anonymous?”

“Frankie, I paid a couple of thousand bucks each for these tickets. I want everyone in Wellington to know I’m there.”

“Showing off your money?”

“Supporting an excellent cause.”

“And showing off your money,” she repeated, enjoying the confidence the costume gave her. Twelve years older than her, he’d been a somewhat distant figure for the last decade, rocketing up the business ladder in London while she’d been a teenager back home at the end of the world.

“Letting them see I’m worth a dollar or two,” he agreed, tucking the mask away and tossing the car keys up and catching them again before he ushered her out.




Frankie hugged her arms around herself as they drove. They left the main harbor behind, drove out along the expressway, then turned and skirted a huge tidal inlet. The lights of the big houses rimming the cliffs along the shore danced and rippled in the placid water as the showy car sped along. It was a perfect early autumn night.

Skyrockets burst somewhere ahead.

“That looks like the party,” she exclaimed.

“Did Bella tell you what’s happening?”

Frankie shrugged in the darkness. “Fundraiser. Posh nosh. Important guests.”

“Yes, but the house?”

“She didn’t say.”

“We’re going to demolish it for kicks. It’s coming down anyway. Practically in ruins already, or so the story goes.”

“We’re supposed to work?”

“Nah, just have a little fun. Graffiti the walls. Rip the place up a bit. Smash a few windows...”

“Well that’s different.”

“There’s something new being built on the same site—hence the decadent costumes and so on.”

“Poor old house.”

“Way past saving, apparently.”

“I bet Dad could have saved it.”

Mike grimaced and reached across to pat her hand. “Yep, great carpenter. He was one of the good guys. Just as well Mom had you to look after her once he died.”

Frankie sighed. “She missed him so much, and she was so sick...” She tried to banish the tremor in her voice, knowing she wasn’t quite in control of it.

“Tough on you, seeing them both go.”

“Tough on you, too, Mike.”

“But at least I was in London, away from the worst of it.”

“You came home for Dad’s funeral. And you’re back here again now with your girls.” 

Mike braked for a tighter bend, then accelerated again. “Bella wanted to get them settled in Wellington before they started school.”

“You’ve come back, but I can’t wait to leave. I need to start a different life.”

“If you’re looking for a man, this’ll be a good hunting ground.”

She gave him a scathing look which he couldn’t possibly have seen in the dark car. 

A man? The last thing she needed was to be tied down again. She’d itched to have a life of her own. Now her Mom had passed, Frankie’s time had finally arrived. Her first step would be Melbourne, Australia—house-sitting while her friend Kimberly honeymooned in Tahiti. 

“Ohmigod!” she exclaimed as they swept around a bend, and immense gateposts topped with grinning orange pumpkins came into view. Each was illuminated inside with flickering lights. “It’s Halloween, half a year early.”

“It’s the right season for pumpkins in the southern hemisphere anyway,” Mike said, turning off the sealed road onto the crunching gravel of an ill-tended driveway. They growled up the incline and leveled out in a field set aside for parking. The ghostly gleaming shapes of other luxurious cars sat in haphazard lines.

He offered Frankie his arm as she straightened from the low seat, and she took it gratefully.

Flames leaped and flickered in braziers either side of the front steps of the spooky old timber mansion. The ancient surrounding trees sported eerie green up-lighters. Pungent smoke from exploding fireworks drifted in the still air. A shiver of excitement ran up her spine.

“It’s fantastic, Mike. What an atmosphere! It feels as though anything could happen here.”

She trailed a hand over the swathe of ivy threaded with tiny fairy lights that coiled around a veranda post, and Mike sent her an indulgent ‘older brother’ grin. She dug her elbow into his ribs as retribution.

Inside it was brighter, and a great deal noisier. Dozens of expensively perfumed people thronged the imposing central lobby, champagne flutes twinkling, voices raised above the music from a string quartet in an adjacent room. Everyone wore masks, and Frankie’s eyes roved with delight over the variety of disguises and costumes.

She smoothed down the short front of her skirt, conscious of what hid behind the handful of gauzy gold petals. Well, she was finally free—and if her new life included sex-shop panties, then so be it.

 Mike handed their tickets to a half naked angel with spectacular feathered wings.

“Welcome, Michael,” the angel boomed. “And—”

“Rose,” Frankie said quickly. “I’m not the wife, I’m the sister.”

“Bella’s come down with the ‘flu,” Mike explained to the angel. “So in place of my wife, I’ve brought...Rose.” He raised an eyebrow at Frankie and winked.

“Welcome, Rose,” the angel said.

“Welcome, Rose,” a huskier voice repeated right beside her ear, and under Frankie’s fake black ringlets, the tiny blonde hairs rose up on her nape.

“Your host, Captain Cool,” the angel announced.

Captain Cool? What kind of stupid name is that?

An ideal name, she decided, when she turned to inspect the owner of the devastating voice. He stood much too close, and he wore pirate’s garb. A gold-braided black jacket. Skin-tight white breeches which she was sure would leave very little to her imagination if only she could get a decent look at them. Black boots and a three cornered hat. Far too much sexy stubble. And a strip of green cloth tied across his face like a blindfold. From the eye holes, dark pupils inspected her with blatant appreciation. His grin stretched wide and wicked.

Frankie drew a deep breath. All of a sudden there wasn’t enough oxygen in the room.

Her breasts rose.

His eyes dropped.

Her nipples peaked in a sudden squirming shiver.

She thanked the costume gods for thick violet velvet and hoped the Captain couldn’t detect what lurked so dangerously close to the edge of her laced-up bodice.

She released her breath and felt the small delicious friction as her breasts subsided against the plushy pile.

“Welcome indeed, Rose.”

Oh God—he’s seen?

“Captain,” came Mike’s confident greeting.

“Captain,” she echoed, standing straighter in her borrowed boots, stretching her neck up so he didn’t seem quite so tall. 

If ever she’d hoped for adventure, here was the perfect companion! A swaggering bad-boy, with an enticing aura of predatory confidence. He obviously thought he was too hot to resist. And Frankie just knew he was right.

He seemed to be bursting out of his skin with strength and vitality. There was no shirt under his pirate jacket, and his very life force was on display; his heart beat visibly under the hard flesh of his tanned and darkly hairy chest. 

Which, she noticed without trying to, led down to a long smooth sweep of taut torso, bisected with only a narrow strip of that same dark hair before the boldly buttoned flap of his white trousers intruded on her view.

“Champagne, my lovelies,” he said. “There’s a bar in the next room, and one in the marquee on the back lawn. Or it arrives on trays,” he added as a waiter wafted by. He lifted two fizzing flutes, passed one to Mike, and held the other right up to Frankie’s lips so she was obliged to either lean forward and sip or get it tipped down her cleavage. He waited until her fingers had curled safely around the stem, and then swung aside to greet his next guests.

She stood there feeling half anaesthetized, drifting, unreal, like a boat tossing on ripples and floating away from the safety of the shore.

Who is he? And why would I want to know?

She’d never felt attraction slam into her like that. Bone deep. Gut deep. As though he’d settled like cling-film over every inch of her skin, and she’d greedily sucked him in through all her pores.

 Mike took her elbow to steer her further into the house. She gave him a distracted smile. “Rose?” he asked with obvious amusement. His vampire teeth gleamed, but he showed no sign of noticing anything untoward, and for that she was grateful. 

“I felt like being someone else for the night. This doesn’t look like a Frankie.” She glanced down at the overlapping gold petals of her skirt and took a nervous gulp of champagne. They entered the next room just as the string quartet fell silent.

After a few seconds the violinist sent his bow sliding over the strings again. A cascade of notes filled the air. The cello grunted approval. She turned to watch, and they stood together enjoying the music. Her brother’s eyes searched the room and the crowd ceaselessly.

“Want to see the rest of the place?” he asked.

She took his arm and together they strolled back into the noisy lobby. As if radar-controlled, her eyes homed in on the Captain’s. She was almost sure she saw a dark eyebrow quirk up between his green mask and the black three cornered hat.

Somehow she managed to retain her regal expression and not look away. The same flood of awareness rushed over her again, making her feel breathless and super-alive and intensely female. The unnerving sensation included a promise of pleasure and a hint of hell. She was grateful for Mike by her side, although whether as protector or prop she had no idea.

They prowled both floors of the once proud house. Plainly it hadn’t been lived in for many years. The bathrooms were no longer functional—there were notices directing guests to hired portable toilets outside. 

Musty drapes and swags hung askew in the bedrooms. Mike gave one of the old lace curtains a tug. The rotten weave gave way, and a piece fell silently to the ancient carpet. Frankie peeled off a loose sliver of lily-printed wallpaper and tucked it into her small bag as a souvenir of a strange and magical night.

“I have to admit,” she said, “Even Dad would have been tested trying to restore this place. He was a great carpenter, but this is falling apart.”

“They’ve already salvaged the best of the windows.”

She nodded, having noticed sheets of new-looking plywood here and there. “And I bet they’ve taken down amazing chandeliers.” Dramatic theatre spots on poles now lit the old house. Cables snaked alongside the walls.

They returned to one of the ground floor rooms and she gazed out toward the huge trees which glowed eerily green from their up-lights.  

“Got your mobile handy?” Mike asked. “Text me to find me. I’ve got people to schmooze. Happy hunting, Rosebud.”

And he walked away.

She stood there deserted, furious she’d ever agreed to take Bella’s place. Obviously her brother hadn’t really needed her company.

The loud ‘whoosh’ of a skyrocket igniting right outside the window made her reel backward with surprise.

Two strong hands grabbed her above the elbows. Two thumbs slid in against the sides of her breasts. His earthy scent surrounded her. “Rose.”

One word. 

Husky voice.

Warm breath beside her ear.
  













CHAPTER TWO




“He’s left you alone so soon?” The question ricocheted around in Frankie’s brain. The Captain felt as dangerous as a cobra. Every instinct screamed it. But he was a very charming snake—thrilling and beautiful and mesmerizing.

“He has business... ” she murmured.

“So have I.” His thumbs stroked up and down against the velvet, nudging at the sensitive sides of her breasts. He bent and kissed her shoulder with lips as soft as feathers.

Frankie stood as though turned to stone. How could he just walk up behind her and do that? She’d met him a bare twenty minutes ago. Not even met him. She had no idea of his name, just as he had no idea of hers. Was this what very rich people did; simply pursued what they wanted until they got it?

Well tonight she was masquerading as one of them. She could be anyone she liked. And if she chose, this would be the start of her ‘whole new life’. Freer and braver and sexier than ever before because she’d be escaping to Melbourne tomorrow, and no-one need ever know who she was, or how fervently she longed for change and adventure.

Goodbye to the old Frankie Ellison.

Her heartbeat had surely gained speed. Could the Captain see her hectic pulse the way she’d seen his?

She drew a deep breath and tried to turn toward him.

“Oh no,” he murmured. “The view’s far too good from back here.”

His heat washed over her—he stood bare inches away. Then he leaned down and blew a deliberate stream of cool air over her breasts and her tingling nipples turned bullet-hard in an instant.

“Even prettier.” His thumbs teased the sides of her bodice down a fraction.

Frankie knew she was in dire danger of popping right out over the low cut velvet. She glanced down to check. Saw the dusky pink peaks lining up to make their escape. “Not in here, thank you,” she snapped, finding courage behind the concealing mask.

“Outside then.” It was a long way from an invitation.

His big hand tugged her through the crowded lobby and down a darkened wood-paneled corridor. Her heart hammered with furious excitement as he opened a creaking door at the rear of the old house.

“You know your way around.”

He nodded. “Half owner with a friend. I’m involved in the redevelopment.” 

To their right, a vast white marquee loomed ghostly in the darkness. The silhouettes of party guests flickered against the walls, but there was no sign of an entrance on this side. A rock band had set up there—a sudden burst of drums rattled out.

Another skyrocket shot up, culminating in a loud pop and an explosion of dazzling stars. The brilliance cast hard shadows over him, lighting up the tight muscles of his butt and long strong thighs as he towed her along. The snug white trousers clung and stretched with every step, revealing he was built like a prize-fighter. Would she be his prize?

“This way.” He vaulted down to a slightly lower level of the garden and turned to offer her his other hand.

“Not in these boots.”

In answer he simply grabbed her elbows and swung her over. She cannoned into him and he held her there, imprinting his body on hers. Under the brass buttons securing his trousers his cock stood stiff as steel.

Frankie swallowed, shaken out of her dream. Past boyfriends had always tried to lull her into a sense of security; hidden their sexy intentions until they thought they’d warmed her up. Subtlety wasn’t on this man’s agenda. He wanted her. And made it plain by letting her know he was already powerfully aroused.

Would she be safe with him? It was all very well tagging along with a gorgeous stranger for a bit of flirty fun, but what if things turned rough?

“Second thoughts?” he murmured, sensing her slightly panicked hesitation. “I won’t take you against your will.”

Her breath caught in her throat. She’d thought no further than a few moonlit kisses.

Be brave, be brave. The woman in the mask is the equal of him.

She dredged up some courage and shook herself out of his grip.

“Sooner or later, Rose,” he said with husky certainty. “Deep and slow—or deep and fast if you’d rather. There’s enough heat between us to set the house on fire.”

Her shocked brain raced to find a suitable rejoinder. “You’ll need to please me more than this.”

She watched with satisfaction as his lips twisted in a sexy little snarl.

“You want nice? You want polite and careful?”

“I want to be impressed.”

“The Lady Rose wants a gentleman?” he sneered. “No, I don’t think that’s what she wants at all.”

He was right. She wanted the unknown man who stood aggressively in front of her, eyes heavy with lust, trousers bulging with promise.

Until now she’d always been the responder, never the initiator. Tonight she had more courage.

She reached across the small gap between them and grasped a handful of the short curling hairs on his chest.

“Where?” she demanded.

He took a step toward her. She kept her arm stiff, her grip tight, and went backward one pace. He advanced another step, eyes intent on her from behind his mask. She stared him down through the ornate disguise of her own, and retreated a little further.

His big heart pounded under her fist. His skin wafted musk and she breathed him in, craving more of his sexy scent.

He guided her slowly, eyes never leaving hers. Again a skyrocket hissed upward, and this time the spectacular starburst lit the front of his body—his deep chest with her demanding hand so pale against his tanned skin...his muscle-ridged torso...his narrow hips and the swollen protrusion that looked in danger of bursting the buttons off his trousers.

Frankie got enough of a glimpse to make her mouth water. He was a big strong man with everything to scale.  

And it wasn’t just her mouth watering for him. Her tiny chocolate thong now felt drenched with slickness.

So this is what ‘turned on’ feels like? This is why people go stupid for sex?

Everything about her had become super-sensitive, doubly alive. And whatever followed would feel even better? How could anything top this thrilling edgy state of high anticipation and total wanting? She itched and buzzed deep inside, craving him regardless of the consequences.

“Turn around,” he said. “There are steps.”

She slackened her grip and let her hand trail down his hot body until she reached his trousers.  She didn’t dare touch him centre front, but she pushed several fingers in beside his hipbone and grasped the fabric between fingers and thumb to continue the spine-tingling pretence of pulling him along and being in charge.

Down five uneven stone steps. Under shaggy trees where he held low-growing whippy branches out of the way for her. Around an unexpected brick wall to a sheltered, shadowed courtyard with a spectacular view out across the whole moon dappled inlet.

“Wow!” 

“You have to wonder why they didn’t build for this in the first place.” His husky voice brushed over Frankie’s nerve endings in a thrilling caress. “How long before he misses you?”

His change of subject threw her for a moment.

“What? Oh, you mean Mike? He’s my brother—not my lover, if that’s what you’re worried about.”

“I’m not worried about a lot right at this moment, Rose. I saw you, I wanted you, you felt the same. Yes?”

“Yes,” she agreed, more certain of that than anything else in the world.

“No worries then,” he said, tugging the bow of her bodice undone and twitching the ribbons out of the first half dozen holes. He folded the fabric back. Frankie’s nipples puckered even tighter—from the cool autumn air or from his intense scrutiny?

She wanted him to look; that thought hit her like a hammer. The moon shone brightly enough to show him her breasts were pretty. Not huge, but full for her slight frame. High. Firm. And if he didn’t do something more than just look at them in the next few seconds, she’d start begging...

To her intense relief his hands slid inside the bodice and scooped her out. His thumbs rubbed across her nipples. To and fro in an endless teasing caress.

She heard herself give a plaintive sigh.

His deep chuckle set all her nerves into a glorious slow burn. She’d expected haste and hunger from him, not this tender attention to her own pleasure.

One of his hands deserted her, pulled off his big three-cornered hat, and sent it spinning sideways like a Frisbee. She heard it land somewhere with a soft swish.

An instant later his dark head dipped and his mouth took hers, and there was nothing tender in his scorching kiss.

Her elated cry was muffled by his invading tongue.

His free hand grasped her neck as though it was a kitten’s scruff, and she was held prisoner, willing beyond belief, and perversely pleased with his possessive action.

She kissed him back with answering hunger, dragging in air when his lips lifted, sliding deeper into bliss each time they descended again.

His other hand cupped her breast, thumb still stroking over and around her nipple, sending shafts of hot magic down to explode between her thighs. Right where his well-filled white trousers and her short gauzy skirt chafed against each other with increasing desperation.

Behind them the twanging guitar riff that signaled Eric Clapton’s ‘Layla’ rang out across the estate, and the rock group launched into action.

“Thank God for that,” he rasped, right beside her ear. His teeth tugged on her lobe, and his warm lips and scratchy cheek progressed down her neck and out over her shoulder. “Because we’re going to get noisy soon,” he muttered against her collarbone.

Frankie hitched in a fast breath as his hands closed around her hips and pulled her more urgently against him. His mouth painted a trail of fire over her skin, ever closer to her unlaced bodice. 

Do it, do it, do it...! 

She gasped and shuddered as his lips and tongue finally claimed her nipple, surrounding it with dizzying heat. 

He bit. She exclaimed again, more softly this time, then groaned on and on as he took a big mouthful of her and suckled deeply.  Soon he was laughing against her.

“The Lady Rose likes that? And wants some more?” he asked, letting her slip free. He stood tall again. She gazed up, trying to see his half hidden face, and registered only a wicked white smile. Then she looked down to the aroused and puckered peak that now gleamed wetly.

She wanted so much more she was astounded. Where had such raging desire struck from? For the years she’d lived in her parents’ house she’d led a quiet and reasonably circumspect life—no longer a virgin after twenty, but not madly impressed with sex.

Now she was ravenous! Yes, she wanted more. More of him.

She groaned agreement, grabbed his jacket fronts, and yanked them apart. He loosened his grip on her waist so she could slide the sleeves down his arms. Backlit by moonlight, his big shoulders bunched with muscle, shockingly masculine. He stood broad and strong, his chest and forearms dark with hair, taut with sinew.

His eyes held hers, hot and demanding. She wanted to see his whole face but knew their masks were what made this possible. Was it the anonymity that pushed their passion to such heights, or had she missed something amazing for years?

He draped the jacket around her shoulders.

“Against the wall. But I don’t want it scratching your gorgeous skin.”

He pushed her by simply crowding so close she had to move back. One step. Two. Then she hit the old bricks, still warm from the long sunny day.

“And I’ll just finish what I started here,” he added, rapidly unlacing more of her velvet bodice.

Frankie stood trembling as he slid his hands over her breasts and around to the back of her ribs, tilting her up toward the moon—and his hungry mouth.

Sensation poured through her. Intense. Pulsing. As he sucked and nibbled at her breasts, the ache between her thighs became more and more urgent. She ground against him, not hearing her own desperate whispers of “Please, please, please...” 

The Captain raised his head and stared down at her.

“Hold your skirt up, Rose.”

He bent and dropped a line of soft kisses down the centre of her ribcage. 

Heart slamming behind his kisses, Frankie reached down and slowly lifted the sides of her skirt.  Above the long boots the evening breeze whispered by.

He sank to his knees. “The front of your skirt.”

“But—”

“Do it.”

Her hands moved of their own volition. The golden petals lifted to display the tiny chocolate thong.

She heard his very male grunt of satisfaction as he leaned toward her and slid his tongue right into the diamante edged cut-out.
  













CHAPTER THREE




The words ‘a bitch on heat’ swam through her brain as he laved her with slow slippery deliberation. The sounds she made were animal, and very far removed from any past murmurs of pleasure. The sensation that accompanied them caused her toes to curl down hard, her fingers to grab for his hair, and her hips to tilt forward in helpless demand.

His tongue stroked and retreated, over and over, and every sliding caress drove her higher and made her more incoherent.

He drew back and she moaned at the loss.

“Off,” he rasped, and his big hands smoothed further up her thighs, his thumbs hooked into the sides of the thong, and he drew it down, following it with small hot kisses until he reached the top of Bella’s long boots. “You taste like chocolate,” he murmured as he sat back on his heels and devoted himself to the more difficult task of working lace and elastic past suede.

Frankie lifted each foot in turn, hoping he’d soon resume his luscious torture, because she felt so...so...desirous and desperate and overheated and astounded.

She saw more of him now his hat was gone. Those wonderful shoulders. Glossy dark hair, cut short. But his face remained in total darkness as he looked down, concentrating on stripping her bare. Trembling, she lifted the front of her skirt again in invitation, and he glanced up, a white smile visible against his darker skin.

Now his tongue could wander at will, could sweep and flick and tease. Now there was room for his fingers to roam and stroke, and hold her exactly as he wanted her.

Frankie sighed, and panted, and groaned as he pleasured her acutely aroused body and carried her ever closer to release.

“Legs further apart,” he said roughly, and she thrilled at the husky demand and slight hint of desperation. He wanted this as much as she did! Sounded just as turned on by the decadent atmosphere and the tacit ‘permission’ their concealed identities granted.

She obeyed, and heard again that sexy grunt of masculine intent as he grabbed one of her legs behind the knee, and pushed it up until he’d totally exposed her.

She flung the opposite arm out against the wall for balance, and squeezed her eyes shut, knowing his face was close because his breath fanned hot against her skin as he spoke.

“Time to get serious, Rose.”

Then his mouth settled against her again, his questing tongue located her swollen clit, his lips surrounded it, and he sucked.

Her shuddering scream apparently pleased him greatly because he laughed—lips vibrating against her flesh.

Somewhere during the pleasure overload, he slung her leg over his shoulder. As she climbed and climbed toward her shattering climax his long fingers slid inside her and pressed upward, forward...and she started to spasm and clench, lost to everything except his insistent demands and the pulsing waves of ecstasy threatening to steal her very consciousness.

Reality trickled back as he gentled her down.

She once again heard the rock music thumping and soaring from the big white marquee. Felt a gust of breeze blow by, stealing leaves from the overhanging trees and scattering them across the courtyard, and over her exposed arms and breasts.

She smelled leaf mould, and the salty water of the inlet, and the distinctive acrid scent of gunpowder from the skyrockets rushing into the blackness and releasing their starbursts of incandescence. And by their light she saw the Captain rise to his feet and extend his arms to pull her into his embrace.

“Good girl, Rose,” he teased, close against her ear. “You needed that, didn’t you? Feeling better now?”

Frankie gave a strangled groan of objection but his mouth took hers, and in seconds she was lost again. She tasted herself in his kiss. Salt and chocolate and sexy female flavors. An instant later she fell through the sky as he pushed her down onto the rustic dining table in the secret courtyard.

“And what do you need?” she stammered, looking up at him. He stood right in front of her, hips wedged into the notch of her thighs, long hard cock pressing against her wetness.

Duh, Frankie! There’s no doubt about what he needs!

But his reply surprised her. “To watch you come again. To feel you come again.”

“Oh God, no...it’s your turn.”

“Oh God—yes.” And he lifted her and swiveled, until she found herself kneeling astride him as he lay back on the heavy old table instead. One arm pulled her down to his mouth again, and his other hand cupped her slippery sex, fingers instantly pushing inside. And it felt so good.

He released her breast and moved toward its twin. Again the deep waves of wanting tingled low in her belly.

“These pretty things were what I noticed first about you,” he said, opening his mouth wide and sucking her in. He scraped his teeth lightly over her skin, releasing her in stages until he reached the tight pucker of her nipple. His teeth fastened around it, nipping and worrying at the sensitized peak before he suckled hard. A quicksilver flood of sensation shimmered through Frankie’s whole breast.

Lightning flickered deep in her belly again.

Even lower, his unseen fingers circled and teased.

The moon slid behind a bank of cloud, and in the denser darkness the messages along her nerves and over her skin became doubly electric.

She was way out of her depth. This man treated sex as a game; something light and enjoyable. Well, not exactly light, if the heavy duty sensations rolling through her were any indication. She lurched with surprise as new tremors threatened to explode into another full-blown orgasm.

“Feeling nice again, Rose?” he asked, deserting her nipple and nuzzling slowly across to the other. 

“I’m okay.”

“I want you better than okay.”

She trembled as his lips slid over her tingling skin. How was she going to find some cool to even the stakes a little?

“You’re very good at this, aren’t you Captain?” she asked in the primmest tone she could manage.

“And you’re very responsive. I’m pleased to be of service to a lady in such need.”

Frankie clenched her teeth for a few moments as his finger continued to tease and slide. “Then perhaps I’d better offer my services in return to a gentleman who’s also—very obviously—in great need,” she murmured once she felt more in control.  She reached for the first of his brass fly buttons and popped it undone with difficulty. Damn but the pants were tight now...

His breath hitched and she gloried in the sound. No way did she want this to be a one way deal.

She felt around for another button, exploring the shape of him through the fabric. Thin fabric, thick man. Enjoyed the low groan that he couldn’t hold back.

This time there was no way two fingers could force the button through the hole. She wrestled with both hands until it gave in.

Her fingers reached lower. His finger rubbed faster. A new surge of slickness engulfed her as she released his final two buttons. Why had her body never found sex exciting until now? This felt very exciting—the single most riveting hour in her whole twenty-six years.

His hand slid over the long black curls at her nape and dislodged her helmet. She heard it clatter onto the paving as he dragged her mouth down to his. A cruel kiss. Hard and desperate. Possessive, and just what she wanted.

Because under his busy finger she now jerked and jolted, flying with the skyrockets, muscles grabbing and releasing, needing, needing.

Oh yes, needing that. Needing that long hard cock to grip around, and slide against, and thank God he’d seen sense and finally pushed it all the way home so she could ride out the shattering sensations that were probably going to kill her with their intensity.

She collapsed onto his chest, thighs turned to water, heart thumping double speed, him deep inside her. With no apparent effort he rolled her over and pinned her to the table top.

“Turn the volume down, Rose,” he said with a huge grin. 




He stared into her exotic eyes. This strange unknown princess had made him behave very badly. Even now she wasn’t quite finished. Tiny spasms still racked her—and buried inside her, he felt every delicious twitch and tremor. For sure she wasn’t faking it.

He’d been carried away during the last few minutes, rough and so ready; forgotten how much stronger and larger he was than her; taken instead of given.

The ravishing Rose deserved thanks.

He kissed her gently, although he would have preferred to almost devour her.

She responded with a soft sigh and raised her legs to clamp them around his waist. Hot skin cradled his hips. Cool suede whispered across his back.

Fire and ice. He relished both.

She squeezed her pelvic muscles to encourage him. Encouragement he hardly needed.

“Not like this or we’ll get your back full of splinters,” he growled.

He kissed her again—a long luscious glide of lips and tongues. She still tasted faintly of chocolate, and he smelled light spicy perfume when he buried his face against her neck.

“Hold on for the ride,” he whispered.

He backed off the table, lifting her with him until her no-doubt-gorgeous butt rested on its edge, and his feet were planted firmly on the paving.

The angle was magic. His cock felt as tight as a cork in a bottle. She still had her legs wrapped around his waist and her hands gripping his shoulders.

He withdrew a little and then thrust home.

“Yes..!” she gasped.

He braced an arm on the table, pulled back, and buried himself again.

“More...” 

He plunged repeatedly into her welcoming heat. God, she was good—long enough to take all of him, tight enough he could almost believe he was up her ass. Her teeth scraped his earlobe, her tongue slid slick against his as he rained ravenous kisses on her beautiful mouth. Then all her internal muscles began to quiver, and he barely registered her nails digging into his flesh as he gathered her close, hauled her right up into his arms, and pumped the last few deep desperate strokes—beyond thought, beyond stopping, beyond sense.

He swam back to reality to hear his own hoarse breath rasping through the suddenly silent air. Then applause rang out from the marquee. He reared up, disoriented.

“Don’t worry, it’s not for you,” Rose mumbled from underneath him. “They’ve just played ‘Yellow Brick Road’ and it was damn good.”
  













CHAPTER FOUR




Hell, she’d been more interested in the music than the magic! While he’d been lost in a dark world of scents and sensation and sensual surrender, she’d been bopping along with bloody Elton John.

That was some impression you made, Jake.

“So will three times do you?” he asked. He hated the sneer in his voice but she had some sort of weird power over him, and with everything else going on in his life, letting a woman get under his skin right now just wasn’t an option.

Even if she felt damned good under his body.

“Three? Was it?”

That set his teeth even further on edge.

“Definitely three.” He’d enjoyed every single flutter and tremor and squeeze...reveled in every gasp and squeal...felt totally male and powerful because of it. And she acted as though it was nothing out of the ordinary?

When he’d finally let go it was like the Starship Enterprise hitting warp speed—a burst of heaven, a furious rush, and potent power that propelled him halfway across the universe.

Now he’d landed back in the secluded courtyard with one hell of a thump.

He eased away from her, and flinched as the shocking smash of breaking glass echoed across from the old mansion. Jubilant yells and yahoos and another huge crash followed.

“Sounds like fun,” he said. “But not as much fun as you were, lovely Rose. Are you planning to join us back in the house?”




Frankie pushed her skirt down and levered herself up on her elbows. 

What had gone wrong? His tone had turned flippant and distant. He’d just made her sound ‘past tense’. Finished. No longer wanted.

“Not yet thanks,” she said, wishing now she’d not made that silly crack about the applause being for the band instead of him. She’d been embarrassed by his dig about turning her volume down. Had she been noisy? She had no idea, being so overtaken with ecstasy she’d simply abandoned her sensible self to his care.

But the Captain had gone cold. He’d gained what he wanted and now he’d had enough.

Thoroughly humiliated, and bitterly disappointed with herself, Frankie checked her wig was still secure and pulled her bodice fronts together. The moon sailed out from behind the clouds to help her with lacing the ribbons up again and retrieving her helmet..

But it lit Captain Cool up, too, and her attention slid to him as he turned aside, bent for his hat, jammed it on, and then dragged up his white trousers. He stood spread-legged in front of her with no pretence at modesty as he pulled off his condom and threw it sideways into the darkness. Cocky—in more ways than one.

No wonder he’d been able to gather her up and support her. He had a beautiful body. Strong and streamlined, packed with muscle. 

She watched as he stuffed himself away with difficulty and forced the buttons of his fly through their holes. Then he retrieved his jacket from the table and fished a big white handkerchief from one of its pockets. He handed it across to her with a theatrical flourish, doffed his wide black hat in an insolent salute, and sauntered off.

She sat there stranded on the table-top—no doubt in danger of getting splinters in her ass after all. It seemed an appropriate punishment.

You knew it, Frankie! You knew bad-boy types like him just take what they want and don’t give a damn.

What would Mom and Dad think of you now?

What would Mike and Bella think?

And how wrecked is Bella’s costume?

She scrambled down and stood on quaking legs. So much for the ‘change and adventure’ she’d been craving...

Her panties were missing, and it was certainly too dark and too overgrown to search for them. She was grateful for his handkerchief, and even more grateful he’d somehow managed to get a condom on. Quite how, she had no idea.




Jake fought his way back through the low-sweeping branches, clutching his hat, and cursing under his breath. That had been perfect. She had been perfect. He’d been so tempted to ask for her details...set up a date sometime soon.

Thank God he hadn’t. He could still hear her scornful ‘don’t worry—it’s not for you’ after the applause erupted from the marquee. Had she really thought so little of him? Her rejection burned white-hot.

Well damn the woman! He had enough on his plate right now; the impending house demolition, the construction of the four new ones on the big site—and to top it off, finding his business partner had just forgiven his unfaithful money-grubbing bitch of a wife and welcomed her back with open arms. He already sensed the development budget shrinking.

He stomped up the garden steps, wincing at the sound of more breaking glass. The destruction didn’t worry him, but the possibility of injuries did. He hurried back along the wood paneled corridor to the big front lobby. 

Another window smashed, but on the upper floor somewhere. He relaxed a little. At least the carousing guests down here weren’t being showered with sparkling splinters, and the action would soon move to the marquee in any case.

He grabbed a big box of marker pens from the table where his tame angel still presided. One of the discreet notices thanking the guests for contributing so generously to the Leukemia Foundation stood there too, complete with a photo of a young girl’s small tragic face.

He turned away from her imploring blue eyes and tried to summon up some party spirit. “Sign the house,” he yelled, distributing pens around to grasping hands. He stopped long enough to scrawl ‘Captain Cool was here’ where the big mirror had once hung over the fireplace. And then ‘Kilroy was here’ beside the old cartoon character with his nose over the wall. He moved on, slashing the date and the time onto the old-fashioned wallpaper. In the darkest corner he printed in slow deliberate letters ‘Jake ate chocolate’. All around him party guests added names and messages, obscenities and comments.

Just inside the front door he drew a huge flower, labeled it ‘Rose’. Then for good measure he added long sharp thorns and the word ‘three’.

“Who’s Rose?” a masked showgirl in fishnet tights and a pink sequined tube dress murmured behind him. The voice was so deeply familiar it left no room for doubt. Jake swung around and regarded his brother with shock.

“Paul?”

“Pauline, please...”

“Does Hannah know you’re here?”

Paul roared with laughter. “She’s the little Elizabethan boy over there with the optimistic cod-piece.”

“Quite a relief—I think!”

“Great party, bro.”

“I’m glad you came,” Jake said. “Didn’t know if you would.”

“Time to bury the hatchet,” Paul muttered.

Jake nodded. It was way over time. He and his two brothers had never been close as children, and as teenagers they’d taken totally different paths. Paul and Tony had drifted into dead-end jobs, and sometimes no jobs at all. By contrast, Jake had made the most of his quick brain and unrelenting drive, and now owned a flourishing property development company.

“Rose?” Paul asked again.

“A fairy at the bottom of the garden.” 

“For real?”

“Who knows what’s real tonight?” He grimaced at his handiwork. Suddenly it seemed a tawdry jibe toward someone who’d given him such intense pleasure. He scraped at the seam of the wallpaper with a fingernail, hoping to rip away enough to disguise at least the taunting ‘three’. “Is Tony here?” he asked. He’d given tickets to both his brothers.

“Out in the marquee I think,” Paul said, watching with amusement as his wife drew the ornately decorated and very blunt dagger from her belt and attempted to shred the curtains with it. He minced a few wobbly steps in her direction and grabbed the fabric in his meaty hands. The weave came apart like tissue paper.

“Oh, fun!” a barely veiled belly-dancer exclaimed. “Help me Captain?” she begged, gathering up the end of another curtain and thrusting it out toward Jake. He held on while the belly dancer ripped and tore, and eventually sneezed to a halt as the dust of ages started to permeate the room. “Attention please, people,” the angel bellowed into the mayhem. “Supper next door in ten minutes.”




Frankie wrapped her arms tightly across her breasts and crept across to the courtyard wall. She leaned back against its faint comforting warmth and gazed across the magic inlet. The band pounded out something of Justin Timberlake’s. She could picture him dancing to it in a video clip—snake-hipped, dark-eyed. Another man with the confidence to take what he wanted. Suddenly they were everywhere.

She shivered. Not just from the cool air, but from bitter self-loathing. What had started as a foolhardy attempt to be someone else—someone brave and polished and sexy—had ended in desertion and despair.

She hugged herself tighter, too cold to lurk alone in the darkness thinking such desperate thoughts. Sighing, she pushed away from the wall and retraced her steps under the helmet-grabbing trees, up the stone steps, and across the grass. Then less than elegantly up the change in level that the Captain had swung her over with such ease, only to demonstrate how aroused he was.

The band fell silent as she staggered across the top lawn. The window smashers had given up for now, although she crunched over shards of glass near the back door.

Where was everyone going? Guests poured out of the big old house as though there’d been a bomb scare.

“Dinner’s on,” a swaying man in a black and white striped leotard, tights, and clownish face-paint yelled as she stopped uncertainly. He pulled her into the jostling throng.

Frankie barely had time to check her costume under the brighter lights of the house, but a quick glance showed her bodice looked respectable enough. Her shot-gold petals had been crumpled from the moment she’d put them on. She brushed at the short front of the skirt with her other hand, horribly conscious of her missing panties. God—what if anyone noticed? At least her wig and helmet felt secure.

The house was now in almost as much disarray as she was. Writing had been slashed all over the walls. Cartoons. Lewd drawings. And was that Peter Jackson’s signature? She got a brief glimpse of a boldly scrawled ‘Captain Cool was here’ on the paler piece of wall over the mantelpiece.

Of course he’d take the best spot.

Grimacing, she grabbed an abandoned pen and amended the ‘cool’ to ‘cold’, much to her tipsy new friend’s delight.

Some of the curtains had dropped onto the floor in shreds. Streamers of wallpaper hung like huge tendrils, stirring in the breeze from the open front door where the angel played traffic policeman.

She couldn’t ignore the roughly slashed drawing of the rose with its long, over-vicious thorns and the still visible ‘three’. Cold fury and hot humiliation rushed through her. The Captain wasn’t shy about expressing his opinions. The thorns looked sharp as knives. At least he didn’t know her real name…

How could he do that to her? How could he? And right where she’d be sure to see it. Outraged and embarrassed she swept along with the crowd—over the veranda, down the steps between the flaming braziers, under the up-lit trees, and around to the huge marquee.

“Enjoying yourself?” her unexpected companion demanded. His face-paint made him look rather like Ronald McDonald.

“Never had an evening like it before,” she admitted.

Well, wasn’t that the truth! And she never wanted an evening like it again.

“Great cause, great cause,” he enthused. Frankie nodded along because they were now at the entrance to the marquee, and the noise level had risen to thunderous. Through the babble of conversation the band played a languid Dire Straits number. Hot air gushed over her, and the smell of food became stronger.

A warm hand slid around her waist and yanked her sideways. Her feet left the ground and she cannoned into a hard body covered by a familiar costume.

“Is he really the best you can do, Rose?” a husky voice asked.

Her eyes snapped up to The Captain’s again. He’d levered her aside from the crowd and now had her trapped in a dark private space behind a stack of champagne crates.

“He’s more than twice your age,” he taunted. And when Frankie glanced over her shoulder she saw it wasn’t a young man’s body inside the tights and leotard.

“He’s my father,” she claimed, wincing only slightly at the lie.

“Like hell, darling. He’s as gay as they come, and nobody’s father.” 

“Leave me alone,” she grated, struggling against him. She soon stopped when he showed every sign of enjoying her resistance.

The Captain lowered his head so his black eyes bored down into hers, but enough of his face was shaded by the pirate hat and hidden by the green mask that she still couldn’t be sure what he looked like. Especially not in such a dim corner.

“Ah, but that’s the trouble, Rose,” he whispered. “Maybe I don’t want to.”
  













CHAPTER FIVE




“You seemed keen enough to get away from me before.”

She hated how her voice sounded so aggrieved. Where had the confident mystery woman gone? And why did it feel too damn good being close to him again?

“My mistake. I’d like to know you better.”

“You’re right out of luck then.” She glared at him, wondering how he had the nerve to even suggest it.

“Playing hard to get, puss? Unsheathing your claws?” His quiet taunts enraged her, but as suddenly as he’d grabbed her he let her go and set her back on her feet.

“Bastard!” she hissed. “Pretending this is a fund-raising party so you can drag women out into the garden and have sex with them.”

“Sure about that, are you?”

To Frankie’s utter chagrin he wrapped one arm around her again, tipped her chin up with two fingers, and dropped a soft kiss on her trembling lips. She was horrified to find she had no resistance. That he tasted perfect. And smelled as good as he had out in the courtyard. She finally managed to thrust him away and struggle free, panting, knowing her breasts were rising and falling with each gasp—and that his eyes were all over them again.

“Later then,” he added.

It wasn’t an invitation.

“No,” she replied as coldly as possible, turning to escape from her temporary prison of champagne crates, and striding away as fast as the tall boots allowed.




Pretending
it was a fund-raising party? Her scathing words cut him to the quick.

Jake thought of the inhuman timetable he’d set his men to ensure the house had been ready on time. The cost of the theatre lights and sundry other things he’d paid for and wouldn’t be claiming back. The risk of damage to the beautiful carved balustrade up the staircase. The work that had gone into leveling the parking area so these fat cats could see and be seen while they handed over money they could very easily afford. 

Most of all, he thought of the pain and fear in the sick children’s eyes. Funds for research were desperately needed, and this had seemed an ideal way to contribute. 

Much as he’d like some more action with the delectable Rose, he’d bet that small lingering kiss would be the last he’d get.




To Frankie’s intense relief she caught sight of Mike at one of the long buffet tables a few seconds later. She hurried up to him and linked her arm through his.

“Wondered where you’d got to,” he yelled over the noise. “Enjoying yourself?”

“It’s fantastic,” she lied.

“So’s the dinner.” He seemed to notice nothing amiss. “Try the far table—seafood by the mile. Bella’s going to be hopping mad she missed out.”

Frankie drifted away toward the seafood table, keeping one eye out for The Captain. She spooned up some lobster and lemon-scented rice, and returned to Mike’s side. Food was the last thing she felt like. What she desperately wanted was to go home. Right now. To get far away from marauding pirates and lick her wounds in private.

But there was little chance of doing that. Mike was obviously having a great time. She didn’t expect him to leave on her account, and he’d stranded her miles from any form of public transport.

Were any of the other guests leaving yet? Hardly likely. If they’d paid so much for their tickets they’d be holding out for every last minute of food, drink, and entertainment.

So it would have to be a taxi.

She quietly laid down her half empty plate and slunk toward the entrance of the marquee. She saw the Captain’s distinctive three-cornered hat in the distance, and skirted around him until she reached the fresh air again and pulled her phone from her bag. The taxi number was in the pre-sets, but what directions could she give them? She had no idea of the location.

A woman in a caterer’s uniform hurried past, arms full of clanking stainless steel trays.

“Excuse me,” Frankie called, pulling her helmet off so she looked more human. “Can you tell me the address of this place? I need to get a taxi back to the city.”

The woman paused for a moment, surprise written all over her face. “Had enough so soon?”

Frankie shrugged. “It’s not really my sort of party. I came with my brother because his wife’s not well.”

“Follow me then. These things weigh a ton.”

Frankie obediently followed. Around the corner of the marquee she found a caterer’s van being loaded. The woman stashed her trays and rolled her shoulders to ease them.

“I’m driving this back to the depot now dinner’s served. I can give you a lift if you want. Whereabouts?”

“Oriental Bay,” Frankie said, relaxing a little. “But anywhere will do. I’d be very grateful.”

“I’ll drop you home—I’m going right through. You can’t go wandering about dressed like that on a Saturday night.”

Frankie pulled a wry face and the woman grinned.

“Yeah, I know, I’m old enough to be your Mom. But I see too many young girls out on their own after events like this. Some men would take that skirt as an invitation.”

Frankie flushed as she remembered her missing panties; it was worse than the caterer thought. One man certainly had taken the skirt as an invitation.




Jake’s eyes tracked back and forth across the huge marquee. Where the hell had she disappeared to? He’d expected to spot the crest of her helmet easily enough, even in all these people. She hadn’t seemed very tall, but those nodding feathers stuck up a foot or so. Why couldn’t he see them?

He raised a hand to his nose and dragged in her scent.

Faintly chocolate. Deliciously woman. His cock stirred just thinking of her.

She’d been so damn juicy he’d surged into her like a rutting animal. He was worried now that he’d been too fast and rough. He might have jokingly called her ‘Lady Rose’ but he hadn’t treated her like any kind of lady. More like a sex slave there for his pleasure. He cringed as he recalled his lack of finesse.

Usually he spent more time making sure a girl was well satisfied before he came. But with this one? Hell no—she’d turned him on to such a degree he’d totally lost it. No wonder she’d wanted nothing more to do with him. He searched the crowd again, determined to find her, make amends somehow, arrange something more civilized as soon as he could. And assure her his heart was genuinely behind the fund-raising effort in the hope that then she’d see him in a different light.

“Jake!” a cheerful voice yelled behind him. A heavy hand clamped down on his shoulder. He turned and couldn’t help grinning at his younger brother’s fake black eye and genuinely missing front tooth. Tony wore a noisy pin-striped suit and carried a huge plastic machinegun.

“You look the part, bro.”

“Always enjoyed a good scrap.”

Jake acknowledged that with a nod, privately thinking Tony’s fights had always been confined to back alleys and drunken parties with no referees to stop things when knives were pulled.

“Tracey here?” 

“Too far gone. Baby’s due in less than a week. Didn’t see why I should miss out though. I’ll take her a doggie bag eh?”

Jake nodded again, hardly surprised his light-fingered brother was planning to make off with something. 

“Seen Paul?” Tony asked. “Done up like a hooker. Geez, he’s a good looking one too!”

Jake peered around the marquee. “Saw him in the house a bit earlier. I’m looking for someone as well. Keep your eyes peeled for a helmet with a bunch of feathers on top.”

“Male or female?”

“Definitely female.”

He watched as Tony gave the crowd a perfunctory scan and lost interest.

Where was she? Who was she? How had she disappeared?




Frankie unzipped her boots, stepped out of them, and groaned with relief. She peeled the thick socks off, and wriggled her toes in the guest bedroom’s deep carpet.

She’d already sent Mike a text to let him know she was safely home. She itched to dive under a hot shower and wash away every trace of Captain Cool. Every touch of his hands and swipe of his tongue and rasp of his bristly chin.  She hadn’t exactly fended him off, and she now felt desperately ashamed of herself.

He’d lifted her onto the table, pulled her on top of him, she’d wrestled with his fly buttons, and he’d had his cock in her seconds later. She had no memory of any awkward fumbling. He’d been incredible. So strong and sure. So certain about what would feel good for her.

She pressed her bare thighs together, feeling the twinges of his possession again. God—just thinking about him set up tiny twitches and ripples inside her!

Annoyed, she unzipped her costume, stepped out of it, arranged it on its hanger, and checked it with care. She re-laced the bodice and tied a neater bow, smoothed down some of the crushed petals, and let out a sigh of relief when she found it hadn’t been damaged after its rough ride on the table. Some of the feathers on the helmet were crushed and broken—no doubt from its tumble onto the paving of the courtyard. She fetched her nail scissors and trimmed the worst of them. Would Bella notice?

“That you Frankie?” came a croak from the next room.

She grabbed her robe and slipped it on against her curiously aroused skin, hunting for the sash as she called back, “Yes, only me. Sorry—didn’t mean to wake you.”

“No worries sweetie. I’ve been feeling so awful I haven’t been able to doze off yet. Come and tell me what I missed.”

As if, Frankie thought, biting her lip.

“It was great,” she said brightly as she trotted in to see Bella. “A string quartet and a rock band. Lots of fireworks. But I didn’t know anyone there of course, and your boots were starting to kill me, so I hitched a ride home early with one of the food ladies.”

“Mike was enjoying himself?”

“Talking non-stop. He said it’d be a good opportunity for networking and I’m sure he’s right. He knows everyone, doesn’t he?”

Bella coughed thickly from her cozy nest amongst the magazines and pillows, and grabbed a tissue from the nearby box before sneezing again.

“Like some more juice?” Frankie asked, eyeing the empty glass on the bedside table. “Pills, potions, painkillers?”

“Juice please, darling. And perhaps just a little sandwich if you could make me one? I couldn’t face eating anything earlier. There’s some ham in the fridge. How was the food?”

“Amazing. Total banquet. I had some fantastic lobster.” She avoided having to give any further description by dashing off to make the sandwich.

When she carried the tray back to Bella a few minutes later, she decided the poor woman really did look ill.

“Sure you don’t need anything else?” she asked, setting the tray down. “I’m going to have a shower, but if there’s anything I can do...?”

“Stay and talk to me for a while. It’s nice to have company. How did my costume compare with all the others?”

Frankie resigned herself to having the Captain all over her skin for a few minutes longer, and settled onto an ivory brocade armchair that was just so Bella it made her teeth hurt.

“Outshone almost everyone,” she said without having to lie. “There were angels and shepherdesses and fairies and showgirls...”

“But nothing like my warrior queen?”

“Nothing remotely. I certainly felt exotic and powerful.”

“Not like your shy little self then?”

Frankie winced at that. “Is that how I seem? I’m not really. Just a bit self-contained perhaps. Maybe it’s living so many years at home.”

“You were a saint with your mother,” Bella said through a mouthful of sandwich.

A saint without much help from you or Mike, Frankie couldn’t help thinking.

“I enjoyed being anonymous behind your mask tonight,” she said instead. “I felt brave. As though anything was possible.”

“And did they wreck the old house?”

“Plenty of graffiti and ripped curtains and smashed windows by the time I left.”

Bella bit into her sandwich again and nodded.

“I think your boots are going to need a good going over with a suede brush,” Frankie stammered. “The place was a bit rural.”

Not to mention I got led up the garden path by a pirate.

“I’m sure they’ll clean up,” Bella said, unconcerned. “We could go shoe shopping next week if I’m feeling better. I know some lovely stores.”

Frankie shook her head. “No, I’m flying out to Melbourne tomorrow. Kim’s wedding. Remember?”

Bella sneezed again and set down the half finished sandwich. “Of course you are,” she agreed. “I’ve had a lot on my mind lately, darling.”

Me too, Frankie thought.  Mom’s death, and her funeral, and packing up the house, trying to organize the rest of my life, going to that damn party in your place, and getting plundered by a pirate...

“I think I’ll have that shower now,” she said firmly, rising from the chair and padding off to the luxurious bathroom.

But when she got there she couldn’t resist the lure of the big spa bath. She dimmed the lights, ran the water deep and warm, set the jets bubbling, and sank back into it with a sigh of abandon. God that felt wonderful.

After a few minutes she sat up and smoothed Bella’s expensive bath gel over her arms and shoulders, enjoying the scent as it drifted in the steam. Then she leaned back again and lifted a dripping leg from the foaming water. She squeezed out more gel and ran her hands up to her toes, down to her thigh, again and again in a sensuous massage, thinking of the Captain’s hands on her. She followed with the other leg, and then found her slippery fingers had strayed to her breasts.

She closed her eyes, pretending her hands were his. Not that she wanted to think about him, but he’d been good at what he did, for sure. He’d scooped her breasts out of the unlaced velvet bodice so easily, and his thumbs had caressed her nipples...mmm...just like that...until they stood tight and aching. Each of his soft nudges had teased her nerve endings into tiny points of shimmering fire until she almost couldn’t bear it. Even now she felt super-sensitive, aware she’d been touched and pleasured by a man who knew exactly what he was doing, damn him.

Frankie’s fingers tweaked and stroked, making her recall vividly the luscious way his mouth had felt on her. So much more intense than this. As though his lips and teeth had found the direct nerve thread from her nipples to the very centre of her belly. And tugged on it repeatedly until he’d pulled it so tight she’d crashed in great washing waves on a shore of almost unendurable sensation.

She closed her eyes to heighten the memory, and suddenly there he was. Standing before her as she lay back on the table in the courtyard, still pulsing with the third glorious orgasm he’d given her. 

He’d just pulled free. She could see his big swaying cock glistening with her juices as he stood looking down at her, face in shadow. His white trousers rested halfway down his thighs.  Such beautiful thighs—powerfully muscled, gleaming like superb bronze sculpture in the dim light.

He’d stood there for several memorable seconds, totally exposed and unselfconscious before reaching down for his trousers and somehow stuffing himself back inside them. And Frankie’s mind had screamed silently ‘No—I want to touch you in return.’

She flinched at the memory. He’d covered himself as though she was suddenly poisonous, flipped her that very useful white handkerchief so she could blot up her wetness, and then stomped back toward the house in a mood apparently as dark as his big black hat.

But now it didn’t have to be like that. A delicious shudder of memory and desire shook her. Her fingers deserted her breasts and slid down between her thighs to brush gently over the tip of her engorged clit. God—just thinking about him had her aroused to flash point. She parted herself with her other hand so her clit pouted out into the warm water. Then, feeling how tender and sensitive it was after his insistent sucking and licking, she slid a finger gently inside herself and drew out a slick of slippery lubrication. Softly, softly she stroked over the exquisitely tender little bud.
  













CHAPTER SIX




Behind her closed eyelids, the Captain again stood exposed and available. She reached out a pale hand, grabbed him, and imagined she heard his husky grunt of satisfaction. Gripping his long shaft, she started a rhythmic massage along its hot resilient length. He thrust his hips further toward her to make himself more available, and a fitful moonbeam flirted with the soft weights hanging below.

Her other hand snaked around them, found them big as eggs and softly hairy. She squeezed gently, feeling the balls slide inside the skin. So mysterious and silky-heavy.

The Captain growled appreciation and she smiled. Her other hand continued its hard teasing glide, up and down, firm and persuasive, until she heard his breathing deepen and hitch. Suddenly the moon burst out from behind the clouds to light him fully. Frankie now saw the beautiful details of his long solid cock, the broad blunt tip where a drop of moisture glittered and surged every time she rubbed upward. And as she watched, it gathered and gathered until it spilled out and began to descend on a glittering thread, glossy as egg-white.

The Captain drew a sudden sharp breath, his cock jumped in her hand, and pumped startling white spurts out into the moonlight. Frankie gasped as hard blissful shudders racked her and all her muscles spasmed deep inside. On and on her climax rippled, making her arch up so the bath water splashed around her. Her toes cramped in ecstasy, her head thrashed from side to side as she rode out the dark throbbing pleasure-pain, and finally she pulled her finger away with a hiss of regret when the sensation became too much to bear.

“Four,” she whispered when her jaw unlocked and she could speak again.




Jake spent the rest of the night looking sideways for her, not admitting he was desperate, but...  Every time he saw shining dark hair, it wasn’t hers. Every time he caught a glimpse of velvet, it turned into satin. And every time a woman’s laugh echoed behind him he swung around, only to find it wasn’t Rose. It was as though she’d evaporated.

The carnage continued throughout the dilapidated house. By three o’clock there were no curtains left hanging, no panes of brittle old glass unbroken, few walls without graffiti. The string quartet had long ago departed.

As the guests continued to dance and drink in the noisy marquee next door, Jake stood at the foot of the carved timber staircase, surveying the wreckage inside the main lobby. The place reeked of spilled champagne, fireworks, and the mélange of perfumes the guests had so liberally worn.

He raised a hand to his face. Rose’s fragrance had almost disappeared. Maybe just the smallest trace of her remained on his skin. He inhaled slowly and deeply, re-living the lightning strike of seeing her, wanting her...the urgency to take…the eventual bliss.

He swore softly, feeling his body stir for her yet again, an extra distraction he didn’t need. 

The house demolition work had finally started. His salvage crew would be back on Monday—removing any other valuable joinery and timber, and reducing the remains of the old mansion to matchwood

At last he and Ben could build the spectacular new homes that would affirm their success to the world. Huge profitable houses with views of the inlet glittering peacefully from the floor to ceiling windows. Always supposing Ben could handle his newly returned wife’s extravagant expectations.

He compressed his lips and turned to the front door.

The rose with its wicked thorns taunted him from the wall. 

Where is she?

He needed to find her and apologize. At the very least.

Correct her wrong assumption about the party not being genuine.

He was a better man than the maudlin, sex-crazed pirate. He wanted her to know that. 

And she? She was incredible. A treasure he hadn’t expected. Spirited, sassy, and sexy. Everything he’d seen of her had been beautiful.

He shook his head at his own stupidity. Why had he treated her so cheaply? He’d been immediately drawn to her again when she entered the marquee, but continued to taunt her instead of taking the chance to smooth things over between them.

He tried to ignore the terrible possibility he’d been scared to the soles of his swashbuckling boots. Finally bowled over by a woman; left floundering for the first time in his life.

He hated it might be true. 

As he stood there at the foot of the stairs he again saw her arriving—with one of the many vampires. He remembered hearing her say she wasn’t ‘Bella’ before he’d held the flute of champagne to her lips and enjoyed the view of her beautiful breasts. Later she’d claimed her companion for the night was her brother. A lie, or could he believe her?

The whole night was now a dark distorted dream. The only certainty was the hefty donation for the Leukemia people. 




Early Monday morning he contacted the party planner and asked for a copy of the guest list. As he’d hosted the event, she emailed it without delay.

He ran his eyes down the long line of New Zealand’s great and good. There was no Rose, but maybe there was a Bella?

And there she was. Bella Ellison. And Mike Ellison—no doubt the vampire. Jake Googled him. Company CEO. But of course he’d be wealthy if he’d coughed up two thousand bucks for each of the party tickets.

Nodding slowly, he checked the phone listings for Ellisons.

Got him.




Melbourne’s weather glowed crisp and clear. Frankie spent an enjoyable day wandering the Arts Centre before returning to her friend Kimberley’s apartment. After a small but ritzy wedding with Frankie as the bride’s attendant, Kim and her new husband had departed for a honeymoon in Tahiti, leaving Frankie in charge of an over-indulged Burmese.

She downloaded her webmail from Kim’s computer and found a message from Bella, gushing about the shops and recommending the best stores for clothes.

Did the woman never listen? Frankie intended traveling light. She’d fallen for a misty mauve hand dyed silk camisole at the South Melbourne Market but wouldn’t be adding any more weight to her luggage. Extra clothes for Italy or Greece or France weren’t needed because Europe would be sliding toward summer when she arrived.

She hesitated before opening a message from Jake Alexander.

Jake Alexander? 

Then her eyes shot wide open and her groin gave a liquid sigh as she registered the subject line.

Hello Rose.

Oh God—this couldn’t be chance! He’d tracked her down. How? Why? What did he want?

Her heart thudded as Saturday’s party swooped back to thrill her. Did she dare open the message or should she delete it unread? After several minutes of too-vivid, too-enjoyable brain-sex, her hormones got the better of her. She dragged in a deep breath and clicked.

‘Wanna play?’

Instantly she was back at the old mansion, following him across the lawn, down the steps, under the trees in the moonlight. No way in hell did she want any more to do with the pirate.

But I’m two thousand miles away from you now.

Despite the distance, she could feel his hands on her, taste the salt of his skin, hear him tempting her to misbehave.

So what did he really expect?

Frankie made him wait a day while she considered. She prowled around Melbourne’s beautiful shops and galleries, hoping for distraction, but he invaded her mind at every opportunity. His wicked smile followed her along busy streets where the aroma of freshly roasted coffee vied with the sharp spicy fragrance of colorful chrysanthemums outside the flower shops. His husky voice whispered to her as she walked through tranquil parks and along the broad path by the Yarra River.

He danced through her thoughts as she tried to strip the green mask off his face and see his eyes, his cheekbones, and the determined jaw of the man who’d simply taken her when he wanted to.

Does he think the same about me? That I saw what I wanted and took?

Wondering if that could be the case, she rode a tram to St Kilda Beach, bought a gelato, and stood looking at the gentle waves while she licked and fantasized more about him. Finally, with an impatient huff, she pulled her iPhone from her bag, found a local hot spot, and tapped out ‘maybe.’ 

What would it matter? He’d led her on—she’d turn the tables on him.

He shot his few words back very fast.

‘Can I see you again?’

She allowed herself a small bitter smile.

‘Not unless you’re in Melbourne.’

‘I’ll swing by for the weekend.’

He couldn’t be serious!

‘I’m gone by then,’ she keyed in, grimacing at the lie. Surely he’d never find out?

‘Where to?’

‘Greek Islands.’ She deserted the fresh salty waterfront and paced through to Acland Street, enjoying the café vibe, and wondering if that was the end of him. But no.

‘Greece not currently possible. Need to talk. Send me your number.’

After buying a latte she sat in the sun with it, remembering his hands on her, trying not to feel so tempted.

Another message arrived. His number and one word. ‘Please’.

So he had
manners after all?

And because he was rapidly taking over her brain, and he already had her email address, she tapped her number back to him. If he wanted to talk, he could pay.

Frankie poked at the coffee froth while she waited for his reply, scraping it from the sides of the cup and licking the spoon clean. The phone remained silent, and she wondered why she felt just a little irked. Well, she wasn’t going to chase him.

She finished the coffee and found the nearest tram stop. Images of a tall tanned pirate kept her company all the way back to Kimberley’s apartment block. Her brain sparked with scenes from the dark garden again, and her body sparked with lust.

She gritted her teeth and tried to banish the swollen dragging sensation that pulsed, yet again, low in her pelvis. God, she needed her vibrator…

As the elevator arrived, a man in jeans and a leather jacket joined her, head bowed, apparently texting. Knowing no-one in the building she didn’t even look at him properly, being too preoccupied with tight white trousers, a gold-braided black pirate’s coat, and the excellent body they contained.

“Which floor?” she asked, swiping the security tag, and pushing the touch-pad for the eleventh.

“Same thanks.” The doors closed. And then her phone chirped. Him at last? The ache grew worse. She could almost smell his dangerous scent.

“Hello.”

“Hello Rose,” the man beside her said, and her head shot up to register the wicked wide smile that had haunted her for the last few days.

“You?”

“And you. Francesca, not Rose.” An eyebrow quirked with amusement and he reached across and touched her hair with a couple of fingers. “Blonde, not black—nice.” He pushed his phone back into his pocket.

They rode several floors in silence while Frankie’s astounded brain tried to recover from the fizzing mess it had scrambled itself into. His dark eyes never left her face.

“You were already in Melbourne?” she finally croaked.

“Not the whole time. But as soon as I found out who you were, and where you were, and managed to grab a ticket, yes.”

“Why?” The elevator slowed and the doors slid aside. Running on automatic she stepped out. “I suppose you spoke to Bella?”

“She’s a chatty woman, your sister-in-law.”

Frankie nodded slowly. “So why? I mean, that was a once-only party thing, and we both—”

“—went a little wild?”

“More than a little.” She glanced around the white painted eleventh floor lobby, nonplussed. One long narrow table, one tall plant. Nowhere to run.

Damn, but she wanted to touch him! Wanted to hit him for following her like this. And, more than anything, wanted to drag him into Kimberley’s bed and surprise the hell out of him.

Oh no, no, no...

Her pulse raced as he compressed his gorgeous lips and locked his intent eyes on hers—another long candid inspection.

“How did you get away from the party?” he finally asked. “I looked everywhere for you.”

A slight grin tweaked at her lips as she remembered the trip in the caterer’s van. “It wasn’t easy.” 

“I’d like to start again.”

At last her brain found the ‘on’ switch and kicked into gear. “Not possible.” She turned her back on him and hurried off toward Kimberley’s door, digging the key out of her bag as she gained speed. However much she might want him, she’d be mad to let it happen.

He strode along close behind her and ignored her rebuff. “I want to apologize. Get to know you.”

“Forget it!” He thought he could just turn up and she’d be willing? She jammed the key in the door, knowing she was dangerously more than willing. The very act of sliding that bright little piece of metal in out of sight was a further turn-on she didn’t need. If that was him sliding into her again...?

His gentle hands on her shoulders stopped her from pushing the door open.

“You’re shaking. I didn’t mean to scare you.”

“You didn’t. I’m not shaking.”

“Liar. I can see you are, and feel you are. You know we’re not finished yet, and I’m here hoping for a second chance, so...?”

Frankie whirled around, furious her body had given her away. Then she started to tremble even harder as the pirate’s hands drifted up to cradle her face. 

She drew a panicked breath when his dark head dipped and his lips brushed over hers.

She could have pulled back. Knew she could. Knew she should. But something pinned her there—in that unfamiliar impersonal corridor, in the late sun-striped afternoon, with a thumping heart and unsteady knees, and his mouth so soft and seeking.

Everything turned dark and quiet and went far away. There was only him—tasting like heaven, smelling like summer, hot and taut and strong against her, feeling sinfully good. How could she not kiss him back?

Once her lips clung to his, he grunted softly and reached behind her, turned the key, and walked her slowly backward into the apartment, exactly as he’d walked her up against the wall in the courtyard on Saturday night.

Frankie heard the door click shut, and they were private, private, private.

Way off in the far corner of the room her conscience danced an annoying jig, trying to warn her she was behaving really badly again. She reached out an imaginary arm and swatted the damn thing away. Pesky conscience! When had it ever given her a good time like this?

Another surge of lust swamped her, and she clung tighter to his big shoulders. This was so much better than Saturday’s dark overgrown garden with its whistling skyrockets and sudden bursts of shattering glass.

“Wait,” he muttered between desperate kisses. “I need to say this. I had too many things on my mind the other night. Big things. Bad things.” He stroked the back of his hand down her cheek and closed his eyes briefly. “They made me act crazy, and then there you were, so damn beautiful. My consolation prize for everything wrong.”

He kissed her again, more softly, and she pressed against his hard thighs, felt how primed he was, wanted him inside her right now.

“I was rough,” he whispered. “You deserved better.”

Frankie doubted ‘better’ was possible, but she burned to find out. She parted her legs a little, tilted her hips up, and offered him a shamelessly warm welcome, knowing without a doubt now she’d take him up on his second chance offer after all.

“Francesca...”  His husky complaint made her smile.

“Frankie. Haven’t been Francesca for years.  And you’re Jake?”

“Yup.”

“So—real names this time.”

“Real everything this time.”

She slid her hands up under his T-shirt onto hot skin, knowing he was right. They were nowhere near finished.




The End




Reviews on Amazon are always welcome. Help get the word out by leaving a review on Rose’s page. And if you enjoyed this naughty shortie, try some of my longer stories.
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The Boat Builder’s Bed




A windy day...a flyaway signboard...a hideous crunch. Sophie Calhoun can’t imagine how she’ll pay for the damage to the luxurious car.




Already cash-strapped, she’s struggling to launch her new interior design studio and make a home for her daughter. She’s only days away from disaster.




Out of the sleek black Jaguar storms super-yacht tycoon Rafe Severino. Steaming mad. Totally gorgeous. And desperately in need of a top-line decorator for his spectacular new harbor-side mansion.




Sophie fears her dream contract comes with strings that tie her to the boat-builder’s bed. No matter how she tries to escape, he’s always there - implacable and irresistible.




She knows he doesn’t want a preoccupied single mother, but concealing her daughter’s existence from the man she’s falling in love with is getting harder and harder. If he discovers her lies, she’ll instantly lose everything.




Warning: contains one determined golden-skinned man who knows his way around boats, bodies and bed-sheets.
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Seduction on the Cards




When journalist Kerri is assigned to interview a seriously rich anti-gambling crusader, she imagines a grandfatherly tycoon with a comb-over.




But hunky Alex Beaufort has plenty of hair—and enough of everything else to make her mouth water.




Irrepressible Kerri decides to find out exactly how much, and a sizzling game of strip-poker soon has them both peeling off their layers of self-protection.




Seduction is definitely on the cards—but who’s seducing who? And what are the odds? Good enough to take a chance on?




Warning: Contains sexy Frenchman, tropical heat, and enthusiastic outdoor fun and games.
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The Wrong Sister




Fiona Delaporte has an impossible assignment—to care for her newly widowed brother-in-law and his tiny daughter. (The newly widowed tall, dark and delicious brother-in-law she’s secretly wanted for five long, frustrating years.)




Christian Hartley would rather spend time with anyone except the tempting woman who reminds him so much of his cherished wife. But she has six weeks leave from her cruise-liner job on the other side of the world, and seems determined to do her family duty. How can craving the wrong sister feel so right?




WARNING:Contains one hot man who always gets what he wants—in bed and out.
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Out of Bounds




Jetta Rivers has inherited half a house. Big problem: she has to share it with co-owner Anton Haviland, and her past has left her terrified of men.




Gorgeous Anton is a confident sexy architect, and he might be exactly who Jetta needs to put her crippling fear to rest.

But can she allow him near enough? And would he even want to try?




A midnight disaster leaves her no option when he drags her off to the only bed left in the now-damaged house. She’s appalled to find how much she craves the man who plans to smash her inheritance to pieces. Anton is equally shocked when his sharp-tempered housemate attempts to seduce him.




WARNING: Contains one ambitious man with a tender heart and a body to die for. And one unlikely temptress with an ancient copy of The Joy of Sex.
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Kris also writes stories about sexy sheikhs…




Taken by the Sheikh




Abducted. Seduced. Purring.




Laurel de Courcey is captured by terrorists, chained up in a disgusting bunker, and videoed for a ransom demand which is shown worldwide.




Ooops—wrong hostage! Who’d expect a shy Kiwi nanny to be worth anything?




Laurel’s soon tied up in Sheikh Rafiq’s bed instead, because he rescues her and appoints himself her personal bodyguard. Very personal. But she has good reason to distrust men.




Imprisoned in his old royal hunting lodge deep in the desert ‘for her own protection’, Laurel rebels. Spectacular fireworks, dangerous escape attempts, and an impossible love affair follow.




Warning: contains one red-hot Sheikh with a wicked tongue and unlimited stamina.
  

Romances that sizzle with love, life and laughter.




For more information on Kris’s other books, please visit her website

http://www.krispearson.com
  
cover.jpeg





