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Curves of the French Riviera Trilogy
Curves of the French Riviera
“You’re going to get tan lines Megs. Take your top off- what’s the point of going to a topless beach if you don’t go topless?” Laura chided, her own top folded neatly beside her. At least her boobs are small, thought Megan. Despite Laura’s insistence, there was no way she was going to take down her top. Megan had a cute tankini that accentuated and covered her full figure in a way that she liked, and she wasn’t about to take it off. Especially not since she felt like the biggest girl on the beach. All the French girls seemed so tiny and confident in their sex appeal; it was hard not to feel like she stuck out already and Megan just wasn’t ready to exhibit any more of herself than necessary. She gave Laura an evil glare over the tops of her sunglasses, to which Laura laughed and left her alone. Megan lay back and dozed in sunshine, listening to the waves and idly scrunching the sand under her toes.
This was their graduation present to themselves- a trip to Cannes, France for a week in the sun. They both minored in French, and Megan’s great aunt owned a house not to far out of town and kept begging for the girls to visit. For the price of a plane ticket and a bottle of wine for her aunt, they had found themselves sunbathing along the Côte d'Azur. It was a dream come true.
“More sunscreen?” Laura asked holding out the bottle. Megan looked down at her body; she liked the way she was bronzing, but she could feel her shoulders heating. She held out her hand and Laura squirted the warm white goop onto it. Megan carefully rubbed her hands together, trying to keep the sand out of it before rubbing it on her chest, shoulders, nose, and any other easily burned area she could think of.
Laura tossed the sunscreen back in her beach bag, and lay back on her elbows looking out towards the ocean. She looked like a goddess bathing in the sun. Laura was fit and thin with long blonde hair and gorgeous blue eyes. If she wasn’t such a wonderful friend, Megan would have hated her for her perfect beauty. Megan often felt like a giant troll standing next to the pretty princess when they went out. Where Laura was thin and petite, Megan had curves. She had always been a little bigger. Even in elementary school she had been chunky despite being an active kid. It didn’t bother her until high school, but she made friends instead of boyfriends and focused more on AP classes, and college came quickly enough.
She tried to slim down in college and she went to the campus gym religiously with Laura. Somehow Laura managed to get skinnier while Megan never lost an ounce. Her figure made her feel either invisible or the biggest thing in the room. Most of the time she didn’t let it bother her, but when they went out together it was always Laura that got free drinks and ended up whisked away by handsome men. Megan was always the friend the wingman took so the other guy could get the pretty girl. Laura, for her part, always made sure that Megan had a good time, but sometimes it frustrated her that she was never the one being pursued. She was always second place. She was by no means virginal, but finding a willing partner wasn’t always easy for her. The wingmen who picked her up often seemed surprised to find themselves enjoying her company, and several had taken her home. It never seemed to last though.
Megan secretly hoped to meet a celebrity while she vacationed in Cannes. It was a month after the big film festival, but she was hoping that a few were sticking around enjoying the beautiful weather. TMZ was reporting that Brad Pitt’s new movie was filming just off the coast, so there was that prospect too. She sighed, knowing that there was really no way she would ever meet Brad Pitt, and that if Angelina Jolie and Jennifer Aniston were what interested him, he wouldn’t even look twice at her. Oh well, I just want his autograph anyway, she thought to herself as she lay back onto her towel.
She woke up easily when Laura reached over and tapped Megan’s knee marking twenty minutes. Megan thanked her and rolled onto her stomach, making sure her long strawberry blonde hair was off her back. She carefully undid the ties to her top, leaving her back open to the sun. She closed her eyes and concentrated on relaxing, the sun and surf absorbing into her being. She was just thinking that she could get used to this when she heard male voices strike up a conversation with Laura. She tried to ignore them, and get back to her zen thoughts, but Laura reached over and brought her into the conversation.
“This is my friend, Megan” she introduced to the two male voices in perfect French. Megan sighed, quickly tying her top back on and sitting up to turn around. Two handsome men in their late twenties sat in the sand, obviously interested in Laura. They politely shook Megan’s hand, but the second Laura began talking their attention focused only on her. Megan felt like waving her hands in front of their faces and screaming that she was interesting too, but she knew it wouldn’t make much difference. She regretted sitting up at all; she should have just stayed sunbathing and ignored them since they weren’t interested in her at all.
“Ce soir? We could come out with you tonight. What do you think Megs? These two locals say they would like to show us around a little tonight- maybe even dancing.” Laura raised her eyebrows hopefully at Megan. Megan knew that look- Laura was interested in one of them. The two men glanced quickly at each other, trying to figure out what to say before Megan could answer.
“Sorry, not the two of you. Just you, Laura.” The first young man blushed as he turned to Megan, ”But of course, you can come if you want, but Henri already has a date and I only need one…”
“Forget it then. Find somebody else. Come on Megs, it is time for us to be going anyway.” Laura’s voice was cold enough to freeze the ocean as she threw her swimsuit cover-up on and began rolling her towel. Megan forced the hurt down, grateful that her friend wasn’t going to let them do that to her. The two men sat in the sand looking confused as Laura hastily packed up the last of her things and pulled Megan off the beach muttering under her breath about how rude the French could be.
***
“Damn girl! You look good!” Laura whistled at Megan as she stepped out of the bathroom. Megan grinned. She had bought this dress at one of the shops near the airport, and it fit like a glove. Bright red and cut in classic style that reminded her of 1940’s pinup girls, she felt like a million bucks. In this dress, she felt like she could hold her own with Laura and her light blue sundress. Megan’s aunt wished them a good night as they left out the front door. The sun was setting slowly, giving a little relief from the heat of the day as the two girls made their way to the main street. They were going to go see the film festival building, then walk along the shops along the Promenade de la Croisette and then walk down by the marina to see the insanely expensive yachts docked there.
As they approached the Palais des Festivals et des Congrès, they could see tourists snapping pictures on what was the red carpet during the festival. Laura pushed Megan towards the steps as she pulled out her camera. She nodded encouragingly as Megan began to walk down the steps, posing like a movie star. Laura moved around, snapping photos like a paparazzi, urging Megan to pose. She felt a little silly, but Laura kept shouting encouragement from behind the camera. When Megan got to the bottom of the stairs, Laura showed her the pictures in the viewer. Megan wanted to gasp at them. She looked gorgeous- like a real movie star. She could feel her confidence rising, and she decided she liked it.
“Told you- you look good tonight! Holy cow Megs- you look amazing in these!” Laura praised her as she flipped through the snapshots. Megan went to grab the camera to take some of Laura coming down the stairs, but Laura danced the camera out of her reach. “Nope, just you coming down those stairs this evening. We can do me tomorrow.” Megan let her keep the camera, knowing that her friend was giving her this moment. Laura knew that Megan would compare their pictures and she wanted her friend to be the pretty one tonight, especially after the beach incident. Megan hugged her friend in a silent thank you as they started walking back towards the waterfront to a row of street vendors.
Artisans sold paintings and handmade jewelry to the tourists that walked up and down the street. There was a celebratory quality to it that both girls enjoyed. They stopped to look at a man bending wire into jewelry, easily turning names into wearable art. The man next to him was drawing animals in the shapes of letters to spell out a child’s name. English and French mixed with laughter up and down the shopping lanes as tourists enjoyed their holiday. It didn’t take long to reach the end of the sellers and head towards the docks.
Huge yachts bobbed gently on the water as they walked up the boardwalk. They laughed as they walked arm in arm, looking at the boat names, giggling about what they would name their own boat if they had one. As they came alongside one of the larger sailing vessels near the end of the dock, a man on the deck hailed them.
“Bon soir, mademoiselles!”
The two girls turned and smiled at him, stopping in front of his ship. There was no one else around on the dark pier. He walked to the railing of his boat to speak with them more easily. He was tall and well built, appearing to be in his late 20s or early 30s, his jet black hair messy from being in the wind. Even in the shadows of evening Megan thought he might be the most handsome man she had ever seen. He spoke in English, but with just enough of a French accent to betray his origins. Megan thought he sounded incredibly sexy.
“What are you two lovely ladies doing walking around without your bodyguards? The paparazzi will surely catch you,” he flirted across the water at them. Megan wasn’t sure, but it seemed as if his eyes lingered longer on her than on Laura. She quickly dismissed the thought. No one’s eyes stayed longer on her than Laura.
“We just evaded the paparazzi- they were distracted by all the tourists in town while we made our escape,” called Laura back to him. He laughed a rich hearty sound that made Megan’s knees feel weak. She thought she could listen to that sound all day.
“That is most fortunate! Are you two staying in town for long?” His dark eyes seemed to draw Megan in, even from across the railing. She felt like he was pulling her into him, and she consciously had to not step forward and she was glad her arm was still linked with Laura’s so she wouldn’t be tempted.
“We are. My aunt lives in town and we are staying with her for a few days.” Megan spoke before she even realized it. She always let Laura do the talking in these situations. Her voice sounded strangely confident in her ears.
“Magnifique! Perhaps tomorrow you two would like to ride out to sea with me? I would like to practice my English with some Americans if you have the time.” His smile was warm and welcoming.
“That sounds wonderful, but we will have to check with our Aunt,” answered Laura quickly. Megan almost hit her; she would have hopped on his boat and sailed away that moment if he had asked.
“But of course. Here is my card. If you are able, please call me. It will be a wonderful time, I promise.” He leaned out over the railing with a business card in his fingers. Megan moved before Laura could stop her, reaching up to grab it. Her hand grazed his as the card transferred, and electricity sizzled through their touch. Megan cradled the card carefully in her hand, desperately trying to convince herself that she didn’t just feel something. Laura snatched the card from her fingers, reading the name on the front. Megan grabbed it back forcefully, nearly knocking Laura over as she retrieved it.
“Well, Monsieur Gabriel Aubert, we will hopefully see you tomorrow.” Laura called up to him, carefully guiding Megan back towards the brightly lit town center. He called a good evening after them, leaning on the railing to watch them walk away. Megan made sure to walk her best, hoping he was looking at her and not Laura. She couldn’t understand why Laura was pulling her away so vehemently. The idea of jealousy floated through her mind, but Megan disregarded it. Who would be jealous of her? But she remembered the way his eyes smoldered at her from across the railing and she wondered. When they reached the glow of a restaurant just off the pier, Laura finally stopped dragging Megan forward and turned to face her.
“What were you thinking? You don’t know him and there wasn’t anyone nearby! You don’t know if he owns that boat or what he was doing there!” Laura growled at Megan. Megan stopped for a moment, the idea that he might have been dangerous never even really entered her mind. She paled a little, but just clutched the card tighter in her hands. All she could remember was the electric spark of his touch.
“What if he does own the boat though, Laura? What if we got to go out with him? We’ll Google him and see what Auntie says. She knows everyone around here anyways. Besides, all he did was give us his card.” She hoped she sounded calm, because in her head she felt torn between screaming or singing. Something about him triggered a primal desire in her. She prayed that he could deliver on his promise. She prayed that he was all that her imagination was making him into.
“You liked him, didn’t you?” Laura’s whole demeanor suddenly changed as she figured it out. A conspiratorial smile took control of her features. When Megan didn’t answer right away, she knew the answer. “You like him! And I think he liked you- he barely even glanced at me.” Megan rolled her eyes at her friend.
“Barely glanced? No one barely glances at you. Especially not because they are looking at me,” said Megan.
“Don’t sell yourself short! I have experience in when men are looking at me and when they aren’t. He was looking at you like a starving man at a buffet.”
“Really?” Megan let herself hope for a moment.
“Really. Let’s go home and ask Auntie right now before she goes to bed. I want to get you that date tomorrow!” Laura grabbed Megan’s hand and began towing her towards home. Megan felt a silly smile fill her face as she let herself hope.
***
Gabriel Aubert, according to the internet entry, was a self-made billionaire. He was the owner of the famed Fortune Inc television and media company, as well as several other smaller companies. He vacationed frequently in the French Riviera, was known for his love of sailing, and was considered one of France’s most eligible bachelors. The picture on the website was somehow more handsome than Megan remembered meeting. His black hair was smoothed back, a chiseled jaw, and intense green eyes. She hadn’t been able to see the color of his eyes in the dark, and now they seemed to stare into her soul from the computer screen.
“Gabriel Aubert? I met him last year at a charity fundraiser. He donated over a million dollars to the children’s fund that year. I remember thinking he was very intense. Very good looking, but very intense. You two girls met him and he offered you a ride on his yacht? Did I mention the good looking part? I would ride on his boat in a second, if you know what I mean…” Auntie trailed off with a wink. Megan turned to stare at her aunt, Laura laughing as she scrolled down the computer screen. Auntie stood up and kissed each girl on the head, turning out the kitchen light as she left the room. She called out a good night as she headed off to bed, the two girls still giggling
“Did you bring that blue dress- the one with the low scoop neck?” Laura asked Megan, her face intent on the glowing screen.
“Only because you made me. I still don’t know how you convinced me to buy it.” Megan replied as she flopped onto the couch, chewing on a fingernail.
“Well, it says here is favorite color is blue. So, you are wearing that tomorrow. Hand me the phone, will you?” said Laura holding her hand out towards Megan .
“You are serious about this, aren’t you? I really think you are crazy. A billionaire Laura. He could have anyone he wants- supermodels, regular models, hand models- literally anyone. Why would he be interested in me?” replied Megan handing her the home phone. Laura picked up his business card and began dialing.
“Because he sees what I see. You sell yourself short Megs…. Yes,” she straightened up, obviously not expecting a person to pick up. “Is this Mr. Aubert?” she said, going pale a little bit. Before her pause became too awkward, she regained her senses and began talking. “This is Laura and Megan from the dock this evening. We were hoping your offer to go out tomorrow evening was still available? Yes- 7pm on the docks. We will be there, thank you so much. Have a wonderful evening.” She set the phone down with a small click. “I just spoke to a billionaire on his personal line. He gave us his personal line, Megs- I feel like someone out of a movie!” Laura spun her chair around to face Megan, her face suddenly stern. “Now get to bed young lady- I need you to be your best tomorrow!”
***
Laura and Megan sat down at a little restaurant overlooking the town square, a fountain gurgling pleasantly in the background. They were taking a break from shopping for that evening, the restaurant not yet busy with the lunch crowd. Megan ordered a white wine while they looked over the lunch menu, a refreshing breeze ruffling the patio umbrellas. The waiter took their order quickly in French, leaving them to enjoy the warm summer day.
“Salut, Mademoiselles! I did not expect to see you before tonight,” a deep voice greeted them. Megan felt herself turn a deep scarlet and she considered hiding behind her menu as Gabriel greeted them. He looked even more handsome in the daylight; his black hair was windblown around his chiseled face, his green eyes intense on her.
“Salut! Would you like to join us, Mr. Aubert? We only just ordered, and we would love your company,” Laura chirped up sweetly at him. Megan kicked her under the table, she was nervous enough for tonight without a surprise luncheon. She felt suddenly very underdressed in her jean shorts and t-shirt. Her heart pounded with hope and fear with what he would say, unsure of which answer she actually wanted.
“Please, call me Gabriel. I would be delighted to join you,” he grinned as he hopped the fence. Megan felt a thrill of excitement run through her as he sat across the table. He was close enough to touch, and somehow growing more attractive by the minute. She gulped a sip of wine, nearly choking as it tried to go into her lungs. She set it down carefully, trying not to cough, wondering if he had noticed, but he simply picked up a menu and asked what they had ordered. Megan took a deep breath, determined not to make a complete fool of herself.
“So, Gabriel, where are you thinking of taking us this evening?” Her lips loved the way his name felt. She was trying not to stare at him, but she wanted to take in everything about him.
“I was hoping to take you out to where you can see the entire city. The lights are quite beautiful from the water.” He smiled, his green eyes intent on Megan. She gulped and smiled nervously under his gaze. She could smell his cologne. It was clean and masculine, just the way a man should smell.
“So, how long have you been sailing?” Laura asked to keep a conversation going. His eyes never left Megan as he answered.
“As long as I can remember. My father was a fisherman, so I have been on the water my entire life.”
Megan felt like she could listen to his voice all day. The slight accent and the way his lips formed around his words sounded like music to her ears. Laura asked him another question and again he answered without his eyes leaving Megan. Megan blushed from his attention, trying to think of something clever to ask. She thought she had a question, but as she opened her mouth, the waiter arrived with their food.
“You said that your aunt lives here in town, yes? Perhaps I have met her?” He asked as the waiter placed food in front of each of them. Megan began telling him of her aunt, the two of them falling into easy conversation. Laura chimed in once in a while, but carefully sat back letting the two of them talk. She smiled as she watched him lean closer towards Megan, his face and hands animated as he they talked. Laura felt a twinge of jealousy as he flirted with Megan, unintentionally leaving Laura out of their conversation.
This is what Megan must feel like all the time, Laura thought. The thought surprised her. She was always the center of male attention and it felt strange not to have him interested. A bubble of resentment floated through her, but as she looked at her friend’s smiling face it quickly disappeared. She is head over heels for him. And he can’t get enough of her! The two of them were lost in their own little world as Laura carefully observed them. She felt a rush of happiness for her friend, and decided to help her out. She smiled happily to herself, enjoying watching them fall for each other as she constructed a simple plan.
Gabriel’s hand was slowly creeping towards Megan’s. Laura kept sending it mental cheers as though it were a football player moving the ball towards the goal. When his hand rested a mere inch from Megan’s, Laura thought her brain might explode from the energy she was sending towards it. She thought she might kill the waiter when he suddenly interrupted them to drop off the check. Gabriel’s hand floated away from Megan’s to the check, a silent groan filling her as it broke the spell. Gabriel handed the waiter a black credit card, waving the two girls off as they offered to pay their share. Laura hoped that they would fall back into their previous conversation, but Gabriel’s phone rang as the waiter returned. He excused himself to answer it, standing and moving slightly away from the table. His eyes darkened as he spoke quickly into the phone, something obviously not pleasing him. Megan’s eyes never left him, a small smile glued to her lips.
“Je suis désolé, but I must excuse myself, mademoiselles. I am looking forward to this evening, mes amis. Ciao!” he said regretfully as he backed away from their table. They shouted out their thanks and goodbyes as he walked away, speaking carefully into his phone. Laura smiled at Megan’s happy glazed expression, knowing her friend had just had the best lunch of her life.
***
Megan had watched him leave the restaurant filled with a giddy happiness. He had paid all his attention to her; she could still feel the heat of his hand as it had gotten close to touching hers. His smile, his eyes were all she could remember, the entire lunch a blur of attraction. She closed her eyes to remember it more clearly when a horrible thought struck her. He was doing this to get to Laura. Of course. Why would an incredibly attractive wealthy man spend his time on her unless he knew it was the way to get to Laura. She remembered the beach the day before and how Laura had shunned the young men who hadn’t invited them both. Mr. Aubert was just smarter than them.
She felt a deep sense of hopelessness fill her. He didn’t want her; he was using her to get to Laura. She looked over at Laura as they began walking towards another shop. She was perfect. Gorgeous. The windows of the shop reflected their differences in glaring detail. She felt like a fool. Laura babbled on about how he never took his eyes off of Megan, how beautiful she was going to look tonight, but she knew the truth. It had happened too many times before. She had been passed over for Laura too many times not to see this coming. She tried to tell Laura, but Laura would have nothing of it.
“Quit it! He likes you OK? I saw it. Quit putting yourself down- I won’t have it, do you understand? This night is going to be about you and I will not have you saying things that aren’t true.” Laura fumed at her when Megan tried to tell her that there was no way someone as handsome as him would be interested in someone like her. Megan stepped back, trying to avoid the heat in her gaze. Fine. I’ll play your game. You can dress me up, but at the end of the night, it is you he will be taking home. At least I’ll look pretty.
***
She nearly didn’t recognize the beautiful woman in the mirror. The blue dress hugged her hips, giving her a perfect hourglass shape while the low scoop neck showed off her cleavage to full advantage. With Laura’s help, her hair and light makeup made her look like a movie star. Laura had somehow coaxed her thick hair into gentle waves that flowed down her back.
“See, you are gorgeous. There is no way he is going to be able to resist you.” She had said. For a moment Megan even let herself believe it. She closed her eyes and remembered the spark that had passed between them when their hands touched and the way his eyes glowed at her in the dark. A thin flame of hope started to burn deep within her despite her best efforts to keep it down.
Laura wore simple linen slacks and a pale blue shirt, and put her hair in a ponytail as they left the house. She still managed to look beautiful, and Megan felt a quiver of jealousy shoot through her. Even without dressing up Megan thought she looked prettier. She looked to the mirror again, trying to convince herself that she was beautiful and that Gabriel would want her over Laura.
Laura steadied Megan as she wobbled on her heels down the wooden planks of the pier. Megan suddenly wished she had worn different shoes, but Laura had convinced her that these went with the dress and that she would be taking them off on the boat anyway. She could see the giant yacht at the end of the pier, Gabriel standing on the bow waiting for them to arrive. She felt like she floated the last hundred yards to the gangplank of his yacht.
Megan’s hands felt unnaturally sweaty as she tried to smooth them on her dress. She felt hot and uncomfortable, the low cut of the dress making her feel extremely exposed. Gabriel smiled down at her as he reached out a hand to guide her aboard. His hand felt hot and strong, the same electric current shooting through her as they touched. Once she was safely aboard, he held her hand for a moment longer than necessary. She pulled out of his fingers, blushing a bright scarlet. Gabriel turned and offered his hand to Laura.
“I am afraid I won’t be able to join you tonight- I am suddenly not feeling well. You two please have a wonderful evening without me though!” she said as she slowly backed away from the ship. Laura purposefully ignored the look of terror on Megan’s face at being left alone.
“Are you sure?” Gabriel asked her, his hand slowly retreating. He was trying to look disappointed, but too much happiness was shining through. She smiled up at him and nodded.
“You two have a wonderful time. You’ll see that she gets home safe? I won’t wait up, so don’t worry about coming home late, Megs.” Laura started walking down the pier, a triumphant grin spreading across her face. She felt a burst of happiness for her friend as she walked back towards town.
***
Megan watched Laura walk away, her heart pounding with anxiety. She had no idea what Laura was doing leaving her alone with Gabriel. Granted, she wanted to be alone with him more than anything, but she was sure that Gabriel was interested in Laura, not her. And now she was stuck in a situation where her dream guy was going to tell her he wasn’t interested. She sighed, tears threatening to fill her up at the rejection she knew she was going to receive. She started heading towards the gangplank, her throat tight. He touched her shoulder, stopping her from moving forward. Her breath caught at his touch. She wished he would never stop touching her.
“Where are you going? Do you also not feel well?” his concerned face filled her vision. She hoped he couldn’t see the tears forming as she desperately looked at her feet to get away from his eyes.
“I know that you don’t want to go out with just me. I don’t want to waste your evening, so I’ll just go.” She was proud that her voice didn’t crack.
“What? Why would you think that, ma chérie?” he asked her, moving in front of her and putting his hands on her shoulders. She couldn’t look up at him, tears brimming in her eyes as she shared the fear that filled her heart.
“Why would you want me when you can have someone as beautiful as her?” she whispered, not daring to look up into his face. She stared down at their feet, wishing she could just disappear into the deck. He put his hand under her chin, tilting her face up with his fingers. She reluctantly looked up and into his eyes, losing herself in their sea of green.
“Because you are a beautiful woman. Because I want you, not her. You are a real woman. There are hundreds of girls with her kind of beauty, but only one of you. I thought I had made my interest in you clear at the restaurant. I... I am glad she isn’t coming,” he paused looking deeply into her eyes, making sure she clearly heard the next part. “I want you.”
Her world spun out of control. Megan could barely believe her ears, sure that they were playing tricks on her. He wanted her. He thought she was beautiful. He wanted her. Her body moved on its own volition, her body surging upward to kiss him. Their lips met, her hands trembling around his face as he pulled her closer, kissing her fiercely. It was the most passionate kiss she had ever experienced, her heart threatening to thud out of her chest.
His lips finally released her, as she gasped for breath. He kept her face close to his, his perfect smile all that she could see. She looked up into his eyes, surprised to see the fire of desire burning so brightly in them. He kissed her forehead, and grabbed her hand, pulling her onto the deck. He kissed her hand like a gallant knight as she sat by the railing, and with a grin he dashed towards the ropes holding the ship to land.
With practiced motions he released the vessel from the dock and pushed them out to sea. The engines purred as he maneuvered them to the dark blue water where the sails could be of use. They reached the deeper water and he turned off the engines, throwing an anchor over the side. He kept the sails secured and out of the wind, making sure that they floated just a few miles from shore. She could see the lights of the town slowly starting to twinkle in the distance. It seemed like something from a dream as she looked out on the glittering world. The moon reflected off the gentle waves, bathing her new world in a romantic glow. He came to her side and pulled her in for a second kiss. It was better than the first, lust seeping through the edges and burning into her skin. Every fiber of her being wanted him, and he obviously felt the same. She pressed into him, willing their bodies to join. He put his hands on either side of her face, carefully brushing a windblown tendril of hair from her eyes, as he looked into her soul. Megan felt like she didn’t need to breathe to live anymore, that all she needed was to be lost in those green eyes. She felt like a princess in those eyes.
He turned and led her to the aft deck where a small table sat with candles. An elegantly dressed man held a bottle of wine out to Gabriel as he guided her to her chair. He nodded and waved to the man with the wine, then indicated to the table.
“William, there will be just the two of us tonight.” His smile lit her world.
“Very good sir,” William instantly replied with a slight tilt of his head. He cleared the third table from the table, leaving the open bottle of wine chilling in a small bucket. Gabriel reached over and poured her a glass.
“I noticed you ordered white wine at the restaurant, I hope this is to your liking.”
She tasted it and smiled. It was perfect. She nodded her approval as William arrived with a covered tray, carefully serving them. The meal passed by in a happy daze. She remembered tasting some sort of delicious fish in a butter sauce, but she was far more enthralled by Gabriel. The two of them laughed, telling jokes and stories, giggling over their food. Gabriel listened intently whenever she spoke, his green eyes glowing with interest. No one had ever paid so much attention to her. It felt as though the world were revolving around her, spinning in heady circles. The stars moved silently overhead, the celestial bodies each taking their turn watching the young lovers.
William cleared the table, leaving only their half full wine glasses and the low flickering candle.
“That will be all for tonight, William.” Gabriel dismissed him, his eyes never leaving Megan.
“Good evening, Sir. Good evening miss.” He bobbed his head respectfully at both of them before disappearing into the darkness.
“How many people are aboard this ship anyway?” Megan suddenly asked, wondering how many people were watching her, she glanced behind her suspiciously.
“Other than you and I? Three. William, Jean-Pierre, and Annabeth. They have their own rooms below deck, so you don’t have to worry about them. They have been my sailing crew for years,” he reached out and held her hand. Megan bit her lip, wondering what they must think of her. Gabriel noticed her expression. “If you don’t want them here, I can have them leave.”
“We’re in the middle of the ocean on a boat. Where would they go?” She asked, imagining William in his fancy outfit swimming through the ocean towards shore.
“There is an inflatable raft that we use to go into port on long trips. It is easy enough to have them take it and go ashore. I will wake them up and have them leave if it will make you more comfortable.” He held her hand tightly, his eyes linked to hers. She thought about it for a moment. She had only seen William when he brought them their food; he had been polite and respectful, and it was well after midnight now. No need to wake them up.
“No, they are sleeping. Besides, if you send them away, who will pour our coffee in the morning?” She said, mostly joking.
His eyes lit up, apparently taking her more seriously than she thought he would. “Would you like to stay the night with me? I would like it very much if you did,” he answered. His voice sounded full of hope.
She could hardly believe her ears. It was everything she hoped for. “Yes, I would.”
His smile beamed at her. His happiness filled the deck, and he practically danced in his seat with joy. Megan felt strange to be the center of his happiness, but it felt comfortable and right. Everything felt like a puzzle falling into place with him. He stood and moved to her seat, offering his hand to help her stand. As she rose, the ship suddenly rolled on a large wave. He caught her easily, pulling her into his arms like they were dancing. He felt strong and safe. He laughed, the sound joyful, as his hand went to her chin to pull her in for a kiss.
She felt like her whole life had been leading to this experience, this moment. The universe had been smiling upon her the whole time, knowing that this was what awaited her. The cruel children’s taunts, the lonely nights, the tears of shame, were all so that this moment could be this sweet. She thought her heart might burst from happiness. Never had any man shown this much care and attention to her. She felt her heart slipping into his pocket, knowing that he was all she ever wanted. It felt so incredibly fast, yet incredibly right to be falling in love with him. As she looked into his eyes, she knew he felt the same.
He smiled, and grabbed her hand, leading her to the master suite. She was stunned by the luxury of the room, as it looked like it belonged more in a fancy hotel than a ship. An oversized bed sat in the center of the room, mahogany wood wrapping it to the floor and matching the walls and dressers. She could see satin bed sheets and large fluffed pillows, a soft glow coming from two impressive lamps. It was all nautical themed, with fish carved into the walls to look like the ocean was surrounding them. The elegance of it all took her breath away. He closed the door softly behind her as she stared at the elegance of the room. She quickly lost interest in it though as he stood behind her and wrapped an arm around her waist. With his other hand, he pulled her hair to the side and began kissing down her neck. Every kiss was whisper soft, driving her crazy with every silky touch. She moaned softly, her body aching to have him. He continued to kiss her as he found the zipper running down her back. It slowly gave way, opening before him.
She turned slowly around, stepping back slightly as she pulled the dress from her shoulders and let it fall to the ground. His eyes grew dark with desire as he looked her over. No one had ever looked at her so lustfully, so eagerly. She felt a boldness enter her, a yearning to give herself completely to him because he wanted her. She had never felt this way before. Never had she thought of herself as beautiful, but as he looked at her, his eyes devouring every inch, she felt like a divine goddess.
He quickly stripped himself of his shirt, leaving him in only dark blue slacks. His arms were well muscled from sailing, his chest muscular and smooth. She carefully slid out of her heels as he loomed over her, his masculine scent filling her senses. He kissed her again, his hands running across the bare skin of her shoulders and back. Her hands pressed into his stomach, feeling his muscles tighten as he pulled her in closer.
“You’re shaking…” he whispered in her ear, wrapping his arms around her. “Is everything all right? We can stop…”
“No! No, please don’t stop. I have never wanted anything in my life so badly as I want you. I am just afraid this is a dream and I will wake up. I am scared this night is going to end and I am going to go back to back to… to being normal.” She looked up at him, her eyes big with hope and fear. She couldn’t go back to playing second fiddle after being with him. She had finally tasted what it felt like to be the winner, to be wanted. Megan could feel the ropes of her insecurities creeping around her.
“I have waited for someone like you for so long. Megan, I have never felt this way about anyone. Especially never so quickly. Since I saw you, I have been able to think of nothing else. Every time I close my eyes, it is your smile I see.” His voice cracked, so full of emotion she thought it might somehow burst. “I wasn’t sure if it was all in my head, but then in the restaurant. I felt such a connection to you, something I couldn’t resist. Something I didn’t want to resist. I was so afraid you wouldn’t come tonight, that you would change your mind. I can’t tell you how wonderful tonight has been for me.”
He caressed her face, running his fingers down her cheek. His eyes burned a fiery green, truth shining out of every word. His words sliced through the ropes of insecurity and fear. She felt a sudden sense of freedom. Her body ached to feel him, to give substance to his words. Megan reached her hands up, bringing his handsome face into a kiss. She drank him in like he was oxygen. His masculine taste and smell filling her senses, drawing forth a carnal need. As she pushed herself against him, she could feel his growing erection pushing back at her. Yes. I want you. She wasn’t sure if she whispered it out loud, or if he read her mind, but he kissed her as if she had shouted it.
He put his hands on her hips and gently pushed her back onto the bed. She sat down, and reached behind her, unclasping her bra and then slowly removing it. His pupils dilated as he looked at her breasts, his face full of need. He lowered his face to her breast, his mouth open hungrily; he found one nipple, gently caressing it with his tongue, then sucking on it until it was a hard pink nub. His hand found her other breast, cupping it and squeezing its plumpness in his palm. She moaned, rising her hips up towards his, the dull ache in her middle calling out to be filled
She slid to the center of the beautiful bed, lying down as he climbed on top of her, kissing her shoulders and collar bone. She could feel his erection pushing through the fabric of his pants and into her leg. Her fingers dug into his hair, pulling his face into her chest as he kissed her breasts. He pushed his crotch towards her, his hardness questing towards her heat.
He slowly began kissing down from her breast, down her stomach to her underwear line. With short sweet kisses he traced the top of her lacy panties, his tongue leaving a small wet line across her skin. She shuddered with anticipation as he slowly began working them off of her hips, inching them down an inch at a time. She raised her hips and he slid the small piece of fabric off, working it down her legs and then onto the floor. He could smell her juices running as she spread her legs before him.
With sensual slowness, he traced the length of her slit, from the top of her pubic bone down to her ass. The soft touch made her quiver with excitement and she spread her legs wider to allow him access. He leisurely began to pull her labia apart, revealing her opening to him like a flower. He ran his thumb across her clit, feeling it swell at his touch. He then raised its little hood, pinching it gently between his pointer and middle finger, swirling it in a small circle. The sudden onslaught of pleasure made her cry out and arch her hips, and she began to grind her hips to his beat. He smiled and a low chuckle left his throat as he began working her towards a climax. She reached up and began to play with her own nipples, pinching them and rubbing them into hard nubs of sensation. A throbbing tension was building in her core, the dam holding her pleasure back weakening. He began rubbing his thumb across her opening, barely sliding it into her. His hand was quickly covered in her juices, his thumb sliding deeper and deeper with ever stroke. She could feel the dam break, a tsunami of sensation rushing through her. Every inch of her skin felt like it was made of fire and pleasure, her body vibrating with bliss. He dove his thumb deep into her wet recesses as she contracted her muscles. A whimper of joy escaped her lips as the seas of her pleasure finally subsided.
He stood, and removed his pants, tossing them carelessly to the ground. His underwear immediately followed, but before he could get back on the bed, she was sitting at the edge of the bed. Her eyes were level with his now free cock, and she licked her lips as it filled her vision. She reached a hand up, and stroked it from the tip of the head down to the line between his balls. She carefully wrapped her hand around its base, and kissed the fully engorged head. A small pearl of wetness leaked out, and she licked it up like a delicacy. She looked up at him through her eyelashes as she guided him into her mouth. She began moving her head back and forth, sucking and moving her tongue, her hand firmly squeezing the base. He groaned and put his fingers into her hair, losing himself in his pleasure. She listened as his words slipped into French, his head tipped back as he concentrated on the sensations.
When she felt like he was wet enough, she licked him one last time and then lay back on the bed, her legs spread and ready for him. She was used to men jumping on her at this point, but he dropped to his knees in front of her. When she looked at him quizzically, he replied, “Ma chérie, the gift you have given me must be given back. Surely the men in America do the same for you, no?” She blushed. It had been ages since a man gave her oral pleasure, and she propped herself up on her elbows and smiled.
She kept her knees bent as he licked up the inside of her calf, making eye contact with her the whole time. As he moved past her knee, she straightened her legs back out, and he reached around both legs. She had feared that she would look even bigger, but his massive arms were able to wrap around her legs with ease. Right before he lowered himself to her velvet folds, he gave her a wink and a smile, and she gasped with how good he looked. Then, he dove in. She felt his stubble brush against the inside of both her legs at once, and his tongue went right for her clit.
She collapsed back on her back, her hands immediately going for her breasts. His tongue slithered around her clit like a little snake, pushing and stimulating her in just the right way. The pleasure just kept building and building, and soon she felt her legs tensing with the pleasure. She had to keep herself from squeezing his head, a task she found a little difficult.
He removed his tongue from her clit and looked up at her. “Ma belle chérie, you must relax.”
She laughed, the first time she had since getting on the boat. Her hands went to fan her face, feeling little drops of sweat forming on her forehead. “I don't know how you do that. No one has ever caused me that much pleasure before. I didn't want to hurt you if I enjoy myself too much.”
He smiled, clearly enjoying the compliment. “You relax, and enjoy yourself. You will not enjoy this unless you let yourself go, and if you do not enjoy this, then I will not enjoy this.” With that, he dove back into her tender sex.
She instantly let herself become relaxed, and it was amazing how much faster she climbed towards her climax. He relentlessly stimulated her pleasure centers, and soon she found herself squeezing again. She let it happen, and a few seconds later, found herself tensing for the inevitable. Her hips arched, and she grabbed Gabriel's hair. The ship's cabin exploded into a blend of colors and light as she experienced the greatest sexual joy she had ever known. She moaned loudly as her hands went to the bed, gripping the sheets in ecstasy.
As her orgasm wound down, he stopped. She lay there, still gasping. Sweat ran into her eyes, but she still managed to look up at him. He looked like a beast uncaged, desire to be satiated overwhelming him. “La petite mort,” he said, and she smiled at the flowery French phrase for orgasm. He wasted no time. “I must have you,” he said. She nodded her head slowly and closed her eyes, spreading her legs and baring herself to him.
He moved above her, positioning his cock at her dripping hole. With wonderful pressure, he pushed himself into her, their eyes locked as they joined for the first time. She felt his fullness within her as she lost herself in the green of his eyes. He began to rock in and out, slow at first, but quickening as he found a pattern. She wrapped her legs around his, her hands grabbing at his perfect ass, fingers digging into the muscle. He reached down and grabbed her hand, first one and then the other, bringing them above her head and pinning them there. He leaned in and kissed her, and the light taste of her sex was still on his lips. Soon, though, she could not hold the kiss, as the pleasure became too much, and her moans needed to be released. He continued to thrust as he kept her pinned beneath him, her head lashing from side to side as he filled her to her core.
He finally released her hands, instead leaning forward and wrapping his arms around her body. He then flipped them both, rolling so that she was now on top. She yelped in surprise, but quickly sat up and began bouncing on his cock. He grabbed her hips, guiding her up and down as she rode him. Her breasts bounced wildly as she found the position that felt best for her, her clit grinding against his pubic bone. He let his hands switch between grabbing her ass to fondling her breasts. She closed her eyes, letting her head hang back. She drank every sensation in. His body radiated heat, and it burned her like fire. Every moan he made, every breath she took in like water in the desert. She could feel his eyes, watching and wanting; she opened her own to look down at him, his eyes brighter than she thought possible. She pushed herself deeper onto him, throwing her body at him. He captivated her, their eyes locked as they let their bodies merge.
With a quick upward thrust, he picked her up. He easily supported her weight with his huge arms, and she wrapped her arms around his neck. The two of them locked eyes as they writhed against each other. He turned her back toward the bed, gently setting her down. He lay on one of her sides while pushing her so that they were spooning. She put a leg in the air as he pushed himself within her, and she lowered her leg. He reached around her neck, grabbing one of her breasts while directing her movements with his other hand at her hip. He soon began gasping with pleasure as her ass rubbed against him. His breath felt like magic in her ear, and his hand squeezed her breast with delight. As they matched rhythm, he bit into her shoulder with passion and desire, and she moaned loudly. It was heaven.
She could feel how good it was feeling for him, and thought he might never want to stop. However, he took her shoulder in his hand and pushed her over. She giggled, and he knelt behind her. The giggle turned into a gasp as he pulled on her hips, bringing her to her hands and knees. She could feel her desire searing through her , as though her bones were made of burning coal. She waved her ass enticingly at him, wordlessly begging him to dive into her deep recesses yet again. He grabbed her hips and thrust into her, feeling her wet velvet folds surround him. She was perfect. His hands ran along the curve of her ass, the bend of her thighs, the arch of her back; a bead of sweat dripped down her spine, accentuating the perfect flow of her body. Her hair still hung in cascading waves, moving like the ocean as he pounded into her. He grunted with delight as he plunged in again and again. The view of him diving into her, her pussy enveloping him was better than he imagined. Everything about her screamed perfection. He reached back and smacked her ass, a sharp crack filling the room. She cried out with pleasure as he spanked her again. He loved the way her ass felt on his hand, the way it shook when it made contact. He could feel himself growing, the need inside of him about the explode. His body ached to touch her everywhere, to fill her with his seed. He wanted her with every cell of his body, her beauty only increasing with every moment he spent with her. With a groan, his body seized and then released his seed deep inside of her. She screamed with pleasure as it filled her, his thrusts coming frenzied in the last moment. He continued to fill her, until his knees buckled from pleasure. He traced his hand down the curve of her spine, her hair soft and her skin like satin.
She lay in front of him as he curled around her. His hand traced the curves of her breasts and hips, his fingers still full of heat and desire.
“You are so beautiful,” he whispered between gasps.
And she finally believed him.
***
Laura sat on the beach, watching the waves roll in and out under the moon. It was quiet and peaceful, the world sleeping as she watched a small light bobbing in the water. She wondered if it was Gabriel and Megan. She smiled at the thought of their happiness, and let the waves wash over her feet.
***
Megan woke to sunlight streaming onto her face. The large bedroom window’s curtains hung open, the bright blue ocean all she could see. The windows were open all night- someone could have seen us! She thought for a panicked moment before the absurdity of it hit her. They were miles offshore, so no one could have possibly seen through the open window. She giggled softly at herself as she rolled onto her side, looking for Gabriel.
“What are you laughing at?” he asked her, his eyes bright as he lay watching her.
“That we left the windows open for all to see. How long have you been watching me?” She suddenly felt self conscious, running a nervous hand to her disheveled hair.
“Not long. You are beautiful when you sleep. You look so peaceful and content. I didn’t want to wake you.” Gabriel murmured as he leaned over and kissed her. She began to kiss him back, but suddenly pulled away, covering her mouth. He gave her a puzzled look as she kept her hand securely over her lips.
“Morning breath” she whispered as she pulled the sheet up around her. He laughed, and caught her up in his arms.
“Ma chérie, I do not care about your morning breath!” his mouth coming close to hers. She held perfectly still as he kissed her softly. He continued to kiss her until she finally smiled and kissed him back.
“Can I go clean up now?” She scowled playfully at him. He pulled her even closer to him, as he pretended to think. She could smell herself on him, their mingled sweat from a night of passion still on the sheets. He kissed her cheek, his face rough against hers where his beard had begun to grow, then let her go. She grinned at him and tried to slide out of bed with one of the sheets.
“Where are you going with the bed?” he asked her innocently as he gripped the sheet in his hands. She pulled on it, trying to get him to let go so she could wrap it around her so he couldn’t see. He shook his head no, a mischievous smile covering his face. She sighed and let go of the sheet, deciding that if she had to go naked, she would go with style. She puffed out her chest, and set out for the bathroom. She wiggled her hips, and stopped halfway, turning to pose like a model on the catwalk. His green eyes glowed with desire as he looked at her, and she no longer felt silly, but rather incredibly sexy. The shift in emotion surprised her; she had never felt sexy like that before. Then again, no one had ever looked at her the way Gabriel was looking before either.
She quickly cleaned up in the master bathroom. She found a comb and smoothed her hair, some toothpaste that she rubbed on her finger for an improvised toothbrush, and ran some water on her face. She sauntered back into the bedroom feeling like she could take on the world. Gabriel welcomed her back into his arms, mussing her hair as he held her close.
“What would you like for breakfast, ma chérie?” he murmured into her ear. She turned to face him, their faces close enough that she barely had to move if she wanted to kiss him.
“Um, what do you have?”
“Anything you want.”
“Pancakes and eggs?” she asked hopefully.
“With or without chocolate chips?” he grinned at her, turning to pick up a phone on the nightstand.
“With. Oh, and coffee!” she added. Someone on the other end answered as he rattled off her breakfast request. She could hear a female oui on the other end before he set the phone back in its cradle. He cuddled her back into him, whispering sweet words into her hair. She giggled, and the two of them began to whisper secrets. It wasn’t long before there was a knock on the door. Gabriel jumped up and opened it, a silver serving tray on the doorstep. He carefully brought it in and set it on the bed, raising the lid to reveal their breakfast. It was the most beautiful breakfast platter she had ever seen. It looked like a work of art instead of a meal. She began to pour the coffee as Gabriel fished two terry cloth robes from a closet. She wrapped herself in the soft material as they began to eat.
She was sure she was still fast asleep. Any moment her alarm would wake her and send her back into her gray world where her dates left before they fell asleep. Where she was never served breakfast, let alone breakfast in bed. She prayed to never wake from this dream, to never wake from this golden world where his green eyes never left her. To never leave this moment, where she felt wanted and beautiful. Megan thought she could cry from happiness. It had to be a wonderful dream. She waited until Gabriel focused on his food, and she pinched the inside of her wrist as hard as she could. Pain shot through her as she bit down a yelp. It was the most wonderful sensation she had ever experienced, because it meant the morning was real.
After breakfast, Gabriel pulled her out onto the deck. She felt a little silly wearing nothing but a bathrobe, but his childlike enthusiasm pulled her forward. They stood out in the sunshine, the waves lapping gently at the boat, a seabird flying overhead. Gabriel stood behind her, wrapping his arms around her as they stared out at the horizon.
“Will you have dinner with me tonight again, ma chérie?” he cooed into her ear. She turned to look at him, his beautiful green eyes catching hers and never letting go.
“I would do anything with you, Gabriel,” she whispered, her voice betraying her emotions. Happiness radiated off him in waves as he pulled her in for a kiss. His lips pressed into hers, his tongue questing for her sweetness. She whimpered with pleasure into his mouth, his arms surrounding and supporting her as her knees went weak.
“Perhaps we could go back to the bedroom?” she gasped when he finally released her lips from his. A impish smile took hold of his features, the wind blowing his dark hair across his eyes.
“Why bother going back to the bedroom?”
Curves on the Topless Beach
“I cannot believe how lucky we are Megs. I mean, look at this beach!” Laura said as they drove down the dirt road that ran parallel to Gabriel's private beach.
Megan couldn't believe how lucky she was either, for many reasons. After the night of passionate sex with Gabriel, she had, at any moment, expected the rug to be pulled out from under her. It had been almost a week, and things had only gotten better. When they pulled up the dirt road to the billionaire's beach house, she had half expected the code that he had texted her not to work. Of course, it worked, and the two drove up.
“A parking lot? This guy must throw some nice parties,” Laura said. Megan looked at his beach house. Large but not too extravagant, with a huge covered patio to the side of it. The perfect party house, she thought. The two women grabbed their towels and made their way to the beach.
They laid their towels down on two chairs waiting under two parasols, and they took off their clothes to reveal their bathing suits. Laura immediately took her top off, revealing her small, perky breasts. To Laura's surprise, Megan did the same.
“Well, I guess he has made you more confident,” Laura said. Megan smiled. It wasn't as though she was more confident, it was that the only person that would see them down here would be Gabriel, and she was absolutely comfortable around him. She had been more intimate with him in the past few days than she had ever been with a man, and he seemed to be opening up to her as well.
That's not to say that they had spent all of the last few days together. Even though he was technically on his vacation, Gabriel was a busy man, as she knew many successful men were. However, he seemed to want to spend every moment he could with her. He had his personal helicopter fly him around several times between business centers and the French resort town just so he could see her. Right at that moment he was at a board meeting, but he was going to meet the two of them and they would be going to dinner at Megan's aunt's house.
“You're going to want some of this for sure,” Laura said as she tossed Megan the sunscreen. Megan thanked her as she squirted some in her hand and began to coat the easily burned areas of her body. She paid special attention to her own breasts. They had not got much sun in the first part of this vacation and the tan lines were very obvious. She made sure to get every inch of her large boobs, thankful that at least her curves had meant that she was blessed in this department.
The two laid down and began to tan. Megan started on her stomach, letting the sun bake her back. The alarm on her cell phone went off, and the two women flipped over, Megan onto her back and Laura on her stomach. A few minutes later, Megan saw Laura perk up a little bit. “Hey there!” she said, raising herself up on her elbows.
Megan chuckled to herself. Where most girls would cover themselves a little, Laura was confident enough to expose herself. Megan continued to lie there, not even turning around to look back at Gabriel, hopefully giving him a little show before they went out. She had no problem with his eyes on her, and Laura's eyes were obviously elsewhere. In fact, she was staring at something. Was that jealousy shining through? No, she must just be being friendly. Unless...
“Who's your friend?” Laura asked.
Megan jumped up, instantly reaching for her tankini top and covered her chest. Gabriel chuckled. As she looked over, she saw two men dressed in white khakis and white t-shirts, both muscular and tall. The one with brunette hair she knew, and the one with blonde hair she did not. The one that she knew looked at her lovingly, with eyes only for her. The other's eyes were fixated directly on Laura.
“Relax, ma cherie. This is Jean-Pierre, my first mate. He has agreed to take Mademoiselle Laura to the Champs-Élysées to buy a dress and shoes. You will of course be taking my helicopter so that you can make it back in time for dinner,” he explained.
Laura practically jumped out of her beach chair. She walked up to the buff man and held out her hand, looking for a handshake. “Nice to meet you, Jean-Pierre,” she said.
Jean-Pierre grabbed her hand gently and slowly brought it to his lips. When he kissed it, Laura turned red, and it wasn't from the sun's kiss on her skin.
“Jean-Pierre also doesn't speak a word of English, but I know that shouldn't be a problem for you,” Gabriel continued.
Laura smiled. “No problem at all.” She turned around and quickly threw her clothes on. Megan lowered her tankini top, deciding that Jean-Pierre was no one to be self-conscious around.
Laura gave Megan a kiss on the cheek before leaving. “See you tonight!” she said, then happily took Jean-Pierre's arm as he lead her to the helipad, conveniently just as Gabriel's helicopter flew by overhead, coming in for a landing.
Megan turned her attention to Gabriel, who was looking her up and down. She posed for him, which seemed silly but he drank it up. She got one last look at Laura before she boarded the helicopter.
“Will she be back by dinnertime? It may be awkward with just the two of us and my aunt,” she said.
“I have given Jean-Pierre specific instructions to be back by dinnertime. After dinner, however,” Gabriel smiled, “I have a feeling he will give Laura a night she will never forget.”
Megan smiled. Laura hadn't slept with anyone since she got here. How could she, with her favorite wingman off doing her own thing every night? With Megan busy with Gabriel, Laura had spent most of her evenings with Auntie instead of out and about. She had been expecting some wild and crazy nights, and she deserved at least one before they went back home.
“For now, however, I think we should enjoy the afternoon. Care to join me for a swim?” he asked.
She beamed at him, her radiant smile giving him goosebumps. “I would love to,” she said, and started to put back on her top.
“What are you doing?” he asked. Megan looked at him like it was a dumb question, and he continued. “This is a private beach. There is no one around for miles!”
She was unsure, but he began to disrobe. He stripped off his t-shirt and kicked off his sandals. The khakis came off in an instant. Megan wondered if he would go swimming in his briefs, but he answered that question quickly by pulling those off too. He stretched, completely naked in front of her, and suddenly she didn't feel very self conscious at all.
“Ok, I'll go topless, but I'm keeping my bottoms on,” she said with a grin.
He ran ahead of her kicking at the water like a child. She took her time, not because she was self conscious, but because she wanted to appear as sexy as possible. By the time she got to the water's edge, he was up to his neck in the water.
“I hear the French sharks are quite vicious this time of year. Come in and protect me from them!” he called to her. She walked into the water, pushing it lightly with her hands, trying to appear as calm and sexy as she could. It worked; she looked like a goddess in the clear water.
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