Dangerous Destiny
“The Right Moves” 

The concert was just about ready to begin. The crowd roared and the lights flashed into the darkness. The beat pounded hard, rhythmic and rhyming throbbing, hot and dangerous into the night. The crowd swayed to the bass, as the drums let loose a groove that hypnotized the arena of fans.    

She opened her mouth; her lips were red and full of passion.  Her voice soared through the darkness as the spotlights danced across her muscular form.  Now her soulful voice rumbled across the stage with one flip of her long braids and one raised black eyebrow she gazed into his eyes.  Her husband, the prominent actor stood in the pitch black of the backstage area lit by a dim stage light.    

 His white teeth pierced the darkness as his tall lean body moved in time to the music, Shalease went by her stage name even at home with her husband Marcus Banks. She smiled at him as the sweat glistened across her chiseled abs. He mouthed the words to the duet with his wife as she performed on stage. 

They went through the motions of the dance and the lyrics of the song. They remembered the night they spent together on the beach in the Caribbean.  They had crept out onto the shadowy beach while the ripples of deep dangerous waves rushed to the shore like a pounding heartbeat. 


Marcus Banks slithered into the darkness of the dusk and he walked toward Shalease he released his robe from around his waist.  He let the damp robe drop to the wet sand of the beach. The moonlight glistened off of his rippling abs and shimmered off of his blinding white teeth. He was naked and ready to wrap his thick muscular biceps around Shalease. 


Shalease walked toward him with a sly smile stretching across her face. His male member began to stretch toward her in a motion of passion.  She had walked toward him allowing her robe to fall from her nude black body. The breeze blew across her sienna skin glowing wet with salty sweat in the moonlight.  


Finally, they met each other naked and freed from the prying eye of fans, or so they had hoped.  They embraced feeling the throbbing sensation of pleasure, ecstasy, and endless love approaching.  Her breasts pulsed pushing against his broad muscular chest.  


Beads of sweat, tears, and ocean water mingled with the unmistakable taste of lust. Shalease kissed and caressed Marcus.  He suddenly grabbed her tightly, taking firm control and they had knelt together on their knees. They kissed as his tongue searched the wet warmth of her, the willing woman within. He probed her mouth succulent and savory, like the true essence of love. 


He entered her with a searing sense of sexual gratification to come.  His male member thrust forward piercing and penetrating the tender tangles of her flesh. The blood rushed through him. He pushed inside her in a rhythmic and romantic motion.  


They moved together now languishing on the beach rolling in the waves of love’s deep, damp, ocean.  His luscious lips suckled her frail female flesh until she quivered with the slightest caress.  She had come throbbing from within like a roll of ocean tide crashing to the shore of their love.  

He had looked into her eyes and smiled as the orgasm rushed over her shaking her to her very core. Now Shalease was on stage performing live and the lyrics to the music seemed to echo their lives. 

Marcus mouthed the words to their duet.  He had started out as a rapper and had gone into acting.  Now he could stand and watch his wife perform on stage with excitement as he rapped the words to the song off stage, putting the spotlight only on Shalease.   

“Shalease it’s me and you and there is nothing in the world that we can’t do!”

“Marcus, its time to break it down and if you got game then stick around!”

“Baby you are the one who was lost when I was found, I read my lines and my queen you wear a crown.”

“Your not just like the other players, your not on the rebound, your actin’ right you ain’t a dog or a hound.”

“Yeah, my movies are movin’ to the right sound.”

“Let my heart beat for you, baby, true and you see me through, my emotions unwound.”

“Shalease, pound for pound you’re the flyist girl in town…” 

He had just finished the last scene of his action movie; the wrap party was filled with Hollywood producers and fellow actors.  The rap game had not played him that hard.  

He still had some connections in the music industry, but he had vowed to concentrate on acting and his wife and family instead of his rap career.  He was one of the most sought after action stars in Hollywood.

As the crowd erupted with cheers the spotlight hovered over Shalease and her dancers gyrated, pumping their hips and grinding their bodies to the music that seemed to capture them like prisoners of emotion.  

While Candice, a professional basketball player and former Olympian bobbed her head in time to the music and knew every dance move.  Candice was Marcus’ sister and encouraged Candice’s professional basketball career.  

She had played with him in the backyard all of those years and beat her older brother at hoops. Standing six feet tall with long dreadlocks flowing to her shoulders, Candice commanded authority and had her own dark beauty.  

“Just look at my brother over there, he is doin’ his thang.”

“Yeah that Shalease just won’t quit, she got the right moves and the right groove!”

“Hey, you think that this place is safe, who is that moving around over there?”

“Oh, it ain’t nothin’ Candice, I got your back girl don’t you worry bout a thang!”

“Well, my back is injured this season and they got me on the bench like a rookie.”

“Don’t worry girl you got it together and your gonna make a comeback soon!”

