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			Chapter One

			They say things happen for a reason. Amanda Archer had always been a firm believer in that. She never boasted that she knew the whys or hows of it, but what she did know was that her descent into the darkness began two days before she met Marco. 

			She thought she had it all. She was twenty-five, had a top-paying job that she loved as an advertising executive, and lived in a trendy upscale apartment with a hot boyfriend that her friends just drooled over. Yep, she thought she had it all….

			Hearing a soft knock on her office door, Amanda looked up from the computer screen and saw her best friend and coworker, Caroline, shadowing the opening. Caroline wore the black dress pants and white long-sleeved blouse that was the signature uniform trademark of Glasko Advertising Agency, their employer. Amanda paused in the greeting she was about to utter when she noticed the expression on her friend’s face. Caroline looked as though she were ready to burst with excitement, with a huge smile splitting her petite face and her lively eyes dancing. Clutched in her trembling fingers was an impressive beige envelope. Her excitement was contagious, and Amanda couldn’t help but smile back as she rolled her chair away from her desk. “What’s going on?”

			Caroline rolled her eyes, bouncing on the balls of her feet. “You’ll never guess what I’m holding in my hands, Amanda.”

			Amanda laughed softly. “No, but you’re going to tell me, right?”

			Caroline squealed happily, bouncing on her feet again. “We got it, girl!”

			Amanda caught her breath, clenching her fists in anticipation. “Please tell me you’re talking about the advertising project we’ve been busting our butts on.” Caroline nodded frantically. Throwing her arms wide, Amanda laughed excitedly. “Yes! Thank you, God!”

			She sprung out of her chair, and Caroline flung herself into Amanda’s arms. “We did it. We did it. We did it!” Caroline squealed again as they jumped up and down in a circle. Letting go, Caroline backed away and spoke. “Charlie and Ray don’t know yet.”

			“Let me guess…we’re on our way to rub their noses in it, right?”

			“You better believe it!”

			“You know they’re going to be pissed.”

			“I’m counting on it.”

			“Girl, you’re so bad.”

			Caroline nodded as another giggle erupted. “Charlie’s an ass, and you know it.” Amanda nodded, and Caroline continued. “And Ray…well, Ray…uh…he’s just…you know....” Caroline shrugged, scrunching up her face. “Ray.” She dropped her voice an octave. “B-o-r-i-n-g.”

			Amanda shook her head, snickering at her theatrics. “Caroline. That’s not very nice. You know very well that Ray’s a nice guy.”

			Caroline threw her head back, laughing harder. “Yeah, well, he gets a bunch of points taken away for just hanging out with Charlie.”

			“I heard that!”

			Amanda’s eyes widened, her gaze darting to the doorway. “Charlie…uh…how long have you been standing there?”

			Crossing his arms over his chest, Charlie narrowed his slate-blue eyes to glare at them. Ruggedly handsome with a square jaw and straight nose, he wore his blond hair cropped close at the sides but long on top, falling rakishly across his forehead. He wore a long-sleeved white dress shirt with a black tie and black dress pants. Setting his jaw in irritation, he grumbled, “Long enough.”

			Caroline giggled again, causing Charlie’s glare to intensify, and she rolled her eyes. “Ah, come on, Charlie. It’s just a little inner office rivalry. Get over yourself.”

			He lifted an eyebrow. “How can knocking off points for hanging out with me be ‘just a little inner office rivalry’?”

			Amanda elbowed Caroline in the ribs and whispered, “He hasn’t heard the news yet?” 

			He glared into Amanda’s eyes. “News?”

			Caroline shrugged, whispering back, “I told you that they didn’t know yet.”

			Amanda frowned at her and grumbled, “Great.” Caroline’s smile grew as she shrugged her shoulders again, and this time Amanda rolled her eyes. She turned back to Charlie, pasting on an over-bright smile. “Yes, news, Charlie. You see, Caroline and I were awarded the De Lucia project.”

			He scowled, throwing out his hands in exasperation. “You’ve got to be fucking kidding me! What did you two do, fuck Walter?”

			Amanda’s eyes widened. He did not just go there. “Sure, Charlie. We had a real fucking orgy with Walter. It was a blast.” When he gave her a satisfied smirk, she rolled her eyes again. “No…Charlie, you know, you’re such an ass! Don’t be stupid. We didn’t sleep with Walter, and I don’t kid about work assignments.” She gazed past him, searching the hallway, checking to see if anyone had overheard his outburst. “You need to watch your language in the office, Charlie. You know Walter could be around the corner within earshot. Besides, we earned the job fair and square.”

			Amanda caught Caroline’s wince out of the corner of her eye. Charlie honed in on it, narrowing his eyes again, and demanded, “Do you know something we don’t know that you’re not sharing, Caroline?”

			She managed a weak shrug. “Mr. De Lucia insisted on having Amanda on the project. He told Walter that if Amanda wasn’t in charge, then Glasko Advertising wouldn’t get the contract. Walter readily agreed because, after all, it is a multi-million dollar project.”

			Amanda’s jaw dropped slack at her words.

			Charlie sharpened his glare on Amanda. “So, you are fucking Mr. De Lucia.”

			She glared back, setting her jaw. “Charlie, I don’t even know Mr. De Lucia. I don’t even know what he looks like.” She glanced at Caroline, her voice dropping to a whisper. “There’s got to be some mistake. He insisted that I head the project?”

			Caroline nodded. “He sure did, kiddo. It looks like you’re a hot commodity.”

			Amanda felt a lump grow in her throat; she swallowed hard to get past it. “No pressure there.”

			Caroline smiled again. “Look at it this way…Mr. De Lucia doesn’t seem to think you can do anything wrong.” Lifting her hand, she mock punched Amanda on the shoulder. “Milk it for all it’s worth, kiddo!” She reached over, looping her arm through Amanda’s, and tugged.

			Amanda hesitated. “Where are we going?”

			She winked playfully. “Did you forget that this project comes with perks? We now have penthouse offices.” She tugged again, and this time Amanda followed. “See you later, Charlie.”

			He shoved his hands into his pockets. “This isn’t over.”

			~*~

			Amanda pushed the “P” button in the elevator for the penthouse. It seemed strange to be going to see her new office on the penthouse floor. The only other people who had offices up there were the owners of Glasko Advertising Agency, John and Margo Glasko, and of course, Walter. Now they could add hers and Caroline’s names to that exclusive list.

			“Amanda, you’ve got that look.”

			“Caroline, stop. I don’t have any particular kind of look.”

			“Yeah, you do. You look like you’re thinking about walking into Walter’s office and refusing the job. I will tell you that you can forget that notion. Mr. De Lucia said there would be no account if you’re not on it, so—”

			Amanda sighed. “If I want to keep my job, then I’ll accept the account.”

			“You see? I knew that you had the brains to make top executive.”

			“Yeah, yeah, yeah….”

			Once the elevator doors opened, they stepped out into a spacious entrance. A huge mahogany office station was positioned in the center, housing a receptionist exclusive to that floor. Their friend Stacy had landed that cushy job about two years ago. 

			Stacey’s face split into a grin as Caroline and Amanda stepped off the elevator. She placed the phone back on the receiver, motioning them over to her workstation. “Look who decided to join me in the penthouse.”

			Amanda laughed. “Hi, Stacey. Yeah, it looks like we’re all going to be up here together.”

			“I’m so glad they finally told you two about the job because I’ve known all week, and I’ve been about to bust.”

			Caroline’s mouth gaped. “All week?”

			“Yep. They’ve been redecorating and putting lettering on the doors and everything.”

			Amanda suddenly felt uneasy. “Huh—that’s weird. Walter doesn’t have his name on his door. Why us?”

			Stacey shrugged. “Mr. De Lucia insisted, and what Mr. De Lucia wants, Mr. Lucia….”

			“…gets.” Stacey nodded as Amanda finished for her.

			“Amanda!”

			She jumped at Caroline’s reprimand. “What…?”

			“You’re doing it again. Get that ‘look’ off your face and just accept that good things do happen.”

			“I’m sorry. I can’t help it.”

			“You can help it. Your salary’s being doubled. If you can’t be happy about anything else, then be happy about that.”

			Caroline was right. Anybody else would be ecstatic about the promotion. It was just something about the way Amanda got it that put her nerves on edge. She had always worked hard, earning everything that she had achieved. She didn’t even know the man that insisted that she head the job. She’d never even seen him. It just felt…creepy. 

			Amanda smiled weakly at Caroline. “I guess you’re right.”

			Caroline huffed, “Girl, you need to see a shrink.” Then she smiled. “With that fat new paycheck, you’ll now be able to afford one.”

			“Haha, very funny.”

			Stacey chimed in. “Amanda, I don’t see what your problem is about Mr. Dreamy. He seems like a nice man.”

			Amanda raised an eyebrow at Stacey. “Mr. Dreamy?”

			She wiggled her eyebrows. “You know. Mr. De Lucia—Mr. D-r-e-a-m-y.”

			Now she had Amanda’s attention. “You’ve seen the elusive Mr. De Lucia?”

			Her toothy smile grew. “Yep.”

			Amanda stared at her. “And?”

			“And what?”

			Caroline sat on the edge of Stacey’s desk, leaning toward her. “Spill, Stacey. You can’t drop a huge hint like Mr. D-r-e-a-m-y and leave it at that.”

			She nodded. “Sure, I can.”

			“Stacey!” Caroline snapped, and Stacey jumped. Amanda couldn’t help but laugh at the two of them.

			“Oh, alright! Geez, can’t a girl have a little fun?” She sat back in her chair and gave her friends an exaggerated sigh. “He looks Italian, but I suppose with the last name of De Lucia, he would have to be. It even sounds Italian. You know the type. Dark complexion, ruggedly handsome features, jet black hair. He’s tall, about 6’5”. The way he fills out that Armani suit…mmm….” She wiggled her eyebrows again. “Hard not to stare at that tight ass as he walks away. He’s got the entire package.” She leaned forward, putting her elbows on her desk. “Amanda, he makes Jeffrey pale in comparison, and you know that I think your Jeffrey is totally hot.”

			It was common knowledge that both Stacey and Caroline thought Amanda’s boyfriend, Jeffrey, was hot. Sometimes she had the feeling that she’d better not leave them in the room alone with him for too long.

			Glancing over at Caroline, Amanda smirked. “I think she’s feeding us a line. He’s probably short and dumpy.”

			Stacey sat back in her chair again and splayed her hands. “What, you don’t believe me?”

			“Let’s just say I think you are exaggerating a bit.”

			“You’ll find out soon enough.”

			“I’m sure we will,” Amanda mumbled to herself.

			Caroline shook her head at Amanda as she stood back up. “Behave,” she whispered in Amanda’s direction, then spoke louder for Stacey’s benefit. “Stacey, we’ll catch you in a few. We’re going to check out our new offices.”

			“Stop nagging,” Amanda whispered back.

			“You know where I’ll be.” Stacey gave a secretive smile as she turned back to her computer monitors. “Oh, if someone calls, ring them through or take a message?”

			“Ring them through,” Amanda said over her shoulder as she headed toward her new office.

			~*~

			As Amanda entered the newly decorated office and looked around, taking everything in, a small smile formed on her lips. The room was fantastic…everything was shiny and new. The walls were papered in lavish beige linen and lined with magnificent, vibrant oil paintings. A huge desk, deep mahogany, sat in the center of the room. On the surface, dual flat-screen computer monitors were placed in the far corner. The keyboard was hidden on a tray under the edge. Amanda’s smile grew as she picked up the nameplate and ran her fingers over the elaborate black and gold lettering that read “Amanda Archer, Account Executive.” “This can’t be really happening,” she said as she put the nameplate down and turned around to gawk at the matching bookshelves lining the far wall. Artwork of various types adorned the shelves. She headed in that direction to admire the pieces. Everything, including the oils on the walls, shared a wolf theme. She ran her fingers gently over a medium-sized statue. “Wolf…hum, I never thought of decorating in this theme.” 

			She turned back toward the desk, noticing another smaller set of shelves behind the desk. A basket wrapped in brightly colored cellophane paper caught her eye. Next to it stood a vase with a dozen red roses. She picked up the card, reading the inscription.

			Amanda,

			I am looking forward to our time working together. Welcome to your new office. I hope that you like it. It was designed specifically with you in mind. Take the rest of the day off to celebrate. Enjoy the wine; it comes from my private stock. You deserve it.

			M. De Lucia

			Amanda put the note down and opened the cellophane on the basket. Inside was a bottle of red wine, a cheese ball, crackers, and a beef stick. She hefted the bottle out of the basket; it looked to be ancient, with an old-fashioned cork. Squinting her eyes, she read the faded label and caught her breath. The label had a hand-sketched wolf’s head and was handwritten in Italian; she couldn’t read a word of it…well, except for the date. The imprinted date was 1812. That bottle of wine was probably valued at a month’s salary or more. Placing it carefully back in the basket, she smiled. She knew exactly what she was going to do with it. The note said to take the rest of the day off and celebrate. Well, she’d do just that. She’d take the basket home to share it with Jeffrey and celebrate her promotion with an afternoon in bed with her favorite guy. He happened to have the day off, too, so she figured he’d like to share in her celebration.

		

	
		
			Chapter Two

			Traffic was awful. Traveling through Chicago’s downtown business district in the middle of the day was the one thing that Amanda hated about the area. The drive home normally took about fifteen minutes; today, it was forty-five minutes before Amanda reached her apartment on W. Kinzie St. due to a couple of traffic jams.

			Parking her Lexus in its reserved spot in the parking garage, she grabbed the basket and headed for the lobby, where she was greeted by Hank, the doorman, when she stepped off the service elevator. His eyes widened when he saw her. “Good afternoon, Miss Archer.”

			“Hello, Hank.”

			“It’s nice to see you home so early today.”

			His smile appeared cautious, and she thought that odd. Hank was usually a very friendly doorman. He was friends with her boyfriend, Jeffrey, and was usually friendlier to her for just that reason. Something was either weighing on his mind or bothering him. She tried looking into his eyes, and he looked away. He is definitely avoiding me, she thought. “Are you okay, Hank?”

			He cleared his throat behind a balled fist. “Never better. Can I get the elevator for you?”

			“Sure.”

			He punched the button, and the doors opened. “Have a good afternoon, Miss Archer.”

			“You too, Hank.”

			The plush elevator took her up to the apartment on the penthouse floor. As she unlocked the door and stepped inside, she set the basket on the floor just inside the doorway. She placed her purse and keys on the nearby table, then entered the living room. “Jeffrey, I’m home…oh, my God!”

			She had decided to surprise Jeffrey by coming home early with the news. Unfortunately, Jeffrey wasn’t the only one surprised. Amanda couldn’t believe her eyes. She had just caught Jeffrey and the building’s slut, Clair, carrying on like a couple of bunnies on the floor in front of the blazing fireplace.

			“Amanda! What are you…? You’re not supposed to be here!”

			“Obviously.”

			“Amanda, I can expl—” 

			She held up her hand to stop his speech and rounded on the blonde bimbo on the floor. “Clair, get your scrawny ass up and get out of my apartment!”

			“Don’t get your panties in a wad. I’m going.”

			Clair was getting up, but she wasn’t moving fast enough to suit Amanda. Amanda bent down, scooped up Clair’s clothes, and took a fist full of her bleach-blonde hair, dragging her to the door as Clair screeched in rage. But Clair wasn’t half as angry as Amanda was; she shoved Clair’s naked butt out the door, throwing her clothes after her. 

			She slammed the door and turned on Jeffrey. He had managed to slip into a pair of jeans while she was dealing with “the trash.” She placed her hands on her hips. “You know, I really thought we had something special, but obviously, I was mistaken.”

			“Amanda, baby, it wasn’t what it looked like.”

			She couldn’t believe her ears. If it hadn’t been so pathetic, she would have laughed. “It wasn’t what it looked like,” she repeated. “Right. Oh, and don’t call me baby.”

			“You’re upset.”

			Her mouth gaped. “You think?”

			“Yes. If you step back and look at the bigger picture, you will see that she didn’t mean anything to me. I love you, baby.”

			She nodded in disbelief. “You want me to look at the bigger picture?”

			“Y-e-s!”

			“Well, Jeffrey, let me tell you something.” She jabbed her index finger at his chest. “I did just ‘see’ the bigger picture. With my own eyes, I might add. What I saw was you fucking the building’s number-one slut. I caught you red-handed with your dick where it ain’t supposed to be. And let me tell you right now that I don’t want it anywhere near me again. Pack your shit and GET OUT!”

			“You can’t kick me out!”

			“I just did!”

			“But—”

			“Read my lips, Jeffrey. Get out. I don’t need you. I don’t want you anymore.”

			“Where am I supposed to go?”

			“You need somewhere to stay?” He looked away from her and nodded. “Why don’t you go ask that bleach-blonde bimbo for a place to stay?”

			He shook his head. “I don’t want Clair. I want you.”

			“You should have thought about that before you fucked Clair; now it’s too late.” She bent down and picked his shirt up off the floor, then threw it at him. “You have thirty minutes before I call security to have you forcibly removed.”

			Jeffrey didn’t own much, mainly his clothes, all of which fit into two large suitcases. Everything else belonged to Amanda: the apartment, the furniture, the checking account, the six-figure income…everything. In that moment, it dawned on her that the only things Jeffrey had going for him were a gorgeous face and a tight body. He was a waiter, and his income barely supported his expensive clothes and jewelry habits. The realization that she might have just been a free meal ticket did nothing but piss her off further.

			~*~

			She stood on the balcony staring at the water when she heard the front door slam behind her. It was strange. She had really thought she was in love with Jeffrey. They had been together for six months. When she heard that door slam, she should have felt pain and betrayal, but all she felt was relief that he was finally gone. She wasn’t happy by any means and was still pretty pissed off, but strangely she didn’t shed the first tear over Jeffrey.

			With his departure, she entered the apartment again. That’s when she remembered the basket by the front door.

			Positioning the basket on the kitchen island, she proceeded to unload it. The cheese ball and the beef stick were put in the refrigerator because her encounter with Jeffrey didn’t leave her with much of an appetite. Taking the bottle of wine out of the basket, she cradled it in her hands and stared at it glumly. “This was supposed to be a celebration.” The rich, blood-red liquid coating the inside of the bottle beckoned her with the promise of its sweet taste and oblivion. She made a decision that she would still celebrate, albeit by herself. She would celebrate the new job and Jeffrey’s departure from her life by tying on a good one.

			Amanda broke the seal and poured herself a tall glass of the wine. She took it with her into the living room, stopping briefly to turn on the stereo and pluck a romance novel off the bookshelf. A good book would take her mind off that cheating bastard. Settling on the couch, she tucked her feet beneath her and opened the book. 

			Absently, she brought the glass to her lips but stopped before she took a sip. The first thing that caught her attention was the odd aroma of the wine. She closed the book and placed it on the coffee table, then sniffed at the wine again. Furrowing her brow, she stared hard at the red liquid, then took a small taste. The flavor was sweet and sumptuous as it rolled over her tongue, but it had a slight metallic taste as well that she couldn’t identify. Having never tasted a wine that was two hundred years old, she attributed the oddities to the advanced age, then took a deep swallow. Instantly warmth permeated her body, causing her to smile. This is just what the good doctor ordered, she thought, then tipped the glass and drained it.

			The second glass went down almost as quickly as the first. She set the glass on the table and leaned back into the couch’s cushions. A feeling of fire coursed through her body, lapping at her skin. Every nerve ending was hypersensitive, and she was shocked to find that she was sexually aroused. Running her fingers lightly between her legs, she nearly cried out at the throbbing and heightened sensations the light touch caused. 

			Fear engulfed her as she was suddenly under the very real impression that the bottle of wine was laced with something. Her heartbeat picked up to a maddening pace as her skin grew hotter with each passing second, and the ache between her legs became nearly unbearable. She was now trembling with a need so great she was nearly mindless.

			“Whoa, this is fucked up.” Her tongue felt thick, and her words sounded slurred to her own ears. “Think…think. You’re not drunk. You’ve never been drunk on two glasses of wine before. Someone must have put something in the wine…but they couldn’t have. You broke the seal. The bottle hadn’t been tampered with…unless….” Swallowing hard, she tried to focus as the room swam in her vision. “Unless it was done two hundred years ago. This’ll pass. It’s gotta pass, girl. Just remain calm. The man wouldn’t poison you…at least not on purpose. You’re his star player, right?” Confused and frightened, she decided to lie down on the couch until it passed. She was dizzy and trembling so badly she was afraid to try to walk across the room to get to the phone to call for help. 

			As she settled on the plush cushions, she felt the heat surging through her body, becoming almost unbearable. Absently she unbuttoned her shirt and closed her eyes, and things grew a little fuzzy.

			The room spun as flashes of light danced behind her eyelids. Visions of hypnotic golden eyes glowed intently, seeming to devour her, and then were gone. Then the visions turned to unknown couples engaged in an orgy of frenzied sex. Fascinated, her mind’s eye couldn’t look away. Watching the writhing bodies, each pleasuring the other, was the most erotic thing she’d ever witnessed, causing the ache between her own legs to grow. She had never had these types of fantasies before and felt the fluid gush from her core. To her surprise and horror, as each of the rutting couples yelled out in climax, they transformed into mating wolves. 

			Feeling a presence in the room, Amanda tried to open her eyes from her vivid dream, but they wouldn’t obey her mental command. In fact, she couldn’t move a muscle on her own without great effort. Her arms and legs felt like leaded weights, and the effort to move was just too much. Her heart raced, and the now constant burning between her legs throbbed with renewed force. 

			Unexpectedly she felt the velvet touch of fevered hands as they traveled across her body, touching her everywhere, leaving a scorching path and a deeper yearning in their wake. She felt the tugging of fabric and the cooler air as each item of her clothing seemed to vanish. With her now naked and exposed, the hands resumed the exploration of her body as if they worshiped her, stroking and kneading as they went. She felt the caresses stop at her thighs, then gently force them apart. Her muddled mind had no will to fight or even want them to stop. The only sound she emitted was a moan of need as she felt the fingers between her legs, opening her folds to easily slip inside. 

			Her restless mind warred between reality and dream. She certainly felt that she had to be dreaming because she was in her apartment, alone, with the front door bolted. Surely this had to be a dream, so she let go and allowed her body to respond and just feel. The fingers skillfully moved in and out in rhythm as her body wreathed and bucked for more, bringing her higher with each tender stroke, her body responding to his commands, not her own. She thought she heard a soft chuckle, but her mind attributed it to the erotic dream.

			She felt soft lips circle one of her nipples, eagerly sucking, with a hot tongue laving and kneading the marbled peak. Instinctively arching her back, she tried to get closer to the source. Her passions were nearly cresting when she heard a soft, masculine, heavily accented voice…. “Not yet.” 

			She felt the fingers withdraw and wanted to yell, “No, not yet,” but the only noise she made was a soft whimper. She felt a mouth cover hers in a soft yet demanding kiss. His tongue slipped between her eager lips to explore and drive her further mad with want. She lifted her leaded arms, drawing him closer, running her fingers through his silken locks. His sweet, spicy scent added to the maddening illusion.

			Then, Amanda felt hot bare skin touch hers as his body eased over her and between her legs. The intoxicating kiss continued as she felt the firm, soft head of his cock at her tender folds. Instinctively, she spread her legs wider. His lips withdrew from hers, and she heard a soft, “Yes, Amanda, open to me.” She briefly wondered how her dream lover knew her name, and then he gripped her hips with his hands and fully impaled her with one firm thrust of his engorged staff, filling and stretching her. He ground his hips to hers, giving a triumphant roar, then said, “You are mine.”

			Her mind succumbed to sensation, her body took over, and her voice spoke of its own accord, “Yes.” Amanda’s fevered body wanted him to move. Her hips bucked at his, but his firm grip held her still.

			“Say it. Say the words to me. Pledge yourself to me.”

			His heavily accented words confused her. Amanda only wanted him to move to ease her aching loins.

			“Say it!”

			“I—I am yours.”

			“Yes. Now the prophecy will be fulfilled.”

			Her numb mind raced. Prophecy? What prophecy? And then he rocked his hips, and her mind was lost once again in pure sensation.

			He withdrew only to thrust again, over and over, taking her higher, burying his cock to the hilt with each plunge. Her body greedily accepted his as she wrapped her legs around his hips, their bodies thrashing as one. His teeth nipped at her budded nipples as she writhed beneath him in mindless passion. With one strong final thrust and a slight sting in her left shoulder, she lost herself as millions of lights exploded behind her eyelids, and her body shuddered violently, pulsating around him, milking him in a powerful release as they came together. The last thing she remembered was his roar of triumph when everything went black.

		

	
		
			Chapter Three

			The shrill ring of Amanda’s cell phone woke her. She sat up on the couch, grabbing her head between the palms of her hands as a new wave of dizziness engulfed her. The high-pitched ring bounced off her eardrums, and she struggled to cover her ears with the palms of her hands to block the sound. It rang once more, then stopped. Cautiously lowering her hands, she righted herself on the couch. Memories of the night before flooded back to her as she peeled an eye open, warily looking down at herself, and was relieved to find herself fully dressed. It was just a dream, she thought. Looking around the room, she didn’t notice anything out of place. A quick glance at the door confirmed that it was indeed bolted and chained. A peek at the terrace confirmed that the door was closed. The sky was black behind the curtains, so she assumed it was night. 

			For the first time since she opened the bottle of wine, she breathed a sigh of relief, smiling to herself. That was some erotic dream you had, she thought as her body warmed to the memory. Her mind was clearing quickly, and she realized that it had to be a dream. She had never had sex that incredible in her life, and she could only dream up something that bizarre and erotic.

			The cell phone rang again, and she winced as the sound pierced her skull. “Ah, stop ringing. You’re killing me,” she cried out as she stumbled to her feet. “Where are you?” She had left it on the island in the kitchen. She reached it by the third ring. “Hello?”

			“Amanda—thank God. Where have you been?”

			“Caroline, what do you mean? Where have I been? I’ve been home. Where do you think?”

			“Well, I thought that you must be on your deathbed. You didn’t show up for work. I called Jeffrey, and he said you kicked him out. I banged on your door at lunch and must have called you at least a million times.”

			Her mouth gaped in disbelief. “I only took a nap. I haven’t missed work.”

			“Think again, kiddo. You left early yesterday, and no one has seen you since.”

			Amanda laughed. “Did Jeffrey put you up to this to get back at me?”

			“This is no joke. You scared me to death, Amanda. Especially when Jeffrey said you kicked him out. I thought you might have done something drastic—why did you kick him out?”

			Amanda scoffed. “He didn’t tell you?”

			“Uh—no, why?”

			“Caroline, your voice sounds funny.” She looked at the phone, frowning. “You didn’t let Jeffrey stay with you, did you?”

			“Well—I didn’t figure you’d care if you kicked him out.”

			Amanda rolled her eyes. “You know what? You can have him.”

			“You mean it?”

			“Absolutely. I don’t want that dick back.”

			“Hey, that’s not being very nice.”

			“He’s there with you now, isn’t he?”

			“Uh, yeah….”

			“Ask him why I kicked him out. Let’s see if he’ll tell you the truth.”

			“Okay, hang on.” Amanda heard a muffled conversation. “He got pissed and stormed out of the room.”

			“He didn’t tell you?”

			“Nope.”

			“It figures, the little prick. I came home early yesterday and caught him red-handed fucking Clair in front of the fireplace. In my own living room. He’s a freeloading, cheating bastard. If you want to take him in, then do it with your eyes open. I’m through with him.”

			“That must have been awful.”

			“It was, but you know, it was kind of a relief too. It was like a weight lifted from my shoulders when he left.”

			“If that was the case, then why didn’t you come to work today or answer the phone?”

			“I can’t explain it. I only had a couple of glasses of wine. I got dizzy and either fell asleep or passed out. I had an erotic dream, then the phone woke me up when you called.”

			“Erotic dream…what did the hunk look like?”

			Amanda laughed. “I haven’t a clue. The dream was very weird. It almost felt like it was real. I couldn’t open my eyes and see him, but that somehow added to the excitement. I don’t know. Anyway, I think it must have had some spin-off of what Stacy said earlier today—er, yesterday

			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
			
		

	OEBPS/image/Image1426.jpg
- ““KAREN FULLER

From the Author of the Courting the Darkness Saga






OEBPS/image/Image1435.jpg
(BY WOLF

CRY WOLF SERIES ook |

KAREN FULLER





OEBPS/image/1.png
KAREN FULLER

Fr om the Author of the Courting the Darkness Saga






OEBPS/image/Image1446.jpg





