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  INTERNET BONDS #1: THE REBIRTH OF RACHEL




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid April 2005




  Rachel is looking for a man who’ll love her for her though she wants more than the usual relationship.




  Rafe searches for a woman who he can love in his unique way.




  Can his dominance compel the rebirth of Rachel?




  INTERNET BONDS #2: BLACK HEART




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2005




  Raven is cautious about who she’s with.




  Kyle is looking for dominance.




  Will he find love in her black heart and give Raven her life back?




  INTERNET BONDS #3: CHARLOTTE MASTERED




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2005




  Charlotte looks for the right man to control her.




  Simon seeks the prefect woman to share his life with.




  When Charlotte’s mastered, what’s next?




  EYES OF DARKNESS #1: DANTE’S FLAME




  Whiskey Creek Press October 2005




  A centuries old vampire is looking for love.




  A woman of today is looking for a love life.




  Together, can they ignite Dante’s flame eternally?




  EYES OF DARKNESS #2: SPARK OF A WOLF




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2005




  Sean deals with life altering changes while chasing a killer.




  Rhiannon can help him but he pushes her away.




  Together, can they light the spark of the wolf?




  EYES OF DARKNESS #3: LOVE HURTS




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2005




  Madison Allcott loses love only to find it again in a dark gentleman.




  Galen Beaumont has hunted for five centuries for a woman to love.




  Will they find out love hurts or is the beginning of their eternal lives?




  ENTRANCED BY JASMYNE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid February 2006




  The Ardalan sheik needs American help to stop the take over of his country.




  Her assignment is to get the information to help him but she becomes personally involved.




  When he becomes entranced by Jasmyne, can they save his realm or will they die trying?




  CHASE FOR AN ANGEL—The HASTINGS SAGA #1




  Whiskey Creek Press March 2006




  A union officer faces the Civil War on many fronts.




  A Southern gem awaits his return but fights her own battle.




  Will his chase for an angel bring them loving happiness?




  INTERNET BONDS #4: MEMPHIS BELLE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid April 2006




  Belle lost her man to another’s jealousy, remaining faithful to him until she meets perfection.




  Jaspar has everything a billionaire could want except the right woman to share it with.




  Will her past hurt their future or will he safeguard his Memphis Belle?




  HELLFIRE




  Whiskey Creek Press May 2006




  Shania made captain on her own.




  Mac found perfection in a feisty firefighter.




  Will the Purists stop them or will they ignite hellfire?




  INTERNET BONDS #5: DOCTOR HEAL THYSELF




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2006




  What happens when a world renowned sex therapist needs help in her own life?




  Sheridan Greenlaw must delve into another side of her personality in order to answer




  her questions.




  Will Ross Beckham help the doctor ‘heal thyself’?




  THE SHADOW OF HER SMILE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2006




  Laurell is desperate to save her birthright - Ravencroft.




  Cole, an international gambler, tries to help her while exacting his own revenge.




  Will the shadow of her smile be enough to keep them safe?




  BLUE VELVET




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid September 2006




  Ethan gave up on life until finding elegant beauty with a wild touch.




  Roni’s secret wild side intrigues him.




  Will the past haunt their blue velvet love?




  EYES OF DARKNESS #4: RED FIRE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid October 2006




  Valeria learns there is more to life than she originally thought.




  Gabriel wants to live a quiet life out of the limelight.




  When their paths cross, will they be strong enough to survive a red fire?




  War in Darkness:




  ADDICTED TO CYN




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2006 (w/Scarlet Love in Torrid Teaser #17)




  An angel of mercy tries to heal wounded soldiers.




  A devil’s disciple must save her life.




  Will his addiction to Cyn be enough for both of them?




  SCARLET LOVE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2006 (W/Addicted to Cyn in Torrid Teaser #17)




  She’s fleeing Yankee soldiers.




  He comes to her rescue in more ways than she could imagine.




  How much will their scarlet love heat up?




  AT CROSS ENDS




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid January 2007




  Mark Kincaid owes Graham Cross for two years of his life.




  Riley Devane winds up in the middle.




  How long will they be at cross ends?




  BLOW OUT




  Whiskey Creek Press February 2007




  Craig fights fires on a huge scale while trying to help save a colleague’s company.




  Jennifer lives a sheltered life until she meets a man who ignites flames in her.




  Will the blow out from the past burn them or fuel their love?




  THE BEST OF CHRISTY POFF




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid (print) April 2007




  Rachel needs to redefine her life, finding Rafe the perfect man to help her.




  Melanie needs to redefine her love life though Dante has different long lasting plans.




  Jasmyne finds life in a different world, Yasir at her side.




  Love in different worlds is still one thing – love.




  INTERNET BONDS #6: THIS JUST IN...




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid June 2007




  When a television reporter does an expose on the BSDM scene, he angers many. He looks for answers to learn the truth but will he hold onto the one woman whose lifestyle makes him whole or will their enemies silence them before their life together gets started? This just in...




  DARK ILLUSIONS




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid August 2007




  A beautiful heiress with a wild side wants to enjoy life. Sephora meets the man of her dreams when Nigel Shelton walks into it from the shadows. Will their dark illusions give them what they need or will they be torn apart by greed?




  BIRD IN A GILDED CAGE: THE MYTH OF MIRABELLA




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid September 2007




  Mira lives on the edge of the fashion world in more ways than one.




  Max seeks a killer who paints his victims in 24K gold.




  Will Mira be his bird in a gilded cage before Max solves the case?




  THE JOYS OF LOVE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2007




  Ryan and Kendall must fight a looming threat in order to find happiness.




  Cody and Savannah go up against the morals of 1927 Tennessee.




  Can they find the joys of love or will it be lost to them forever?




  LOST LOVE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2007 in THE JOYS OF LOVE (TT #41)




  A Philadelphia cop on the biggest case of his career.




  His wife fears the future.




  Can a lost love be revived or will it be lost once more?




  LABOR OF LOVE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid November 2007 in The Joys of Love




  Savannah has lived alone for years, afraid of getting close to anyone.




  Cody comes to work for her but learns more than he intended.




  Will their labor of love prove she can find love?




  YULE LOVES: NOELLE’S ELF /HIS CHRISTMAS CAROLE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid December 2007




  NOELLE’S ELF




  Noelle wishes on a star for the perfect gift—a man.




  Dan tries his best to fulfill this for her.




  Will Noelle’s elf make her dreams come true?




  HIS CHRISTMAS CAROLE




  Kris faced an unhappy holiday thanks to his ex-wife.




  Carole experienced the romance of Hawaii by herself for the same reason.




  Will he enjoy his Christmas Carole or will his past get in their way?




  DESIRES: DESIRES UNDER THE FALLS/DESIRE IN THE SNOW




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid January 2008




  DESIRE UNDER THE FALLS




  Having too many curves could destroy a career as Penelope learned.




  Having too many curves drove Thorne crazy.




  Could they find desire under the Falls?




  DESIRE IN THE SNOW




  Layla leaves Los Angeles for a short vacation heading for the mountains.




  Mac shares his life with Cash but is looking for a good woman to spend it with.




  Will undue forces create Desire in the Snow for this hot couple?




  INTERNET BONDS #7: BLACK LACE




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2008




  Chelsea Strawbridge falls hard for a firefighter but she lives in a world that doesn’t accept her desires. Reed Carrington fights fires and finds he ignites one in a society spitfire. Will another snuff that fire before black lace becomes his—totally?




  MASKED DESIRES a part of A TORRID CELEBRATION (WCP’s anniversary anthology)




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid March 2008




  Ava’s invitation to the company’s annual costume ball sends her reeling.




  Matthew wants to make her the one of his dreams.




  Will Mardi Gras’ masked desires bring these two together or hide the truth?




  A MATTER OF DECEPTION




  Whiskey Creek Press Torrid April 2008




  Seneca believed he had everything—a good life, wealth and Adrienne, the love of his life. Adrienne couldn’t wait to become his wife but what happened on the eve of their wedding changed them both forever. Will another man’s evil and a matter of deception make her forget Seneca or will they find their way back to each other before it’s too late?




  My undying thanks go out to my son and daughter for putting up with my dizziness and as always, to everyone at Whiskey Creek Press—thank you.




  Prologue




  Joe and Joanne Neal felt ecstatically happy. They’d celebrated their fifth wedding anniversary, went home blissfully ignorant of the world around them while they saw only their happiness, having eyes solely for each other. They had enjoyed an extravagant dinner before they shared one of the exotic fantasy suites at Midnight Ecstasies.




  Their love had soared to new levels. Joe had given his wife a dream and intended to pamper her. They loved each other for hours in the posh Caribbean Suite where they enjoyed the ambiance and romance of the islands. She felt as if they had found heaven, Joe grateful she had come into his life.




  When they arrived home at their modest split-level house on the city’s outskirts, their emotions had yet to abate. He carried her up to their bedroom where they fell on the bed and picked up where they had left off. Hours later, they slept blissfully after their emotions overwhelmed them.




  They didn’t hear a man break into their home, glass breaking or his footsteps when he climbed the stairs and walked down the hallway directly to their room. They never heard the gun the intruder pulled on them. They knew nothing until Joe woke and found a masked man aiming a weapon at Joanne.




  “Are you two alone?” the man demanded.




  “Yes... Yes...” Joe stammered as he pulled his wife closer to him. He stared in horror as the man dropped a bag on the foot of the bed, pulled out tie wraps and first bound Joe’s hands to the bedframe while Joanne watched in frozen terror from the gun aimed at her. The intruder walked around the edge of the bed and took duct tape from his bag then bound Joe’s feet before he went to Joanne’s side and pulled the covers back. She curled into her husband’s side trying to move away from the monster.




  The man rolled her to her stomach, grabbed her hands and taped them behind her while she cried. Next, he took the tape and wrapped it around her naked waist, her arms securely bound to her body. She cried out in pain.




  “Not another sound from either one of you!” he ordered as he taped their mouths. He raised the gun and watched the myriad of emotions wash over them. His own came back to him—fear, horror, failure and hatred. He went to Joanne and ran his hands over her while Joe struggled to free himself. His wife whimpered, her eyes locked on his as her love went to him. She tried to tell him she loved him.




  “You decadents! You flaunt yourselves in fantasy rooms and still you crave more. You threw away how much on one evening of lust? Well, I truly hope you enjoyed yourselves because it’s the last enjoyment you will ever experience.”




  No one saw the masked man run from the house after gunshots rang out in the silence of the early morning hours. No one, not even the man who heard a car speed away from their peaceful neighborhood would admit knowledge of anything. The murderer escaped, a young couple’s night of love ending as a nightmare—this the beginning to several months of fear after a serial killer began his reign of terror.




  Chapter 1




  Carlton Sandeford—Carl to his friends—headed the medical center’s trauma unit and emergency medical department. At six foot three and muscular in build, he cast an intimidating figure but once someone got to know him, he turned out to be one of the gentlest human beings in the business. Carl’s body solid from constant workouts, he wore his dark hair close cut and it matched his dark sapphire blue eyes. Carl had a well-deserved reputation for being meticulous with treating his patients and made sure he did everything he could for the people he came in contact with.




  He always made himself available to consult with the police department on some of the stranger cases or ones requiring his exacting touch. He enjoyed working with Alexander Walker, his brother-in-law and a damned good cop. As head of the detective division, Lex could use whatever resources he had at hand to solve a case and Carl had become his most valuable one.




  They had known each other since they attended private school together and remained close when Carl went off to Harvard to study medicine and Lex went south to Florida State for criminal justice and Seminole football. They got together after college and settled into the same area on the outskirts of Charleston, South Carolina. While both had influential jobs in the city, they preferred to live in the country.




  Carl bought a huge mansion north of the city. With it came lots of acreage and all the privacy he could ever ask for. He especially liked the pond on the lower end surrounded by magnolias and dogwoods, the vision of the perfect setting for his wedding to Cassie, the love of his life.




  He rolled over and tried not to disturb her when the phone rang.




  “This had better be good!”




  “Hello to you, too.”




  “Lex, it’s three o’clock in the morning.”




  “I’ve got another murder. I need your...”




  “Yeah, yeah... Where?” Carl took the address down, hung up and tried to get out of bed.




  “Where do you think you’re going?”




  “Lex needs some help.”




  “Lucky you...” she said sleepily.




  “Go back to sleep. I’ll be back as soon as I can.”




  “Promises, promises. Tell Lex I said hey.”




  “I love you, Cass.”




  “I love you, too.”




  She moved toward him and the sheet slid away from her naked body, Carl groaning at the thought of leaving perfection as he ran his hands down her sides as if mapping her body in his mind. Gently holding her breasts as he kissed her, Cassie pulled him to her, the heat hotter between them.




  “I’m sorry I have to leave.”




  “Go and I’ll wait right here for you to come back.”




  “I love the sound of that. Do me a favor and cancel me out of golf today. I’d rather soar with a beautiful eagle than sink one.”




  “Sounds like a plan.”




  He got up and dressed in blue jeans and a dark blue sweater. He heard her moan and knew he had seduced her—his main goal. A loving couple with a unique bond between them, they could read each other’s thoughts and feel the other’s emotions. In some cases, they felt the other’s pain. The sound of her moan stirred him to not want to leave her because after five years, they still acted like newlyweds.




  * * * *




  Carl met Lex at the address he’d written down. The police officer assigned to keeping uninvited onlookers out greeted him and let him enter the crime scene. He looked around the first floor and saw nothing out of place.




  “Doctor Sandeford, up here,” a police lieutenant called.




  Carl climbed the steps then followed the hallway to the bedroom at the end. He took a deep breath before he entered then looked around the room. Pulling on latex gloves, he walked over to Lex who stood at the side of the bed. Carl didn’t like the look he saw and figured the serial killer had struck again.




  He quickly thought back to the first two murders and remembered the woman had lived alone and when she had been found, she had been bound like this victim, a lei around her neck. The second couple had been bound the same way with chains draped over the bodies and the bed. He saw the latest female victim bound as the others had been and more than likely forced to face her husband. He could see nothing around their necks as with the previous victims though a small item had been shoved into the husband’s hands. A closer look and he discovered a small umbrella like the bartenders put in those tropical drinks.




  “Carl, thanks for coming over so quick.”




  “I see number three?”




  “Yeah, and I think I found a connection between them.”




  “What?” Carl asked as Lex cleared the room and closed the door.




  “Midnight Ecstasies.”




  “What?” Carl felt like Lex had shoved a knife into him.




  “Carl, I’m sorry, but unfortunately it fits. The same perp did all three. I finally realized what connects them and if I’m right...”




  “I’ve got a problem.”




  “Maybe, maybe not. How many know of your involvement?”




  “You, Cassie, and Xander, of course. When I go there, I’m treated like any other member.”




  “Good, I needed to hear you say that. It keeps you off the suspect list. Can you do me a favor?”




  “Sure.”




  “Employee files and guest lists for the last two months. I need to know what rooms they used.”




  “You’ll have it all by noon. Anything else?”




  “Yeah, all the help you can give me.”




  “You’ve got it.”




  Carl left his brother-in-law to finish the initial investigation.




  * * * *




  “Midnight Ecstasies?”




  “Xander, it’s Carl.”




  “Yes, sir. What can I do for you?”




  “I need our employee files, the guest registry and the room schedules for the last two to three months sent over to Detective Alexander Walker’s office before noon.”




  “Why?”




  “The place had been connected to three murders. We want to stop it now.”




  “Yes, sir. I’ll get right on it.”




  “Thank you and, as always, I trust you to keep this between us. You and I don’t need our arrangement to become public. We’ve done well up to now and I truly want to keep it that way.”




  “I agree. You gave me a hell of a chance here. I’m not about to screw it up.”




  “Good. Call me when you’ve delivered everything to Walker. I want you to do this and no one else. Walker is a good man, a good friend and my brother-in-law and the files and records will be kept confidential unless necessary.”




  “Will do, Carl.”




  “Thanks.”




  Carl sat back in thought. Xander had come to him one day after he had been in Sandeford’s care in the ER due to an auto accident. Xander had been very grateful Carl had been the one to save his life and he offered the physician a proposal for a different type of entertainment business.




  Midnight Ecstasies had not been conceived of as one business but several under a single roof. The restaurant created an intimate setting in which each table sat a good distance from the others and gave guests privacy while they dined on elegant delicacies. A bar and lounge operated next to the restaurant, secluded and private.




  Patrons could enjoy the guestrooms, unlike any found in finer hotels or they could enjoy the pride and joy of the entire operation—the fantasy suites. One could spend an evening in an Arab sultan’s palace room decorated with pillows scattered on the floor and soft diaphanous curtains draped throughout the room—the ambiance soft, romantic and very luxurious.




  The Caribbean and Hawaiian suites went with island motifs. In the Caribbean, the illusion of tropical breezes gave way to the serenity of the sea while the Hawaiian exuded the warmth of a Pacific summer day—hot with a hint of gentle island breezes. The rooms had climate-controlled atmospheres and made them two of the most requested suites for guests.




  For couples who wanted to go back in time, Midnight Ecstasies provided rooms furnished in period settings. Choices ranged from a Southern motif from the Civil War, the gaslight era of Victorian England and even the elegance of 1940’s Hollywood.




  They had rooms for the more adventurous couples—ones into bondage and domination though the management made sure nothing got out of hand. The owner had restrictions controlling anything which could cause bodily harm or serious physical injury. Latex and extreme acts had been discouraged.




  Xander had one suite he referred to as The Doom Room. Gothic in atmosphere, it had been designed for those who desired to visit the world of vampires and the afterworld. This had become another favorite with its dark overtones. With so many different themes offered, everyone left happy and satisfied while they harbored a desire for more.




  When Carl agreed to be an extremely silent partner, he laid down one definite stipulation. There would be absolutely no prostitution. All the couples either arrived together or sometimes, they made their initial contact in the restaurant. At registration for the suites, both names went on the record, a good thing for all concerned. Carl did not want the club embroiled in any divorce proceedings either.




  Xander had absolutely no problem with Carl’s wishes though he did have his own request. Carl held his breath and found himself pleasantly surprised.




  “If she would be kind enough to agree, I’d like your wife to take care of the room decors. I’d really feel privileged if she would use her talents to ensure the right atmospheres.”




  “You’ll have to ask her but I don’t mind,” Carl remembered answering. He remembered her reaction to Xander’s request, too. Xander met with her a few days later at their home.




  “Mrs. Sandeford, here’s my proposal for Midnight Ecstasies. I’d be truly proud to have you do the interior design on all of the rooms.”




  Carl snickered as he thought about her going through the proposal methodically as she read it. She told Carl later she noticed Xander’s nerves as time slowed and seconds became unending for him.




  “Sure. Why not?” she replied.




  “What?” Xander asked. Carl remembered his partner being very apprehensive about his desire for her to do all of the suites. Xander knew what he would ask of her, relieved when she agreed to do everything.




  “You do realize if my husband wasn’t involved in this project the way he is, I would have said no? This should be very interesting.”




  To this day, Carl could see her eyes twinkling with devilish amusement.




  Carl sobered a little when he realized the maniac behind the serial murders had to be stopped before their very profitable enterprise went down for the count.




  * * * *




  Carl returned home around eight and quietly climbed the long winding stairway to the second floor of the house he and his wife had shared since their marriage. He hoped she had fallen back to sleep because he had yet to figure out how he would explain the latest developments. Opening the door so he wouldn’t wake her, he was taken by surprise.




  Cassie waited for him. As he neared her, she slyly let the sheet slip down to bare herself to him. An all too familiar groan echoed in the room and as he came to her side, he removed his clothes and slid into bed next to her.




  “Minx,” he lightly scolded and she smiled.




  “I love you, too.”




  While she kissed him, her fingertips teased him, his reaction pleasing her. He gasped when her hand caressed him. Their kisses deepened with extreme passion as he pulled her closer to him.




  Carl groaned, his emotions wild over Cassie, the only woman he had ever been involved with who could stir him and affect him the way she did. She made his life worth living.




  They had met again in New York when he attended a medical convention and she worked for one of Gotham’s largest interior design firms. She had immense talent and a meticulous eye when it came to color and shape, so much so she’d been specifically requested by several of Manhattan’s elite residents. She had been totally unaffected by her client’s stardom which made her well respected and very sought after.




  Cassandra Walker had a reputation for taking meticulous care in her work. When she designed a room, she refused to use ridiculous and frivolous dustcatchers to enhance the room’s beauty. She didn’t believe in clutter like some of those Boston decorators used on This Old House. After all, furniture had always been designed to be functional.




  Not to be mistaken, she didn’t criticize those designers, but how could a decorator put a table designed for setting useful things on in a room then place items on it to make it look like something it wasn’t? She had trouble explaining herself until she hit on one thought. Sofas had been made to sit on, not used as a storage area for numerous pillows, some too frilly to be used for anything but decoration. It made no sense to her so she didn’t decorate like that. If her way of thinking did not endear her to others in the industry, Cassie couldn’t care less. Carl had always loved that about her.




  He kissed his wife as they sank together underneath the slippery satin sheets they both preferred.




  “Did you cancel me out?”




  “Uh huh.”




  “Good, because I definitely plan to enjoy my wife for the rest of the day.”




  * * * *




  Cassandra Walker—Cassie to her friends—had blonde hair, blue eyes and an exotic beauty, which her high cheekbones only enhanced. She had some Cherokee blood in her heritage but her Scandinavian ancestry had always been the most obvious when it came to her magnificent looks. At least, her husband described her that way.




  She had been born in Deer Park, New York, a suburb of New York City located on Long Island, a town where everyone knew everybody else. Quaint, it had never been considered strange since most of the residents seemed to be made up of New York City police and firefighters. She had grown up with a lot of them, the daughter of a deputy police chief, never realizing how many friends she would lose in the worst terrorist act ever to occur on the soil of the United States of America.




  Growing up, she excelled in her classes and, as a top soccer player, she received a full scholarship from a midwestern university plus an offer from the Women’s World Cup team. Instead, she chose to go to school in Manhattan where she enjoyed interior design and found success at it. Upon graduation, she received offers from several design firms and decided to go with Absolute Design located in the West Village.




  Her employer promoted her several times while she added to her resume. She had been with them for several years when she reached the highest position possible. It afforded her the opportunity to pick and choose her clients, an enviable position. She landed on the party A-list and constantly attended openings, receptions or anything her boss deemed important to the business. At one of these occasions, she bumped into a doctor in town for a medical convention.




  “Ah, Cassie, how are you?” Thomas Shayne, an associate and the host of the party asked as he caught up with her.




  “Thomas, I’m fine. You?” she greeted him and gave him a quick kiss.




  “Peachy. I’d like you to meet a friend of mine. Cassandra Walker, Doctor Carl Sandeford.”




  “It’s a pleasure,” she said, smiling when he took her hand. She thought she recognized something familiar about the man but it didn’t hold a candle to the heat traveling through her from this one light touch between them. If this happens at his touch, I wonder what he’s like in bed. She caught herself, having never had erotic thoughts about the men in her life, especially ones she met for the first time.




  “The pleasure is definitely all mine.” It seemed he also felt the same sensation and selfishly wanted more. They spent most of the evening talking.




  “How long will you be in the Big Apple?” she asked hesitantly.




  “The rest of the week unless I find something of interest to keep me here longer.”




  “What about your job?”




  “I’m way overdue for a vacation. In fact, they have a bad habit of reminding me just how much time off I have coming.”




  “And where is this?”




  “Charleston, South Carolina, ma’am.”




  Cassie picked up on the slight hint of a Southern accent in his voice.




  “And your affiliation?”




  “Charleston Memorial. I’m head of the trauma unit and emergency medicine department.”




  “Interesting.”




  “It is? I have a friend who... My God, it can’t be...”




  “What?” she asked.




  “Do you have a brother named Alexander?”




  “Why do you ask?”




  “Lex Walker is my best friend. He has a sister I haven’t seen in a hell of a long time.”




  “I’m afraid I’m guilty.”




  “There’s how many years between you two?”




  “Twelve. Our mother miscarried several times between Lex’s birth and mine. There was a brother born halfway between us but he died at seven—I think around the time I had my first birthday, but I can’t remember.”




  “You have truly become a very beautiful woman and, it seems, a very successful one.”




  “Thank you. I’ve been fortunate and very blessed. I’m really embarrassed at not recognizing you. Lex talks about you all the time.”




  “That makes both of us.”




  They talked a while longer and reminisced about times past. Carl couldn’t believe how she had blossomed into such a gorgeous beauty. He suggested they leave the party and take a walk. She agreed and they set out to find Thomas Shayne, their host.




  * * * *




  Leaving the party, they walked toward the Waldorf-Astoria where Carl had been staying. He invited her to have a nightcap in the lounge. Cassie accepted his invitation because, for some reason, she wanted to be with him for as long as she could.




  They talked and remembered, laughed and once or twice cried over lost family and friends.




  “Excuse me, sir. The lounge is closing in a few minutes.”




  “Thank you.”




  Carl paid the bill and left the bartender a very generous tip. They left the lounge and walked into the lobby.




  “It’s been a wonderful evening.”




  “Shall I call you a cab? Walk you back to your car?”




  “Can we talk some more? I kind of don’t want the evening to end.”




  He gazed into her eyes, the fire in them hypnotic. He went to kiss her, both of them feeling like magnets being drawn to each other. One kiss led to another while they felt a fire ignite and burn within them like they’d become one unit of energy.




  “Come up to my suite. I’ll sleep on the couch if you want. It’s too late for you to be out on the streets going for your car.”




  They kissed again and she nodded as he pressed the up button for the elevator. They entered it still kissing and wrapped in each other’s arms. He pressed the button for thirty-six.




  “I don’t usually do this,” she commented between kisses.




  “Neither do I,” Carl said as he pulled her closer to him. Their hands all over each other, Cassie melted to his touch and he to hers. He lifted her up and pressed her against the back wall of the elevator. When he slid the hem of her dress up, her legs instinctively wrapped around his waist. Carl held her close to him.




  Carl wanted her. He ran his tongue over her naked shoulders to the base of her neck where, it seemed to her, her life’s blood and energies were being sucked away by him. She felt weak in his arms, in love with the feelings he had started. He quickly stopped when the elevator did, put her down and fixed her dress. When the doors slid open, he led her down the opulent hall to his room.




  He swiped the keycard, unlocked the door and pushed it open, hearing her gasp at the sight of the room in front of her. He smiled at the memory of when he last saw her in the Low Country, barefoot and laughing. It had to have been twelve or maybe fifteen years before. He remembered her beauty then but it could not compare to her magnificent allure now. He had fallen in love with her and somehow he would marry her.




  She stood in the living room and looked around at the piano by the window. She went to it and ran her fingertips along the keys. He knew her roots and had followed her through Lex, a proud brother to say the least.




  “I see you’ve done well, Doctor Sandeford.”




  “I’ve been lucky on the market and with other investments. I dabble in real estate and have several winning thoroughbreds.”




  “I see. Lex told me how you’ve worked with him. He won’t stop talking about how well he’s doing because of your help.”




  “We’ve had some fun.”




  “Very profitable fun.”




  He laughed and the sound of it warmed her.




  Carl remembered watching her every movement as she looked at different things in the room. He started with her full and flowing blonde hair and stared at it as it tumbled down her back and gently blanketed her shoulders. To get lost in that... His gaze strayed further as he took in every curve of her body. He noticed every little movement, the quiver of her nerves and her attempt to ease them.




  He thought about the dress she wore, a lacy black strapless number and one of the slinkiest things he’d ever seen. Perfection. She wore stiletto heals and looked taller, her legs lovely. Remembering the feel of her skin when he held her in the elevator and wanting her more, Carl watched her slide onto the sofa and cross her legs as she sat back into the wealth of pillows.
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