Sample chapter


The darkness of night fell on the parking lot at her apartment complex. A vacant field to the side with tall trees and unattended grass cutting lay quiet.


The evening breeze spread a blanket of calm while stars in the sky danced gloriously around the bright silver globe in the sky—a ballet on an enormous stage. Sounds of the night, crickets chirping, along with tree toads spewed out their part in the symphony to join the performance.  


André walked her to the door and went inside with her. He hesitated a moment before he put a hand on the back of her head. Leaning toward her, he pulled her close. His kiss was tender and warm. “I would like to see you like this again, Chère. To me our evening could not be more memorable. I hope for you as well.” He held her hand. Again, he let his lips meet hers.


When his mouth touched hers, it felt moist, soft, tender, but with need. I shouldn’t.  Words planted in her mind sang out to her. It’s what she wanted, but not now, not here. “I enjoyed every minute of it and would be happy to do this again. Can I offer you something before you leave? I can make coffee.” 

 
“No, Chère its best I leave now. I will call you tomorrow . . . about work.” He kissed her hand while his eyes never left hers.     

She watched him make his way down the hall to the exit door. Her lips tingled from his kiss, his lasting gentle kiss. She lingered for a moment in the frame of the door then went inside. Closing the door behind her, she leaned up against it her eyes closed as she exhaled a deep dreamy sigh. 

The essence of the evening hung on like a fine luxurious mist filled with a romantic theme. She wasn’t sure she could talk to anyone, especially Maria who would want every little detail. She much preferred to be alone in the sweet memory of a night she would never forget. Even though she promised her friend she would call her when she got home, she still wanted some time to gather her thoughts, to savor every moment spent with him. There’d be plenty of time to talk to Maria tomorrow.

With the aid of a dim night light, she made her way to the bedroom in a dreamy state and switched on the light of the lamp on the bed stand. Without delay, she unbuttoned the back of the dress and slid it up over her head. She set it on the chair near the window with the thought of having it dry cleaned before returning it to wardrobe at the studio. 

In a slim silk night shirt splattered with small rose bud print, she climbed into bed still reflecting on the pleasant events of the evening. She reached over and turned off the light. The image of André’s 

face planted in her thoughts, she cuddled up on her side, closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. 

A misty fog covered the familiar setting of the same nightmare that infringed on her sleep so many nights of her life.

 Struggling to get away from the water’s edge while knowing he was approaching, she tried to move her legs, but they stayed fast to the ground. His shadow hovered over her causing her to shrink down to a kneeling position. “Please, don’t kill me—please go away. Someone help me.” And then she screamed when he put his hands around her neck. 
Gasping for air she sat up in bed, her heart beating fast and furious. Letting out a harsh cough she took a deep breath then set her feet on the cool floor.

To have that awful nightmare again after a fantastic night out with a gorgeous guy, who happens to be a romantic Frenchman to boot . . . unconscionable? 

“Why?” she shouted as she stepped into the shower stall. She stood under the water flow thinking she would not let it take away from a night of splendor. She pounded a fist against the tiled wall and called out, “No, this won’t spoil it for me.” 


Three in the morning left hours of sleep she still needed.  Getting back to slumber land would not be easy. If she could only focus on her evening with André, maybe . . . then maybe she could escape from her fears. 


A fresh nightgown from her dresser, she got back in bed curled up like a baby with her eyes closed, her mind on better things than the same frightening nightmare. Sounds from outside her window helped lull her into a slow drifting sleep.

