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‘It was another s[eey[ess m’gﬁt He wasn’t home, yet. How ty]az’m[ Anna
tﬁougﬁt ‘.Moving onto her side, she looked at the clock, “Two a.m.,” she wﬁisyerecf She

wanted to trust him, but she couldn’t. The _past years had set a record that foreto[cf
what he was cfoing. 4 business meetz’ng, she tﬁougﬁt “T wonder 1f this one is a blonde, a
brunette, or a red head,” she said to ﬁersegf. Did it matter anymore, she tﬁougﬁt

The kicker that }auncﬁecf her in the gut was that she ﬁerseg( was Beaumfu[ with
sancfy blond hair, tall and thin with toned [egs and sﬁa}ae[y breasts that didn’t sag. She
had an ﬁourg[ass ﬁ’gure that most women would kill for. She was smart, energetic, and
ﬁm [oving. She wasn’t a bitch or segc-centerecf, and she loved him Eeyond what peopﬁz
could imagine, and yet, he cheated. He a[ways cheated.

She ﬁ’gurecf that it must be a game for him. The animal instinct of catcﬁing a
prey and c[evoum’ng it must run ﬁeavy tﬁrougﬁ his veins. The more he caugﬁt, the more
he wanted to chase another. The more the cﬁa[(enge, the more he chased. He was the
same in the courtroom as he }J[ayecf the game of the ﬁigﬁ-yowerecf attorney,. He }ofaye(f
the jury (ike a master violinist y[ays the violin. He wooed the }oeoy[e with his charm,
and the J’ucfges with his énow[ec@e. He had charisma, and he knew it, and that’s what
made him unstcyopaﬁfe—tﬁat’s what made him cfangerous.

Leaning over, she turned on the T ﬁany [am}) and }orcy}oecf her seﬁc up on the
down }Ji[fows and stared into oblivion as she contem}a[atecf her ﬁfe. The }n’nﬁ [uminous
[igﬁt covered the room as the cream colored sheers swaye(f with the wind By the French
doors. The cool breeze came tﬁrougﬁ the doors ﬁ'[ﬁ’ng the room with a chill, and a scent

ﬁfom the garcfen below. The white Jasmine tree was in Bfoom, and it’s sweet fmgmnce



ﬁ'[fecf the m’gﬁt with an intoxicating aroma that (eft her feeﬁ’ng alive and yet dead
inside.

She insyectecf the room around her. It was 6eaut1ﬁ4[ illﬁ‘ﬁougﬁ she was not from
a poor fami[y, her status in ﬁfe had moved up with her marm’age. Decorated in rega[
colors cf 6urgumfy and cream, the room reeked of status. The chair vail on the walls
sgmmtecf the two colors and crown mofcfing f[owecf around the ecfge of the ceifing ina
sca[(oyeaf lace that gave to the architecture. The ear[y American furniture was ﬁigﬁ-
}oofisﬁecf cﬁewy wood. It was then that she g(ancec[ towards the open door and saw him
stanc(ing there, watcﬁing her. He was tall and handsome with a chiseled face and broad
shoulders. His cfee}) dark eyes Egat an intense stare on her. His towering ﬁeigﬁt added to
his substantial muscles. He worked out refigiousfy, and his appearance was a part of his
}ofan. It added to the attack. It added to the ﬁzmaﬁz desire—and he knew it.

Stam’ng at him with contempt, she questionecf, “Another ‘.Meeting, T Vey?”

Waféing in and ]ofacing his Em’g(case against the dresser, he [augﬁerf ﬁearteaffy
and said, “Aren’t tﬁey aﬁvays, Anna?’”

“Youw're such a _pompous ass! You think this is a game! The [ittle w1fe, who will

a[ways 66 tﬁere,” sﬁe ye[(ecfas sﬁe movecftowarcftﬁe ecfge oftﬁe 666(@116[{31’@6666[661’
negﬁgee to cover ﬁersegf, cmcftﬁen got u}a.

T rey turned to look at her and stared her up and down, cﬁecﬁing out the curve
cf her (egs and her breasts as tﬁey tigﬁtfy ﬁz[f against the ffimsy faﬁm’c. He wanted her.
He a[ways wanted her. She was his Ez’ggest cﬁaffenge. He walked toward her, “The more
1 cheat; the more you want me. You love the jea[ousy game. The idea of another woman
ﬁaw’ng your man makes you desire me more, and you know it,” he said with a smug.

She started to [augﬁ. “Are you insane?” You love yourseﬁf so much that you

actua[fy believe that. 1 think your brain is sﬁm’nking with age. Or mayﬁe that’s it. ‘Are



you afmicf of growing older? Do you have to Iéeeyo young women in your stable to
prevent the inevitable—old age?”

He was forty-seven and she was tﬁirty-six. T ﬁey met Ey chance tﬁrougﬁ a
fm’encf She was intriguecf with him instantfy, and he was equa[fy intriguecf with her.
She was his Eiggest chase, and his Eiggest cﬁa[ﬁznge.

“You won’t go. You won’t leave all this.”

“Watch me!” She shouted at him.

“You love this house, the stables, the horses. Are you wi[[ing to give up your
clothes, your unlimited sﬁcya}ain 27 You can’t aﬁorcf to have this on Your own. You were
a secretary. 1 [l make sure that you get notﬁing. Have you forgotten who 7 am and
what 1 can do with the _power that 1 have? 1 will make your ﬁﬁz a (iw’ng hell.”

Anna stopyec{ and stared him stmigﬁt in the eyes and said, “I’'m not afmicf of
you. 1 was ﬁa}o}ay with who 1 was Eefore 1 ever met you.”

He watched her walk over toward the dresser and stare at her rgcfection in the
mirror. “I will not lose who 1 am because cf you,” she said. T m’m’ng around with a
com}oosec[ voice, she continued, “1 will not be a troyﬁy on your mantle. You don’t know
how to love anytﬁing but yourseg(. You don’t want me! You just don’t want me to leave
because it would admit to all that the great T rey Thomas ‘Kingsfey fai[eaf. You couldn’t
Eeqo her with all your Eeauty, powet, and success—she [eﬁ anyway. 7 can see them now
[augﬁing behind your back at the club saying that the egotistica[ maniac has an
Achilles heall Qmagine that, T rey?”

His face turned exyressionﬁzss. He knew she meant it. Her strengtﬁ was a strong
as his. “What do you want?” He fina[fy asked as he made ﬁimseﬁc a drink ﬁ’om the
small bar in the room.

“Mtﬁiﬂg.”

He stood there confusecf His eyes frowning as he tried to ﬁ'gure out what she
meant.

“What? Mtﬁmg?”



“7 want notﬁing but the yersona[ items that are m'gﬁtfuffy mine. 7 want no
a[imony and no settlement. 1 just want to be away ﬁom you and never see you again. 1
don’t even want your name any more. You can’t Euy love, T1 rey. You can’t wrap itina

fcmcy }Jacéage and puta bow on it. It comes from your heart, and you have to have a
heart ﬁrst in order to give it.”

He [augﬁec{ with a SMug expression as he guﬁoe(f down the bourbon, “You want
no a[imony? How the hell will you survive? What are you going to do be a secretary
again?”

“‘Jf 1 have to, than 7 will. ?[ny j06 will be better than Being your wzfe. The
saddest part is that 7 rea[[y loved you. You could have had it all with me, and instead,
your need to constantfy be with all those women was more important than us. You have
no idea what you are [osing. Thank God we never had children! 1 wanted them so Eacffy
with you, but not anymore.”

She started to walk out the door and head toward one of the guest rooms.

“Where the hell are you going?” It was more cf a command than a question.

“To sfee}) in the other room. 7'l be gone tomorrow. It should be an easy divorce.”

Stand’ing against the dresser, he twirled the g[ass that was still in his hand.
“Don’t count on it. ‘I\fotﬁing is easy with me. 1 don’t take [osing very well. As a matter-
of-fact, 7 never lose,” he sneered with a smug gn’n.

She stcyo}oe(f at the door and turned around Eefore she touched the brass handle,
“7 know you don’t, and I'm yreparecf for a figﬁt 7 dow’t want you in my ﬁfe aﬁer the
divorce. 1 dow’t want anytﬁing from you or to give you the m’gﬁt to have a say so in
cmytﬁing 7 do. That’s wﬁy Tam on(y taﬁing what is mine. Just the fact that 1 want
notﬁing ﬁ’om you and that everyone will know that will kill Your ego, and you’[f never
be able to say that 1 just married you for your money—ﬁecause 7 didn’t!”

She looked at him and walked back into the room and said, “As a matter-#fact,
you get out! You can sﬁeey in one of the guest rooms. 1 s(eqp in this room more than

you, so tecﬁm’ca[fy it’s mine.”



He ran his hand tﬁrougﬁ his hair and decided to say notﬁing. He gmﬁﬁecf the
bottle cf bourbon. He brushed past her and stcyo]oecf Staring her down, he ﬁ’na[fy syoEe
s[ow(y and determined, “It’s not over. You know you want me. You can fee[ the
excitement and that will never go away.” He ran his hand sﬁ;wfy down her face and
onto her neck, and he fe[t the goose Bum}os grow on her skin. He moved in closer to her
and wﬁispered: “That animal instinct in you loves the chase, too. illﬁer a few months of
Eeing back where you came from, you’[f still want me, you will a(ways want me.”

“fMayEe that was true a few months ago,” she s[ow[y syoée. “] gave you so many
chances. 1 married you because 1 loved you. 1 staye(f because 1 loved you, but that love
is gone, and without it, notﬁing else matters. 1 don’t love you cmymore.”

She touched his face with her hand and wﬁisyerecf, “The chase is over.”

He stared intense[y into her eyes and said notﬁing. T1 urning away, he walked
out the door and headed down the staircase to his stucfy, his cave, with a wounded male

}oricfe.

Anna ﬁﬁed’ the silver fmmecf picture ﬁom the nigﬁtstancf and stared at it.
T aléing a cfeeja breath, she sat on the bed ﬁofcfing the }Jicture in her hands. She didn’t
know 1f she should cry or rejoice. Her emotions were so confusedf There is a ﬁne [ine
between love and hate she tﬁougﬁt She }Jfacecf the picture face down onto the table.
Easing ﬁerseﬁf back into bed, she scanned the room. She knew she would miss her home.
She could ﬁ'gﬁt for it because tﬁey built it togetﬁer, but she didn’t want to. ‘My ﬁfe will
cfeﬁ’nite(y cﬁange she tﬁougﬁt “The next time, 1f there is a next time that 1 fa[f in love,
7 am not going to be blind to a yerson’s true nature, “ she said out loud to ﬁersegf. As

sﬁe scft[y [ecmecfﬁacﬁ against tﬁe}ofusﬁ}oiffows tofa[fasfeey, a Siﬂg[@ tearfe([from ﬁer






