Prologue

As Silver Albright felt herself being laid gently back onto her bed, she looked up into the eyes of the man that she loved with every fiber of her being. She felt warm, wet kisses trail down her neck and as he reached her chest with his lips, the warmth within her own body and soul threatened to overwhelm her. A strong masculine face gently nuzzled her breasts while soft, wet lips kissed parts of her that were, at that moment, making her moan in pleasure. As he kissed further down, she realized what his ultimate destination was and while she felt herself go red with embarrassment at the thought of such a personal, private and ultimately erotic moment, it was nothing compared to the warm hue that had long since washed over her skin. It could have been a moment later, or a century later, she wasn’t sure which, that he finally came to the end of his journey and at first, there was nothing, just him and her. Shortly thereafter, she felt it, a slow warmth, that was building in her most private of areas. Then it began to spread, moving up and down her slowly, then faster, and faster yet again. It was not long before the warmth began to change, to grow, to become something that she had never felt, had always yearned to feel and yet, somehow, had always known. She felt herself arch her back, curl her toes and she began to moan, low and deeply, then louder and then even louder again. It was there in that moment, that she felt the release coming, the breaking of the wave. She was there, on the very edge of it and when she went to call out his wonderful name, she heard a phone ring.

Snapping her eyes open, Silver Albright, sat up in her bed and clutched her black sheets to her naked body. Looking around, she realized that there was no one there, no phenomenally handsome man, no lover, husband…even her cat was sleeping in the next room. She was alone…like usual. Then she heard it again, the electronic ring of a modern day phone. Looking at her night stand, she saw the clock, glowing a deep neon blue in the darkness of her room. 3:13 A.M. 

“Who in the hell?”

Looking at her phone, she saw the number was unlisted, which in her line of work was not an uncommon event. She picked up her phone.

“Somebody had better of died, Jesus had better be back or Elvis better be back alive for whoever this is to have woken me up right now!”

“Good morning Silver.”

The deep voice coming out of her phone instantly made her sit up. The last foggy wisps of her dream quickly faded. The man whom she was talking to at the moment would have a pretty damn good reason for calling her at this hour.

“I need you to come in Silver.”

“Sir, what is it?”

There was a pause, her green eyes went wide in panic, the womanly part of her that instinctually knew when the worst had happened was pinging…big time

“It’s Cerberus Silver, it was breached as of 10 minutes ago. They are coming. We need to get Anjora initialized…immediately.”

She never heard what he said next though, Silver was already halfway dressed and running out of the door, red hair streaking behind her, like the fate of the world depended on how quickly she could make it to work.

Ironically enough……….it did.
