All things have a beginning…
Chapter One
The concert was over. Kidra played her best as usual. As always gifts surrounded her private dressing room from men who wanted her, well-wishers, and admiring fans. She closed her eyes to shrug off her loneliness and tension. It was not good to get upset right now. She was tired of running, of hiding in silence. She knew now what she didn’t know before. She had a destiny, one with either rebirth or certain death. It was not of her choosing; rather, it was of her calling. 
Kidra was a beautiful woman. She stood almost six feet inheight. She had smooth skin, the color of cinnamon; her long, thin braids graced her long thick back and danced around her full waist. Her eyes were golden brown. She was a royal princess. Daughter of noble blood. Kings and queens received her. She had received honor after honor. She was born in an African village to a very rich and noble king of her tribe; at least that was what she was lead to believe. Her grandfather, a sorcerer, taught her magic. Her birth father was a prince who gave her other gifts. Coupled with the arts of magic, Kidra was and would always be Her Royal Majesty Kidra Ansari Master Vampire. 
She sat and waved her hand over the mirror, and her image appeared in front of her. It was the only way she couldn’t give herself away. The sorcery her grandfather gave her protected her. She had lived a very longtime. Kidra closed her eyes and let the silence she commanded cover her, entrenching her thoughts. To understand where you were was to understand how you got there.
It didn’t seem too long ago that she was a happy child living in her village. As she sat and closed her eyes, the sights and sounds were played out loud in whispering voices around the room. In the mirror was the reflection of her thoughts. She was at the marketplace. It was a bristling day; the wind was high in the air. Kidra’s village was not that far from the sea where the boats came and went with marvelous things from everywhere. The local villagers came to build stores and shops to accommodate the seamen and other visitors. It was on the lower side of the continent where slave traders never came. It was on the market day when they would bring what they had to offer to the people from the large ships, which docked there. It was there where she first saw him, a tall man with dark hair flowing down his shoulders. He had an accent and dark eyes. The man approached where she was standing by the side of her best friend Nacombe. Nacombe had made wraps to sell. He came over to them and spoke to Nacombe. 
“What are these?” He picked up one of the scarves. 
“I have made wraps to stay warm on the nights you sail.” 
He spoke but didn’t take his eyes off Kidra, “Did you make any of these?” 
Kidra ignored him. He was below her station. She would not talk to him. He smiled at her silence. 
“I will take them all.” 
“Thank you sir.” 
Nacombe was impressed and grateful. He reached into his small pocket, pulled out coins, and gave them to her. 
Nacombe smiled and thanked him. He could not take his eyes off of Kidra. 
“I must introduce myself. I am Mattheu Bordeaux.” 
Kidra was put off. How could he not know who she was? As a daughter of royalty, he had no right to speak to her. How did he not realize this? 
“As she is a royal one, you must not speak to her directly.”
He smiled at Nacombe and bowed. He looked into Kidra’s eyes and she turned away. 
With her ware bought out, they left to go home. Mattheu followed her to see where she lived. For the next few days, she would see him and her father talking on occasion. One such day, they argued and he was asked to leave, never to return. 
“What does he want?” 
“He wants you.” 
“But why does he want me? I have no desire for such a man. I am young and I live here. I will not be given away like some cattle!” 
He looked at her and smiled. The king walked past her. Before reaching his hut, he turned and looked at her. 
“Go and visit your grandfather, he has much to tell you.” 
She stood and watched him leave, then did as she was asked. Her grandfather was sitting down, waiting for her. She stood by the entrance of the hut and waited for him to speak. 
“Your mother left this place long ago with a man who came here for her. Since birth, she was to be married to the king’s guard, Matuso’s son, but she left with this stranger. He came here night after night, seducing her with stories of faraway places and other wonders she would have never known here. She fell in love and went away with him willingly, to be his bride. I had great fear for her. She left here only to return to give birth to you, Kidra. ”He motioned for her to sit across from him, closer to the fire burning in the center of the hut. He stared into it, sitting with the fire between them, and continued. 
“It was the night of your birth when a dream visited me, which told me you would bring danger to us all.” 
Kidra didn’t understand how her birth could bring about trouble to the village she loved. 
“In order to protect you, I had to make sacrifices. When I received the dream, I decided to get deeper into the arts. I was young with the magic, and knowledge took practice. I could not be king and do what I knew must be done to save you.” 
Kidra looked up at her grandfather. 
“I relinquished my own crown to my brother. He is a good king.” 
“I don’t understand.” 
“You are still of royal blood, Kidra. I am the rightful king of this village, and you are my granddaughter. This will not change. But—” 
Her grandmother walked over to Kidra and kissed her forehead, then left the hut. What she had to hear she would hear from him. When she had gone, he looked at Kidra. 
“Your father is a prince. Your mother married a prince, and you, Kidra, are of royal blood.” 
Kidra looked at him in disbelief. She felt strange, as if he were saying something she had heard in whispers in her most terrifying dreams. 
“I have known about the whispering voices that you hear. You have been hearing your mother’s voice in your dreams, and the voice that haunts you the most is your father’s voice. They are allowed to cry out to you from the grave, my sweet darling.” He was sitting next to her now. 
“Kidra, my brother is not your father; you are part of the blood of the village. My blood, my royal blood. I am your true king.” 
“But you say my real father is a prince?” 
“Yes, he is. You remember the lesson about the night creatures that look like people but walk in the night and are nourished by the blood of the living?” 
“Yes, the creatures that walk in the night. You called them—” 
Her grandfather cut her off. “There are many of them. They are everywhere. They are rich, and they are powerful. Some are evil; others have rested with the fate of their lives and choose to live it in peace with us. There are those so tired of living that life that they sleep for all eternity, giving up the woes of being who they are. There is one who has power over them all, one they all fear and must bow down to, for he gave them their lives. He was their chosen prince. He was a prince in the life he had, and he maintains that even by his death.” 
“But what does this have to do with me?” 
“He is your father. He was the man that came and left with Tuwala. He is Prince Vlad and like him, you—you are a vampire!” 
Kidra closed her eyes remembering the fateful night when her whole world was about to change. Kidra remembered sitting there, frightened at first, but knowing from somewhere deep inside she was different. She didn’t know how, but she knew she could do things her grandfather hadn’t even taught her. She had tried to convince herself the powers she had come from his teachings—not from inside herself. 
“All the teachings that I had given you were to help you. The power you possess has been nourished to make you strong.” Kidra was confused. She didn’t understand what all this would mean.
“But why? Why was  I not told this before? How could my being here hurt my village?” 
“It was foretold your being here at one time would seal the fate of many, and your leaving would save us.” 
Kidra still didn’t understand. 
It was nightfall and Kidra was about to leave when the door opened abruptly. It was the man, Mattheu Bordeaux. He was fanged, his voice raspy, his eyes glowing red, his hands holding the body of Kidra’s best friend. Only—her head was missing. Kidra screamed. 
“I will bring you one for every night you refuse me, Kidra only want you for my bride. A child of ours could mean strength and power, more than you could ever know! Come with me!” 
“Get back!” Her grandfather jumped in front of her. “You cannot enter here! You were not invited, nor shall you ever!” 
“She will come to me and be my bride!” He hissed at Kidra and her grandfather. 
“You cannot take her! She must go of her own free will! Even you must bow down to that! You are not a master. You were not blood-born! Her powers are greater than yours!” 
“We shall see whose powers are greater!” 
Mattheu threw the body of the headless girl into the hut. Kidra, shaking with fear, mourned for her friend. The image in the mirror told of the four long nights of Mattheu’s reign of terror on her village. Every day a new headless body was found, one after another. The villagers were frightened of Kidra. She was hated. No one would approach her, speak to her, or go near her hut. During the middle of the afternoon on that fateful day, her grandmother and grandfather came to her. 
“I want you to flee from here. You must leave, or the villagers will be forced to kill you to stop the bloodshed. They don’t know what you are. They only know your death will stop the destruction of the people, and they want peace. Kidra, you must go across the waters and live out your life the best way that you can. I want you to live.” Kidra, her grandmother and her grandfather began to weep. Tears of blood streaked down her face. 
“Kidra, listen to me.” It was her grandmother who spoke. 
“I have raised you and watched you grow. I am the one who has fed you blood from the animals nearby to keep you well. I know what we ask of you is difficult. You are still a child growing. But there will come a time when you will change, your body will change, and you will have reached the age of passage. Men will look at you differently, and you will stop aging. You will never die on your own. The moon will not twilight your life, and the sun will not grow old in your time of life, but others around you will. There are things that you must know, and even though we are going to tell you, you will not come to understand them until you make your first kill. So I will tell you this: you must feed on fresh blood and never drink the blood of the dead. It would poison and kill you. What your grandfather and I are about to do is something that will either kill this creature or bring you time—I am not sure which, but we will do our best to help you.” 
Her grandmother, strong and unafraid, would sacrifice all she had to keep her safe. A promise must be kept. She walked over to Kidra, put her arms around her, looked into her eyes, and kissed her. 
“Now go and make yourself ready to leave.” 
The sun was about to set. They walked Kidra out to the mist of the jungle, away from the village. Her grandparents stood next to each other and looked at her with all the love they held in their hearts for her. Her grandmother kissed Kidra’s forehead, raised her hand to her own forehead, and then touched Kidra’s forehead. Her grandfather did the same. They had made their way to the sea where the ships sail.
“All of our love will be placed in your mind. When you want to talk to us or see us, we will be there. We may not be alive after this, Kidra. Do not come back here, but remember us in your heart. You will be alone, but you must not be afraid. You are stronger than anyone, and with my teachings, you will be wise beyond your years. You will find a way to live out your life and be safe. Trust no one and try not to love. It will be your doom .You cannot keep a love as long as you live, unless you make him like you.”
Her grandmother looked off into the distance, as her grandfather continued. 
“In time, Kidra, you will hate your mother and father, and you will distrust others and be alone, but remember you are of royal blood, and others will bow down to you. There is no one greater or stronger than you, but remember your lessons. You can be killed—just not as easily as the others.” He stood talking to her, telling her the things that she must know to stay alive. It was getting late, the sun would be setting soon.
“Come, we must go.” Her grandfather tugged at his wife, “We must go and give her time. The sun is setting. He will wake soon.” 
He kissed her and told her to remember his teachings and to use them every day. They left carrying with them two satchels. 
Kidra made her way to a ship that was leaving. She found a space in the darkness of the belly of the cargo bay and made herself disappear against the wall of the ship. As she sat, a fear welled up inside of her, a fear she had never known before. She rocked slowly back in forth, trying to calm herself, but to no avail. She looked around. Her breathing was hastened, her eyes could see what she wanted; it was time to put her teachings to a test. It was something she never had to do before. Her eyes began to glow. She wanted to see.
"Take my eyes to the ones I love." She commanded.
She closed her glowing eyes. In her mind, she could see her grandparents. They stood outside the lair, the sun was descending. He looked at his wife and kissed her. She held him for the last time. They walked into Mattheu’s lair, just before the setting of the night sky, just as he awakened.
Kidra could only watch in terror as her grandfather waved his hand, and the cover of the stoned coffin, which Mattheu had fashioned, moved away, exposing Mattheu. Her grandfather walked quickly up to him. Taking his dagger, he ripped open his throat and poured the contents of his satchel, dead blood, down Mattheu’s throat. Mattheu was caught off guard. He rose from his place of sleeping, choking as if he were cut. He grabbed the old man by his throat and tore it out of him. Mattheu could barely hold on; he was gasping, holding his hands to his throat, then he leaned over the coffin. Her grandmother moved quickly behind him, cutting his back open, then taking her satchel and emptying the entire contents of dead blood into his body. The dead blood filled him, his veins visible as they filled with blood running up and down his body. It began to eat away at him, taking away his flesh. His hands just barely scraped her face, ripping it open, spilling out her eyes. He was being eaten alive. 
Kidra watched in sadness as she felt the life of her grandfather fade away. She could hear their heartbeats loudly in her mind as if they were right with her. It was with his final breath that he would say her name.
"Kidra. Live...live."
She was alone. She held on to herself. She was angry, she was hurt, and she was enraged. She emerged from the hiding place and took her anger out on the crew of the vessel. Amid the screams of the shipmates, Kidra went on a bloody rampage, leaving all aboard tortured, maimed and dead. She mangled and slashed, leaving half-bodies all over the ship. She rose up to the midnight sky with the knowledge of her being. Her father’s plight, and her mother eased into her mind. Everything she was told that would come to hereafter her first kill was coming true. Kidra now understood what she could and couldn’t do. In one instant she was linked to all like her. She shrieked. All that were like her could hear her. Vampires everywhere cringed in pain, blood tears flowing freely from them all. They hissed and bared their fangs as if the pain of Kidra's plight were their own. It was the Awakening. Kidra projected herself high into the night air. As she moved, she began to take on the appearance of a giant bat. She eyed land far off and headed in that direction. The ship of flesh would dock in America, and no one would talk of what was found. 


Chapter Two
A dark cloud came over Mattheu. He barely escaped it. He was coughing as if he had some mortal disease. 
“They tried to kill me,” he groaned out loud to himself. He was in pain. The blood of the dead, it worked quickly. 
Mattheu’s appearance had already started changing. His strong muscular body frame was withered and he was humped over. Where his long locks graced his shoulders, there were grey thick strands, and his teeth were rotting before his eyes. His skin, once bathed and pampered, was now dry with lesions and puss. His body was filled with draining holes of darkness, as rotten flesh created new horrible smells, his new signature. Mattheu looked down at the hands that had fondled many of beautiful women, wondering if he would be slowly eaten alive? He knew he would have to find a way to survive. Mattheu still had the ability to fly and shape shift, but not like he did before. He was regressing. He knew of only one person who could cure him: a Priestess. 
Mattheu searched for days throughout the continent to find a Priestess. He knew a Priestess of the night would be the only one who could help him find a way to change this cancer eating at him. It was in the Carpathian Village where he found one. Mattheu was standing outside of her home, looking into the windows at her. She was old. She was busing herself at the large hearth. She stood up slowly turned around. When he looked at her, he could see she had changed her form. The door opened by itself and she spoke to him. 
“I know who you are.” 
Mattheu stepped through the doors. He was exhausted. 
“I am here to seek you out.” His voice was speaking in a thousand hisses.
She looked him over. She waved her hand in a circular motion and stilled the many voices streaming from his mouth. She could not be enchanted.
“There is nothing I can do for you.” 
“Be careful, old woman. Do you not know what I am?” 
"I know what you used to be. Favored, loved sought by many, but no more."
In the middle of her home was a pit of burning fire. She took some dust from her pocket and poured it on the fire. It rose, glowing green. She stared into it and then turned to him. 
“Whatever you do, it will not change what has happened .Cursed, dead blood has poisoned you. No one knows if you will live or die—but I can give you something to slow it down, and I can tell you how you may be able to cure it.” 
“Tell me before I kill you!” With lightning speed, Mattheu was at her side, clinching at her throat, eyes glowing red, mouth fanged, and hands clawed. 
“You do not frighten me. I walk with the dead. If you kill me, you will never know! Let go of my throat,” she commanded. 
He looked into her eyes. He was feeling very weak. The dead blood was rotting his flesh, taking him from the inside out. His skin, looking diseased, was falling off. He let her go and fell against the giant table next to him. The old woman took a vial from her pocket and gave it to him. 
“Drink this.” 
He took it from her and hesitated for a moment. 
“If you want to be cured you better drink it.” 
With a small doubt he took the vial and drank it. She walked away from him as he did. Then, from over her shoulder she spoke to him, as she began smiling to herself. 
“You must take the blood of a natural, newborn vampire. You must drink this blood to gain back your powers of rejuvenation. You must use all of the blood of a natural newborn—only a natural born.” 
Mattheu cried out in anguish, “Ahhh! Such a thing is not possible!” 
His patience was wearing thin. Again, Mattheu was quickly at her side from across the room where he stood. He was at her throat, holding her within inches of his fangs, hissing at her as she spoke. Mattheu was feeling betrayed. 
“You think I do not know you would come here and take my life? Look around you, Mattheu. There is no one here but me. We knew of your coming. Am I not the seer of all things?” she spoke, using what she knew would be her last breath. 
“And know this, evil one. As I die, I will be avenged. You come here looking for help and refuge; you will find none here. I am the sacrifice. We knew of you long ago and you seemed unstoppable. You will cause the death to all like you. This power that you seek will lead to the destruction of all vampires. None of your kind will stand for you, even the ones that would rage and feast on the living, for they know you are not a god. The powers you want will drive the mortals to seek out your kind and destroy them all. You still have to sleep before the dawn. Your deep-seated mission of self-glory, to dominate the world with day walkers, will be not only your doom but the doom of the mortal world! When you have rid the earth of all mortals, only day-walkers will remain!” He tightened his grip on her. 
“WHAT HAVE YOU DONE TO ME!” 
“I gave you a potion that will carry about what it is meant to do. I enhanced it so you will live out your miserable life in disease—and slow dying death. Nothing will cure you now!” 
“Noooo!” Mattheu held on to her throat. 
“You will live out your life in the darkness in which you walk. The others will not comfort you, you will find no peace, and no one will lie next to you by their consent. No woman will willfully come to you, and you will be cast aside by your own kind.” He tightened his grip on her. She smiled at him. 
“You will live out your life in pain and suffering, and love will not touch you—but the one you seek will find love many times over. You will mourn for her, for even in your anger, your heart is revealed, and she will never have you! She will never want you, and you will never have her!” 
Mattheu left the Priestess his thanks by draining her blood, most of which went right through him to the floor. His body would not retain all the blood. 
He wandered around in anguish for a time, not knowing if he could trust the old woman, not knowing what was to become of him. He was in despair. If she were right, he would have no one for himself, and he would truly be alone. The evil was neither him, nor was it a thousand legions of those like him. The evil was being alone. No one with whom to share his world. He wanted out of where he was. Mattheu was weary. He changed shape, which took time, then flew across the waters. He wanted to go home, home to his beloved Paris. That was where he was headed. He would gain whatever strength he could and then find Kidra.
****
And find her he did. Several times. Throughout the centuries she had to fight with him. He would discover her lovers and kill them off one by one. She would live in one place for a time and he would find her. But through all of this, his ability to smell her was getting weaker. He was dying slowly, and his powers were dying. She began to notice it was taking him longer and longer to find her. She began to be able to live long periods of time in peace before she had to leave to rid herself of him. Lifetime after lifetime she avoided him, and as time was passing, she was growing tired of all of this. Once she got to live five lifetimes before he showed up. 





Chapter Three
Kidra opened her eyes and looked around her dressing room. This was the year 1998. It was 1883 when she had seen Mattheu first. It was around 1983 when she saw him last, and she could tell he was on his ending. Soon, if she could wait him out, he would not be strong enough to fight her off, and then he would die. Long ago, the whispering of the Priestess who had “helped” him came to her, told her what she had done, and begged for forgiveness. When her body was found, it was the Church that blessed her and her soul was returned to her. There was a knock on her door. 
“Your Highness, it is time to leave.” 
“Yes, I am coming.” She waved her hand further across the glass so the reflection would show the room. She opened the door to applause and more flowers. 
“You are most kind.” They bowed in her presence. She was a princess. Her parents long gone, and her past—best forgotten. She accepted the well-wishing of her followers and got into the long stretch limo. She placed her hand on her forehead and sent her thoughts to her driver. 
“Milo, is the house ready yet? Good, straight away then.” 
She sat back in the darkened limo and awaited this new beginning. Nestled in the hills of Calabasas was her estate. High security and large gardens meant she had no limitations. Kidra preferred not to be seen in the daylight. She was not bounded, she was allowed out in the day and could stand in direct sunlight. She could change into whatever she pleased. She was a thousand times stronger than a mortal man, and she was ten times stronger than those of her kind. Empowered by the knowledge and the use of the black arts, she was a very dangerous, formidable woman to anger or oppose. 
Kidra was well-traveled. She has come up against others who thought she was weak and challenged her power. She had fought and decapitated many of such vampires. Her impatience for her challengers was well-known amongst her people. Mattheu’s relentless search was also known. 
No one would help him. Even though they feared him equally…. they feared Kidra more. And in all of this, Kidra felt she was the loneliest creature in the whole world. She wanted to live here, in this community, and be happy for a change. She might even relax. That is, until the time came when she might have to leave again. 
The house was very quiet tonight. Kidra was sitting down in the sunken living room. Her glass of red “wine” was sitting before her, warmed to room temperature. 
“Montrose, what is for dinner tonight?” 
“Roasted leg of lamb with baby peas, buttered potatoes, and a slice of chocolate cake.” 
“Sounds good.” 
Kidra was reading the morning paper. It was almost six in the evening. The fireplace was full and felt good. The smell of the wood burning reminded her of her home. Satan was her only pet. Satan was a 350-poundRottweiler. He was well trained. Kidra had saved Satan, tossed aside eons ago by an owner who thought he had fought his last fight. He was left by the side of the road to die. Kidra saved him by turning him, and then she empowered him with magic to do her bidding. Satan was completely loyal to Kidra. He was her familiar. He lay down at her feet. 
Kidra looked up at the door, and Satan responded with a low but audible growl from the floor. Kidra looked in his direction and spoke to him in a soft voice, “I know.” 
He quieted down. 
“Madam, there is a call from the gate. A young man is asking to approach the house to use the phone. He has car trouble.” 
“Let him approach.” 
Within a few minutes, the doorbell rang, and Montrose went to answer the door. 
“Excuse me,” a very handsome young man stood in the door way, “I had a blowout, and I was wondering if you have a phone I could use to call a tow truck. My car is at the bottom of the hill, and I really hate to disturb you.” 
Something in his voice awakened her. She had to look at him and see, see if— 
Kidra appeared at the door. The young man knew who she was the moment he saw her. 
“Your Majesty.” He bowed. Kidra thought he was cute. 
“I had heard that you were living here, but I didn’t know you were living here in this house. Please let me welcome you to Calabasas. I hope your stay here will be pleasant.” 
“Please, welcome. I invite you to come into my home and bring some of the joy that accompanies you.” 
When he heard her voice, he felt dizzy. He thought he heard several voices coming at him at once. He stared at her and seemed unable to move. Later on, he would reflect on how he moved into the living room so quickly when he thought he was still standing at the door. Montrose brought the cordless phone to him, and he busied himself with calling the tow truck and his brother to let him know he would be home late. 
“Is it all right if I wait here until the truck comes? I have asked him to pick me up here and then take me to the car. If that isn’t all right, I can wait outside at the gate. I didn’t mean to bother you.” 
“It is quite all right. Please sit down. You are the first visitor I have had since I have been here—that was welcomed. Come and sit across from me.” 
That was when he noticed the dog. 
“Don’t worry about Satan, he will only approach you if you present a danger to me. He is quite harmless.” 
The young man was somewhat unsure about that. 
“Allow me to introduce myself to you. I am Michael Tillson. “He bowed to her again. Kidra was delighted. “How long have you decided to stay, if you don’t mind me asking?” 
“I will be here for a while maybe. I love the mountains here, and the warmth of the sun reminds me of my home. Have you lived here all your life?” Kidra was curious about this man. 
“Not here, but down below in the city, yes. My parents ‘house is not too far from here, and I work in the town at a community newspaper. You will probably be getting a call from Aston Meadows. He takes care of the local celebrity column at the paper.” 
“Ah yes, I have received several calls from him, wanting to interview me. I don’t like reporters generally, are you interviewing me?” she asked with a smile. 
“No, ma’am. That is Ash’s column, and I have learned not to butt heads with him.” 
Kidra was looking at him. He was a very handsome man. He appealed to her right away. He was tall and thick. Long black hair and cold brown eyes, dimples in his cheeks, and a boyish way about him. His hands looked strong, and she could hear his heart beating. He was nervous, but not afraid of her. She liked that. Montrose appeared.
"Would you like something to drink perhaps, while you wait?"
“No thank you, really—I know this must be an intrusion, and I don’t mean to put you out.” 
“It is fine. If you would like anything, please, by all means; we are quite equipped to handle any guest.” 
"That is very kind, but truly, I am fine."
Montrose nodded towards him and looked over at his mistress who gave a graceful nod, and he turned to withdraw himself from the room.
“How much of the L.A. nightlife have you seen, Your Majesty?” 
“None at all, and you may call me Kidra.”
“I would like to, if I may be so bold, ask you to allow me to show you what it is like here. If you wouldn’t mind.” 
“I would be honored. When would you like to pick me up? Kidra smiled to herself.
“I will come for you around seven, if that isn’t too early, tomorrow night?” 
Montrose appeared at the door. “The front gate has called to say the tow truck is there waiting for you.” 
Michael rose from his seat and Kidra followed him. When he realized his back was to her, he stopped and allowed her to walk ahead of him. Kidra smiled at this. 
She was flirting with him. Something she hadn’t done too often. She felt good around him. Free.
“I will be ready at seven when you come for me. It has been a pleasure meeting you.” 
He took her hand and kissed it. The fragrance of her perfume filled his nostrils. The contact of his lips against her skin caused her to flutter. It was erotic. She watched him until he disappeared into the night. She walked inside, and the door automatically closed behind her. She went back to her paper and smiled. She was checking the obituary columns and news of any recent deaths. This became a daily ritual for Kidra, one of which she learned to depend. Unusual murders within a city where she was, was a clue. It was assign she was looking for—a sign he had come. 
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