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Prologue

In Her Own Words
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SOMETIMES THE NIGHT can be calm, sometimes it can be rough. People like to let their demons run wild in the dark. It helps them to hide what most people can’t see. But what they don’t know is that there is always something watching. That something is me. The name’s Nova. I’m one with the night and she is me. I’ve seen countless things happen when I’m awake while most are asleep. Horrible, nasty, wicked things. I’m not talking about your run of the mill type of things. Accidents and robberies need not apply. Those are much too small to tickle my fancy.

You see, people use my essence to cover up their dirty deeds. But, for the ones that get away with it or think you will, no more. No more will you use me to cover up your crimes. No more will you use me to hide the people you hurt. You will not use me to hide behind. I’m fighting back. Fighting for the ones that can no longer fight for themselves. The ones that deserve justice. You can’t hide all the people you hurt any longer. I will bring it all to the light. I feel them. I see you and I will devour you. You will feel the same pain your victims felt. You’ll feel empty to the point where you’ll beg me to make it go away. Once I have you where I want you, you’re mine and there is nothing you can do about it. 

So, let this be a warning to those who think their demons are free to roam the night. I’m watching and always will be. And when you think you’ve gotten away, I’ll be right there to assure you, you haven’t. 

Love, Nova
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One

Broken: The Story of Beverly
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IT WAS HALF-PAST SIX, and the moon was creeping up from behind the trees. The pink and orange sky looked picturesque against the tall elms. A dark blue car moved along the road between them. A short, brown-eyed woman was behind the wheel. Her name was Beverly. She’d spent the day hanging out with her best friend Stacey. But now, she was ready to call it a night. Stacey had invited her to brunch at a brand-new restaurant 40 miles outside of their city. This wasn’t unusual for the two of them, they often enjoyed exploring fresh places. Plus, Stacey figured Beverly needed to get out for a bit. They finally parted ways just as the sun moved westward. 

A low rumble sounded. “Woo, calm down,” Beverly said, grabbing her stomach. “I knew I should’ve stopped for a little something before heading back.” She slowed the car and reached for her purse in the backseat. She placed it on her lap and rummaged through it, looking for something she could pop into her mouth to calm her angry stomach. No luck. “Sorry, girl, you just have to wait.” She told herself as she tossed the purse onto the seat beside her. There hadn’t been a gas station for several miles. Everywhere she looked, there was a thick group of trees and an occasional mailbox perched out by the road. She figured it would be this way until she was closer to the big city. 

A loud pop rang out, her car shook, and the engine fell silent. She steered it off the road before placing it in park. She let out a sigh, hit the steering wheel, then proclaimed, “Why is this happening right now?” She took a deep breath in and a long breath out. “Okay, Beverly, you got this.” She pulled the lever to open the hood and hopped out of the car. A small gust of heat broke free as she opened the hood and latched it. The yellow in the sky was fading, and she needed to hurry to beat the dark. She looked around, part hoping someone was around to help and part looking for any animals that hadn’t had their dinner. An image of a black bear flashed in her head. “Stop it, Beverly. You are making it worse,” she murmured to herself. 

“Crap!” She rushed to the passenger window and grabbed her phone from her purse. She placed it in her back pocket, walked back to the open hood, then began to examine the mess of wires and large parts. Some parts she could identify and others she would need to look up to be sure. Car mechanic was not her area of expertise. She checked the fluids and fiddled with the wires, making sure none were loose. From her limited car knowledge, everything seemed in good shape. Her intuition told her to check under the carriage. She inhaled. “I just got this damn thing serviced two weeks ago.”

She got on her knees while holding onto the car. She leaned down further and cocked her head to get a better look underneath. Nothing caught her eye immediately. She continued to scan the rest of the undercarriage but saw nothing unusual. The wires were good; the fluids looked fine, and nothing was dragging from the bottom. What could it be? She thought to herself. 

The stranger sat there, watching and waiting. Beverly hadn’t noticed the sleek, cherry red sports car parked behind her blue sedan. The driver continued to watch, unaware that Beverly was on the ground. After a minute, the stranger saw a pale hand move from beyond the hood. That was a sign. The stranger quietly got out of their car and walked towards the pale hand. 

Beverly was so consumed in her car, that she didn’t see the stranger walk up next to her. She finally looked up and jumped back, almost falling over. She held her chest, trying to calm her racing heart. Her eyes fixated on the stranger.

“I am so sorry. I didn’t mean to scare you,” the stranger said in a sweet voice. She stepped back and observed the frightened woman. 

Beverly lowered her hands and took a breath. “No, no, I didn’t realize anyone else was here. I didn’t hear you walk up.”

The woman was quite beautiful. She was tall with long, shapely legs. Her deep brown skin was smooth with a youthful essence. Her almond-shaped, brown eyes, round cheeks, and full, berry-colored lips made her look alluring. There was a faint shimmer radiating off her skin. It was a stark contrast from Beverly’s pink skin. Peering at her gentle face helped Beverly to calm down. 

“I should’ve announced myself or honked my horn. I’m Nova, by the way.” She held out her hand to Beverly. 

Beverly shook it. A weird sensation ran through her body. She froze for a second, smiled, then regained her composure. “I’m Beverly. Nice to meet you, Nova.” All the nerves dripped from her fingertips. 

“Looks like you’re having some car trouble! Maybe I can help?”

“Yes, that would be awesome. Four eyes are better than two,” she laughed, rubbing the back of her head. “I’m no expert, so I did what I could do.” She moved a piece of her brown hair to the back of her ear. 

The women made eye contact and Beverly looked away. Explicit thoughts ran through Beverly’s head. Nova’s aura was doing something to her. Her mind was racing. Nova invoked a warmth in her she’d never experienced before. 

“Alright, let’s see what I can do,” Nova smirked, leaning over the car to get a better look. 

Beverly gazed at her, admiring the woman’s curvy figure. The red dress Nova wore came down just above her knees. It hugged her body perfectly, like it was tailor made just her. Her palms sweat as more lustful thoughts formed in her mind. I’m not a lesbian, so why am I having these thoughts? Her eyes darted from Nova to the car and back again. 

She twirled a piece of hair, thinking of what to say to break the silence. “You look really beautiful. Do you have a date tonight?” she asked.

Nova looked over at her with a lopsided grin. “I have a date with a friend.” She turned back to face the car. “We’re going out for dinner.”

“Sounds like fun. Your dress is exquisite,” she gulped. “It looks great on you. I could never pull that off. Truly, I don’t have the body for it.” Beverly fiddled with a ring on her right hand and looked down at her feet. 

“Thank you.” Nova said, peering over at her. 

The two stood in silence for a moment. Beverly could hear her heart beating in her ears. What is this feeling and why is this happening? 

“So, what happened?” Nova asked.

“Huh!”

“With the car?”

“Oh, well, I was driving, and it began shaking. Then, the engine died, so I pulled over.”

“Hmm. Did you hear any knocking coming from the engine?”

“No, but I heard a loud popping noise. I’ve never heard that before. I checked the oil, and it looks like there’s enough in there. It was serviced two weeks ago, and no one said anything was wrong. So, I’m at a loss.”

“Gotcha.” Nova fiddled with some wires and checked the coolant level. “Well, I see nothing wrong with it.” She turned back to Beverly. “I think you should take it back to the place you got it serviced at. Maybe they missed something.” She stood up straight and backed away from the car. 
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