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      What if.  A question that haunts dreams, a companion that waits at the crossroads of everyone’s what was and what could be.  Every choice, every action is decided by a roll of the dice, and what-if is the arbiter of those dice.  Fate is the thrower and grants a mirage of choice to the individual who watches as their choices are tossed into the unfathomable abyss of what-ifs.

      Sometimes, though, in a fleeting moment, the choice belongs to you.

      “Watch out!”

      A screech of car wheels echoed up and down the street.  A man snatched a woman’s hand and yanked her out of the way as the vehicle came to a stop where she had tried to cross.  The woman stumbled against a fire hydrant and spilled some of the drink out of her cup.  The brown tinged water struck the sidewalk and the scent of cocoa wafted to everyone’s nostrils before the odor of exhaust overwhelmed it.

      The man loomed over her, anger and fear on his face.  “You need to watch where you’re going!” he snapped.

      The woman turned around and revealed her twenty-something face to him.  Her youthful appearance was framed by mid-length brown hair and bright brown eyes.  She wore a plain white blouse and black pants that hung loose on her slim and petite frame.

      The young woman shrank under the scolding look of her savior.  “I-I’m sorry.  I guess I wasn’t paying attention.”

      “Well, pay attention next time!” he snapped as he tossed her hand away from him.  He turned and marched away.  “Damn idiots always on their cell phones…”

      The woman ran a hand through her hair and happened to catch sight of the cell phone tucked safely in the purse that hung over her shoulder.  “I can’t even use that as an excuse…”

      Her eyes ghosted over her wrist and widened.  The woman’s heart skipped a beat and she rushed off down a sidewalk crowded with early-morning pedestrian traffic.  The clock that hung high above the throngs of humanity struck the nine o’clock hour.  Not enough time.  She was going to get another earful of-

      “Miss Daniel!”

      The new scolding came from a woman of forty with a round face and bright blue eyes.  Her tempered black hair bounced up and down as she marched over to the cubicle where the young woman plopped herself down in her chair.

      The older of the two glanced at her watch.  “Five minutes late again, Miss Daniel.”

      “I’m… I’m sorry,” the young woman breathed out as she set her purse on the floor.  “I nearly got run over and-”

      “Again?”  The accusatory word made the young Miss Daniel cringe.  Her older companion crossed her arms over her ample chest and frowned down at her.  “Miss Daniel, you used that excuse last week.  At least try to think of something new when you come in late next time.”

      Miss Daniel inwardly breathed a sigh of relief.  No pink slip that day.  “I will, I swear, Miss Schafer.”  Miss Shafer arched an eyebrow and the color drained from the face of her younger compatriot.  “Not that!  I meant to say I won’t use that excuse!”  She could have slapped herself.  “I mean there won’t be a need because I won’t be late, I swear!”

      Miss Shafer sighed.  “I hope for your sake that you’re right.  Three tardies in a month and you’re out, and these last five years will mean nothing.”  She turned and strode away.

      Miss Daniel’s heart sank, and she stared at the keyboard without seeing it.  “Five years… has it really been that long?”

      “Allie!”

      Miss Daniel’s heart rate quickened from a slow waltz into a tango and she nearly leapt out of her skin.  She did leap out of her chair and dropped into a heap on the floor.  A face younger than hers popped into her vision.  The woman sported a Cheshire grin and blue eyes that suited her long blond hair.

      Allie clutched her heart and glared up at the other woman.  “Do you have to do that every morning, Cara?”

      Cara laughed and held out her hand.  “Of course.  It gets the blood rushing so you start out the day right.”

      Allie sighed as she accepted her friend’s hand.  “I think I’ve had enough shock today.”

      Cara pulled her to her feet and shook her head.  “You can’t tease me like that without telling me what happened, now ‘fess up.”

      Allie dropped into her chair and told her tale of nearly being splattered on the side of a vehicle.  As she finished Cara plopped herself down in the spare, bleak chair in that tiny space and leaned back.  She crossed her arms over her chest and one leg over the other and frowned at her friend.  “You didn’t take my advice, did you?”

      Allie turned away to face her computer.  “What advice?”

      Cara wagged a finger at her friend.  “Don’t play dumb with me, Allie Daniel.  I know that you know that I know you’re not dumb, you’re just frightened.”

      Allie paused mid keystroke and looked to her companion with a frown.  “Frightened of what?”

      Cara grinned.  “Of your own shadow.”  Allie cast her one last dirty look before she turned away.  “Come on, Allie.  I didn’t mean it like that.”  Allie’s fingers flew across the keyboard.  Cara grabbed the back of her swivel chair and spun her around so they faced each other.  “You know what I meant.  You’re afraid of change.”  She raised her hand to her face and used her thumb and forefinger to make three sides of a box.  “You’re afraid to take that one little shortcut I told you about-”

      “It’s a back-alley full of dingy trash,” Allie reminded her as she turned back to her computer screen.

      “And it chops five minutes off your walk here,” Cara countered as she leapt to her feet.  “That’s fifteen minutes of your life you can keep to yourself if you just take a chance.  Or you can keep nearly getting hit by a car almost every week because you don’t want to have one tiny adventure.”

      Cara strode out of the cubicle.  Allie typed away a few more lines before her shoulders slumped and she hung her head.  “Damn it, Cara.  Why do you have to be so spot-on?”

      Cara popped her grinning face over the wall.  “Because that’s a friend’s job.”

      Allie stabbed a finger in the direction of her friend’s cubicle.  “Away.”

      “But-”

      “Away.”

      Cara rolled her eyes but ducked out of sight.  Allie swiveled around to face her screen once more, but her fingers merely lay on top of the keys.  Her face fell and her heart grew heavy as she thought back to what Schafer had said.

      She sighed and shook her head.  “Five years and I can’t even show up on time…”

      And why couldn’t she show up on time?  Because she was too afraid of a short alley that stretched across two blocks.  Allie winced.  Not exactly a gold star for effort.  She returned to her desk job, but the thoughts nagged at her mind all the long workday.

      When the clocks announced the five o’clock hour she stood and turned to find Miss Schafer’s hulking figure in the doorway.  “I expect you to arrive on time this coming Monday, and no excuses.”

      Allie nodded.  “Of course.”  Schafer gave her a disbelieving look but left.  Allie closed her eyes and sighed.

      “Stop that.”  Cara’s head popped over the wall of her cubicle.  “You’re blowing away all the good air.”

      A ghost of a smile tinged Allie’s lips.  “I’ll have to remember to install a fan next week.”

      “Just don’t make it a loud one,” Cara quipped before she disappeared and reappeared in the doorway with her purse slung over her shoulder.  She jerked her head toward the exit.  “But let’s blow this popsicle stand before the weekend starts to melt.”

      Allie and her friend left their source of income and stepped out onto the busy street.  People swarmed everywhere, all eager to partake of as much weekend as they could bite into.

      Cara looped her arm through one of Allie’s and turned them in the direction of Allie’s home.  “So, what are you up to this weekend?” she wondered as she marched her down the sidewalk.

      “Not much,” Allie replied as she looked over her shoulder in the opposite direction.  “But what are you doing?”

      “Walking with you.”

      Allie arched an eyebrow.  “But you live in the opposite direction.”

      Cara shrugged.  “Well, maybe I want to walk home with you just this once.”

      Allie rolled her eyes.  “I know what you’re trying to do, and the answer is no.”

      Cara feigned shock.  “Me?  Trying to do something?”

      “You’ll come with me and try to get me to go into that alley,” Allie accused her.

      “Maybe I was, but maybe you do need a bit of an adventure.”

      Allie sighed.  “Listen, Car, I appreciate what you’re trying to do-”

      “Do you?” Cara teased.

      Allie dug her heels in into the sidewalk and they skidded to a stop alongside one of the tall buildings.  She turned around and faced her friend as she clutched the strap of her bag.  “I really do understand that you’re trying to get me out of my shell, but there’s just some things I have to figure out on my own.”

      Cara’s face fell.  “That sounds lonely, Allie, and as your friend I really disapprove of that.”

      Allie clasped Cara’s hands in hers and gave her a smile.  “I’ll see you Monday.”  She turned and walked in the direction of her home.

      “Live a little, Allie!” Cara called after her.  “You might even meet a handsome guy doing it!”

      Allie waved at her friend without turning around and soon had other things on her mind, like safely crossing the street.  She followed the flow of traffic, but the farther she walked from the commercial district the more the crowds fell away until the sidewalk was only sparsely populated.  Her footsteps rang out on the sidewalk as the buildings created an artificial horizon and blocked out the setting sun.  They cast their long shadows over her and the street, and the lamps flickered on like trapped fireflies.

      Soon Allie reached that spot.  The point of decision.  She could see the dark maw of the alley some thirty feet ahead of her on the left.  Twenty feet now.  Ten.  Allie paused and looked down the long alley.  The alley was an anomaly, being the only one along the path to her home that ran in that direction and cutting the city block in two.

      She looked at the way ahead of her and then to her left.  Darkness had completely settled on the city and only a single flickering street lamp shone its weak light a few feet into the alley.  Allie grasped the strap of her bag with both hands and bit her lower lip.  Her eyes slowly moved to the safe but longer route ahead of her.

      That’s when a small light caught her attention.  She paused and squinted into the darkness of the alley.  There was definitely something down the way, but she couldn’t figure out what it was other than the color was of a slightly bluish tinge.  Perhaps it was an LED flashlight, or a door left slightly ajar.  Nothing that would really interest her, and definitely not something to risk stepping off the beaten path.

      What if.

      Allie took a deep breath and turned left.
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      Allie’s footsteps sounded even louder as she walked between the shadowed walls of the alley.  Garbage cans seemed to rear up from the darkness, startling her enough to make her freeze before realizing her silly mistake, wherein she hurried faster down the path.  Her imagination conjured up dangers real and imagined, of leering faces and grotesque shadow monsters.

      “Almost halfway there,” she whispered to herself, but her mind wasn’t relieved.

      The only relief was the strange light that had attracted her earlier.  As she drew closer to the blue glow, she realized the light didn’t come from any of the adjoining buildings but hung close to the wall on her left.  A few more steps and her curiosity changed to confusion.  The light was a small orb that appeared to float without line or rope at her eye-level.

      Allie stopped five feet from the glow and tilted her head to one side.  The light didn’t have a hood or shade around it, and there didn’t appear to be any cord that provided the electricity.  A battery-operated light came to mind, but she couldn’t see any brackets that connected the light to the wall.  Indeed, there was a good foot of space between the light and the bricks.

      Allie let out a yelp as light burst out of the hole and stretched the circle into a portal large enough through which she could walk.  Her eyes grew as wide as saucers before the swirling beauty of that sea-blue vortex.  A soft breeze came out of the light and wafted over her.  Sea air stung her nostrils, and she could hear the faint noise of splashing water against a hull.

      “What is it?” she whispered to herself as she, mesmerize by the gap, stretched out her hand.

      Two strands of light shot out from the glow and wrapped around her wrist.  Allie screamed and tried to pull her arm back, but the light dragged her closer until her fingers brushed against the swirling glow.

      “Gotcha!” a voice shouted as a hairy arm stretched out of the vortex.

      The stubby fingers wrapped around her arm just past the bands of light and dragged her into the vortex.  Allie’s scream echoed down the alley but was cut short when the portal collapsed in on itself and blinked out of existence.  The alley fell back into silent darkness.

      For Allie, however, her adventure had just begun.  The trip through the portal was as quick as stepping through a doorway, but the landing was much harder.  The hard, broken concrete of the alleyway ground was replaced by smooth riveted plates.  She tripped over her own feet and stumbled to the ground.  The stench of sea water she had smelled before once again invaded her nostrils, but with more force.

      A rough hand of thick, fat fingers grabbed the back of her coat collar and lifted her off the ground.  She squirmed in their hold and slipped out of her coat, but her bag strap caught in the clothes, and she became entangled.  Her captor looped its heavy arm around her waist and pressed her against its chest.  She gagged as the stench of sweat and rotten food filled her nose.

      The man grabbed the top of her head and pressed her head against her neck.  “Calm down, girl, or I’ll break your pretty little neck.”

      “Don’t do that,” one of the other figures snapped as they stepped into the weak light of an oil lamp.

      Allie’s breath caught in her throat as she beheld a man with the snout of a pig.  His ears, too, flapped about atop his head like those of aspiring bacon.  The flesh on his hands and face were slightly pink, and the hands ended in fingers little more than cloven hooves with opposable thumbs.

      Her captor removed his hand and her sore neck straightened out.  “Bah.  I wasn’t gonna do nothing, at least not when she’s worth so much.”

      “We’ll have to see how much,” the pig man mused as he leaned down so he was eye-level with her.  His nostrils flared as his beady eyes gave her a close inspection.  “I think she’s a fine specimen, but all these ugly humans always look alike to me.”

      “The spell was supposed to catch a pretty one,” a third boar-man spoke up to her left.  “She looks good enough for whatever that dame wants her for.”

      The pork man in front of Allie grabbed the collar of his companion and gave it a yank.  His companion stumbled and fell flat on his chin with a heavy clang.  “That ‘dame’ could suck us dry in a few seconds, so shut your mouth and let me do all the talking, got it?”  His subordinate companions bobbed their heads in unison which caused the one on the ground to bounce his bruised chin against the steel plating.

      Allie had watched this comedy of stupidity play out in horrified silence, but now that they had quieted, she took the opportunity to let them know her true feelings.  She let out a terrible scream.

      Two of the pig men clapped their hands over their flappy ears while her captor winced.  Allie squirmed and thrashed in his hold, but his grip didn’t waver.

      “Will you shut her up!” the leader snapped.

      “It’s your plan to capture these human females,” her captor shot back.  “I don’t know nothing about what makes ‘em tick.”

      “You don’t know what makes a woman tick, even your own mum!” the leader retorted as he stalked up to Allie.  He grabbed her cheeks in his fingers and squeezed her lips into a tight, painful pout.  Her screaming stopped and the fear intensified as he stuck his face into hers.  She could see that he had a pair of tusks slightly hidden beneath his lower lips and his breath wreaked like dead fish.  “Now you listen here, human.  We’re gonna take you to a nice lady who’s going to adopt you, so if you don’t want to deal with us any longer than we want to deal with you then you’d better keep your trap shut and look pretty.  Got it?”  Tears sprang into her eyes, but Allie nodded.  He released her with a toss of her head and straightened.  “Good.  Now let’s go see what the buyer will pay for this pair of lungs.”

      Allie was shoved ahead of her captor, and for the first time she was able to take in the other sights.  She found herself on the deck of a large ship, but how large was impossible to guess because of the thick fog that covered the area in damp air.  A thin metal railing curved around behind her and her frazzled mind still realized they must be at the rear or bow of the ship.  Faint gas lamps illuminated a large building in the middle of the deck that she assumed was the pilot house and galley, as the smell of better food wafted over her as they passed the rear of the structure.

      The group followed the wide promenade, and she was led down a flight of stairs to the lower deck.  The railing stretched out beyond the upper deck so that the walkway was still opened to the sea air and the upper flooring was held up by small wooden posts spaced at perfect intervals.  Cabin doors spaced some twenty feet apart now lined the walls of the central structure.  Her captors pushed her down the walk and her shaking hands clutched onto the strap of her bag, her last lifeline to normalcy besides the clothes on her back.

      The men, if they could be called that, stopped in front of one of the doors and the leader rapped his knuckles on the metal.  The door opened to reveal a split-room cabin with a spacious seating area at the front and a door that led into a small bedroom with a bed that looked more at home in a mansion than a ship.  A woman of twenty-five sat at a round table with three other empty chairs.  She held a glass goblet in one hand and a look of boredom marred her beautiful face.  The woman wore attire suited to the early twentieth century flapper complete with a long, beaded dress and a peacock plume tucked between a head band and her hair.  Bracelets jingled about her thin wrists and high heels graced her tiny feet.

      Allie’s frazzled mind couldn’t help but notice something that sat in the bedroom beyond the main room of the cabin: a coffin.  Her heart skipped a beat as images of her imminent death roused within her a fighting spirit.  She spun around and flung out her knee in the hopes that these pig men still had all the usual assets.  They did, and her knee connected with one of the man’s balls.  His eyes bulged out of his head before he collapsed to his knees.  Allie dashed for the door, but the third boar man blocked her path.

      The leader grabbed her arm and wrenched her back around.  He yanked her against his side and lowered his lips to her ear.  “Do that again and I’ll cut you open, money or no money.”

      The complete conviction in his voice caused her color and fight to drain out of her.

      The pig man returned his attention to their hostess who had remained seated with disinterested expression.  He bowed his head and the other pigs followed, though the one Allie had injured toppled over onto the floor.

      The woman lifted her patrician nose and sneered down at the pig man.  “Will you please get up off that rug?  It was rather expensive, and I don’t want your filthy clothes to stain it.”

      The pig man struggled to his feet, and his companion was forced to help him.  Together they backed up behind their leader and followed him as he pulled Allie to within a few feet of the table.  He shoved her in front of him and she stumbled.  Her legs knocked against the table and rattled the furniture.

      The woman lowered her glass and narrowed her gray eyes.  Allie’s breath caught in her throat when she noticed the woman’s sharp fangs poke out from under her upper lip.  The contents of her cup had stained the glass a deep red, and a pungent rust odor struck her nostrils.

      The woman curled her lips up into a sneer and the move accentuated her long teeth.  “What is this thing?”

      “The companion you ordered us to bring to you,” the pig leader explained.

      The woman stood and stalked around to stand behind Allie.  Allie stiffened as she felt cold breath waft over the back of her neck.  The woman’s voice curled over the tiny hairs and caused a shudder to run through her body.  “This ugly little frightened thing?  What use would she be as a companion?”

      Some of the color drained from the pig man’s face.  “She just came through the portal and I’m sure she could be trained-”

      “Don’t try to be smarter than me,” the woman scolded him as she strutted back to her chair and set a hand on the back to face them.  “You haven’t even lived one lifetime while I have several, though even half that amount could tell me you have brought some wench from a dumpster to pass off as a companion.”

      The pig leader frowned.  “We had a deal.  We bring you a girl through the portal and you pay us.”

      The woman narrowed her eyes and her grip on the chair tightened.  Allie could see cracks appear in the wood frame beneath her hand.  “Are you challenging my judgment?”

      The pig man shook his head.  “N-not at all!”

      The woman raised her glass to the door behind them.  “Good, now get her out of here.”

      “B-but you paid for the portal,” the pig man reminded her as he gestured to Allie.  “Maybe you want to keep her around or something?”

      The woman turned her back on the group and shrugged.  “She means less to me than the air I no longer breath, so take her with you.”

      The pig leader bowed his head and grabbed Allie’s arm.  He tugged her out of the room and his two compatriots quickly scuttled after him.  They shut the door behind them and gathered in a group.

      The one who held Allie whipped his head to her and his lips curled back in a snarl.  “You bitch!”

      He flung her forward and she crashed into the railing.  Allie was thrown halfway over the railing and glimpsed the rough black waters below the ship.  The fog had lifted a little, showing her that the vessel moved at a good clip and there was no land in sight.

      The largest of the pig men wrapped his arms around her and yanked her away from the railing.  He spun around to face his compatriots, and her captor looked over at their boss whose cheeks still bloomed with red rage.  “So, what are we gonna do with her now?”

      The leader’s eyes fell on Allie and his nostrils flared.  “We throw her overboard.”
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      Allie’s eyes widened, as did those of the other two boar men.  Her captor wrinkled his snout.  “But she’s gotta be worth something.  I mean, she came through that portal stuff-”

      The boss spun around to face them, and his nostrils flared.  “You fools!  You don’t think she won’t be noticed hanging around with us, especially after you made such a ruckus about the slop they serve in the galley?”

      The third boar hunched his shoulders and gnashed his teeth together.  “It wasn’t fit for a rat.”

      “Well, that’s got the eyes of the captain on us, so over she goes!”

      “No!”  Allie was surprised to find it was her own voice that had spoken up.  She pressed herself against her captive’s smelly chest and shook her head.  “Please don’t!  I won’t say anything to anybody, I promise!”

      The leader grabbed her by the collar of her coat and snorted.  “Oh, we’ll make sure you don’t say a single word.”

      “Stop!  Please stop!” she pleaded as she thrashed in his hold.

      The porkers dragged her back to the rear of the vessel where the soft waves of the ship’s wake lapped against each other.  One of them clapped their pudgy hand over her mouth to stifle her screams.  The black, murky waters splashed below her as her lower half was lifted over the railing.  Allie shut her eyes and pushed the tears out.  They ran down her cheeks and dropped into the endless expanse of water that would take her to death.

      “What are you doing with that young woman?

      The men froze and spun around, yanking Allie away from the precipice of her death.  Allie followed their gazes and beheld an elderly woman somewhere around eighty.  She sat in the darkness of the eaves of the deck porch, and her pale features stood out starkly from the shadows.  This woman, too, had terrible red eyes and canines that were just a little too long.

      The leader of Allie’s captors snarled at her.  “None of your business, now get lost.”

      “I am making it my business,” the woman snapped as she rolled into full view.

      The stranger wore a black vest over a white blouse, and an ankle-length skirt with folds covered her lower half.  She rolled silently with her heeled shoes planted on the chair’s pedals and her short gray hair bobbing up and down against her ears as she dipped a little to spin the wheels.

      The old woman stopped a few feet from the group and didn’t flinch when one of them raised his hand to swat at her.  “Get out of here,” he hissed.

      She cast such a hard, dangerous look at him that he froze mid-strike and his eyes widened.  He shrank back and she returned her attention to the others.  They, too, were a little cowed by their companion’s sudden surrender.  “Whatever intentions you have for her, I will take her from your hands.”

      The leader stepped up to her and puffed out his ample, but flabby, chest.  “Are you saying you want to buy this scrawny creature?”

      The old woman looked Allie over and smiled.  The gesture was soft and at once eased some of the young woman’s terror.  “Yes, I believe I would.”

      The leader eyed her with a piggish look.  “And what would you pay for such a treasure?  Mind you, I only just recently refused the offer of Madam le Boyer.”

      The strange woman scoffed.  “And yet I now find you just about to throw her overboard.  Is she to be kept in the waters until you find a proper offer?”

      The piggish man shifted feet and wrinkled his brow.  “Yes, well, we were just showing her the view.”

      “And I’m sure she’s done seeing it, so if you would take this-” She drew out a small wallet from inside her vest and opened the fold.  An unfamiliar currency popped out, but from the way their eyes popped out I knew she was loaded.  “-then we will finish this arrangement and you ‘gentlemen’ will leave her to me,” the woman commented as she drew out a few bills and handed it to the leader.

      He looked over the bills and grinned before he tucked them into his pocket.  “She’s all yours.”  He nodded at his man who held Allie, and the ‘gentleman’ pushed her forward.

      Allie stumbled, but the old woman caught her at her side and cast a warning look at Allie’s former captors.  “Thank you, gentlemen.  Now if I so much as see you looking at this young woman again, I swear on the grave of my sire I will tear out your eyes.”  The men winced as though physically struck, but she ignored their reactions and instead smiled down at Allie.  “Come,” she whispered as she draped her thin arm across Allie’s waist and turned them away from the men.  “Let’s get you something to eat, hmm?”

      Allie felt like she was sleepwalking in a nightmare as the strange woman guided her down the long left-hand promenade and stopped them at a door halfway down.  Her savior swung it open before she rolled back and gestured to the interior.

      “After you, my dear.”

      Allie shuffled into the cabin and found it was identical to that of Madam le Boyer, even with the coffin in the back room.  The difference was in the atmosphere as the woman followed her inside and closed the door.  There was none of the coldness as the other room.  Perhaps it was the little touches, like the basket of flowers on the table or the handwoven blanket thrown over the couch.

      The woman gestured to said couch.  “Do have a seat.  You look so pale that I half wonder if you aren’t ready to become one of us.”  Allie stiffened and felt more blood drain from her face.  The woman sighed and patted her hand.  “You really have had a trying time, haven’t you?  Don’t worry about my-ahem, appetite.  I have all the blood I need in the fridge.  Now then-” She tapped Allie on the rear in the direction of the seating area.  “Go on and sit down before you collapse, and I’ll see what I can do for your food.”

      Allie stumbled forward but caught herself and shuffled over to the couch where she reluctantly took a seat.  She rubbed her cold hands together as her eyes darted over the room.  Nothing appeared amiss outside of the coffin that she could see through the open bedroom door.

      “What’s your name?” her hostess called from the little kitchenette.

      “Allie.”

      “That’s a wonderful name,” the woman complimented her as she poured some steaming water into a cup.  She deftly turned around in her chair and wheeled herself over to the couch where she held out the mug.  “This will fend off some of that chill that sank into your bones.”

      Allie took the mug between her shivering hands and was surprised when the scent of chocolate hit her nostrils.  “Is this-?”

      Her hostess smiled.  “Cocoa.  Nothing like it on such a damp and foggy evening.  Now then-” She wheeled herself a little backwards and set her pale hands in her lap.  “-tell me a little about yourself.  Your clothes-” She tilted her head a little to study Allie’s attire.  “I have not seen the like on this world.”

      A little color drained from Allie’s face as she grasped the mug tighter between her hands.  “T-this world?”

      The woman leaned back and clasped her hands together.  “My, my, you are new, aren’t you?  And your scent is very unlike this world, too.  Do you happen to know the name of the planet from where those beasts plucked you?”

      Allie swept her eyes over all the familiar, albeit dated, conveniences.  “This isn’t Earth?”

      The woman laughed.  “Oh, very much no.  This is the planet Pallido.  It’s one of the prime vacation spots for vampires because the slow and uneven axis rotation means the nights last twice as long as those on Earth.”

      Allie’s eyes settled on the woman’s long teeth.  “T-then y-you’re-”

      “A vampire?”  The woman grinned and revealed her fangs.  “Yes, dear.”

    



OEBPS/images/timeless1.jpg
A TIMELESS AFFAIR, B

M. FLYNN





OEBPS/images/break-section-side-screen.png





