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THIS IS THE 4th novel in the Dracula trilogy. I know there are only three books in a trilogy and so with this book, I guess it has transformed into a series. Magic will do that. Dracula, Jenny, Moon Diamond, and the red sheriffs are back for another exciting adventure.

I appreciate every sale, and I thank you for your consideration.

Author’s Note

Moon Diamond, the Siamese cat, also exists in the novel Moon Diamond. It is where Trixie the cat becomes impregnated by the Siamese to produce some very special kittens. One MIGHT want to read Moon Diamond before reading Dracula: Hearts of Ice. However, it is not necessary.
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NO PART OF THIS NOVEL may be reproduced, scanned, or distributed in any printed or electronic form without permission. Purchase only authorized editions. This book is a work of fiction. Characters, names, incidents, and places are either the products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously. 

And now .... Dracula: Hearts of Ice
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CHAPTER ONE
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Excitement mixed with a little trepidation was the order of the morning in Dracula’s penthouse in New York City. In a couple of days, Jenny, Allison, Moon Diamond, and the Master were all off to Egypt to explore the Great Pyramid, or more importantly, a second pyramid that they had discovered beneath Khufu. Dracula liked nothing better than venturing into the unknown. After all, finding new things was difficult and added spice to life. 

The Egyptian government had agreed to the second excursion because of losing two of their men to deadly devices down there; they had never seen so many traps. And so it was preferable to have a vampire take the risks as long as the regime reaped the rewards. Jenny talked to a sorcerer in Egypt and heard a legend that no one had believed before now, not only of a pyramid beneath the Great Pyramid, but that it contained a mighty book of spells, and Jenny was eager to find it. She had had vivid dreams about it. It would be a companion to her Blood Book.

Such a book belonged with a white sorcerer, for in the wrong hands the world could suffer should the tome be used for nefarious purposes. Jenny thought there was more than enough evil in the world without having some crazy wizard getting his hands on such a powerful book.

It was a bit of a magical morning in New York City. With minimal wind, big snowflakes gently fell past Dracula’s penthouse window. He could see Moon Diamond wiggling his butt, preparing for the attack, and then launching himself into the window. A rude awakening for Zacharia, who had been sound asleep inside the feline. If the cat hadn’t held back its vampire strength, it would have been a long way down to the ground.

Zacharia was an ancient vampire trapped inside the cat. He had loved Moon Diamond so much he had kept him alive with an enchantment, using a piece of his soul. But when a gang of vampires killed Zacharia, something incredible happened. The feline's body became his prison because his spirit moved into the cat, and he had no other body to inhabit. Such an improbable state brought with it many problems, both physically and mentally. 

Moon Diamond again jumped in the window as did the other four kittens. Thump, thump, thump, and thump. Although the kittens were three years of age, they appeared to be five months old. No one knew how long they would live, having qualities of a vampire, including strength and speed. The result of Moon Diamond mating with a bobtail. A strange reality for both beings.

Zacharia awoke once again with a start, still tired, having read late into the night. He felt everything the Siamese did, even when Moon Diamond had mated and produced those unique kittens. And oh, how Dracula had laughed. It was a horrible indignity for an ancient vampire who had earned much respect over the centuries, but now looked like a cat. 

Dracula laughed his booming laugh, making the kittens run out of the living room as if their tails were on fire, sliding across the shiny floor. He heard a crash from in the kitchen. Of course, they had knocked something down, sounded like the ladle that had been hanging over the sink. It was nothing for them to jump twenty feet in the air. And one could talk, mind to mind, with the Master and Moon Diamond as well.  

Ming Meow, the only female of the litter, blurred back into the living room and jumped on Moon Diamond, biting his ears. Father, want fish.

I don’t want any fish, Moon Diamond replied from inside the cat.

No. Ming had to think about what she wanted to say. This language thing was confusing. No, I want fish.

Do I look like I have any fish?

Moon Diamond lay down and went to sleep. Subsequently, Zacharia oversaw the feline body and was fully awake. He loved to dream of being back in his vampire form, wielding his sword. And always disappointed when he awoke. The reality he could never do it again was disturbing on many levels, depressing. He would part with millions to hold a sword in his hand once again.

Down at street level, there were many yellow taxis. Traffic was brisk on this Friday morning, and so many people were walking it looked like some sort of migration. The Master stared down from his apartment loft at the shadows of the traffic far below. He was happy to be back with his family and not as depressed as he had been. Not a simple thing to accomplish when one had lived so long. 

Fifteen-year-old Jenny couldn’t wait to go back to Egypt, looking forward to spending more time searching through the pyramid with her family, even though Egypt was in transition. A dangerous place to be a regular tourist, but Jenny and her father Dracula didn’t fit into that category. The king of vampires and a wizard were a formidable team and would not be an easy target for anyone.

“That’s the last suitcase,” said Allison. Her mother was also eager to visit the pyramids, having only been in the United States and Canada. It was the adventure of a lifetime. And now that she knew they had discovered another tomb under the Great Pyramid of Giza, she couldn’t wait. Allison was pregnant but less than two months along, so she was ready and willing to tackle the adventure. 

Jenny walked by with a towel on her head, stopped, and stared at her father as he looked out the window. She had white-blonde hair and the prettiest green eyes. “What do you see?”

“Jenny, you know I am a Trillionaire? And that when I perish, it will all be yours.”

Because Jenny knew what he was doing that snowy morning, it annoyed her. “First of all, Father, no one is a Trillionaire. And second, you are over a thousand years old, and for all I know, you will live forever.”

He released a booming laugh, and he knew he was irritating her. “All yours.”

“Mother, will you please make him stop laughing! That is not funny!” 

“Dracula stop teasing her. She’s a teenager now, and they can be very temperamental.”

“Oh? Her hormones are percolating. The pituitary gland producing lots of puberty hormones? Daughter getting confused and horny?” Dracula blurred and sat on the white leather sofa so fast human eyes would only see a blur with no sharp detail. Jenny threw her towel at him, but he moved so fast he was suddenly on the other end of the sofa as the towel dropped onto the empty cushion. 

“Do you want me to hit you with a ball of fire?”

“Best you don’t, because you don’t have any money to purchase another sofa.”

Jenny thought Dracula looked a little like Misha Collins, the handsome fellow who played Castiel on Supernatural, but she would never tell him that. Having Dracula for a father was problematic. Now most of the boys at school wouldn’t even look at her, and even some girls were afraid to have her as a friend. But she had finally found one, and now she had to tell him she was going to be in Egypt for at least a month. 

They were going to head deeper into the pyramid this time. Jenny and Dracula had discovered another hidden chamber which went under the Great Pyramid of Giza, also known as the Pyramid of Khufu or the Pyramid of Cheops. Jenny thought it was so delightful to go down there again and explore. An entire section existed they weren’t able to get to on their last trip. Jenny had planned a new spell and hoped it would get them beyond the blockage. Only Heaven knew what treasures they would discover, might even find a new king or two. History for the making. Though no one had any preconceived ideas it would be easy. Nor were they likely to be credited with the discovery.

Jenny’s little brother, Drake, wasn’t going this time. Dracula’s friend would take care of Drake. However, they deemed the young wizard too young for such a perilous journey. They would never get over something happening to the child.

The doorbell rang, and Jenny froze. Jack Laden had come to pick her up and take her to a movie, but she wasn’t near being ready. “I must get dressed! Not a word out of you! Don’t you dare scare him away.” 

Dracula nodded. “Not a single word.”

“And don’t be weird!” She ran off to get dressed. 

Allison let fourteen-year-old Jack in, who was quite a handsome young fellow with blond hair and blue eyes. She invited him to have a seat on the sofa on the opposite end. “She’ll be down soon, you know women. Well, you will, in time.”

Jack shook his bangs to the side as he turned his head, thinking that the big guy beside him looked familiar. He wore suit pants and a white shirt and tie and a stylish blue winter coat. His mouth opened as his pupils expanded. The big guy sitting next to him couldn’t be Dracula? Were the rumors factual that Dracula, the king of all vampires, was her father? “Are, are, are you Dracula?” The poor boy was already perspiring.

“I, I, I am.”

From Jack’s point-of-view, the silence was awkward, but from Dracula’s, amusing. He could hear the child’s heart banging. He was a little surprised he hadn’t bolted. Maybe there was some courage in this one. He went into the kid’s mind, stacked some boxes and then knocked them over just for effect.

“What was that noise?” said Jack. The most peculiar thing he had ever felt. 

“I heard nothing.”

“You won’t turn me into a vampire, will you?” He had the desire to run but, of course, there was no outrunning a vampire, so what would be the point? He had never been this scared.

“Do you want me to transform you into a vampire?”

“Hell no.”

“Then I shall control the urge, although it shall be difficult.”

The boy laughed a funny little nervous laugh, hoping it would let the vampire know he was just joking, or at least he hoped he was.

Allison got her Kindle off the coffee table. “Don’t tease the boy. You’ll give him nightmares. Don’t worry, he won’t bother you because Jenny would break a lamp over his head.” And then she disappeared down the hall.

Jack began scratching the back of his neck, something he did when he was nervous. He could not believe he was sitting beside Dracula.

“Do you have fleas, young man?”

“I don’t think so.”

“You don’t know?”

“Mister Dracula, how strong are you?”

“Do you know what silly putty is?” Dracula inquired.

“I do.”

“Well, I can flatten it with one hand. Impressive, no?”

Again, the nervous laugh. “Cool.”

“Do teens still say cool?”

“I do not know.” The kitten, Ming Meow, went airborne with a large piece of salmon. The fish landed with a splat. “Holy! What’s wrong with that cat?”

“She’s a vampire.”

Jack scratched some more. “You turned a cat into a vampire? Cool.”

“Yes, her blood tasted like fish.”

“I guess it makes sense.” Jack was trying to process his situation and had the most puzzled look of his young life. He had never seen a cat jump so high. He must be telling the truth. Ming climbed the wall, went across the ceiling, and disappeared into the other room. “Holy shit, that really is a vampire cat! So, if the cat bites someone, would he turn into a vampire or a cat? I guess that is a stupid thing to ask?”

“To the contrary, young man. It is an interesting question. Would you like to volunteer?”

“No way!” Jack looked at his expensive Hamilton watch.

“Do you need to be somewhere else?”

“I’m starting to think so.”

“So, you would abandon my daughter just like that.” Dracula snapped his fingers louder than anyone ever had.

“Oh no, no, no, no! It’s just that you make me nervous.”

Dracula finally turned and stared at him. “What are your intentions with my daughter?”

“No intentions, nothing at all.”

A slight nod from the Master. “Don’t you intend on taking her to a movie?”

Jack hesitated. “Yes?”

“And then what will you do?”

“Watch a movie?”

“And what will you do if my daughter tries to kiss you?”

What would be the smart thing to say? “I’ll do whatever you want me to do. So, what should I do if Jenny tries to kiss me?” 

Dracula thought that was an intelligent response and liked this kid. “I supposed you’d have to kiss her, couldn’t just leave her hanging.”

Jack shrugged. “I guess. It’s up to you.” The boy realized how asinine that sounded, but it was too late. The words were already out, hanging in the air like stinky cheese. 

They were both saved by the appearance of Jenny as Ming flew across the floor so fast the kitten was a blur.
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Inside a secret chamber in the pyramid of Khufu in Egypt, Ashera Drach held a round rock etched with spells that were capable of divination. Over one thousand years past, a sorcerer created it and struggled to excavate it from Khufu’s hidden inner chamber. It was slightly smaller than a throwing disk and almost as heavy as iron. The green stone, speckled with red and gold flakes, held another rock inside it which floated. In its center was a glowing Bloodstone, also rounded. 

The Bloodstone did not touch the rock around it as a powerful spell held it in place, floating inside the larger stone. Eighty-one small holes had blasted through the rock by specks of powerful magic. Blood had filled all the cavities at different points in time. Guarding it was a magical snake that spat poison from behind an invisible shield. 

Ashera, a nasty witch, had beautiful brown skin and long dark hair which reached almost two feet past the nape of her back. She had extraordinary brown eyes. The striations in her eyes were like an expensive gem, the result of playing with magic for so long. It was cold in the chamber, just the way she liked it. She kept a large part of the wall covered in ice, launching her frosty magic daily to coat it. Those who survived an encounter with the witch called her the ice queen of the desert.

Although the enchantress was forty, she could pass for almost two decades younger. The spell she created to keep her face young looking was doing its job. It was past midnight when the stone emitted a sweet musky scent and cinnamon, woke her from a sound sleep. It did so occasionally to notify her it had found something that would be of interest. Her olfactory senses were spelled to detect the odor. As she entered the main chamber off her bedroom, the rock floated six inches over her desk with excitement, wanting a drop of her blood for a job well done. 

“Yes, yes, I smell it.” She was wearing a dark purple robe and carried a lit candle as she approached. “What have you discovered? If you want a taste of my blood, it needs to be good.”

An image of a beautiful young girl appeared within the bloodstone. She gazed at her but couldn’t recollect the youthful face. “Yes, I see her, but who the hell is she?”

The Bloodstone formed a word out of smoke. Jenny materialized, and then the wisps vanished, with a small amount of ash falling. The soul inside the enchanted item remained anxious. Because the blood it wanted was euphoric.

The witch was neither impressed nor amused. “You wake me for this? I should break you in two!”

Dracula’s daughter.

Ashera wiped the sleep out of her eyes. She wondered what she had to do with anything? She knew she was a white witch, and could occasionally feel her energy from across the vast ocean. “That is interesting, but you could have waited until morning to tell me.”

She’s a wizard.

“I know that you imbecile. And women are not wizards, they’re witches.”  

She’s a wizard.

Ashera poured herself a cup of Gyokuro green tea, heated it with a spark from her finger, sipping it, and savoring the flavor. “So, she’s a wizard. Why should that grab my interest? You should choose your next words wisely.”

She pursues the book.

It was as if someone had grabbed her by the throat. “She seeks the book of Solorah?” 

Yes, and she WILL discover it. More ashes fell.

She smashed her fist on the table, making the silver spoon jump. “You can tell me she will find the book, but you still can’t tell me the location of the book?”

Regrettably.

Ashera sat and strummed her fingers on the table as she thought. Most magic had limitations, and she needed to get her hands on that book. She could shape the world into what she wanted with such powerful magic. Control anyone like a puppet on a string. And it contained unimaginable secrets.

She comes to Egypt to find the book.

“What? The book is here?”

Apparently.

That brought a smile to her face, the biggest one in weeks. Could it be true? “She finds the book. I kill the girl, and all will live happily ever after. Well, I will at least. And maybe you too. That is fine news.”

Dracula is her father.

“You already said that. I must prepare some dangerous enchantments. He’s not one to be trifled with, that’s for certain. He is a handsome devil.”

Blood?

Ashera went over to a shelf and removed a vial of her blood, poured it on the bloodstone and watched as it vibrated with ecstasy. It took the stone several minutes to absorb all of it, savoring every second. Such joy as if an addict had just received his shot of meth. “You did well.” 

A tiny puff of smoke formed into a smile.

The raven flapped its wings from its perch.

“Don’t you start.” 
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ALEXANDER, YOUNG AND handsome with thick black hair, a muscular body; one of the six legendary red sheriffs. He carried a Katana sword that he could pull faster than a bullet leaving a gun, and sometimes he also carried a Glock 40. He stood just outside the warehouse door, listening. His German shepherd Tessie sat patiently by his side. He was a vampire, as all red sheriffs were. Dracula had transformed him to help keep the criminal vampires in line as only another vampire could. The canine playfully and repeatedly extracted and retracted her vampire teeth. She was more than a match for most monsters and helped Alexander take care of the criminals. The Master had gotten word that a terrorist cell was operating in New York. Although he usually left humans to handle crimes committed by regular people, these assholes were different. And so, he dispatched Alexander to kill them, but first to gather as much information as possible before doing so. 

Four occupied the interior: two white men and two Black men. One had a Middle Eastern accent. They were all wearing suits. Perhaps they thought it made them look like businessmen off to some important meeting instead of planning their evil deeds. They had a dirty bomb and were having a difference of opinion about where to detonate it. A disagreement arose; one favoured Grand Central Station, the other Madison Square Garden, for detonation amidst exiting crowds. 

Even though Alexander was about a hundred yards away, he could hear every word they were saying, and that the bomb was, in fact, ready. All they had to do was insert the key, and a red light would come on, press the green button, and an hour later, boom. They weren't smart enough to have created the bomb. Someone named Miksa was responsible, but neither the FBI nor the sheriff’s contacts had ever heard of him. 

Their laughter aggravated the sheriff on multiple levels that they were so joyful in their hope of killing so many. The dog showed her teeth at their cackles. Tessy’s low growl was in anticipation how she was going to tear into them. It was unfortunate, but some people deserved to be eaten by a dog, not that she would eat them, at least not all of them.

Alexander blurred past the open doorway of the abandoned factory, which had been empty for several years. No one, and no homeless in the area, and so they felt safe. One of them thought he might have seen something and so headed for the door carrying his UZI submachine guy. He thought it was likely the excitement and the fear of not aspiring to be caught at this point. But he needed to urinate. Falcon stuck his head out the doorway, and the vampire grabbed him so fast it was only a biter who could manage such speed. His neck snapped, severing his spine, before Alexander ripped his head off. The sheriff caught the head before it bounced, laying the body down silently where Tessy urinated on it. 

The sheriff needed the terrorists to step away from the bomb so they wouldn’t be able to set it off, allowing him to go in and kill the others. When they thought too much time had elapsed, the three remaining headed for the door where Falcon had exited. It allowed the German Shepherd time to enter through a side door and approach from behind. Alexander stepped into the doorway and Hamzah opened fire with his Uzi, but he effortlessly moved away from the spray of the bullets. The two others turned, wanting to run to the bomb and set it off, but the dog was now its defender. She lunged and ripped one’s throat out. The dog bit the other man through his torso, killing him.

The bomb was safe, and a call to the FBI would have them secure the area. Before they arrived, the sheriff went through their belongings and their cell phones. It was shocking to see several photos of Dracula’s daughter, Jenny. Someone had followed her. What were the intentions for the girl? He knew they were in Egypt, but this needed to be brought to Dracula’s attention. 
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INSIDE THE PYRAMID, Ashera took a dove into her hand and cut the head off it with a meat cleaver. The witch cut it open and took out its gizzard and heart, tossing the rest of it in the trash. Her potent spells, because she was an ice witch, consisted of ice and magical ingredients she collected. She had some flown in from different parts of the world. It was difficult to get pure ice. Icebergs were an excellent source, and this morning she had received a large block of it. The fewer impurities, the more power she could wield, and the air had been so fresh thousands of years ago. Today, pollution drifted everywhere. Ice molecules show different phases which are contingent on pressure and temperature. The coldest and the more pressure was what she needed for her enchantments. 

Just as water is the source of life, ice is the foundation of her magic. She had pulled much ice into her veins over the years, enhanced by magic and born of a magical mind. A blood test would indeed make a doctor’s eyebrows rise. Her blood was closer to white than red.

She placed the heart and gizzard in a small silver bowl, covered it with enchanted blue ice chips, and added the heart of a penguin. Ashera inserted a frost flower formed by sea ice, several venoms which augment one another, spiders, snakes, and a drop of wasp toxins. Ashera held both hands over the concoction and watched as it crystallized and then transformed into a slurry.  It evaporated, and she pulled the vapors into herself, turning as pale as ice for several minutes, gradually returning to her normal color.

She closed her eyes and went deep into herself, focusing and trying to decide which ingredients to combine that would be the most effective against a vampire, against Dracula. It was a conscious effort as her essence traveled through her own body, guiding the elements she had placed within, making them collide with each other and observing the reactions. The effect she was looking for was for it to turn a crimson red with sparkles of blue energy. While the spell came into existence long ago to protect against the creatures, Dracula proved to be exceptionally formidable. Being the originator of all vampires, she couldn’t say for certain how it would affect him. 

Ashera opened her eyes and smiled. She aimed her palm toward the far wall and a spherical ball of red ice as it hit it and spread, releasing a mist as it adhered to the surface. It covered a vast area, more than enough to encase any vampire. Its toxicity ate into the wall. Later that afternoon, she summoned a vampire acquaintance, Mbizi, and welcomed him upon his arrival.

Mbizi, a tall Egyptian, had always found her attractive from the first time he had set eyes on her. They had warned him to stay away, saying she was dangerous. But she had always treated him with respect, so it did not matter to him she was a witch. “You are looking beautiful as always, Ashera. I would even say younger than the last time I saw you.”

“Oh, you are too kind.”

They sat down to a meal of Koshari, a combination of rice, lentils, and macaroni. And for dessert, they had konafa, thin pastry strands, nuts, and syrup. They talked about different things, and she realized she was getting to like him. Ashera had planned on killing him, but the conversation had been a mistake. The witch was lonely and now enjoying his company.   

“Mbizi, do you know of any evil vampires? One that deserves to be killed?”

Mbizi’s pupils widened. He wondered if he wasn’t in danger, even with his speed and strength. He had eaten the food. What if he was already under a spell? Or poisoned? “There are plenty of vampires who deserve death. I can think of two. One lives on the Street of Al Tahona. Preys on children.”

“Give me the house number. What’s his name?”

“Thethi.”

Almost two hours after the sunset, Thethi was out walking his poodle when he thought he heard footfalls on the stones behind him. A glance back allowed him to see no one. He thought he heard his name called, but the voice, unfamiliar. It was as if the wind had called him. He was a handsome fellow who looked to be in his forties but was, in reality, five hundred and three. He wore an expensive black suit and tie to match. Again, the sound of footsteps, closer this time, and so he turned.

“Yes? Who are you? I don’t associate with Americans.”

He attempted to dodge the ice ball, but it moved twice as fast as he could. The red ice caught him on the arm enveloping him and his dog, the toxins made it impossible to fight back. Ashera saw he was turning to dust. Thethi was melting and freezing and thawing. The enchantment broke and fell, with his ashes amongst the broken pieces of ice. The animal was unharmed, but Thethi would never again walk upon this earth. Trembling as though doused with water, the barking dog fled, nervously glancing behind. If the spell had the same effect on Dracula as it did on Thethi, nothing would stop her from getting her hands on that book. 
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DRACULA, ALLISON, JENNY, and Moon Diamond flew into the Cairo International Airport under clear skies and a temperature of 64 degrees. A tall skinny black man named Ammon Modhadam who worked for the government met them. Ammon Modhadam politely demanded they turn over all their discoveries to the Egyptian government. Though he knew that should Dracula want to keep something, there was no way they could stop him. Jenny intended to find the magic tome and to take it home with her.

They checked into the Mena House Hotel, and both Jenny and Allison thought it was fabulous. They had a view of the pyramid from their balcony. Moon Diamond was going to be in the room with Jenny and Allison with Dracula. To get permission, despite the pet ban, Dracula bribed them with five thousand American dollars. They ate at an Indian restaurant and afterward took several days to rest and explore a little before heading down to the newly discovered pyramid. 

The next morning, they went to the Grand Egyptian Museum, where they had a good time looking back into history. Moon Diamond, or specifically Zacharia, enjoyed the visit, though he had visited several times before, though not in cat form. He had to spend some time on the Master’s shoulder to see some exhibits properly. 

That evening inside the hotel lobby, Jenny was sitting and reading, occasionally glancing at what she called the Egyptian arch. The shape of the doorway was more than just a circular arch, just had so much style and beauty. The style made everything look that much better. Maybe one day she would have a house built which would be right at home in Egypt, but she would have it in New York. 

As Jenny went back to reading Watchers by Dean Koontz, she glanced at the table next to her where a sixteen-year-old Egyptian sat and stared at her. It was a little on the creepy side, rude for sure. She tried her best to ignore him, but he would not look away, and it was making her uncomfortable. 

Jenny turned and stared at him. “It’s impolite to stare.”

“I apologize, but you are so beautiful that I couldn’t help it. My name is Tadashi.”

What was this now? Was he some sort of trickster? Revving up some scam or other? Her radar was scanning him, and it should be easy enough to scare him off. But Tadashi was so handsome and cute her pupils were expanding, beguiling brown eyes and messy black hairstyle that only made him look even more attractive, if that was possible. It looked like he might be trying to grow a beard, but couldn’t yet manage much of one.    

“Tadashi, are you aware of who my father is?”

His smile appeared genuine, but, of course, criminals usually had disingenuous smiles most likely brought to perfection in a mirror. “Oh yes, your father is Dracula. His genes and your mother’s genes have combined nicely to create a thing of beauty. Jamileh.” Jenny knew Jamileh meant beautiful.

She studied his expression, but too soon to make any judgment. Jenny continued to think he was up to something. Perhaps he was a few boxes short of a full shipment. “You’re not scared of him?”

I should have refused my father, he thought. “In life, you must risk much to gain much. I went to school in California and you?”

Jenny could poke into minds just like her father, but wasn’t able to do it with everyone, and it was just her luck she couldn’t get in there, at least not yet. “New York and a few other places.”

Tadashi pulled his chair close and whispered, even though there was no one near enough to hear their conversation. “You will soon go down into the new pyramid that you have discovered? My father works for the government, and he would appreciate it if you would allow me to go with you. It would be one way to get to know one another.” 

He was as subtle as a brick in the head. He did indeed want something. And to sic a handsome young teen on her. She supposed someone had put some thought into it. “And there you have it. No one is supposed to know about that yet. So, it was not my beauty at all that attracted you.” 

Tadashi put his hand over his heart. “Yes, and no. I’ve never seen one as beautiful as you. I could not refuse my father’s request.”

Jenny rolled her eyes. “So, you would spy on us? I will inform my father, but he will not agree, and neither do I. I wouldn’t want to see that handsome face torn off. It’s extremely dangerous down there. Many traps and God only knows what else.”  

“You would not protect me with your magic?” Tadashi gazed into her eyes.

“Tadashi, you know a lot more about me than I do about you.”

Tadashi shrugged. He saw she was as attracted to him, perhaps as much as he was to her. “Would you like me to tell you about myself?”

“Please go away. I want to finish my book. It is much more interesting than you.”

Tadashi pushed his chair back to his table, showing her an exaggerated, sad face. Every so often she glanced at him, and he showed it to her again, using drops from his glass of water to make tears, making her smile. Jenny did not appreciate phony people.

The sound of high heels hitting the floor and reverberating off the walls caught Jenny’s attention. Expensive-looking red heels with red soles. She thought they were from French designer Christian Louboutin, but couldn’t be sure. Ashera walked toward her and passed without a glance, revealing a smile when Jenny could no longer see her face. Jenny had read high heels went back as far as 3500 B. C. in Egypt. Scholars


d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg





d2d_images/image001.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/image002.png





d2d_images/image000.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





d2d_images/image003.png





d2d_images/scene_break.png





