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Kayte Rivers had died years ago at the hands of a hate group called The Cloaks. And just like Kayte Rivers, The Cloaks had killed her parents ten years before her death. The world knew this story as truth.

Kayte Rivers died, and Nova Pines was born.

When Kayte Rivers heard her name leave the mouth of the man she saw shoot two other men, it felt as if Nova Pines had finally died, and Kayte Rivers had been reborn.

Only one person knew Kayte had survived the fire set by The Cloaks. And that person was no longer alive. What Kayte saw the man do made her want to arrest him, but she was unable to. She had to know how he knew her name.

Instead of taking him to the station, Kayte took the unconscious, bleeding man to her apartment. It took her a while to get him inside, and once she had, she cuffed him to her radiator. She had seen his potential and didn’t want to add to his existing burdens.

Kayte left the man in her apartment and went to her neighbor’s. She knocked hard enough to wake Paris and hoped she had been home.

After two clicks, the door opened, and a tired Paris yawned as she stretched. “Nova, it’s pretty late.”

“I need your help with something.”

“Another patch-up?” asked Paris. She lowered her arms, and her thin t-shirt covered the skin of her slim stomach. “You know I’m a veterinary assistant and not a nurse, right?”

“I know,” said Kayte. “But you’re the only person I trust, and I’m not sure how much time we have.”

“Oh,” said Paris. Her face stiffened as she looked at Kayte’s body.

“Come on in.”

“No, it’s not me who needs you,” said Kayte. “Get dressed and come to my apartment with everything you have. I’ll make it up to you once I have the time.”

Paris nodded and closed her door.

When Kayte returned to her apartment, she rested her hand on her gun just in case the man had woken and found a way out of the cuffs.

She found him resting where she had left him. His chest rose and fell with such deliberation that she feared each breath would be his final one.

Kayte knelt to his face. His skin was as dark as her own. The fresh bruises obscured his old scars, making it impossible to tell which wounds were new, while the blood from the cuts hid the number of injuries he sustained. Her gaze moved from the skin of his hands to his neck, then finally to his eyes. He reminded her of old leather. Rugged and worn, yet challenging and lasting.

“Who are you?”

Someone knocked on her door. Kayte parted ways with the man and welcomed Paris in.

Paris stepped in with a new T-shirt and blue jeans. She had a first aid kit in her hands, one that Kayte had become familiar with as she took on more cases. Paris paused when she saw the man cuffed to the radiator. “What happened to him?”

“I’m not sure. I witnessed two men assaulting him while I was out. When I went to stop them, he shot both of them and then passed out.” Kayte walked over to the radiator. “He’s in terrible shape, and I don’t think he has much time left.”

“You should have taken him to the hospital. Why did you bring him here instead?” Paris asked as she approached the man. She opened the first aid kit and used small scissors to cut open his sweater.

“Those men, something about them didn’t seem casual. They weren’t dressed like the usual night owls. If I took him anywhere in public, those men would track us down, and they would kill us both.”

Paris removed the cut sweater and shirt from the man. “He’s wearing a vest?”

“Cut the sides,” replied Kayte. “We’ll have to pull it off him and hope he has nothing broken in there.”

Paris cut the vest, and they removed it from him.

His chest had over a hundred more scars than his face. The cuts covered his entire body, and his skin and bruises were darker.

“Oh, this is bad.”

“Just do what you can,” said Kayte. “I’ll do the rest.”

“Gotcha.”

Kayte watched Paris stitch the open wounds, wrap the bruised skin, and then ice the lumps and knots.

✽✽✽

Paris sat back. The man’s blood dyed her fingers red. She exhaled a heavy breath. “That’s all I can do. He shouldn’t bleed out, but take him to see a professional soon.”

“Thank you, Paris,” Kayte said. She took the bloodied clothes and walked them to her trash can.

“You said you saw him shoot two other men,” said Paris. Her voice was quiet. “Do you think he’s dangerous?”

Kayte returned to Paris. “I know he is. The way he fought back, he’s trained, trained enough to survive whatever caused him to look this way.”

“Are you going to arrest him once he’s better?”

“That...is what I do not know.” Kayte looked down at the man. Sleep made even the most ferocious lion look timid. “He shot the men to save me. They were going to kill me, and he stopped them. He could have killed me if he wanted to...but he didn’t. I need to know more about him before I can do

anything else, anything else besides saving his life.”

“I understand,” said Paris with a yawn. “Do you want me to stay with you?”

“No,” said Kayte. “I’ll be okay. Go get some rest.”

Paris stood and nodded. “After all this, I’m unsure how much rest I can get.” She walked towards the door.

Before she exited, Kayte turned to see her. “Thanks again.”

“No problem, neighbor.”

Sebastian dreamed about the day after.

The day after his first kill, Sebastian King went to school as if nothing had happened. As if the ringing of the shot didn’t live in his ears and the blood hadn’t stained the sole of his shoes. To the world, he had still been the same antisocial loner who focused on his grades and protected his younger sister.

No one had noticed him before, and he knew they wouldn’t catch him then.

Despite everything, it felt like he was the center of attention. Every whisper was about him. In his mind, even the tales that never had his name among them were about him. His actions were no secret to them, and soon, everyone would know.

But the whispers weren’t about him.

They were about Kayte Rivers.

It had been almost half a year since anyone spoke of her name, the fire, and The Cloaks, but on that day, everything came back to life.

She came back to life.

Sebastian went through the day, no longer chased by guilt or worry. His classmates and paranoia had reminded him that everything he had done had a purpose.

When Sebastian King walked into the manor, he went to his father,

Vincent King, and asked him, “Do you have them?”

Vincent King in the dream and the memory smiled. “I do.” “May I have them?” asked Sebastian.

Vincent King opened his drawer, removed a thin black folder, and handed it to his son. “Are you going to do this alone?”

Sebastian clutched the folder, burdened by its contents. Because once he opened it, it would be his world. “I have to do it alone.”

Sebastian King woke, and above him was Kayte Rivers.

Alive.

Sebastian remained still, making no move to free himself from the restraints.

“How are you awake already?” asked Kayte Rivers.

“How long has it been?”

“I brought you home four hours ago,” said Kayte.

“Hm,” hummed Sebastian. “Longer than usual.”

“Answer me, please,” Kayte came closer. “How are you awake?

Breathing, talking.”

“There are many answers I could give. However, I only possess one of divine origin.”

“Are you saying you’re divine?”

“I’m saying I’m blessed, maybe cursed. I’m not sure which one yet,” said Sebastian. “My father believes a deity has chosen his family, and because of that, we can do incredible acts of survival.”

“And you believe that too?”

“Always have.”

Kayte glanced with approval. “Do I need to take you to a hospital?”

“No,” said Sebastian, his body protesting with a sharp pain. “I need to go somewhere where you aren’t welcome.”

“Is this about the two men you murdered in the alley?”

Sebastian nodded. “I wasn’t sure if I killed them or not.” This was the truth. Everything had been a blur before he fainted, and he didn’t know if his shots had hit their marks. He looked down and saw that someone had stitched his cuts and wrapped his bones. “Did you do this?”

“No, my neighbor did.”

“They’ll get better with practice.”

“Why did you kill them?”

Sebastian looked at her. The world was still a blur. “They were going to kill you.”

“And then what?”

“I still would have killed them.”

“Who were they?”

Sebastian shook his head.

“Who are you?”

He shook his head again.

“Tell me why I shouldn’t arrest you,” said Kayte Rivers. She unclipped her badge from her belt and displayed it in his face. “I could bring you in now and not blink an eye.”

“You’ll die if you do.”

“Because you’ll kill me?”

“No,” said Sebastian. “Someone else will.”

“This needs to make sense quickly.”

“I can’t tell you much. If anything at all.”

“There is something you can tell me.” Kayte put away her badge and came to his face. “How do you know my name?”

“We went to school together,” said Sebastian. His back ached against the wooden floor. “I was a grade below you. The world thinks you’re dead.”

“And I need it to stay that way.”

“It will.”

Kayte sighed. Her hair was almost long enough to brush his skin. I’m releasing you, but don’t get any ideas. I’ll shoot you if I have to.”

Sebastian knew she wouldn’t. He judged a person’s capacity for taking a life by the look in their eyes. “I won’t do anything.”

“I know.” Kayte took out her keys to the handcuffs and released him. She walked away before he could move. However, he wasn’t able to move much.

With a grunt, Sebastian rolled on the floor, his clothes rustling as he landed on his stomach. He took a deep breath and then pushed against the floor into a stand.

Kayte looked at his body, and her eyes glazed over him. The man before her looked like a statue carved from dark marble. With caution, she picked up a shirt and walked it over to him. “I hope this fits.”

Sebastian took the shirt and with three painful attempts, slipped it over his head and pushed his arms through the sleeves. It fit enough to cover him, and that was all that mattered. “Thank you.”

“I can’t believe you’re standing right now.”

“I can’t believe you’re alive.” Sebastian looked at her. All of her. Her appearance was identical to how he remembered her. Her hair was different, and her features had matured, but he had recognized her the moment he saw her. “How did you survive the fire?”

Kayte crossed her arms. With a light breath, she said, “I, too, wonder if I am cursed or blessed by some maker.”
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They were being hunted. Kayte Rivers, her past flame Tessa, her best friend Avery, and the other members of her late-night crew. They were all being hunted by evil men who wore cloaks to disguise their faces but revealed their hate. Their hate for those who were born different, who looked different, who looked like Kayte and Tessa. Kayte drove with the hopes the city would keep them safe.

Even with the cover of the city, the emerald truck continued its pursuit.

They gave Kayte’s nerves a rattle by bumping into the back of the pickup at a stoplight. Not enough to damage either vehicle. But enough to remind the women of their intent. Not that either of them had forgotten.

“I can’t stand them,” Tessa said. “They think they’re untouchable.”

“We have a problem.” Kayte tapped on the dashboard. The truck, just as her courage was running low. “We will not get far without stopping.”

“Fuck.”

Kayte reasoned, “At least a gas station will be open, and people will be present.”

“Yeah,” Tessa growled, “their people.”

“One step ahead of you. I know where to go.”

Kayte rolled down her window. She waved her hands for the truck of cloaks to follow. Then flipped them the bird. She was tired of being afraid. It was time to transcend. Time to show she wouldn’t remain under their boots any longer.

Kayte pulled into the gas station and parked at a pump. The emerald truck parked at the pump on the opposite side. Driver window to driver window. Avery parked her muscle car in front of Kayte. Kayte nodded to Tessa. Tessa concealed the knife, making it invisible to anyone until she wanted them to see it.

They exited the truck.

As Kayte closed her door. The driver of the green truck climbed out. He slammed his door with tactical force. Because of the pumps between them, Kayte couldn’t see his frame in total. Tessa joined her. Then Avery.

“Nice little game, huh?” He said. His voice scratched with venom. Somehow, he put a charm in his words as if he weren’t following them, with intent to harm. “Funny seeing a little lady like you behind the wheel.”

“I don’t find it funny at all,” Kayte said. She looked at Tessa. Tessa gestured with her free hand, signaling three. Kayte looked at Avery. An object protruded from her back pocket.

Kayte turned to the pump. “I find it funny there’s three of you big vigorous men chasing us three little ladies. That’s fucking hilarious. Now excuse me. I have to pay for my gas.”

“Me too.” The man said. “Shall we walk in together?”

“I’ll join you,” Avery said. “I need some as well.”

“I’ll keep an eye on the truck,” Tessa said, her grip on the hilt tightening with each word. “I wouldn't want any accidents to happen.” “That would be quite unfortunate,” he said.

Kayte sized up the cloak as they walked to the station. He was taller than she wanted him to be. If she had to guess, he was in the 6-7 feet range. He wore a checkered flannel over a clean white tee. His blue jeans looked toughened by yard work. Or something worse. His appearance didn’t suggest such a cruel heart. He looked decent. Again. If he had been raised in love instead of hate, she could have considered him a friend. But he wasn’t. He was an enemy, regardless of her aversion to having them.

He opened the door for them.

Avery shocked Kayte when she spat on his shoes. “Sorry.” She said, “Allergies are bothering me.”

“No worries,” he said. “Mine act up around these kinds of folk too.”

Kayte burned. But she smiled because of the plan she had cooked in her mind.

Inside the station was everyone Kayte had needed to be there. They were in her land. She knew these night lovers. They owned these streets more than the law did.

They were her family.

They saw one of their young sisters walk in with a worried face.

They stopped what they were doing.

Trevon closed the door to chilled drinks. And there was Gina, arranging party snacks on the counter.

Jalen removed his headphones and walked over with protective steps.

Martin came from an aisle. A sharp smile appeared on his face and an even more substantial raise in his brow. “Hey there, Kayte. Are you doing alright today?”

These were her people, her family. The cloaks believed they held power in numbers and fear. They were unaware of the greatest power anyone in this world could possess. Love. Care. Community and trust.

“Stopping in to get gas. Had some asshole following me all day long. I ran the truck out there empty. How about you?” Kayte asked. When she stepped to the register, they all swayed closer. The cloak eyed the room. He stood by the door with his fake smile and mannerisms.

“Oh, yeah?” Marvin asked. Marvin stared at the cloak. “Did you lose the dumbo?”

“Not too sure. You know how cloaks are. Make rats look good,” Kayte said.

Everyone looked at the cloak. He experienced a profound sense of alienation for the first time.

Kayte noticed his smile vanish. His posture weakened. He would have to leave now to fill up elsewhere, meaning he’d lose eyes on the women. Or he’d have to see how far he could survive before realizing they wouldn’t give him a choice to survive.

Jalen walked closer to Kayte. “Don’t worry about paying. I’ll put it on my tab,” He said. Jalen looked at Marvin. “Why don’t you pump the gas for her? Just in case those rats come back?”

“Yes sir,” Marvin said. “Gina, would you like to join?”

“Absolutely.”

“And don’t worry. I’m covering hers too.” Jalen said while looking at Avery.

Avery blushed as she said thanks.

Kayte knew it.

They had indeed started a fling. A lighter time would be needed to bring that up.

Gina, Kayte, Martin, and Avery pushed through the cloak as they exited. He didn’t follow. He didn’t want them to travel far in the truck. But it could also have been because he feared the words would end if he moved too fast.

Tessa’s knife looked like Jalen. Silent and sleek. It was best to avoid provoking him.

Gina stood with Avery as she fueled the mustang. Marvin pumped for Kayte.

His eyes were on the green truck.

The door of the green truck opened, then closed. Gravel crunched under heavy steps. A man wearing vile colored cowboy boots. A tank top too small for his frame. And a torn sun hat. An aluminum can was the only thing in his hand. He spat black tar into the can. Then threw it directly in Kayte’s face.

When the can hit her cheek, his disgusting saliva and the rest of his drink in the can splashed her. A reaction of a scream escaped her. But she raised her hand to stop her allies from making a move.

A laugh escaped the man as he walked back to the truck.

“What the fuck!” Tessa screamed. She followed him.

Kayte reached for her and clasped her shoulder. She shook her head slowly. “Don’t.”

“Are you going to let him do that?” Tessa asked. Fire in her eyes.

Kayte shook her head. She looked at Tessa as she held the knife.

Tessa understood and gave the knife to Kayte.

Kayte used the back of her hand to wipe her face. She crept to the back of the emerald truck. The man who assaulted her didn’t notice her, as he was too busy searching for something. He dropped to the floor. Most likely a food-based item. Kayte kneeled and stabbed into the back tire.

When she returned to Tessa, she and Marvin stood there with proud smiles. She gave the knife back to Tessa.

“Beautiful,” Tessa said.

Once the mustang and truck were complete. They all packed up, ready to leave. Marvin joined Kayte and Tessa. Jalen walked out with a bag and then joined Avery. She realized she needed to address that issue soon. Kayte pulled away just as the cloak inside walked to his truck.

He didn’t pump any gas, meaning they had played a game with him inside and refused to give him any service. He gave Kayte a knowing look as

he pointed to the slashed and flat tire, the air hissing out of it like a whispered threat. Before her departure, he smiled. With a cooled, steady breath, he said. “Tell Nathan we’ll be coming for him soon.”

“Can anyone explain what’s happening?” Marvin inquired.

He rolled up his window. He never did like icy breezes. 

“We’re in some deep shit,” Kayte said. She didn’t know where she was


































































































































































































































































































d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
JEPARIEERGTOAN

THE DAUGHTER OF IRIS

"

A HE TR SOIOE S RIESNIFRIR ECITOIN
NOVELLA

2r






d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





