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Prologue
















I want to say thank you to my readers
for your support. And as always Lydia thanks you as well. What a
delightful journey it has been. I continue to learn so much. I
continue to grow. And although Lydia is reaching the conclusion in
her journey, I am sure she will remain in our memories. At least
she will in mine. I don’t know where she came from. She is a
strange and wonderful part of me. I will miss writing about her.
But then again, no one really knows the future, right?
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Chapter One
















And the poets down here don’t write
nothing at all.

They just stand back and let it all
be.






-Bruce Springsteen




































Willie Clay was in prison. He would
spend the rest of his life there. He had been a very bad man. When
he was only a child himself, he killed another child. He was in
prison a long time for that crime. But because he had committed the
crime as a child himself, he was released back into society. He
served his time. He was released. Then he killed again.






The entire time he was in prison the
first time, he knew he would kill again. When he was questioned by
a parole board, he simply lied. He lied saying he had learned his
lesson. He lied and said he would never kill another human
being.






Willie said that only happened because
he was a confused child. Willie had taken a stone and bashed a
little girls head in. The little girl had provoked him. She had
called him names. She sang evil songs about him and taunted him
daily. She made fun of him in front of other children.






She certainly deserved disciplinary
action. She was a bully and Willie was the victim. One day he just
snapped. He waited for the girl and he killed her. He hit her so
many times with the rock that her head was mush.






What the authorities never knew, was
that Willie Clay enjoyed it. If he hadn’t killed this girl, he
would have killed another person eventually.






He remembered the tale of the frog and
the scorpion. The scorpion needed to cross a river and he asked the
frog to give him a ride to the other side of the river.






“But Mr. Scorpion, if I give
you a ride on my back, you will sting me.”






To which the scorpion replied, “Why
would I do that? Then we both would die”






The frog reluctantly agreed. He let
the scorpion climb on his back and started to swim across the
river. Once they reached the middle of the river the scorpion stung
the frog in the back.






The frog cried out “Mr. Scorpion! Why
would you sting me? Now we both will die!”






The scorpion said, “Because it’s in my
nature”.






After the first kill Willie knew what
was in his nature. Willie Clay was a scorpion. He knew it was in
his nature to kill. And he did kill again in Forum, North Dakota.
He killed an innocent child. He had planned on meeting a woman
there. But she set him up and he ended up in prison
again.






After the betrayal he sent a friend to
kill the woman. His friend Zip promised to kill her for him. Willie
fully believed she would be dead soon. He expected a visit from
Zip. He wanted Zip to tell him every gory detail. He wanted to know
when she died, how she died, and every other detail of the murder.
He wanted to know if she screamed. He wanted her to
suffer.






He sat in the cell wishing for
tomorrow. He wished it was tomorrow and that Zip was visiting him.
It was well after midnight in the prison in California. There were
normal prison sounds. He could hear coughing, farting, and snoring.
An occasional toilet flushing interrupted the cacophony of the
night.






Earlier
a man had been singing from inside his cell. He wasn’t a very good
singer. But he was singing none the less. He was singing an old
song from the Band the Eagles called “Desperado”. Willie had never
heard the song before but he knew it now. It was echoing in his
brain even now, “why don’t you come to your senses?”. This prisoner
was new. Willie hoped he would hear more songs like this melancholy
melody.






Willie rolled over to look
at the door and realized his door of his second floor cell was
open. He blinked his eyes trying to see in the dark. He could see a
figure was standing in the doorway. He knew who it was immediately.
It was her. She was standing right in front of him. He didn’t know
how she had appeared in the doorway. But there was no denying the
facts. She was there, and the cell door was
open.






The anger rose in his chest.
Willie was a big man. He didn’t know how she got there. He didn’t
know what kind of power this woman had, but Willie was intent on
killing her. Willie moved very quickly for a big man and lunged at
the woman. He
ran for the woman in the cell door. He would break her in half. He
would kill her with his bare hands.











The next morning Willie was found with
his blanket around his neck. He was hanging from the railing of the
second story. The guards found him during the morning walk. They
had no explanation for his cell door being open. No one in the
prison heard any strange noises in the night.






The video tape showed
nothing. One moment the cell block was empty, then the recording went fuzzy
and blank at times. And the next
moment, less
than a minute later, the video cleared. The cell block was still
empty, except for Willie clay. Willie Clay
was hanging from a railing. His neck was broken and he was
dead.






The authorities ruled the
death a suicide. There was no other evidence to suggest anything
else.








































































Chapter Two




Pleasure of love lasts but a
moment.

Pain of love lasts a
lifetime.


-Jean-Pierre Claris de
Florian









Tyler saw the dark man lift
Lydia and levitate as they both drank. He was incapacitated as he
lay up against that tree. He couldn’t move but his eyes were open
and he saw them rise in the air. He saw him bite her neck as they
rose. Then everything went dark. The rest was a dream to
him. And
maybe even what he saw was nothing but a dream.


Either way, he was told that
ended up at a hospital and no one knows how he
arrived. He was found by the orderlies on a stretcher in the
hallway. However it was that he arrived to safety, no one knew. If
it had been any later he would most certainly
have died. His next memory was
of him waking
up in a hospital bed.


But he knew he had seen a real
vampire. What else could explain what he saw. What else could
explain the loss of Lydia and how she had disappeared. And
sometimes he thought, maybe that is what Lydia was, a real
vampire?


Now Tyler Dodsen was dreaming
again. He was asleep in his car once again. His car was parked
outside Lydia
Hansen’s home again. Now it was Emily and
Elizabeth Hansen’s home. He watched the house more times than he
would like
to admit. He did not know
why he was
here night after night. He
felt
was waiting for something or someone. Even he
did was
unsure why or of what he was
waiting for.


He awoke the same way he
always woke. When he was thrown into the tree his head hit with a
terrible “thud”. He heard the thud and awoke thinking of her. He
was sweating in the Florida heat. He had turned the
rental
car off and in doing so had turned off the air
conditioning. Sometimes her drove his own truck and at other times her
rented a car.


He coughed in the hot humid air of the
car. He immediately shifted in his seat and started the car. The
air conditioner whirred alive with a hot blast to his face then
quickly turning to cool relieving air in his face.


As he shifted in his seat he
felt the pain. The pain that never left him. The accident had left
him with a permanent limp. It had also left him in a lot of pain.
The scotch helped with the pain. He was given medication prescriptions by
the doctors, but he refused to take them and become a prescription
medicine junkie. He didn’t
think he
drank too much, just enough to make
the pain tolerable. He believe the scotch was better than the pills.
He thought about the scotch and how he could use
some now.


He stared down the street looking for
activity in front of her house. Her Jeep was there. But there was
no other movement. He reached for the glove box knowing he would
find his last purchase of scotch. He had bought Clan MacGregor this
time. It was cheap but still packed a punch with decent
flavor.


Next to the scotch was a 9mm Smith and
Wesson semi automatic handgun. He was not a police officer anymore
but he did keep a permit to carry a concealed weapon. He wasn’t
sure why. If he did indeed meet a real vampire it was apparent it
would not help him.


The glove box clicked and
dropped open when he pushed the button. He
looked at the green bottle and was reaching for it when he saw
someone familiar. He slapped his face as he watched her get into
the yellow jeep. He was in shock and unable to move for a moment.
He skin
became hot and he felt a tear as he looked
at his Lydia, then he quickly realized it was not her.
It was her daughter Emily.


He had made the mistake once
before. The first time he felt as though he had seen a ghost, and
that ghost was giving him a heart attack. Even so it
was intoxicating for him to watch Emily Hansen.
Although he knew it wasn’t HIS Lydia, the resemblance was
incredible. Lydia’s daughter had grown into a beautiful duplicate
of her mother.


Emily had a gym bag in her
hand. Tyler had seen the same gym bag the first time he saw her and
he knew where she was going. She was going to work out and he would
not follow her again. He felt creepy enough hanging around outside their home.
What would he say if they found him there? That he was
looking for her mother when everyone else believed
she was dead?


Afterwards Emily would be freshly
showered after her work out at the gym. Then she would go to see a
friend. Or more aptly put, a friend with benefits. The first time
he followed her to her friends house was the last time for Tyler.
He had positioned himself to watch the two through the uncurtained
window of the man’ apartment. He wasn’t sure what he would see.
Maybe Lydia would be there?


Instead he watched Emily take her
clothes off. He watched another man take his clothes off. He
watched them make love. He tried to look away but he couldn’t.
Emily was so much like her mother in every way. The way she moved
when walking, talking, an especially the way she straddled this man
was so much like Lydia.


Tyler wanted to stop looking but could
not. He was mesmerized and soon found his hand touching and rubbing
the hardness awakening beneath his pants. Tears formed in his eyes
as he felt the longing for the woman he loved and watched her
duplicate having sex in the apartment.


He imagined her wetness and her tight
pussy clenching onto the
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