Aurora awoke with a cry. She sat up panting, clutching her knees for strength. A cold sweat covered her body and her limbs trembled with horror. The dream - no, night terror - had been so incredibly vivid. A man whom she had never before met, yet had somehow known had been standing before her, and although they were surrounded with an abyss of darkness, he glowed, as if the moonlight clung to him in all places of the world. His lapis lazuli eyes shone with a love, a complete and utter..acceptance..that shook her to her bones. He was not handsome - no, that word failed completely to describe him. He was...beautiful, like an angel – clearly male, with his sharp cheekbones and strong, yet lithe body, but also soft and smooth at the same time. She somehow knew his face would feel as silk did, and smell vaguely of cinnamon and sugar with a hint of pine and forest. And his ears…they had an unusual point to them, and she knew then he was not human. 

His soft lips, which sat in a strait male line, had slowly whispered her name, and she had felt as if she was being called home. She saw his hands reach out slowly, beckoning to her, and her hand suddenly before her, reaching out to him. Their fingers met and touched - the barest brush of skin, and yet she could feel every line of his fingerprint, and it sent a shot of heat throughout her body, racing with a delighted shiver. 


But then it had all been destroyed. As he pulled her towards him, into his warm strong arms, an arrow came from the darkness behind him, missing his chest and catching in hers, through her heart. She jerked back and fell to a hard ground, and an unimaginable pain consumed her chest as the burning of fire and immense chill of ice. Hot copper blood spilled from her lips, and she looked up into his eyes with surprise and alarm, unbelieving. The pain in his eyes stopped her cold. Her wound seemed like a scratch compared to the agony in his eyes – the sense of loss there was like nothing she had ever seen. He seemed as if he had lost everything - every single thing in the world, along with every precious and happy moment he had ever known. 


And suddenly she realized their loss. She would never kiss those sweet soft lips, or brush his windswept blond hair from his face, or hear his soft whispers in the dark. She let out a gasp and a cry, gripping his hands, losing herself to weeping with the sorrow of it all. He pulled her into his arms and clutched her there, whispering frantic words in a beautiful language she had never heard. She leaned back so she could see his face and placed her cold hands on the sides of his face and pulled him close, sobbing with abandon, pressing her forehead against his and looking into his eyes. Hot tears spilled down her cheeks and mixed with the blood on her chin. He stopped speaking for a moment, seeing the despair in her eyes, and spoke English. 

"Nay, do not despair, my love. There are far greater things in this world than you and I, and although we lose each other at this moment, we shall find each other again. Some how, I vow it.” A single tear slipped from his right eye, and fell on her lips. She gave one last strangled cry, and felt the darkness wrap its ice-cold arms around her. And as he faded away from her, she realized that though he had touched her very soul, she did not even know his name.


Aurora's heart had calmed slowly, and her breathing had returned to normal. The dream had shaken something in her, questioned the basic beliefs she had been so positive of her entire life. Had it been a vision, a small peek into the future? Had she seen her very own death? And the man...the man...did such a creature exist? Could something so beautiful possibly love her, an imperfect woman at best? She stood shakily, and walked towards her mirror. She had a cold pit in her stomach, an increasing feeling of fear, and a warning. Her body was trying to tell her something would change. Something, today, would be different. She had felt it once before, five years ago, when the car crash - the car crash that had taken

the lives of her parents had happened. She had been in the back of Todd Langston's Chevy, kissing him, ready to give herself to a man for the first time, when she had felt it. A swirling in her stomach, a creeping coldness, the taste of death. She had gasped and shot up from Todd's arms and looked down at him with confusion and pain. She had run from the car then, and sprinted stumbling through the woods, tears sliding down her cheeks, though she was not aware of them.

Flashes of her parents had flashed through her mind, swinging at the playground swing set, giggling, hugging at Christmas... 


"God, NO!!!" She had screamed in the woods, where no human ear could hear her. Gasping desperately for breath, she had burst through her front door, and stopped cold. Her sister stood in the kitchen, the cordless phone gripped in her hand. She turned to look at Aurora, and the phone had fallen to the floor. Her legs had given out then, and she had collapsed onto the wooden foyer floor, keening softly, curled in a small ball.  


"They're dead. Oh God, they're dead. What will we do? What will we do?" Her sister had whispered, and Aurora had felt a cold place open up in her heart, and feared it would never know warmth again. 


An hour later, Aurora was running down one of the many crowded streets of Los Angeles, berating herself for taking so long to get herself together that morning. Her boss Jack would have her soul for being late, especially with their largest clients ever coming in. She smacked into a businessman on his cell phone, and he yelled after her, gesturing angrily. She turned her head back, yelling and apology, and didn’t notice the alleyway coming up on her left. A scream rang out, and Aurora felt a moment of horrified confusion as a fire engine red Mercedes Benz came zipping out of the alley, coming strait for her. Her body stopped in shock, and she felt as if she had no control of it for a moment, as if something had made her body freeze in the middle of that small alley exit, watching the car speed towards her. Brakes screeched, she managed a strangled scream, and then only a deep blackness.

