
She’d never noticed that the night had shadows. Darkness on darkness. She shivered as a cool breeze swept across her 

bare shoulders and arms. She glanced up and studied the sky, entranced by the ancient magic of silver moonglow and 

the strands of stardust curving across the infinite blackness of heaven. She squared her shoulders and walked toward 

the main hotel, its lights beckoning in the distance . . . . . . the savage attack took her by surprise.  

 


