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 UNFAMILIAR SOUNDS AND SMELLS   echoed through Aubri's jumbled brain. Old paper 

and dust, air flow forced through ducts. They never used the central air at home, what was Kael 

up to? She couldn't hear the rain anymore, strange how she was so used to it now, after a week 

solid of it pouring. Piecing through her memories was a painful process. Her head continued to 

ache sharply. Figuring out exactly what had taken place was proving to be difficult. She tried to 

narrow it down. What was the last she remembered? A fight. She had fought with someone. 

Pain. So much pain, within and without. 

Through the haze, one thought was clearer than anything else. In the darkness, there had been 

a voice. In the light, she had seen a face. Even with just the memory, her breath was taken away.  

Consciousness was gradually returning and with it, new pain. Her body was stiff and ached 

all over. It was as though her bones had been shaken to their marrow, muscles beaten and bruised. 

Any small movement felt like knives stabbing into her head. Thankfully, whatever her injuries 

were, they seemed much better than the last time she had been conscious. The aches were 

bearable now. She didn't wish for death. 

An unfamiliar voice was speaking. Gradually, she felt herself waking, though she tried not to 

move. This new voice was authoritative, but also gentle and refined. His steady, quiet tone 

reminded her of a doctor. Was she in a hospital? That made sense. Whatever had happened, she 

was in enough pain to warrant a trip to the emergency room.  

Aubri concentrated harder, wanting to know what they were saying. Maybe she could discover 

precisely what happened to her. 

"I cannot be sure, there was massive damage to her left temporal lobe. I am shocked she lived 

through it. The blow should have killed her instantaneously. As for the rest of her, the upper 

three ribs on her left side are bruised, but not broken. There's going to be plenty of smaller bruises 

all over her." 

"Thank you, Errin." 

She recognized the second voice immediately. It was velvet and hot chocolate and made her 

heart beat faster. If the voice was exactly as she remembered it, could it be possible his face was 

also just as perfect as she remembered? She couldn't quite remember the details, they had started 

to slip away in the haze, but she would know him when she saw him. 
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If only she could get her eyes open. Each eyelid seemed to weigh a ton. It was no use, she 

decided to start slow. Just lift a finger. The amount of concentration she was using made tears 

spring to the corners of her eyes. It hurt to move, it hurt to breath. She was almost positive that 

her smallest finger on her right hand twitched. 

"Errin." Aubri's heart thrilled again at the sound of his voice. "I believe she is waking." 

She could hear a pair of feet moving closer. The doctor, she thought, the other voice had come 

from a different direction. 

"Hmm, yes." The doctor was at her side. He must have been leaning over her, he smelled clean, 

like eucalyptus and mint. His voice was much closer too, and she realized he had a nice accent, 

like the British crime dramas her mother liked to watch. "Do you know her name? It might help 

if you called it." 

Seeing as neither of these men were at all familiar to her, she doubted either of them knew her 

name. 

The second voice was silent for a few seconds. "Her name is Aubri."  

Surprise made her head ache anew. How did he know her? Did she know him? He sounded 

distant in a way that had nothing to do with physical proximity. It was clear he wasn't going to 

be the one calling her name. Aubri wanted to sigh, but feared breathing too deeply with her 

bruised ribs. His voice had lost the urgency, the emotion it had possessed the first time she heard 

it. Had she imagined the almost frantic way he had called to her? 

The doctor did sigh, echoing and giving voice to her annoyance. Something cool touched her 

hand. It was hard and smooth, with very little give, but strangely felt like a hand. Why was the 

doctor so cold? She shivered and tried to pull away. 

"Aubri, you can open your eyes now. Come now, no one is going to bite you." He chuckled a 

little bit at the last part, a mischievous tone in his voice.  

Aubri couldn't find anything funny in his words. She didn't know how he did. In fact, what a 

strange, inexplicable thing to say. Why would she have assumed someone would bite her? 

Across the room, there was an audible growl. Low, rumbling and with a good bit of threat 

behind it. The second voice, coming from that exact place, hardened. "Errin, that is not remotely 

amusing." 

The doctor didn't seem to react to the hair-raising growl. "Well I think it is. And I daresay she 

did too." 

No, Aubri thought, annoyed, she did not. She couldn't wait to get her voice and bearings back, 

so that she could tell the doctor not to speak for her. 

The second man gave a surprised bark of laughter. "Watch out, Errin. This one has some bite 

of her own." 

The doctor harrumphed. "Well I would thank you both to recall that I just saved her life. I think 

that deserves a little bit of respect." Air swirled about as if he had moved away. Not only could 
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she no longer feel him beside her, but it seemed he wasn't even in the room anymore. How could 

he have left so quickly? Where did he go? 

Her fingers twitched again, trying to wake herself up faster. She needed to be a part of the 

world again, rather than just an outsider listening in. Aubri wanted to see, to exist again. Quiet 

footsteps approached from the other side of the room. They stopped and she could feel the air 

shifting again as the person bent down close to her. 

"Aubri?" 

Her heart fell all over itself as she heard him. A memory flashed through her mind. Wind 

howling, rain pouring down the face of a stone angel. It looked like tears. He spoke to her. 

Commanded her to stay. 

"Aubri..." It sounded as if he smiled. "If you don't open your eyes, I'm just going to leave and 

let you sleep."  

She struggled to lift her hand. Again, she succeeded in only making a finger twitch. Something 

cool touched the back of her hand, stroking her skin with exquisite gentleness. The touch drew 

away, leaving her wanting. 

Sighing, Aubri concentrated on opening her eyes. Her lids were sticking stubbornly, but she 

wanted to see. Wanted to know if memory had distorted reality. Growling under her breath, she 

ran her tongue over the back of her teeth in frustration. 

Next to her, he laughed quietly, the sound sent a warm shiver racing down her spine. "Come 

now, Aubri." 

Irritation burned through her, both at her inability to control her own body, and at his goading 

her on. Her hands flexed into fists one more time, and her eyes burst open, the weight lifting 

without warning. She almost closed them the next second. The ache in her skull raged at her, the 

light of the room, the new sights, the man in front of her, it was too much, all at once...too much.  

Looking at him was like looking straight into the sun. Spots danced in her vision, and she feared 

they would never leave again. His hair was warm blond, almost gold in tone, and worn slightly 

long. His forehead was broad and his cheekbones and jawline squared off, drawing together at 

his strong chin. Brows, a slightly darker shade than his hair, cast a somewhat sardonic angle over 

his green-gold eyes. They were softened, however, by the straight line of his nose and wide, 

expressive mouth. Everything about him spoke of light and warmth. 

Even his clothing was white. Clean white and immaculately pressed dress slacks, button down 

white shirt, and a matching suit jacket. His tie, the exact shade of his eyes, was the only trace of 

color on his person. He looked like a young businessman...granted one going to a wedding. His 

own wedding.  

Who wore that much white? 

The side of his mouth quirked up in a small smile, showing a very intriguing dimple.  

"How is the pain?" 
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Her eyes finally drifted shut when she heard his voice again. Her own, raspy from disuse and 

confusion, cracked. "Not bad." 

Silence answered her. 

Aubri opened her eyes again and found he was simply staring back at her. His smile hadn't 

changed, but his brows had a quizzical tilt as he stared into her eyes. The scrutiny was unnerving. 

She looked away. She was lying on a bed, in what appeared to be a sparsely laden bedroom. 

Rather than a hospital, it had the feel of a private home. A tall door resided on one side of the 

room, but there were no windows. The walls were painted in a light creamy gold and on them 

were maps of countries and cities she didn't recognize. The floor was covered in rich dark brown 

carpet. Three bookcases held a variety of large, old-looking tomes.  

Her eyes came to rest on the framed map nearest her. It appeared to be hand drawn, and 

displayed a rather small city. In the upper right corner, the word 'Genocide' was written and the 

year '1798'.  

What kind of person named a city Genocide?  

She looked back at the man finally gaining enough perspective and self-awareness to realize 

their situation was not normal. 

"Where am I?"  

He was still staring directly into her eyes. "My...office building." 

Aubri blinked, feeling unaccountably dizzy as she stared back at him. "Who are you?" 

"Hadrian Catane." 

Aubri was quiet as she contemplated that. It was an old name, not used much anymore, and 

what kind of office building had bedrooms? Where in the world was she actually? Why hadn't 

he blinked in nearly a minute? 

Continuing to watch her closely, his eyes now seemed guarded. "You have many questions, 

but I cannot offer you many answers." 

She found herself disliking that guarded expression. It felt like a curtain had fallen between 

them. Whereas before, his expression had seemed open and light, it was now unshifting stone.  

"I don't remember much..." She trailed off as a little of her memory cleared. Headlights in the 

rain. Metal screaming and glass shattering. Pain sliced through her thoughts and she flinched 

away from the memories. "I crashed, I think. Someone hit me, they were in the wrong lane."  

She bit her lip trying to remember more, something before the accident. When she looked up 

at Hadrian again she was searching for something familiar. Nothing in her patchy memories 

reminded her of him, and his wasn't a face she would have forgotten. "We've never met, have 

we? Before the accident I mean." 

He shook his head very slightly. "No. I found you after the accident and brought you here." 

"You saved me?"  

Not responding, his face displayed very little expression. Aubri frowned. His voice was always 

so level. Yet, she remembered how he had sounded after the accident. It was the same voice, she 



  SHANNON A. HINER 
 

© 2018 Shannon A. Hiner 
All Rights Reserved 

 

knew that, but it had been colored with pain and fear and worry. Staring back at him, Aubri tried 

to find that same person in the statue standing before her. It was long moments as they stared at 

each other, like a game to see who would blink first. Except, it didn't feel like a game.  

What was he hiding? She might have imagined it, but Aubri thought she saw something, a 

small twitch of his right eye, annoyance maybe? It was as if he was keeping himself under a great 

deal of control, so as not to speak of things he wanted to remain hidden.  

There it was again. This time, the crack in his stone was wider, his expression was briefly 

surprised, maybe even shocked. 

"What?" Aubri tilted her head. "What's wrong?" 

Expression slamming closed again, he shook his head shortly. "Nothing. I'm sorry, I should not 

be keeping you up. You should get some more sleep, it is nearly dawn." 

She watched him stride around the bed and to the door. His movements were precise, 

measured and graceful. "Doesn't that mean I should be waking up?" 

He looked back. Was it her imagination, or did his lips twitch as if to smile? "This city sleeps 

when the sun comes up. Now, sleep. Your health depends on rest." He opened the door and 

slipped out in one graceful motion. 

Aubri watched him go, pondering over his small collection of strange comments. The 

conversation swam in her mind. Underneath it all was the deep, unsettling conviction, that she 

did know him. Had always known him. Aubri simply had no clue how or from where. 

 


