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Vera waited for the life to drain from her victim’s eyes. The young man slumped against her red velvet chaise. Her hands wrapped around his head, holding it, so she could see the exact moment that death took him. His black hair was cut close to his head, and his brown eyes were glassy and out of focus.    
Her mind wandered back to her last kill. Hunting a witch had been fun, entertainment for a vampire who’d lived a long time. Vera smirked. But the death curse had been an unexpected problem. When Vera had drained the old bat’s life, she’d cast it with her dying breath. “You'll hear the last wishes of your victims and will be compelled to fulfill them,” she'd said. 
Pulling herself back to the present, Vera licked her fang and listened. This was the first death she’d caused since the curse. She’d found the handsome young man in her nightclub and hadn’t been able to resist a taste. And as a century-old vampire, Vera was nothing if not curious. What form would the curse take? Would it be hard? She did like a challenge, but she was also spoiled. No matter what, things usually went her way.    
I wish I’d kissed the girl, the young man’s voice whispered in her mind before fading into nothing. 
Vera laughed and pushed the corpse onto the floor of her private lounge. It wouldn’t do to get any blood stains on the velvet chaise. She stood, smoothing her short, black dress, and stalked towards the double doors leading to the club proper.
Faith jumped, as skittish as ever, her embroidery falling to the floor. "Madam, wait!"
“What?” Vera paused, glaring at the skeletal vampire companion. Unlike Vera, Faith hadn’t taken to vampirism well. She didn’t relish in the hunt like Vera did. Faith lived on Vera’s leftovers, too timid to take a meal for herself. Vera smirked, wiping away a drop of blood sliding down her chin. 
Faith wrung her hands. "Are you sure?" Her hazelnut eyes darted toward the club, and then she gestured to Vera. "You are covered in blood."
 "My club, my rules,” Vera growled, although she couldn’t have stopped moving forward if she wanted to. The curse insisted on completion of the wish. She hadn’t survived this long without learning how to be discreet, but the magic pulled on her, forcing action. 
Vera pushed through the doors and out into the nightclub. The sweaty smell of humanity hit her nose, and she grimaced. She wanted to press her hands to her ears to shut out the techno music, but she resisted. She was the most powerful creature here. She wouldn’t show any weakness. Vera squinted into the darkness, illuminated only by flashing laser lights. She spotted the girl from earlier, now dancing with a long-haired boy, their half-naked bodies entwined. They were surrounded by others, couples and groups, lost in what this generation called music. 
Yanking them apart, Vera inspected the girl in the dim light. Blonde hair, blue eyes, and a well-shaped figure. No wonder the dead kid had wanted to kiss her. Vera grinned, knowing what a gruesome sight she made covered in blood. The boy swore, turned, and ran, while the girl stared at her with a mix of fascination and repulsion. 
            "Danny sends his regards," Vera whispered. Then she slid an arm around the girl and yanked her close for a kiss. Vera slid her tongue into the girl’s mouth, knowing the second the girl recognized the metallic taste of blood by the way she bucked against Vera's embrace.  
            The girl's eyes bulged and she beat her hands against Vera’s chest.
Predator instincts at the fore, the vampire in Vera enjoyed the girl's panic. Releasing her, Vera turned and left the dance floor with a grin pulling at her lips. She waved a hand at her bouncers, knowing they’d clean up her mess. Her manager already held the boy who’d run off and awaited her signal. 
Throwing open the doors, she strolled back into her quarters. An elegant bar ran along one end, lined with crystal glasses and decanters of fine alcohol. Low lights and candles illuminated the space. She’d had the doors double insulated so no one outside could hear her victims and so she didn’t have to tolerate the club music that frayed her nerves. Her furniture was deep mahogany and red velvet, in stark contrast to the industrialism of the nightclub decor.  
Faith was already slurping what was left of the young man’s blood. Even kneeling on the floor and bent over a corpse, she kept her high-necked, white gown immaculate. Her dark-brown hair was pulled back in a tight bun and she wore no makeup on her face. Remaining spotless and not killing her own meals was Faith’s way of pretending that she wasn’t a beast. But she wasn’t fooling anyone. 
	Pursing her lips, Vera waited.   
Her face strained, Faith wiped her pale lips with a handkerchief. “I’m so sorry, my lady . . .”
“I worry about you,” Vera said, arching an eyebrow. “You should eat more.”
As a former lady’s maid, Faith had never given up her old-fashioned mannerisms. She gazed at the floor. “Yes, my lady. As you say.”
Vera laughed, wondering who she should kill next. The old witch's curse felt so light. She’d been compelled to fulfill the wish, but the old bat hadn’t specified how. Besides, humans were idiots and asked for the most ridiculous things. 
This could be fun. 

#

A week later, Vera drank from a pretty young woman. Vera stroked the side of the girl’s face, watching the emotions run across it as she faced her impending death. Humans were such fragile little things. How did they ever expect to survive in a world of predators? Yet, somehow they did. The woman’s luxurious brown locks reminded Vera of Faith's own hair when she’d been human. Not that it still wasn’t beautiful if she’d ever undo it from that severe bun.
Faith was the prettiest of three sisters whom their pious father had called Faith, Hope, and Charity. Vera had so enjoyed breaking up the little trio by turning Faith. The father had, of course, tried to retaliate. But he was only a puny human. She’d allowed him to chase them for many years before she’d ended him. The surprised fury on the little man’s face when Vera struck had been delightful. 
The young woman’s life slipped down Vera’s throat, and a voice said, I wish cancer wasn’t killing my mother.  
Vera smiled. This was almost too easy. Leaving a few drops of blood for Faith, Vera stood and crossed the room. Taking a warm cloth from the bar, she glanced in the mirror behind it. She looked vicious, dangerous. Her short, black hair curled around her pale face, and blood was smeared across her chin. She smirked. Good thing the old story about vampires not being able to see their reflection hadn’t been true, because this was a good look on her. It would have been a shame if she hadn’t been able to see it. The old witch had been insane to think she could bring down a being as strong as Vera—even with a death curse. 
Wiping the cloth across her chin, Vera said, “I'm going out.”
“What did she say? What was her death wish?” Faith asked, looking up from her book. The pages were yellowed and the binding frayed. Her eyes betrayed her hunger as they fixated on the puncture wounds on the girl’s neck. 
Vera ignored the questions. Faith would see soon enough. Though the curse tugged at her, Vera frowned. “What are you reading?”
Red spots appeared on Faith’s cheeks. “Tess of the d'Urbervilles.” Her gaze remained on the young woman’s neck.  
Curving her hand around Faith’s chin, Vera yanked her face up so their eyes met. Faith’s brown eyes were full of sentiment. Vera tilted her head, studying her companion. Faith trembled. If she’d had a heart, it would have been beating rapidly against her chest. 
 “Time to grow up, little Faith. You’re coming with me,” Vera said. Jerking the book from Faith’s hands, she tossed it across the room. 
Faith’s face blanched. Her eyes strayed one last time to the corpse on the floor. 
“Oh, finish it, then,” Vera muttered, the wish still tugging at her. She needed to get this done. “But be done by the time the car arrives.” 
The vampire darted across the room and pulled the body to her mouth. 
Vera sighed. At least Faith was meticulous enough not to make slurping sounds while she fed. The girl really needed to acknowledge that she was a monster so she could give herself over to it. And what had been the point of turning the girl, if she wasn’t going to enjoy it?
After ringing for her driver, Vera pulled on a fur wrap over her modern black dress. The cold didn't bother her, but she liked the fashion. Unlike Faith, she adopted whatever was modern and fashionable. Her dresses were expensive and looked fabulous on her. Sliding into the limo at the door, she gave the driver the address that the girl’s ID had so helpfully provided. 
Faith sat as far from Vera as she could, her face against the window. She wore a navy wool coat that, despite the old-fashioned style, at least made her appear part of this world. It also hid the worst of her thinness, thankfully. The humans tended to comment on it, most annoyingly, and Vera couldn’t be bothered to compel their curiosity away. Especially with the curse pulling on her like this, insisting she complete it.
But Faith’s shoulders were hunched and her eyes averted. Anger and hatred rolled off of her. Probably furious with herself, with her own beast. 
With a shrug, Vera turned her gaze to her own window and watched the city streets roll by, crawling with life. Electric lighting had changed so much about the world, but especially the number of humans out late at night. It made fine feeding for vampires, but it was also a little more difficult to hide one’s activities. Vera hadn’t survived this long without being smart. The days of torches and pitchforks were not so far behind them. Still, the curse tugged her onwards. Even if the mother had been in the midst of a crowd, she couldn’t have stopped. 
But they saw fewer and fewer people as the limo rolled through the city and into a residential neighborhood. Little white picket fences and backyard treehouses meant the people felt safe here. Vera snorted. These humans stoutly refused to see the monsters, even when they were on their streets or soon to be knocking at their door. 
The limo pulled into a driveway next to a white, two-story house. 
When the driver opened her door, Vera exited the limo, dragging Faith along with her. Her heels clicked on the sidewalk as she approached the house. Little flowers bloomed along the path. The blue light of the television shone through the windows, and Vera glimpsed two gray heads resting against the top of the sofa. Vera clucked her tongue. Humans were so dull. The night was for fun, for feasting, for death, and they spent it curled up in their dens.
Vera snorted and rapped on the front door. She glanced up and down the street, but it was late, and these people were all wrapped up in their boring little lives.
A woman answered, her back stooped with age and her hand curled around a wooden cane. She wore a sky-blue robe and slippers on her feet. The smell of vanilla and lotion surrounded her, and a clump of animal hair sat on her shoulder. 
Vera sniffed. Yes, some kind of small dog. Wasn’t that what these humans always did? Got an animal when their child moved out? 
“Yes?” the woman asked.
“Hello,” Vera said, pouring sweetness into her voice. “We’re friends of your daughter’s.”
Peering at them suspiciously, the woman asked, “Jenny? Is something wrong?” 
	Vera verified no others were around. Then she shoved her hand under the ribcage and up into the woman’s chest. 
The woman’s eyes bulged, and she sputtered, falling forward against Vera.  
	Faith squeaked, hiding her face behind her hands.  
Vera yanked the bloody organ out. The body fell, and she pushed it back into the house. “Must have lost the heart for a fight,” Vera said with a shrug. “But she didn’t die of cancer.” She smirked and studied Faith. 
Her maid’s eyes clung to the body, appearing torn between grief and hunger. Bloody tears leaked down her face, while her mouth gaped, fangs sharp and ready. She leaned against the wall as if it were the only thing in the world holding her up. Her chest heaved as if she was breathing. Vera handed her the heart and Faith grabbed it, biting into the flesh, her eyes wild.      
A scream echoed down the hallway. 
	Vera waved a bloody hand at the man. The terms of the wish had been fulfilled. She stretched, free of the compulsion of the curse once more. 
	The man ran forward to the corpse, gulping and trying to speak.
	She’d intended to let Faith feed more, but this had gotten messy. Luckily, he was too distraught to pull out a phone and take pictures. Vera sighed in exasperation. She tore the heart from Faith’s grip and tossed it on the floor. Then, pulling her companion behind her, she turned and strolled back down the path to her limo. The sound of the man’s weeping followed her as she licked the blood off her fingers. Gesturing the driver toward the house, she slid into the vehicle.
	He exited and headed inside to smooth things over. Having well-trained lackeys was important for any vampire. Vera waited.  
In the far corner of the seat, Faith was keening. Her coat and dress were smeared with blood, and she’d had anything but her usual careful feed. 
	“Be quiet,” Vera said, glaring at her. One would think that in the hundred years they’d been together, Faith would have gotten used to the violence. Would have gotten used to being a vampire, to fulfilling her own needs. Instead, Vera was constantly forced to give her lessons like this. 
	Quieting her whimpers, Faith curled tighter into a ball.
	At least the girl listened to commands. As much as Vera tired of Faith’s faintheartedness, she had never been able to replace her. There were few attendants as loyal as a lady’s maid from the 1900s, and if nothing else, Vera demanded constancy. 
	Tucked into the back seat, she tapped her finger against her chin. The death wish hadn’t been triggered when Vera had killed the woman or when she’d tasted her blood. Was it because she hadn’t drunk her to death? Vera filed the thought away. That would be important information if she ever became tired of this game. Of course, she didn’t have to drain the humans to death in order to feed, but it did make it more entertaining. 
Tsk. Tsk. The witch had been an idiot to allow for so many loopholes in her curse. 
 
#
	
Several weeks later, Vera hunted an older man down the deserted alley. Around them rose the deserted architecture of old factories. Some of them had been converted into whorehouses and strip clubs, and that’s where she’d found this guy, presumably a businessman by his cheap suit. He’d come down to enjoy the ladies, and now she was going to take her own pleasure. It seemed fair enough. Vera smirked. 
This area had the added advantage that the residents of this part of town didn’t look too closely at anyone, so Vera could enjoy this—the savagery of the hunt. The thrill of making grown men cry and piss themselves at the sight of a monster. Vera snarled, showing her fangs as she stalked after him.
His fear rolled off him in waves, and she licked her lips. 
Grabbing a loose pipe, he swung around to face her. His sweat-soaked dress shirt clung to him, outlining his rotund form. His hair was balding, and his breath came in gasps from running—a fine specimen indeed. But it didn’t matter to her what he looked like, blood was blood. And despite his lack of fitness, fear made him stronger and more of a challenge.  
Laughing, she inched closer to him. 
He lunged toward her, heaving the metal at her like a baseball bat, and Vera caught it in one hand. Pressing the pipe against his chest, she used it to back him up to the wall. Vera leaned into him. His breath was hot and fast against her cheek.  
	“Now, love,” she whispered, “the dinner bell has rung.” 
She yanked his head to one side and bit into his neck. His blood spurted down her throat and she purred in satisfaction. The night around them was quiet, waiting on her pleasure. Taking her time, she sucked out every last drop of his life. The man’s body sagged against the wall, only held up by her hands. She waited, her eyes on his lifeless face. 
	I wish my wife didn’t have to hear about my death in this filthy alley, the voice said. 
Leaning her head back, Vera cackled in glee. She ripped his throat with her claws, hiding the bite marks. Then, she pulled out his wallet and dropped the human’s body into the garbage pile. Flipping open the billfold, she scanned the address on the ID before she tossed it in after him and marched toward the mouth of the alley.
At the corner, her limo sat with the engine running. She slid inside next to Faith. “I left you some crumbs,” she murmured. 
Faith shook her head. Inspecting Vera’s disheveled appearance, Faith murmured disgruntled noises. “Why must you hunt?” 
“Because it’s fun,” Vera said, mulling the wish over in her mind. The compulsion of the curse was already upon her, but she knew just what to do.
Faith wiped Vera’s face with a cool cloth. “There are plenty of discreet meals at the club.” 
Vera eyed Faith. Her maid was braver tonight, speaking more confidently. Her eyes glittered and her skin seemed plumper. What might cause that? Had she eaten on her own? Despite the pull of the curse, Vera needed to know. 
“Have you eaten?”
“Yes,” Faith said. Her voice had a note of hope that Vera had rarely heard and disliked intensely. 
Vera stretched her lips in a false smile. “Did you see your family today, Faith, dear?”
Faith squirmed in her seat, refusing to meet Vera’s eyes. 
“Did you?” growled Vera. 
Faith’s sisters had gone on to marry and have large families after Faith’s and their father’s passing. While her sisters had passed many years ago, their children and grandchildren lived on. Vera grimaced. She should have eradicated the whole family when she had a chance. 
Every few years or so, Faith got the notion to visit home. She fed off a few people—not to the death, of course—to give herself the appearance of health. Then she passed herself off as a faraway cousin and played human for a while. 
Vera despised it. Vampires had no need for human ties. 
“Yes,” Faith whispered, looking down at her hands in her lap. “I missed them.”
	“I told you,” Vera said between gritted teeth, “never again.” She didn’t understand why Faith wanted to cling to her human family. Being human had been a drudgery of following rules to Vera. Rules set by everyone but her. Now, she made the rules.  
	“But Augusta, my great-niece, is grown now.” Faith smiled. Her whole face lit up as if she stood in the sun. “She loves to hear my stories.” 
	Vera scowled. “Stories of vampires?”
	“No,” Faith said, twisting a ring on her finger. “She would hate me if she knew the truth.” 
	“That’s right, Faith. She would.” Vera patted Faith’s hand. “We’re monsters. You are a monster.” 
	Faith looked like she wanted to fight, but she sighed, and her shoulders slumped in defeat. They had had this same argument so many times before. Nothing had changed. 
“Don’t go back there again,” Vera commanded. “I’ve warned you what would happen if you did. Do not test me.”
Tapping on the window, Vera gave the driver instructions to her latest victim’s home. How entertaining that the man hadn’t wanted his wife to hear about the circumstances of his death, and what an easy wish to fulfill. If he hadn’t been in a strip club when Vera had found him, maybe he would have had a better death wish. She smirked. 
Dumb humans. No wonder they were prey.  

#

	Faith had given Vera the evil eye for days after the man’s death. Vera hadn’t been doing anything but lounging in the club’s back room. She hadn’t even eaten yet tonight. “What is it?”
	“You tore that woman’s ears off,” cried Faith. “And then you dug out her eardrums.” Her maid’s eyes were wide and unbelieving.
	“That’s what this is about?” Vera shrugged. How could Faith still be so naive after all these years? “He didn’t want her to hear about how he died. Now she won’t hear anything.” She turned back to the magazine in her lap.
	“You’re a beast.” 
	Vera raised an eyebrow, looking up from an article that claimed to know the secret to an eternally youthful appearance. “As are you, my dear.”
	“No.” Faith shook her head vehemently. “I don’t kill people or rip out their ears!”
	“And isn’t that a sad fact?” Vera snarled. “A vampire who won’t kill . . .”
	Faith hissed at her and strode off. 
	Watching Faith stride away, Vera sighed. Her maid was hungry and cranky. She’d get over it after a good meal. 
Vera was starting to feel peckish herself. Time to find someone to eat. She pushed open the doors of her private quarters and sauntered into the club. The strobe lights still stung, but she maneuvered toward the bar. 
The barkeep had a martini waiting for her, just as she liked it. Vera took the drink and turned to survey tonight’s offering. The milling crowd had it all, any type of humanity she would want.
Vera spotted a white dress on the edge of the crowd. Faith rarely ventured out into the club. She must be furious. They'd lived together for so many years, fights were inevitable, but just the same, Vera would be glad when it was over. 
Faith was talking to someone, a brown-haired girl in a short dress. Curious. Vera slipped through the crowd, as close to Faith as she could without being seen, and listened. 
“I want to meet her,” the girl demanded. 
The young woman looked so familiar: brown hair, hazelnut eyes, and a sharp nose. Vera perused her features, trying to figure it out.
“No,” Faith said. “It’s too dangerous.”
“Cousin!” The girl's hands were on her hips as if she could intimidate the vampire.
Vera blinked. Who is this spirited creature?
Faith shook her head and fled toward the back room.
The girl glared after her, and Vera laughed. Faith had been just as energetic when they first met. Seemed this girl had inherited some of that. 
Vera approached her. “Who is it you want to meet?” Vera inquired.
Eyes widening, the girl blurted, “You.”
With a grin, Vera took the girl's hand and pressed it to her lips. “My pleasure. I'm Vera.”
“I know.” The girl swallowed as if she regretted her bluntness. “I'm Augusta.”
“And what else were you and your . . . cousin arguing about?”
“I want to become a vampire. Like you.” The truth rolled off the girl’s lips before she knew she had spoken.
Vera chuckled. Of course the child did. So many had come to her over the years, wanting to be turned. She rarely granted the request. Vera glanced in the direction Faith had gone. Would turning one of her precious relatives please Faith? Maybe Faith would feel compelled to look after the new vampire, prompting her to take better care of herself. Vera’s maid could have a friend, and maybe the woman would gain a real playmate.  
	Giddy with excitement, Vera grabbed the girl’s arm and dragged her to the back room. Faith was nowhere to be seen, but wouldn’t this make a lovely surprise?  
	“What’s going on?” Augusta asked.
	“I’m going to make you a vampire!” Vera turned to her with a bright smile. “Isn’t that what you wanted?”
	“Really?” Augusta seemed genuinely pleased.  
	What an odd sensation, to please someone. Vera hadn’t made anyone happy in years, and she wasn’t entirely sure she liked it. Still, if pleasing Augusta would help Faith, she’d do it. 
“Yes.” Vera sat down on the chaise and waved the girl forward. “Come here, child.”
Without hesitation, Augusta knelt down on the floor in front of Vera. “How does it work?”
“I feed you my blood,” said Vera. Taking a sharp nail, she punctured her wrist. “Then I drain you until you’re dead.” 
At the sight of the blood, Augusta looked a little queasy. 
Vera snorted. Not all fun and games. Best to learn that now. She wrapped her hands in Augusta’s luscious locks and yanked her head back. Then Vera shoved her wrist against the girl’s mouth. Augusta squirmed, fighting the force Vera used, and Vera held her tight. Once the girl had swallowed enough, Vera let her go.  
Augusta jumped up, spitting and sputtering. “Disgusting!”
A cruel smile twisted Vera’s lips. “Still want to be a vampire?” She poured a glass of champagne from the nearby table and settled back on the couch, sipping it. “Blood’s your main drink for however long you live.”
The girl shuddered and gestured to Vera’s glass, gasping, “Can I have some of that?”
“No,” Vera said.
Squeezing her hands into fists, Augusta growled.
Vera chuckled. For so long she’d only had simpering Faith for company. Augusta’s spunk made her so happy. “Come on, girl,” Vera said. “Let’s finish this.” She set her glass back on the table.
Augusta stalked over and plopped herself down in front of Vera.
Yanking Augusta’s head to the side, Vera bit into her neck. The blood mixed with the champagne on her tongue, and Vera moaned. Her thoughts seeped away as she drank deeply from Augusta. Pure animal thirst took over, and Vera gripped Augusta tighter when she thrashed. 
When Augusta’s life force fled, the voice spoke in Vera’s mind, I wish you would die.
Vera gasped, dropping the girl’s lifeless body to the floor. What the hell had the girl just wished? I want you to die? The only being that could hear the wish was Vera. Had the girl intentionally made a wish? Vera clucked her tongue. That would have taken some serious force of will. 
A scream came from the doorway. Vera looked up and met Faith’s eyes. 
Faith cried, “What have you done?” and barreled across the room to the dead girl on the floor. Bloody tears flowed down Faith’s cheeks and splashed onto her white gown.
“She wanted to become a vampire,” said Vera. 
“So you made her one?” 
Faith’s tone sounded accusatory, not happy. Vera frowned. “I was sure you’d be pleased.” 
“Pleased!” Faith hollered, two red spots appearing high on her porcelain cheeks. 
Vera shrugged. It had been worth a shot. See if she did anything nice for anyone again.
Pondering Augusta’s wish, Vera stood and walked toward the champagne. Vera was already dead. She was a vampire. So could the wish force her to die again? Vera gasped, her hand flying to her mouth. Or die a permanent death? Surely not. There had to be a way around it. Vera thought back over the wishes she’d already granted. There was always another way to read them. 
She eyed Faith, who was bent over the dead girl’s form. Faith’s shoulders shook with her weeping. Augusta had been gazing at the door when she died, well, as much as anyone could be looking at anything with that amount of blood loss. Maybe she’d seen Faith and the “you” in the wish meant her aunt. They had been arguing earlier in the club. Couldn’t the girl have just been expressing some irritation with her elder? Vera nodded to herself.
After moving the champagne bucket to the floor, Vera snapped a wooden leg off the table. Carrying the rough stake, she approached Faith.
“I’m sorry old friend.” Vera raised the stake and slammed it towards Faith’s back, but it never struck Faith. The curse wouldn’t let it. 
Vera heard the faint sound of the old witch’s laughter as an unseen force wrapped around her fingers. The magic compelled Vera to drive the stake into her own chest. Pain radiated through her. She screamed as the tip touched her heart. Gritting her teeth, she forced her hand to stop. Vera stumbled to her knees and cried out, “Faith.” 
Faith straightened and gazed at Vera, her eyes cold and dispassionate. 
“Help me.” Vera hated the note of pleading in her voice. 
Glancing at Augusta, Faith shook her head. “She did it for me, you know.”
“Did what?” gasped Vera. Her shoulders and arms ached from the tension of holding the stake still. 
“For a hundred years, my family has sought revenge for what you did to me and my father,” Faith said. “And when I told them about the death curse . . .” 
Fury roared through Vera. “You told them! You idiot!”
“I didn’t think I actually wanted you to die,” Faith continued, picking at a loose string on her gown. “Only punished.” Her hazelnut eyes met Vera’s. “For the evil you do to everyone.”
Vera’s arms shook and the stake slid in a little more. She wheezed and redoubled her hold on it. Vera whispered, “But you’re my friend.” 
Faith snorted. “When have you ever been anyone’s friend?”
Sweat made the stake slippery and it pushed in further. But I don’t sweat. I’m a vampire.   
Turning around, Faith strolled to her chair and sat down. She clasped her hands in her lap over her pristine white skirt. 
“What are you doing?” squeaked Vera.
With a faint smile, Faith shrugged. “Waiting.” 


