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Be Careful What You Wish For

A Secret World - Book 1

By SuZanne Ahlin

Nothing is more beautiful than what I never had

Nothing is more loved than what I have lost

(From a Spanish song)
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Alexis Sinclair was standing in front of The Regime. He was annoyed. What an insane thing they had told him to do.

“I’m a Warlock and a Vampire, not a babysitter,” he protested.

“We know what you are and that’s why we want you to guard this child from the day it’s born. We don’t want it to develop its power, only if it does you have to interfere,” came the reply.

“Why should I guard someone if I can’t make a difference?”

“You will one day, but the most important thing is that it doesn’t know of its powers.”

They told him where to go, and he left, but with anger. He had been living as he wanted since he was turned into a Vampire and he wanted to build an empire, not guard a child. No matter how important it was.

It was a very beautiful woman who was expecting the child. He wanted to approach her but where the child was concerned, he had been ordered to live in the shadows.

Her husband was in the waiting room and Alexis had no desire to see a child get born but when he turned to leave a glow like fire was shining around the mother to be. He was fascinated, he was used to magic but this was so much more so he stayed.

A little baby girl was born and she had that glow around her, but when he looked at her mother all her beauty was gone. She was plain, nice looking but the beauty that had made him almost talk to her was gone. However, the child was like the sun and the moon embracing each other.

He made himself invisible and touched her cheek so that she opened her eyes. They weren’t blue like all new born children have; no, they were green, like the forest on a warm spring day.

He didn’t even like children but this child had captured his heart and she owned him from that day on.
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She had prepared it all, as she always did.

Before she went out with the boat she asked her neighbour to look after her dog Charlie, and the other animals in the house. She had to go away in a hurry but she said she would be back in a day or two. If not, her neighbours should give her eldest son a call to come and take care of the house and the animals. She had figured out that it would give her time enough for what she was up to.

The house was cleaned from top to bottom. The task was ridiculous. Who would care if the house were clean when she was gone? The more she thought about it the more sure she was that some things were so expected that no one would ever think about it.

But she had bigger concerns than the expectations of others. There were five letters, one for each child. Each tried to explain, and to give them a way to understand how to go on with their lives.

The only thing she brought with her was her handbag, and that was just for transporting all the pills she could find in the house. They had given her so many different medications, but none were of any help. She also brought a bottle of whisky. She hated the taste but knew the effect it would have in combination.

It was a beautiful evening. No other boats were out this late and the sea looked like a mirror. The sky was showing all of its stars, as if they were trying to compete with the full moon. To her, who was used to evening walks, it was like pure daylight though no lantern was lit. She would have it no other way as she didn’t want to be spotted.

Her little hidden bay was perfect to moor the boat in. This was the place where she wanted to spend her last moments. For a moment she just sat there and actually enjoying the evening. Yes, there were some nice things in life but they were just seconds in all those hours of loneliness and pain. She was so tired and felt like she was a burden to everybody in her life. There were no doubts about her decision.

Opening the bottle, she started to swallow tablet after tablet. She hated the taste of whisky but who cared. Besides, the more she swallowed the less she cared about anything.

“Are you sure you want to do this?” He was standing right beside her with one hand on the mast. His long black coat was open. She noticed that his T-shirt and jeans were of a very good quality. She couldn’t help wondering if his fancy shoes wouldn’t get wet from the water that was in the boat.

“Wow! ... my last memory will be a gorgeous hallucination, great.”

She was having difficulty talking.

“I am not a hallucination,” he said.

He was very tall and leaned forward when he talked to her. A soft smile ended his sentence.

“Seriously?” she slurred. “Hey, there are no handsome men in this area, or even close, and if there were they wouldn’t be standing in my boat. By the way, that’s an island with no houses so where would you have come from? No, you are a hallucination, but a very nice one so please stay. It won’t be for long anyway.”

She was getting more and more tired. He was afraid that he was too late.

“I’m Alexis Sinclair by the way. And why didn’t you answer me, are you sure you want to do this?”

“Because it’s none of your business. But just to be polite, yes, I’m sure... Something you would have understood if you knew me. To be old, not having any future, and on the top of that, to be alone and with constant pain, that’s great, don’t you think?”

Her voice had a resignation that made him sad. He ran his hand through his dark, almost black, hair not really sure what would make her change her mind.

“But if I make you immortal,” he said, sitting down. “Immortals don’t have pain.”

She started to laugh. It was a tired laugh, and she looked at him with sad eyes.

“I didn’t expect you to be stupid...You are my hallucination... You have to be smart. I’m ending my life, and you want to make it go on forever. You should have been here with that idea 40 years ago. I regret asking you to stay. Go to hell and leave me alone. I’m old and tired... Leave!”

Her head felt like a balloon and she just wanted it all to be over. It was so typical in her life that not even at the end could she be free from idiots.

This wasn’t a cry for help. This was her wish but he couldn’t let go. He had been her guardian since she was born but had never been allowed to interfere. Now, though, he didn’t care what The Regime wanted or not.

“OK, I’ll make you 23 again, just say you agree.”

But she was almost gone. He felt desperate and started to shake her to get her to talk to him. For him to make this happen he needed her permission. He had to have it or it wouldn’t work. “Do you hear me?” There was hardly any answer so he dipped his hand in the cold water and held it over her face.

“Hey, are you still here?” She pushed him away, or rather, she tried.

“Did you hear me? I’ll make you 23 again, no more pain, a young girl, but you must know what I’m doing and agree.”

“You can’t turn back time.”

“No, I can’t. You have children and grandchildren. I can’t change the whole balance but I can make your body 23 again. But you’ll have to have another identity and...”

He realized how impossible all this was to explain to a person in her condition and started to believe that he’d lost the fight when she suddenly said,

“Yes, it’s OK, do it, but leave me alone now.”

Maybe that wasn’t a real yes, but she had spoken the words.

He made a cut on his wrist and it started to bleed but when he put his wrist to her mouth she didn’t respond at all. She was already gone but maybe he could drip some blood into her mouth and hope it would work. He also made a spell that, except for his father who had taught him, only he knew how to perform.

He opened her mouth and dripped some blood into it then lifted her head to be sure some got down her throat. When he thought it was enough, he lifted her up in his arms. There was still no sign of life so he decided to take her and the boat to shore.

His car was in the small harbour so he took her house keys and carried her to the car. Her house was just five minutes away from the harbour.

In the house, Charlie was barking when he heard the car but Alexis didn’t worry about the neighbours. They normally went to bed very early and it was midnight now.

He put her to bed, then went to the kitchen. In the car, he had called a friend in Gothenburg about some herbs he needed when she came to life again. His friend had another friend close by so Alexis prepared all that he needed except for the herbs, then checked on her once again. He wasn’t comfortable about leaving her alone when he had to drive away for an hour to fetch the herbs.

Alexis had a feeling that he had never driven so fast before and was thankful that it was out in the middle of nowhere and late at night.

On his way back he was thinking of what story they would make up to explain her new image and, most importantly, how would she react when she saw herself young again? He had risked so much by doing this that failure wasn’t an option. The Regime had given him the responsibility to guard her and yes, they had told him not to interfere. He had made a decision on his own and The Regime would have to live with it.

Alexis was himself a powerful person born of one of the most respected Warlocks and a young but powerful Witch. Just 30 years old, he had been turned by a Vampire who hadn’t been aware of what he already was. The Warlock/Vampire combination made him feared by everyone, but his intelligence and fair nature also made them respect him.

So, why had The Regime chosen such an important person to guard this human? He had been wondering about that for a long time when one of them told him that she could develop very strong powers, but if she never found them, they were not going to help her to do so. He guessed that they were of such a character that they preferred them hidden.

However, he had powers that made it possible for him to spot some of hers. For instance, that she actually could speak with animals. She didn’t know that. Well, she guessed they understood her but she was a person whose confidence had all been taken away. She made jokes about some of her gifts instead of believing in them.

Everything about her was a waste of her talents. She had so many but did not believe in herself. She started things, then gave up very easily. That’s what she’d been told her whole life, and when you hear something long enough, in the end you believe it. He wanted to give her all the chances that she’d never had.

The only sound he heard while driving up to her house was Charlie barking.

She was sleeping when he returned and he was satisfied she was alive. He looked at her and felt a strange feeling. While he’d been gone, her body had changed from an old lady to a young woman. He remembered her at that age. She had been a beauty with that thick brown hair with red highlights. What he never could understand was that she hadn’t been able to see that. She had been very beautiful all her life, but the only thing she saw when she got older was age.

He sat down in the living room and started to make some calls to arrange everything for her new life. He was used to being in charge of things and was convinced that she would approve of whatever he did. However, there were times when he forgot who he was dealing with.

“Why am I in my bed in the house? I’m dead and there was no one in the bay so I can’t have failed. I don’t understand, I had it all prepared.”

It was a small house and as a Vampire, he had extremely sensitive hearing.

He went to her room.

“What are you talking about?” He leaned on the door frame, looking at her laying like a stiff stick talking to herself.

“Who are you?” she demanded. “I’m getting up, I don’t get this, last night wasn’t a dream. My headache is a proof of that, but I should be dead and still in the bay and I don’t know you.”

When she tried to get up, she noticed that the only thing she could move was her head.

“Who are you?” She screamed at him. “Have you poisoned me? There’s nothing here to steal and I’m old.”

This last sounded so funny that he couldn’t stop himself from laughing.

“I’m not here to steal anything and I’ve never had to poison anyone if I wanted to make out with them.” He couldn’t stop laughing and they were both tired, so the more he laughed, the more she did too.

He had to get himself together and went into the kitchen for the herbs.

“Drink this and you’ll feel much better.”

“Why should I trust you?”

“Because I kept my promise and made your body 23 years old or so.”

“Have you been drinking that stuff?”

She looked at him with very suspicious eyes.

“No, love, I don’t need this, you do. What made me laugh was you, not the herbs...And one thing... you are dead.”

“You have been drinking that stuff. If I were dead, I wouldn’t be in this bed talking to you.”

“I carried you here. Don’t you remember anything from yesterday?”

“Of course I do, I was drinking that disgusting whisky and all the pills and then I...” She paused.

“And then what, love?”

“I had a hallucination, you. But if I’m dead why are you still here? And... no. I don’t get this.” She shook her head, the only thing she could move.

“Drink.” He lifted her head and she drank. So what? Nothing made sense anyway.

After a while, she felt as if someone had poured water over her body.

He took her hand and put it in front of her face. “Do you know the one thing that can tell a person’s age?” he asked while she looked at her hand in his.

“My hand... it’s not an old woman’s hand anymore.”

“Exactly, your hands show your age.”

“But that is impossible.” She didn’t stop looking at her hand.

“Most things are possible if you really want them to be,” he replied.

She turned her eyes to him. “That’s bullshit. You have used some makeup on my hand.”

He lifted her blanket, “Let’s look at the rest of you.” With a quick move, she grabbed the blanket as if she thought she was naked, thankful that she could move her arms again. “You have clothes on, don’t worry.”

This time he was quicker and she looked at her small body and the clothes, which were too large. Not that she had been fat in her old age, but she was very skinny when she was young. She had always missed that in old age. “Do you have a hand mirror so I can show you your face?”

“On the top of the chest of drawers.” She pointed at the white one.

He brought her the old mirror she got from her grandmother. She stretched out her hand to hold it herself.

It was a good thing she was in bed or she would have fainted. In the mirror was the image of her, but as she was 40 years ago. She turned her head as much as she could. There was no makeup, no tricks, and no joke. He was telling the truth. But how, and why?

“Why would anyone do something like this for me? Nobody has ever done anything for me.”

“Well then, it was time for some change. Don’t you think?”

“I have thought that many times, but nothing has changed just because I wanted it to do so.”

“You’re not me!” He winked and smiled at her.

“So, you can make magic but you told me I’m dead.”

“You are one of the immortals.”

“And what kind of immortal am I? And what are you?”

“I can’t say specifically what you are, time will show that, but you’re not what I am. Maybe you won’t like what I am?”

He looked at her with concerned eyes.

“You’re the one who saved my life and made me 40 years younger, so whatever you are it’s something good.”

She was a special person, with a big heart and he felt even surer that what he did last night was the right thing.

He bowed and smiled.

“You’re too kind, but I’m afraid you are wrong. I have a lot of bad in me. But I’m like your dog, a mix.”

“You look nothing like Charlie.” She smiled and so did he.

He took a deep breath.

“I was born a Warlock but unfortunately was turned by a Vampire when I was 30. On the other hand, I wouldn’t be here if I hadn’t been turned into a Vampire. You know that Warlocks die eventually or go around with a long white beard.”

He felt that he was talking too much to avoid her reaction.

“Where do you put your teeth?”

“Where do I put...” he lost himself totally.

She wasn’t surprised, afraid or disgusted. He had been so sure she would react badly, but she seemed not to care.

“We put them up behind in a special way that doesn’t make it uncomfortable.”

“Well, that must be a relief, when you kiss somebody for example. I guess you do that often,” she giggled.

“Go to sleep.” He put the blanket around her but she tried to get up. “Not yet, you need more sleep and more herbs.” He leaned over her and gave her a kiss on the forehead. “No teeth,” he smiled.

“I don’t want to sleep.”

“We both need sleep. I will sleep here beside you, OK?”

She smiled and he lay down beside her. At first on his back looking up at the ceiling, but then he turned and put his arm around her. “We will make this work just fine.” His voice was deep and soft. She nodded and soon fell asleep.
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He awoke. She was still asleep, holding her arms around him as if she were afraid he would disappear.

He carefully got out of the bed and went into the kitchen to prepare her herbs and to drink the blood that he had in a bottle. He started to be unsure if she would be as understanding today as she was yesterday.

“Is it disgusting or do you like it, why haven’t you tried to feed on me, would you kill me if you did?”

She was suddenly standing beside him.

“My God, you are curious. Talking about something else, do you remember my name?”

“I thought you said you knew me?” She made a grimace. Everyone who knows me would say that I never remember names. I can’t remember which movie star played which role in a film or anything like that.

“OK and you don’t remember very much of that night at all. I’m Alexis Sinclair and you are? Have you decided a new name? I have to fix a passport, driver license and so on.”

“I’m Jeannie and I have a licence for driving a heavy motorbike too.”

“OK Jeannie, I will tell my man that.” Jeannie, he tasted her name, yes, it suited her. “By the way, what colour do you want on your bike?”

“I’m not going to buy any bike, where would I get the money for that?”

“Yeah, that’s one of all the practical boring things we have to get through. As you understand, we have to create everything from scratch. The new identity is a new name, account, address, background, and so on. Now I have a name and one of my men will get the last name based on the best backgrounds he can use. Then there is your family, your children and grandchildren. Do you have any good idea what to tell them?”

“No... I haven’t. You did this, don’t you have it all covered?”

“It wasn’t my first concern as you have to get into this new role before you can contact them.”

“What do you mean before I contact them? Do you forbid me to talk to them?”

“Actually, yes, but do you understand that you can’t tell them what happened?” It wasn’t a question he asked, it was an order he gave. He had to make her understand. “We are a species that all humans would start to conduct experiments on if they knew of our existence. That’s why we can never, and I mean never, reveal what we are.”

“So what did you think I was going to do when you made me like this, cut my children out of my life totally? Maybe I’m dead, but I’m not gone... I’m still here. If they come to see me, what will I do then?”

“You won’t be here.”

“So where will I be then?”

“In Canada.” He was starting to get a bad feeling.

“And how would I get to Canada alone and what about all my animals and my little house, seriously, are you crazy?”

“No love, you will not be alone, I’m with you and we fix someone to look after the house and your animals so that when you are ready we can come back and visit your children.”

“Visit my children as what?”

“That’s the story we have to pull together now.”

“Do you really believe that I would leave Charlie alone here with some strangers?”

Her voice was on the edge; she was walking around in the room. Suddenly she just stopped and looked right at him.

“Get out of my house, I don’t know what your twisted plans are but get out.”

He took a step closer to her, but she shook her head, called at Charlie, and went into her bedroom. On the way she grabbed the key to the bedroom door and closed it.

He went after her but this wasn’t something he’d expected, so he wasn’t quick enough. The door slammed before him.

He tried not to lose his patience. It was a lot for her to take in but he was close to being angry. He was not used to being questioned. It was quiet in there so he decided to go into the living room to make some calls and get some work done. No doubt she would come out soon.

An hour went, but no Jeannie. He could easily open the door with force but it wasn’t a good idea. He knocked on it instead. No answer. He knocked harder and called her name.

“Jeannie, you have to come out now.”

“Didn’t I tell you to leave my house?”

There was something in her voice now that made him worried that she actually wanted him to leave. He went to the kitchen for a knife and opened the door easily. When the door opened, he had the knife in his hand and she looked at him as if she thought he was going to stab her.

He looked at the knife, smiled and made a gesture at the knife.

“To open the door with.” He put down the knife on a table in the hall.

When he went into the room, she was crying.

“I can’t do this, please leave me.”

She meant every word. He could feel it with every nerve in his body. When he sat down on her bed Charlie moved just a little bit as if he knew what it was all about.

“You won’t leave them forever, I promise, and I’m sure we can find a great story; you can be some forgotten relative.”

But no answer. She lay curled up like a little child. What more could he say or do? It all felt like the biggest mistake of his life.

“I couldn’t lose you,” was all he said.

She looked up and into his dark blue eyes.

“You’re telling the truth.” There was surprise in her voice.

He stroked her cheek and laid down beside her without saying anything.

After a while, Charlie got restless and started to climb all over them; something that made them both laugh and the ice was broken. She stood up and turned to him.

“Let’s create a good story. This is so insane that we can make any crazy story work.” She lifted her arms in the air in a gesture of hopelessness but there was a little smile.

What he learned was never to take anything for granted with her.

They went into the living room and he checked his messages on his laptop. He had to see how much his friend had found to help them build a new identity on.

“OK, you have a last name based on a couple who died in a car crash some years ago. My friend has made all the papers needed for you to act as their daughter, with no risks. How deep do you think your children will dig to check whatever you tell them?”

“Honestly? ... I don’t know. I don’t have the situation clear so please fill me out. What’s your move?”

He had to admit that he was getting nervous telling her his plans, it didn’t go well the last time.

“You want me to tell you?” He reached up his arm as protection and smiled.

“OK, I will listen, but that’s all I can promise... And no, I won’t try to kill you,” she laughed.

“Well you’d have some problems doing that, killing me I mean.”

“Yeah, I know you can’t die and all that crap but I won’t hit you at least.”

“Great and I would prefer that you hugged me,” he winked.

“I’m sure you would.” She made a grimace.

“One can always hope.” He was flirting with her but she didn’t notice or didn’t care. “You have to move somewhere to get into your new identity without bumping into people who knew the old you.”

“So you admit it... I was old?” Her voice had a sad sound.

“Oh my God, you hopeless little girl, that’s an expression, ‘knew the old you’,’ get it?” She didn’t answer and at that moment she was a little girl.

“You love snow and I have a place in Canada, you don’t know anyone there do you?”

She shook her head.

“I knew that, so Canada is where you have your new roots. Can you make up something from that?”

“I have to be a close relative to be able to see my family in the same way, and yes I have a crazy idea. My children have seen pictures of me when I was young so there must be a good explanation for why I look like those pictures. Here we go: my mother, their grandmother, had twins. One of them, my twin sister, was ill and was sent to Canada for help. My mother didn’t want her back, that won’t surprise anyone, so she was adopted there. When I, Jeannie, was older my mother, the twin, told me the truth and I started to search for my aunt, their mother. I found her on Facebook and she told me about how unwell she felt, so now she is in Canada trying to get better. She never will be but they don’t know that now. I can send an email to my oldest, Richard, that I have got an invitation to go to Canada. Well the old me can. They live far from here and work a lot so we use to email.”

“I told you that you would come up with something, you’re amazing.” He took her face in his hands and kissed her forehead.

“But who will take care of Charlie and everything here?... and when I can eventually see them as their cousin, why would they want that?”

“You are the image of their mother and you are trying to help her and love, your soul is still the same. You are their mother; of course, they will love you. You are easy to love.”

“And I’m as easy to forget,” was her thought.

“I will get someone to look after everything, money is no problem.” He looked relieved; she had created an amazing story that could actually hold.

“You have to write an email to each of your children to explain this and tell them that you have already gone.”

She didn’t look happy. He was worried that she would change her mind again but she was a clever woman and he just hoped she was thinking in the right way.

“I have another problem.” She looked like it was a big problem.

He sighed. “And that is?”

“My clothes are a little too big.” She looked down at the big pants she was wearing.

“You can take them off.” He gave her one of those smiles. Now it was her turn to sigh. “Love, just tell me what you want and we can buy it.”

“I can try to order something online but I don’t know my size.”

He shook his head. “No, no, I’ll buy what you want. My mess, you know?” and another of those smiles.

“I always wanted a yellow suede jacket,” her expression had a sense of dreams. “But I don’t need one, just jeans and T-shirt. There are things among my old stuff that I can use but how do you know what size?” She made a small pause and looked embarrassed... “I need ...” She never had to finish the sentence.

“I know what you mean, you need clothes from inside and out. I have a friend who can tell your size just if I describe you, she’s very good at what she does. We will leave it to her and you will look amazing, not that you aren’t cute now.” He smiled looking at her old clothes.

“Yeah, sure. I’m going to take a shower, but I wonder about one thing.” She looked at him in a very serious way. “You told me you have been guarding me my whole life does that mean you have seen me, like always? Whatever I have been doing?”

“I’m sorry, but I’m not a mind reader so there have been times maybe not so well planned. But I have left if it wasn’t proper for me to be there.”

“Have you been here when I haven’t been alone?”

“Not consciously.”

“Oh my God!” She looked at him not knowing if she should be angry or embarrassed.

He just smiled, what else could he do? Oh yes, he had seen a lot of her and he hoped it would happen again, but that wasn’t something he told her.

She took her shower and he made all the calls he needed in order to get ready to leave. He found a couple who were happy to help by living in the house during her absence. It would be a problem to convince her that this was a good idea, but he was prepared this time. His designer friend told him she would have all the clothes she needed ready the next day.

Knowing the right people was a necessity, and he did. He owned several big companies and with that, a lot of people who were more than happy to do whatever he wanted. Being who he was in his world didn’t make it worse; on the contrary, to have helped Alexis Sinclair was seen as an honour.

He heard her come out of the bathroom and turned around, but she told him with a sharp voice not to.

“I have to find something to put on.”

He heard her mumbling searching for clothes. When something fell down and she shouted, “Ouch!” He rushed to the rescue. She heard him coming and threw a shoe at him. “Didn’t I tell you not to look?” She was standing with just a bath towel.

“You don’t let me have any fun, loosen up baby.”

“Baby, I’m not your baby so let me get dressed alone.”

He was afraid of going too far, smiled and went back to the living room. She found something to wear and joined him. She sat down beside him to see what he was doing on his laptop. He put his arm around her but in as friendly a manner as he could, to avoid any misunderstandings.

They agreed about what he planned and after a while, she felt like life really was getting back on track. She asked him if he drank coffee and he told her he would love a cup. When she went into the kitchen, he took a shower.

He came back from the shower and she smelt the fragrance from his shower gel. Fragrances had always been something special for her; they had both happy and sad memories. His fragrance made her happy and though she might have wanted to get really close, she kept her distance.

He told her that in 5-6 days they would be able to travel. She looked at Charlie when he told her. Alexis tried to tell her that it was just for a short while.

To keep her mind on something else, she asked him if he could help her put some stuff in cardboard boxes. She thought it would be a good idea not to have too much there when strange people were going to live in her house. He agreed that it was a good idea, mostly because he wanted her to be busy these last days in the house.

A lot had happened and she felt very tired much earlier than she was used to. He told her that she would feel better after a while.

“Do you sleep next to me tonight too?” She was standing in the hall with her toothbrush in her hand.

“Of course, but I have to do some more work. I’ll be there later.” He looked at her and added, “I’ll always be at your side, you know that don’t you?”

“No one ever stays”, she said, shaking her head.

“Well, I will. I promise.”

She was tired, but she couldn’t sleep. There were too many thoughts going around in her head. He had turned off her cell phone so that she wouldn’t answer if someone called her, but he didn’t trust her, so he had hidden it too. Unable to sleep, she got out of bed and started to search for her phone. He could hear her all the time. After a while, he lost his patience.

She jumped when she suddenly saw him standing beside her. He leaned against the door frame just looking at her. She started to explain, but he put a finger over her mouth and then turned her towards the bed. Not being used to someone so dominating she just did what he told her. Did he know what she was looking for? He had really angry eyes as if he had been reading her mind. He leaned down towards her whispering,

“You’ll never find it anyway.” He gave her a kiss on the forehead.

“I’m not a little child, stop treating me like one.”

“Oh, I know you’re not, trust me, but stop acting like one. I really have to work so please be quiet, try to sleep and think of all fun clothes you will get soon.”

Now she was annoyed, he had told her he knew her so well. If he did, he should know that clothes weren’t something she would dream about.

“You don’t know me at all, do you? But I’ll be quiet as a mouse, I’m sorry to have disturbed you.”

He didn’t understand what she meant by that but he had a lot to do and left her without a word.

She had always been a light sleeper and she heard him when he finally came to bed but she pretended to be asleep, curious what he would do. He just laid there. Was she disappointed?

He was thinking of how much longer he would be able to just sleep in the same bed as she. Didn’t she know how much he wanted her? He was a man, but it seemed that sometimes she forgot that.
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The next day as she was changing clothes she talked continuously, asking him what he liked most. He knew this was not the time for telling her that he liked her better without any clothes. This was important to her, to get his appreciation. To him she looked smashing in whatever she tried. She, on the other hand, had a guilty conscience; thinking that he didn’t know her. Maybe he did and maybe even better than she knew herself.

He had bought her many more clothes than she asked for and it was so much fun trying them on. He made jokes about the underwear.

“Why don’t you show me how they fit?”

“In your dreams,” she laughed.

When she had tried it all and put it away, he took out a last packet and when she opened it, she started to cry.

“But love, I thought you wanted one like this.” He went over to her and took her in his arms.

The reason she was crying was that he’d bought her a yellow suede jacket; something she only mentioned but had never asked for. He, however, had been listening when she mentioned it. She wasn’t used to anyone who did things like that.

Maybe it was everything that had happened which made her cry that much or maybe she was just tired. She wanted to tell him how much she loved it, but she couldn’t talk. When she finally could speak, she said,

“It’s beautiful, please forgive me for all the times that I will make your life a living hell.”

He looked down at her and smiled.

“You will?” he asked.

“Oh, I’m sure I will, I always mess up all things.”

“No you don’t,” he said giving her a harder hug.

She pulled herself together and tried on the jacket. When she pulled out her long hair, she looked at it and asked,

“Will my hair grow out if I cut it?”

“I don’t want you to cut your hair.” He gave her a stern look.

“That wasn’t what I asked,” she smiled. “I was just thinking of this dead thing, is my hair dead, or will it go on growing?”

“If it didn’t, you would be bald, oh my God, you, women do have silly problems.”

“Yes,” she replied. “And do you know why? It’s because you men don’t see anything other than how we look.”

“And you don’t?” He liked to argue with her.

“I think, sadly, that most women look for power and money in a man. But what would you know? You have it all.”

“Wow, you actually gave me a compliment.”

“I did but be careful that you don’t choke.”

He grabbed her and pulled her down on his knee.

She didn’t know what to do and felt uncomfortable. He regretted putting her there. He started to talk about other things and she moved down to the couch.

The days passed quickly, too quickly for her, but too slowly for him. He wanted to take her away from everything that reminded her of the past, so he could create her new life.

The weather was a mess here and he knew that winter would soon engulf Canada. He had prepared everything for her over there, and he was so sure that once she arrived she would be able to be her new self.

She was regretting that she was going and leaving Charlie with strange people. There had never been a day they’d been separated. There was no understanding from Alexis, at least she couldn’t see any, but he understood more than she knew. He also knew that she had to learn to see herself in a new way.

The couple arrived the same day as they were going to leave. They were a Swedish couple but she pretended not to speak the language for a couple of reasons: firstly, because she didn’t have a Southern accent and, secondly, to be able to listen to what they were saying behind her back.

They were a really nice couple. She could see that in the way they greeted Charlie and the cats. They liked all her animals and she had been writing a list of all the food they were used to.

They told her they were going to sleep in the guest room but if Charlie wanted to join them, he would be welcome.

Alexis couldn’t have arranged things better and she was really thankful to him. She told him this several times on the way; so many times, that he finally asked if she meant it.

By now, she knew that what Alexis told her was the truth and she wasn’t suspicious of his plans but she still wasn’t fond of them.

When they went to bed, he used to tell her about the forest, the lake, and all the different animals over there. When she was at her worst, he told her about the snow and promised to make her a giant snowman. That always made her smile and she cuddled close to him. He loved to have her that close, but he also found it hard not to go further.

She was trying to think about all that he had told her back home not to panic when the plane left her country. If he’d asked her if she wanted to go back home at that moment, she would have answered, “Yes,” in a second. But he hadn’t, and now they were on their way.
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Canada: She knew hardly anything about the country and this was what he called her new home. She, who had been living the last ten years out in the middle of nowhere with hardly any people, felt totally lost in the big airport. If he had suggested keeping her on a leash she would probably have thought it was a great idea. She was terrified to lose him and she started to wonder if her new life was anything to be happy about. But she knew that it was a bad excuse, her body was new but her soul was the same and she always felt bad when she left home.

He had told her to leave a lot of her new clothes back home, to make her feel that she would soon return but she wore her yellow jacket.

“We have a couple of hours by car, but I have ordered a good driver. I know you’re not fond of going by car.” He carried her luggage too.

“Do you think I will get carsick,” she asked. That was a thing of the past that she would really love to leave behind.

“Not in this car.” He was looking at her under his long eyelashes and she just laughed at him.

A chauffeur in uniform put their luggage into a limo and opened the doors for them. A week ago, she would have asked him if he could afford all this, but by now, she knew, this was nothing to him. She had also seen how much he worked.

There was a bar with drinks and snacks. He had bottles of blood. She guessed that these were people who belonged to his team and for the first time she understood why he liked it here. He didn’t have to hide, he got everything he wanted and he had people who were kindred spirits around him. She had noticed already at the airport that he didn’t choose just anybody to help get what he needed.

She understood that they weren’t living openly among humans, but open among themselves. Would she ever feel at home in this? She who didn’t even know what she was?

They had been driving for an hour or so when the chauffeur spoke to Alexis.

“We are being followed, Sir.”

He was expecting orders from Alexis.

“Change from the main road at the next exit.”

“What is happening?” She could see in his face that trouble was on its way.

“Nothing we can’t fix, but,” he paused, “this time you have to do exactly what I tell you. Are you listening?”

“OK, I’m in your playground now.”

He smiled while he was opening a bag on the car floor. Normally anyone would be worried when he took out several knives from the bag but she had never been the kind that got scared easily, not even in a situation like this. Her only concern was that nothing should happen to him. She realized how much she needed him and how fond of him she was. But she also depended on him totally.

When they turned off from the main road, the chauffeur opened the window between them.

“We have more trouble; there are two cars, sir.”

“OK, we can take them together,” he answered the man, and then he turned to Jeannie. “I was hoping I could have left the chauffeur to protect you but am afraid I need him. When I open the door, you jump out and start to run as fast as you can into the forest. Don’t look or call after me, I’ll find you, but I don’t want anyone else to do so.”

“I get it, I’ll be OK... and don’t you worry about me, just don’t get hurt.”

He grabbed her arm. “Remember to use all the powers you can feel, they will appear when you start to run.”

She nodded.

He opened the door when they made a turn so that her side of the car would be out of sight from the cars behind them.

She knew she had to jump immediately. There were some bushes where she landed. Getting up quickly, she ran into the forest. After a few seconds she could feel how her feet were almost flying over the ground. Feeling the wind in her face, she realized that she was running really fast. She had no idea how far she should run. This made her a little insecure. Aware that this time Alexis knew what it all was about, she realised she must do what he had told her to.

Alexis and the chauffeur had stopped the car to deal with the people who were following them. They knew each other well and that made it easier to work together.

The first car stopped. Two men jumped out. The second car was waiting behind. Alexis guessed that they didn’t really know who they had to deal with. He was right. It was nothing for the two of them to bring them down, but when Alexis went to the next car, they started it and tried to escape. They had pissed him off and he wasn’t going to let them get away. He’d recognized the two men in the first car. He knew that they worked for a man with whom he had experienced a lot of trouble. Determined to get the second car too, he had to turn. He was happy she didn’t have to see this.

In the forest, Jeannie had stopped to try to listen if she could hear anything from the others. She was leaning towards a big tree when a pack of wolves came towards her. She started to talk to them. She was sure that they were listening to her. One of them was now right beside her so she reached out her hand and he licked it. Then he nudged her with his nose and she followed him, as it seemed like he was showing her the way. They reached a cave and she went inside with the pack. She was safe.

Alexis had no problem with the second car. He sent one man back in a bad condition, but not dead, to send a message to leave him alone.

The chauffeur had stayed by the car in case Jeannie returned but hoping that she wouldn’t. If she did, then she hadn’t been listening to Alexis.

Alexis was much faster than she was. He’d had years of training and was quickly far into the forest. The wolves heard him before she did; she crawled carefully up to a place in the cave where she could see out. When Alexis showed up, she called at the wolves that it was OK.

Jeannie was quickly out of the cave. He had some bruises, but nothing serious. She was relieved. He was amazed at how she talked to the wolves. As a Vampire, he wasn’t a friend, but they listened to her intently. When they went back to the car, he took her hand.

“I’m proud of you; you never show any fear and your way with the wolves, wow! I knew you were something special and I was right.”

Yes, he was not just proud but convinced that she would find many sides of herself that she would be pleased with.

He was still holding her hand.

“But we have to start training you in some kind of self defence in case you’re not this lucky next time.”

“Do these things happen often?” She didn’t look worried but he didn’t want her to start to be either.

“Self-defence is good for your physique.”

“Great, one of those evasive answers.” She couldn’t understand why he never could give her a straight answer.

They drove through a small village on their way where Alexis asked the chauffeur to make a stop outside a lovely old house.

He opened his bag and pulled out a packet.

“Just a moment, I’ll be right back.”

She was very curious about what he was up to, feeling left out that he didn’t tell her anything. It was difficult to see who was opening the door. He entered quickly.

The chauffeur wasn’t talking to her. She guessed he wasn’t allowed to. Going through her bag for something to do, one of her rings became caught in the material inside the bag. When she finally got free of, it her wallet fell on the floor. Picking it up, she noticed that everything about her was gone. No business card, driver license, old photos, everything of the old her was gone. She could understand that she had to leave all those things behind, but the problem was that he hadn’t asked her to do so. Going through her handbag behind her back was too much.

When he returned, he immediately felt that something was wrong. He thought that maybe she was mad at him for not introducing her to his friend.

“What’s wrong love?” He smiled and tried to look as if nothing was wrong.

She, on the other hand, wasn’t going to hide any feelings.

“You have been going through my handbag!” He started to say something but she didn’t give him the chance.

“You couldn’t have asked me to remove things that could be compromising? I’m surprised you didn’t change the colour of my lipstick.”

Her eyes were greener than ever and her hands were shaking. He couldn’t understand the big deal.

“Can we discuss this when we are alone?”

“No.”

She knocked on the window to the chauffeur.

“Can you stop right here, please?”

“Sir?” he asked Alexis, who refused.

She opened the window to the chauffeur.

“I told you to stop, look at me.” Her voice was soft in a scary way. He looked in the rear-view mirror and then he stopped.

“Now please take out my luggage.”

The man got out of the car and so did she. Alexis was shocked but determined not to show it.

Alexis followed them out of the car, then gripped the chauffeur in a neck hold. The man looked like he was in a trance and didn’t react at all.

“Do you want me to kill him?” Alexis looked at Jeannie, who had picked up her bags.

“Why would you kill him, what has he done?”

“It’s what he hasn’t done. He didn’t obey my orders.”

“So you kill anyone who doesn’t do what you want them to do? Why didn’t you kill me a long time ago?”

“You’re not my servant. You’re in my world now and here respect is the difference between life and death.”

“The man is in a trance; can’t you see that?” She was getting desperate; no one should die because of her.

“Well, you decide. If you put back your luggage and get into the car and...” he paused, “and wake up the man. Then I won’t do him any harm and I guess he won’t remember anything.”

“That’s blackmail.” She took her bags to the car and got back into it.

When he sat down beside her again, he wasn’t saying a word. They both just sat there as the driver drove on.
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It was a fantastic house with an amazing view over a big lake. On the east coast, you could see the lamps from a small village, but the house had no close neighbours. Behind it was the forest with its majestic trees, standing like a shield against intruders.

He looked at her expecting some reaction, but she just sat there. Had he gone too far when he showed her what could happen when she put other people between them? He’d had no choice.

The chauffeur had carried their luggage to the door, but she remained in the car. The door of the car had already been opened for her. Alexis was standing waiting for her. Finally he went over to her, grabbed her arms and more or less dragged her out of the car. He sent away the chauffeur.

When the car was gone, he looked at her and said,

“I’m sorry, I really am. Let’s say I’m not used to having anyone cross me. But...” and his voice hardened, “you never disobey me in front of my staff again; If not for yourself, then for them.” Smiling, he tried to get eye contact. “And now, can you please appreciate your new home?”

Her voice was very quiet. He thought it was a good thing that he was a Vampire with excellent hearing.

“It’s beautiful,” was all she said.

“And you hate being here.” He ran his hand through his hair, something he often did when he was upset in some way.

“I’m sorry.” She was still looking down.

“Can you please at least look at me?” He was angry and tired of having problems all the time. She looked up at him and her eyes were full of tears. He melted as he always did and took her in his arms, stroking her hair.

“Tomorrow, when it’s light, I will show you the lake. Don’t be sad... I know this is hard. And yes, I’m a monster dragging you away and going through your bag.”

She looked up at him.

“Yes you are.” But she smiled.

Someone had already carried away their luggage. She guessed he had servants everywhere.

He was excited to show her the bedroom.

“It’s all yours.” He looked happy, but she felt like he didn’t want to share the room with her. He noticed that she wasn’t that happy.

“Don’t you like it? You have your own bathroom and look,” he opened a door to a huge walk-in closet. It was full of new clothes and shoes. He looked like he was Santa at Christmas. She thought “wow” even if she would have preferred to sleep beside him. Looking at the big, really beautiful room he had prepared for her, she felt guilty for all the times she’d been selfish just thinking about Charlie and herself, but she was feeling so alone. Wasn’t that just the thing she had tried to escape?

It was late, and they had been travelling for many hours, so after a shower they both went to bed. But she couldn’t sleep. She, who hadn’t been afraid of the dark for so many years, felt all the fears from her childhood coming back. There were shadows everywhere, and after a while, she couldn’t take it any longer and went down to the big living room. The fire was still burning and she could see the lights from the village as small points far away. She was alone here too, but it didn’t feel so alone.

He had bought her nightclothes as well but she always slept in big T-shirts so she had asked him to borrow one of his. It was big and she loved it. Staring at the fire, she wished she could feel the happiness that she knew he wanted her to have. She had a bad feeling, though, and that made her afraid. Her whole life she had been able to feel what was coming, and that made her expect the worse.

“Why aren’t you asleep?” He was barefoot, but in jeans and with a T-shirt in his hand that he was putting on while he was talking to her.

She was wondering why he felt it necessary to get dressed so she asked if he was going anywhere.

“Me? No, why do you think that?”

“Because you put on clothes. I have seen you in just your boxers so it can’t be because of me. You make me feel almost naked now,” she smiled.

Of course, it was because of her, but he couldn’t tell her that he wasn’t sure he could behave if they both were undressed. Then again, why did he have to behave? But no, he did. He wanted her to have a choice in her new life. Not be forced to choose him out of gratitude.

“But, love, why don’t you sleep in your new big bed?”

“Maybe you have spoiled me. I was getting used to having you beside me.” Her smile was soft and inviting without her even knowing it. “But I see things and I didn’t feel so lonely here.”

“I think it has to do with all the powers you have used recently.” He made a face she guessed meant been a ‘naughty girl’ thing but it just made her laugh.

“It’s lucky you’re not my father then I’m sure I would have been grounded for a year.”

“My God, no! You don’t see me like that, I hope?”

She laughed and decided to flirt with him.

“If I had still been my old me,” she made a grimace, “you could have been my toy boy.”

“Me, a toy boy? Young lady, you must mistake me for someone else!” He bent down and lifted her up in his arms.

“I don’t want to go to sleep, put me down.”

He turned her around and hung her over his shoulder. She struggled with her legs, mostly for fun, but he gave her a hard slap on her butt.

“Ouch, you are strong, it hurts.”

“You’ll survive,” he laughed.

When he arrived at her room, he threw her down on her bed.

He undressed and lay down beside her. She cuddled close to him but her intention was just to sleep beside him. He also knew that anything else would be too soon for her. With him there, she felt safe and was quickly asleep. He put his arm around her and leaned his face to her hair, which had a fragrance of flowers.

Normally they awoke at the same time. He blamed that on Charlie, who was the one who woke them. When he woke up this morning, she wasn’t there and he couldn’t understand how he could not have heard her get up. Once awake, he heard her talking to somebody. With yesterday’s events fresh in his memory, he rushed out of her room just to find her in the kitchen with the maid.

“Oh Sir, good morning. Miss Jeannie is teaching me her recipe to make coffee.” The maid smiled.

He sighed and turned around to go to get dressed. Well, it was a good thing that she had everyone liking her; she was easy going and kind to everyone.

He had told her that he was going to take her to the lake but of course, he got an important call. They needed him at his main company. It wasn’t what he wanted for her first day here, but she assured him that it was OK. There was so much to explore just in the house.

They had coffee on the big terrace looking over the lake. The air was chilly so he told the maid to bring her a blanket.

He kissed her goodbye on her forehead, then left after a short while. He had given her a new cell phone so that he could reach her, and vice versa. What she didn’t know was that he had restricted the service; making it impossible for her to call abroad. He was too tired to have a fight about it and he hoped that she wouldn’t call her children anyway. The good thing, with her nature, was that she would probably be afraid that it was too expensive. He hadn’t been able to stop her from bringing her laptop and that was a bigger problem. He just hoped she knew what was right.

Watching him drive away in one of his own cars, she guessed he was pleased to be home. She took a deep breath and tried to imagine she was on a holiday trip where everything was great.

After having her breakfast, she had no idea what to do. Without having a dog to walk with, it seemed so meaningless. She had seen hardly anything of the house so she decided to explore it, as she had told him she would.

It was a big house with everything you could wish for. But, being alone in a big house makes you feel lonelier than you can imagine. She could hear the maid vacuum-cleaning, but there was no one to talk to. Normally when something big happened, she would call her eldest son, Richard. This wasn’t a big thing. It was huge, but she had made a promise: no contact until he told her she was ready. This made her walk around like a ghost.

She opened another door. There was some kind of library, or it could be where he worked when he was home. There were books, a computer, an old desk, and a big leather armchair. He had style; she had to admit that at least, not that all the other rooms were in her style, but it certainly was his. It was elegant, but not in a cold minimalistic way.

Looking at his computer, she remembered that they hadn’t created a Facebook account in her name. She had to have one that seemed to have been created several years ago or their story wouldn’t hold. To disturb him at work didn’t feel like a good idea so she started to see if he had a diary or something with his friend’s name. She thought that she would remember the man who made her papers, if she saw his name. It was some strange name but she couldn’t find anything, guessing that he’d taken it with him. She looked at his computer again. Would she dare to search there? Why not? He had been going through her bag and this was very important. Her children could be searching her name already.

Among the e-mails she found the right man so she sent message to him. As it had arrived from Alexis’ mail, he didn’t suspect anything. He answered that he would fix the problem in a minute.

She sat down in the chair waiting for the mail. Within a minute, there was one. She went straight onto the computer, thinking it was the answer she waited for, but it was a Skype message. She could see a redheaded woman on the display, she had answered by mistake. His web camera was turned off. “Thank God,” she thought.

The woman waved and called out to him, “Are you there, honey?”

Jeannie felt almost nauseous. He had a girlfriend and he didn’t think that was something he should have told her. She just stood there waiting for the woman to cut off the call when she didn’t get any response. After what felt like ages, she did, with kisses, hugs and everything.

Her mail arrived in the same minute and she wrote down everything she needed to log in to her new account but she had a stomach ache and was still feeling nauseous.

The rest of
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