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PROLOGUE:
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Avery Jean Michaels is a thirty-two-year-old Museum Directress from New Hampshire. She had recently moved out to San Francisco to work in the California Museum of Cultural History. 

She has a sister and a brother who are both younger. They grew up with only a mother their father passed away when she was little and when her sister was an infant. 

Avery decided to enroll in NYU in their Cultural History Program. She had always been fascinated by other cultures especially the religions and rituals that some of these cultures expressed. Avery’s favorite was always the Wiccan Religion. Avery had been offered a job in San Francisco, California this job was to be her dream job. 

She would be working in the Museum of Cultural History but more importantly her specialty would be in witchcraft and the black arts, how the black arts had played a part in our history. Avery was so excited to go. She was going to miss her family but she had never done anything so exciting or daring in her whole life. She was ready for her new adventure she just was not aware of exactly how much her life was going to change. 

Aleksander Michael Stafford was born in 1894 in Edinburgh, Scotland he has an older brother Matthew and an older sister Lizabeth. But most importantly Aleksander was in love with the most beautiful woman in the world. Her name was Isabella Nicole Razvan. They had been together for about four years when the unthinkable happened. Aleksander’s sister Lizabeth had been dating Isabella’s older brother Dante`. 

Dante` Razvan was different from other guys; he was pretty scary Aleksander really did not like him dating his sister but who was he to tell him to stay away. Something had happened to Aleksander’s sister, something Dante` had done to her. It was not long before she had come to Aleksander with it. Aleksander had asked her what had happened and she told him that Dante` had changed her. Aleksander was not sure what she had meant by what she had said. 

As she went on Aleksander realized what she was talking about.  But was this real or was she pulling his leg by what she was saying. A Vampire was something out of a horror stories or perhaps a folklore tale passed down through the villagers to scare the small children into behaving. When Lizabeth finally showed him he soon realized that this was no legend or folklore. 

Before Aleksander could say anything she threw her arms around Aleksander and held him tightly. She was crying saying how hard it was going to be to watch her loved ones all die while she lived on forever. Aleksander remembered rubbing her back trying to calm her down when Aleksander heard the words “sorry” whispered into his ear and a sharp pain on his neck. Aleksander remembered seeing the sun’s final descent over the horizon and then nothing but blackness. 

Aleksander had now been changed; Aleksander was so very upset with Lizabeth for doing that to him.  He was so in love he was 28 years old and he had found the one he wanted to spend his life with. Only now it was not life it was eternity. How could his own flesh and blood have done this to him? Aleksander did not ask to be made into some monster. 

But now the urge to feed on humans was so overpowering. He needed to drink but he was so terrified to do so. How could Aleksander take a human life?  He so badly wanted to be human again. Not to mention Aleksander was in love with one. As he continued to replay what had now become his life he decided it best to tell Isabella what had happened to him. 

Aleksander knew she loved him and she would never leave him. He was right when he told her what had happened, she told Aleksander that she wanted him to change her. Isabella said that she loved him and that we could spend eternity together. Aleksander had never fed off of a human and as scared as he was, he had to feed or he would die. Aleksander had to change her. Aleksander needed to have her with him always.  Once Aleksander had begun feeding on her 

Aleksander found it so exhilarating and so erotic. He had found himself unable to pull away from her. Soon after he felt her body go limp as she fell into his arms, lifeless. He knew he had killed her; Aleksander had killed the woman that he loved and treasured most of all. At that Alexander’s life really took on a whole new meaning as he knew he had to run away and get away as fast as he could. Alexander’s heart just didn’t beat any longer he was in morning he felt as if he was slowly dying without his precious Isabella.

~*~
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CHAPTER ONE

I sat up in bed my body covered in sweat, and aching from tossing and turning that I had done. I knew it had been another nightmare. They had plagued my nights since the day I took Aleksander’s life. Every night same as the one before...reliving that day, pushing the stake into the heart of the man that I loved. 

Everything changed that day, my life took a Dark turn. The thought of ever loving someone else, or giving myself to them seemed like an impossible task. Aleksander had said that I would heal, but my wounds only seemed to be growing. I couldn’t seem to find anything in this world that made me feel like I was lucky to be here. The sun seemed to have lost its luster, the sounds of children playing seemed to be so far away, even though I would sit at the park and watch them, watch Draven run around and laughing, his laughter seemed to be a million miles away. Even food seemed to have no taste for me. Everything seemed to add to the pain I was already feeling. 

Draven and I decided to leave San Fran shortly after we got home. I had gone in search of Lana and the others, but found nothing. I went to what was Club X but it was just a parking lot, nothing from my time with Aleksander existed, nothing except for my son and myself. It was like when he died, we fell into some kind of alternate universe. Like nothing I knew before had ever really happened. I even tried to contact Faith but she just like the others did not seem to exist. I was not sure what had happened and how Aleksander leaving this world could have had such an effect on it, but things were not the same. With nothing from my life before the same, we left...headed for New York to start over...that was six months ago...

“Do you want orange juice or apple?” I asked Draven as he sat at the breakfast table ready for school.

“Um...apple.” Draven said with a smile towards me. 

“Apple it is.” I said with a smile.

“Now eat up or we will be late.” I said as I left the kitchen to go and get ready for work. 

Draven and I headed down the street towards the local Starbucks, I never had been a coffee drinker before, but with not sleeping at night, I had come to need some kind of pick me up in the mornings. 

The day went just as the many others before...drop Draven off, go to work, put in my eight plus hours and then pick Draven up from the sitters, and head home, dinner, baths, some TV and bed, get up the next day and do it all over again. I knew some would say I was in a rut, but it was so much more. I was slowly dying of a broken heart. A heart that could only be mended by one person, yet that person apparently never really existed. I had no clue how I would put the pieces back together again, or if it was even possible. I knew I was not doing myself any good, and I knew I was most likely scarring Draven in some horrible way. But for some reason, the more I tried, the more the pain became over whelming. 

Later that evening I had tucked Draven in for the night, and sat down to read a book that I had started a few weeks back. I was sitting on the couch curled up with the blanket, the book and a hot cup of tea when someone knocked on my door. I could not figure out who would be coming around at this time. I really had no friends; sure I had co-workers but none that I would really call friends. I stood from the couch to answer the door.

I opened the door, and was surprised to see Leah, standing in front of me. She was girl I worked with. She had always seemed very sweet, but honestly I really had not talked with her much. 

“Leah, what are you doing here?” I asked trying not to sound rude.

“I am so sorry to stop by so late, but I am having major issues with my laptop and I need to get it working before work tomorrow. I have a meeting with Charles to present my ideas, and I can’t seem to figure out the problem.” 

“So why come to me, why not go see someone who works at the help desk?” I asked, I had learned my way around a computer, but I was by no means a repairman.

“Well I was going to, but I don’t really know any of them, and I remember Donna saying something about how you fixed one of her little computer glitches.” 

“Well sure come in, I can take a look I guess. I opened the door and stepped aside to make room for Leah to come in. I was just about to turn around and head in myself when I heard what I thought was a familiar voice.

“I think you are nuts Ron...she is crazy about you.” I heard the voice say, I stopped in my tracks, I could have sworn it was Aleksander.

“Leah, I will be two seconds, I think my neighbor is out and I just want to say hi.” I said as Leah nodded, I walked a few feet down the hall and poked my head down to the first floor. I could not see who had been talking I just saw their legs as they left the building.

“Get a grip girl, this is insane...he is dead!” I said out loud to myself before heading back to my apartment where Leah was waiting patiently.

CHAPTER TWO

––––––––
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Since the night I had thought I heard Aleksander, I seemed to be opening and closing my apartment door for no reason...hoping I would hear him, or see him. I knew what I was doing was unhealthy to say the least, but the ache seemed to be slowly choking the life out of me. 

I was on my way from work to pick Draven up at the sitters, although I would have to meet her at the park, she had taken the kids out to run off some of their energy. I walked through the fence and saw Draven talking with the sitter, she seemed to be upset with him, and I was anxious to find out what he had done, since he normally never broke the rules.

“Hey you, what is going on?” I asked as Draven looked up at me.

“Why don’t you go play for a few moments so your
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