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HAVEN

I ripped my hoody from the long-fingered grip of the white-haired man. This was the owner of the circus, the ringmaster. 

Mister. 

And he was apparently a magic user. 

Spinning around, I backed away from the tall man, watching as he removed the black top hat from his head and tossed it aside. His shoulder length white hair had the top half tied back, away from his face.

“Well?” I raised my hands, waiting for him to call the guards. 

As much as I wanted to deny it, I was nervous and scared. After a lifetime of sneaking around and stealing, this was the first time I had been caught. 

“Well.” The man repeated my word, that mesmerizing rasp he claimed as a voice sliding over me. 

His fingers moved over his torso, slowly unbuttoning the robe/jacket thing he was wearing. That was tossed onto one of the black leather chairs, leaving him in a loose, white dress shirt. A couple of the top buttons were undone, displaying his muscular neck and sharp collarbone. 

“I am waiting for you to call the guards.” My head cocked in confusion. 

His long fingers worked open the buttons on his cuffs before folding them up his arm, displaying a set of strong forearms. 

“There will be no guards for you, young lady.” His eyes slid to me, that whiskey color practically glowing. 

His words had shivers running down my spine and my feet once again backing up. “That’s not reassuring.” 

“It’s not meant to be.” His body fully turned towards me, his shoulders wide and strong for an old guy. 

The tight pants that looked like riding breeches showcased his slim hips and muscular legs. He also had knee high leather boots on, which only added to the effect.

My eyes moved over his face, taking in his smooth, high forehead and the sharpness of his rectangular jaw. Dark brows slashed over his eyes, accenting the sharpness of his cheekbones. A Greek nose led down to a set of wide lips. 

This man was not old, or at least his body didn’t look old. In fact, he looked like a man in his prime. 

My eyes moved past him to the door behind him, my mind swirling with plans that I knew would just fail. 

“Yeah...” I drew the word out before snapping. “No.” 

Jumping up, I twisted my body, using the furniture to flip and dodge around the man. 

I knew it was hopeless, but I had to try. 

I didn’t get far. 

His body blinked into view, those long, strong fingers finding my neck and bringing my movements to an abrupt halt. His hand was just tight enough to make breathing a challenge.

My lips twisted into a snarl as my feet kicked violently, my fingernails digging into the tendons roping his forearm. 

“Yes.” He rasped, his free hand unzipping my hoody and pulling it off, leaving me in my white tank top and black cargo pants. 

And we were moving. 

I was being carried backwards through the long length of his huge motorhome caravan, almost all the way to the back. 

My lungs stuttered, straining painfully at their lack of oxygen, my quickly darkening eyes darting around in search of a weapon or some way to free myself.

My eyes widened at the sight of metal bars, my fingers no longer digging but clawing. “Fuck no.” My voice croaked out.

“Yes.” He repeated, the bars swinging open. 

He carried me inside, his fingers tightening just that much more before he dropped me to the floor. My legs collapsed and I landed on my ass. My hand clutched my throat as I sucked oxygen in, my narrowed eyes watching him step back, the cell door slamming shut between us. 

“No guards.” He crossed his arms and stared down at me. 

“Why?” My voice croaked out. 

“Charming little thing.” Was his answer. 

“Fuck no.” I clipped out, struggling to find my feet. “I don’t do shit like that. If you want your dick sucked, go ask one of your ladies.” 

“Employees. And I never once mentioned my...dick.” He noted, his eyes moving to the sudden pounding that came at the caravan door. 

“I wonder why.” I sneered, my eyes dropping to the bulge in his very tight pants. 

“Quiet time.” He stated, stepping back from the bars and drawing a curtain. 

“You do realize that curtains aren’t soundproof, right?” I yelled after him. 

When he didn’t answer, my mouth opened to yell again only for my eyes to land on the curtain and the markings on it. Magical sigils. 

The fucking curtain was soundproof.  

I heard the door open, telling me that the soundproofing only went one way, the caravan wobbled as someone stepped inside. 

“The guards?” A female voice asked. 

Hearing the woman, my hands reached for the spaces in the bars, planning on slapping at the curtain in an attempt to get her to notice me. That was also a failure. My hands slammed into some sort of forcefield that was just beyond the bars. Like a wall of unbreakable energy. 

“Motherfucker.” I snapped out, punching at the forcefield. “Dickhead warlock. Fucking pussy assed fucker.” 

“No, Mikaela. I will handle it.” Mister denied. 

“Sir...do you think that’s smart?” Mikaela questioned. 

“Fuck no. As soon as I can, I am going to fuck a warlock up. You better not sleep, fart breath.” I ranted, pacing the six-foot space that made up my prison. 

Six feet long and three feet wide. 

“Ah, Mikaela dear.” Mister’s voice tisked. 

“I am sorry, Mister. I just worry.” Mikaela did indeed sound apologetic. 

“You should worry for the stupid buttmunch.” I called back, pausing to kick one of the bars. 

“I know. I also know that I am the last person you should worry about.” Mister reassured the woman. 

“What are you going to do with him?” Mikaela asked. 

“Him?” I exclaimed. “Why? Why does no one believe that a woman can be a thief?”

“That’s my business.” His voice was gentle yet firm. 

“Do you need me to...?” 

“He doesn’t need anything from you. Not yet anyways. But the second I get my hands on him...” I was back to pacing. 

“No. Mikaela. I will handle it.”  He stated.

“Ok, sir.” Mikaela voiced and the caravan wobbled again. 

The door shut and a couple seconds later the curtain whipped open. 

The male before me crossed his arms, his eyebrow jolting up. “My breath does not smell like farts.” 

“What, eating ass is too good for you?” I questioned, mimicking his arm cross. 

“You sound like you speak from experience.” He noted, his eyes running over me, his gaze holding a dismissive note. 

“I already told you.” I rolled my eyes at him. “I don’t do that shit.” 

“Hmmm.” He hummed, turning to walk away, disappearing down the darkened hall. 

“Hey, where are you going?” I demanded. 

“I have a show to get ready for. We have an opening act with a double header.” His voice came down the hall towards me. 

“What if I have to pee?” I called, worried. 

“Do you have to?” He reappeared in front of the bars. 

“Not now. But I might have to when you are gone.” I informed him. 

“I suggest you hold it.” He stated coldly, once again walking away. 

This man was really starting to frustrate me. 

“When are you going to let me out?” I asked. 

“When it’s time.” That was beyond frustrating. 

“Come on, Mister. I promise to be good. I will return everything I took, and I will leave the area. You will never see me again. I swear to the Gods.” My voice lowered, taking on a soft, innocently coaxing tone. 

“Nope. Although, I am impressed with your bargaining power.” He passed the cell on his way to the very back section of the caravan. I was guessing that his bedroom was back there. “How many times has that worked?”

“None.” I grumped, crossing my arms and leaning against the metal bars siding the wall. 

“And yet you are still free.” He hinted, appearing in my vision with an armful of clothes. 

“This is the first time I have been caught.” I sneered at him. 

His eyebrows jerked up at that, his hand opening the door right next to my cell. 

“And I wouldn’t have been caught today either.” I yelled after him when he entered the room and closed the door behind himself. A couple of minutes passed, and the sound of a shower turned on. “Stupid warlock, I hope you slip on the soap.” 

The shower ran for a good ten minutes before shutting off. Then came other sounds, clinking sounds. Another twenty minutes passed before he stepped out wearing a clean set of clothes. These ones were almost the exact same as his last set except the shirt was black with laces up the front instead of buttons, and the breeches were skin colored. His hair was slightly damp, once again tied back, away from his face while the ends brushed his shoulders. 

“Slipping on the soap?” He questioned as he shut the door and once again disappeared into the back. 

“How...?” I frowned in confusion before rolling my eyes in realization. The fucking sigils were on the bars as well. “How far does it reach?” 

“Everywhere.” He stated, passing the cell once again. 

“Good, then I can scream at you when I have to pee.” I grunted. 

“I will be working and not able to help with that.” He informed me. 

“That doesn’t mean I can’t scream at you.” I warned him. 

“Very well.” He stated tonelessly, unbothered by my threat. 

He reappeared to stand in front of me once again. He was now wearing his coat and top hat and had added a black cane with a round, silver topper. 

Stepping forward, I gripped the bars and gave him an innocently hopeful smile. “Have fun and don’t fall on your face...Mister.” 

“Of course, milady.” With his hat in hand, he gave me a sweeping bow. 

As soon as he rose, something dropped into the cell. I looked down only to look back up and see him gone. I didn’t even hear or feel him move but I did hear the caravan door shut. 

With a heavy sigh, I slid down the wall to sit down. I picked up the book he left me and cracked it open. 

The hours passed as I was sucked into a world of mystery and adventure. Before I knew it, I was done the book, tossing it aside. I wasn’t sure what time it was, but I knew that it was really late. 

“I am done. And I have to pee.” I called. “So, wrap it up, Mister.” 

I couldn’t help but giggle at that. “Mister. You know, your tag kind of sounds like a mom lecturing her son.” Taking on a low, disappointed tone, I shook my finger in the air. “You are in so much trouble, Mister.” 

As soon as I finished my sentence, the wall across from me slid open to display the bathroom. 

“Yes.” I cheered, jumping to my feet and rushing inside. 

The first thing I did was pee, flush, and wash my hands. The second thing I did was dig through the cupboards. One of them was locked, magically. The others opened to show toiletries such as soap, deodorant, a toothbrush, toothpaste, hair styling creams, lotions. 

“You know, if I had some clean clothes I could shower.” I mentioned as I tried the bathroom door and felt over the walls. It was all reinforced with the same sigils that the bars and the curtain had drawn over them. “If there was an extra toothbrush, I wouldn’t have to use yours.” 

Making good on my threat, I used his toothbrush to brush my teeth. 

“You finished it already.” His voice sounded disappointed. 

“I did.” I mumbled around the toothbrush in my mouth, ducking my head out of the bathroom to see him standing in front of the bars. The hat, coat, and boots were gone, his shirt was dark with the same sweat that glistened on his face and dampened his hair. “How was it?” 

His eyebrows rose, his eyes falling to my foamy mouth. “Good. Great actually. The audience lapped up the new act.”

“I warned you.” I shook the toothbrush at him before returning to my spot in front of the sink. 

“You did.” His voice sighed. “Did you really finish the book?” 

“I said I did, didn’t I?” I scowled as I rinsed my mouth and the toothbrush, returning it to where I found it. 

“You are ready for the next one in the series.” He voiced. 

“No, thank you.” I stepped back into the cell, jumping slightly when the wall to the bathroom once again closed. “It was a little too cliched for my tastes.” 

“Maybe something else then.” He disappeared only to return with an armful of bedding that he shoved through the bars. 

I couldn’t help but note that there was nothing stopping him from bypassing the bars. 

“That would be nice.” I nodded in agreement, laying out the small foam mattress before covering it with the sheet. I laid out the pillows and comforter and turned back to see him dropping something else into the cell. A new book. From the looks of it, a darker book. 

“You are being strangely good.” He noted, watching me sit on the bed I made and crack open the book. 

My eyes slid up to meet his. “I am biding my time, waiting for my moment.”

“Understandable.” He nodded and ducked into the bathroom. 

When he was done in there, he headed to the back before walking past. “Bedtime.” 

Setting the book aside, I crawled under the sheets before kicking off my pants. I was just getting settled when the caravan went pitch black. 

“Do you have a nightlight?” I found myself asking, not liking this much dark. 

It was completely silent for a long, dragging moment before a soft glow from the front diminished the black. It was still dark and deeply shadowed but no longer completely black. 

“Thank you.” I whispered to the tall shadow that passed my cell. 

“Sleep.” That rasping voice ordered. 

Soft rustling came from the back, clothing, bedding. Then everything fell quiet. 

With a soft hum, I allowed my eyes to close, my body feeling strangely safe for the first time in over a decade. 
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HAVEN

I woke up to the sound of someone moving around in the front of the caravan. It took me a minute of staring at the bars to remember where I was. Climbing free of my makeshift bed, I pulled on my pants and folded my bedding into a pile, setting it all in the back corner of my cell. 

“Mister.” I whispered in a disappointed motherly voice. “Bathroom.” 

The bathroom wall opened, and I walked inside. I helped myself to a glass or two of water before turning to the toilet. That was when I paused. 

“Ummm, question.” I examined the toilet placement compared to the open wall. “You said that you hear everything, right?” 

“Everybody poops.” His rasping voice came towards me, calm and monotone. 

“Uh huh, uh huh, and the smell?” I intelligently pointed out. 

“The fan is very good.” He stated just as the curtain in front of the bars slid closed. 

“I hope so.” I sighed, mounting my new throne. “How did you sleep?” 

He took a moment before answering. “This is new.” 

“Hey now, Mister, you are the one who pumped up the volume. I am only taking advantage of it.” I shrugged. 

“Interesting.” He hummed softly as if to himself. 

I finished up, washed my hands, and started stripping. 

I was done waiting, I was getting my shower. 

Turning on the shower, I stepped into the tiny stall. It was so small that it made me wonder how he was able to fit inside of it. Taking stock, I helped myself to his shampoo and body wash. 

“Ohhh, razer.” I crooned, pulling said razer out of its clip. Six blades, nice. 

“You are not using my razer.” His rasping voice was firm. 

“Too late.” I shrugged, already running it over my armpits. “I don’t do hair.” 

Another silence was followed by a hiss. “You are not using it on your vagina.” 

I paused, my head coming up from my work. “Ummm?” 

“I use that on my face.” He sounded slightly frustrated. 

A first for the usually calm man. 

“You might want to invest in a new one.” I informed him, finishing with that spot and moving down to my legs. 

“I do believe I will.” He sighed. 

“You have no issue with me using your toothbrush.” I pointed out. 

“I am not a fan.” He stated. 

“You really weren’t prepared for guests.” I shook my head, rinsing the razer and hanging it up. I shut the shower off and used one of the hanging towels to dry off. I was just wrapping said towel around myself when the curtain opened. 

“I wasn’t expecting to have guests.” He noted, standing before the bars with his arms crossed.

My eyebrows went up at that, walking into the cell to knock my knuckles on the bars. “Really?”

“A precaution. I like to be prepared for all scenarios.” He informed me. 

“Don’t we all.” I shrugged, waiting. When he didn’t say anything after about a minute, I finally spoke. “Am I washing my underwear in the sink or do I get clean clothes?”

“I have nothing suitable for a female. As you very accurately pointed out yesterday, I was not expecting a female.” He stated, his eyes moving over the bathroom behind me. 

Narrowing my eyes on him, my head slowly shook in disappointment. “You have clothes, don’t you? Just give me some of yours and wash mine. I mean, this isn’t genetic engineering.” 

His eyebrow slid up right before he disappeared into the back. He returned with a small bundle that he pushed through the bars. 

“Yes.” I hopped happily, pulling on the items under my towel. 

A dress shirt and a pair of boxer briefs, both in black. The shirt was big and long, forcing me to fold up the sleeves and tie the sides. The boxers fit strangely good. Mind you, the bubble of my ass helped with that. 

“Here.” I gathered up my dirty items and shook them at the patiently waiting man. His hand reached through the bars and grabbed the bundle from me. 

“See.” I smiled, gesturing to myself before waltzing back into the bathroom to use the rest of his stuff. 

My hair was braided back and I now smelled like him due to my use of his deodorant. Leaving his toothbrush wet but rinsed, I slathered my face with his face cream.

“Ohhh, this stuff is nice.” I hummed. 

“It is also expensive.” His voice came from the front of the caravan. 

“It feels expensive.” I shrugged, turning back to the cell. “Ok, I am done.” 

The wall slid shut. 

“So, what is the plan here?” I asked as I started my morning yoga. “Are you going to keep me locked up in here twenty-four seven or do I get yard time?” 

“That all depends on how good you are.” He stated. 

“Ouch, that’s kind of mean. Even convicts get yard time.” I frowned. 

“You aren’t a convict, and I am not a guard.” He maddeningly pointed out. 

“If you aren’t a guard then what are you?” I demanded, getting upset. 

I got no answer. 

“Hello?” I called, gripping the bars and pushing my face against them in hopes of seeing down the hall. “Mister?” 

I got nothing but dead air. 

“Seriously?” I exclaimed, exasperated. 

With a silent growl, I finished my exercises before sitting down on the floor and picking up the book. I had to admit, it was better than the last one. 

The hours passed and I eventually finished that book as well. Looking around the room, I debated on a nap before getting up to pace. 

I felt like I was going to go insane. It was so boring. 

I paced, did some yoga, paced some more. 

I wasn’t sure what time he finally returned but it felt like late afternoon, early evening. 

“I need something else to do besides reading.” I yelled after the tall figure who waltzed right by the cell. “And I need more books. Unless you want to drive me insane because I have to tell you, it’s quickly coming to that.” 

He didn’t answer for ten long minutes during which I returned to my pacing. 

“Here.” He tossed a number of books inside, right along with a pad and a pencil. 

“Aren’t you just so generous?” I rolled my eyes at the man who was stepping into the bathroom with his bundle of clothes. 

Sitting down on the floor, I opened one of the old, leatherbound books and dove into the story. At first it was slow, the main character a child growing up in the confines of a very different world from the one we lived in today. 

The Gaia of old. 

The child was loved, experiencing a happy, normal childhood in a very rural area. He spent hours playing in the streets and woods with his friends, in between attending the small school. Everything seemed to change when he turned eleven and started displaying magic. 

I couldn’t help but smile at how happy and warm it all seemed, a life spent in the sun, free and loved. 

It was something that I honestly couldn’t fathom. I grew up in the underworld, my father gone long before true memory. When I was young, my mother dated a conman and a thief. While the man was decent to me, teaching me his trade, he also inadvertently got himself killed when I was seven. 

My mother quickly moved on to the next man, this one was hard and demanding, often violent. He was part of some sort of underworld gang and mercilessly used my talents for his gain. I hated those times, that was when I learned to move fast. 

I also learned how to hide, a hard-won lesson. 

He was killed when I was thirteen. 

While he was bad, the next man that my mother brought into our lives was so much worse. This one was downright cruel and honestly psychotic. Him and his nephew. 

I didn’t stick around for that shit, running away from home the first chance I got. With how possessive the two men were, I took steps to leave the city. I kept to the rural areas, moving from town to town until I reached another city.

With almost zero formal education, I wasn’t able to get a job and was forced to resort to stealing. I used the money I was able to gain for an education and a small apartment. It took me years, but I was finally able to get a job. I left my stealing ways behind and I finally felt like I was stable, making something of myself.

Until my stepfather showed up at my door. 

I was thankfully able to get free, barely. I ran as far and as fast as I could, and I was forced to start stealing again just to survive. 

That was about two months ago now. 

Honestly, I thought coming across the circus was a miracle, so many marks in one place. Boy was I wrong. 

On the plus side, if I was here in this cell, I was safe from the wrath of my possessive stepfather. 

The door to the bathroom opened, emitting a damp and fully dressed Mister. 

He once again disappeared into the back before waltzing right past me. 

Again. 

“Have fun.” I called to the man right before the door closed. 

More hours passed as I lost myself in the story. 

When the boy hit eleven and his magic presented itself, his warlock father was very proud, spending hours training with the boy. I couldn’t help but like this kid. He was intelligent and understanding in a way that was far beyond his years. He stood up for his friends yet still maintained a soft sweetness that had me consistently smiling. 

He was fifteen when tragedy struck, and his parents died in a horrific accident. The boy was wounded in the same accident, breaking his legs to the point that he was forced to use a wheelchair. The doctors told him that he would probably never regain enough strength in his legs to ever walk again. His depression and heartbreak had me sobbing. 

That was where the first book ended. 

Starting the next book, the boy was alone in the hospital for about two weeks before a hooded stranger showed up in his room. The terrified boy was taken into custody and moved halfway across the world before he found out who the stranger was. One of the Ancients. 

Ancients. 

I had to admit, the story was taking a very interesting turn. 

The Ancients were the rulers of the magic users, almost mythical and unknown individuals who lived for centuries if not longer. They kept everything on the up and up. The Hunt was made up of a specialized group of Ancients, one that hunted down magical lawbreakers. They were considered the bogymen of the underworld. 

Fuck, the Hunt was so terrifying that even normal, non-magic users like me were terrified of them. 

I got to know about the Ancients and their inner workings as the boy went through training. Years of magical training.

The second book ended when the boy was now a young man at the age of twenty-one. 

I debated starting the third book, but it was getting really late, and I was exhausted. 

“Bathroom.” I called as I made my bed up. 

It took a minute before the wall opened, and I was able to reach the bathroom. I used the bathroom, drank some water, and got ready for bed. 

“Done.” I called, crawling into bed. 

I was out in seconds. 
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HAVEN 

“Get up.” A rasping male voice echoed in my ears. 

I ignored that voice, my mind sluggish, my body completely drained. 

Yeah, no, I was not getting up. 

Long fingers circled my biceps, and my weak body was forcibly adjusted into a seated position. 

“What?” I grumbled, my head hanging limply, my body swaying with the hands that were feeling over me. That touch felt clinical as it investigated over my arms and torso. 

“When was the last time you ate?” That soothing rasp asked me. 

“Hmm?” I hummed, my body automatically leaning into that mesmerizing voice. 

I whimpered when my body was once again forced upright, those long fingers moving over my face, tilting it upwards. 

“Open your eyes.” The voice ordered. 

“No.” I slurred out my argument, making a halfhearted swipe at the annoying male. 

Why wouldn’t he just leave me alone?

“Listen.” A hand gave me a shake, forcing my mind to focus. Somewhat. “When was the last time you ate?” 

“Depends.” I slurred, my eyes cracking to shadowed fuzziness. One of those shadows was bent over me. “What day?” 

That shadow shifted and something was being pressed to my lips. Cool orange juice slid down the throat that the man was massaging. “There we go.” 

“Tired.” I whimpered. 

“Eat first. Then you can sleep.” The voice ordered. 

“M’kay.” I mumbled, my mouth automatically opened for the sandwich the man fed me. 

“Chew.” He guided in a soft, rasping tone, his fingers working over my jaw. 

It was hard but I chewed and swallowed. Bite after bite until there was nothing left. 

“Why didn’t you say something?” He sounded slightly upset. 

“Forgot.” I mumbled, my head resting in the strong hand cupping it. 

“You forgot? How often have you been eating?” He questioned. 

“Sometimes.” I felt myself sliding deeper into the dark. 

“Why?” My body was given another shake. 

“Money, hiding.” My lips moved as the dark closed around me. 

The next time I woke, I was feeling better, my mind more aware, more present. I cleaned up my bed, noticing the basket sitting on the floor. It had a couple of sandwiches, some fruit, juice, and some snacks inside. 

My stomach gave a deep growl at the sight of all of the food, but a different need was taking precedence. 

I knocked on the bars. “Bathroom.” 

The door slid open, and I made use of the bathroom. Back in my cell, I helped myself to an apple and opened the next book. I got less than a page in when the caravan door opened, and the curtain closed. 

I vaguely listened to Mister and the woman, Mikaela, go over revenue and promotions. I could tell from his tone that he liked and respected the woman. He trusted her. 

Once the caravan was empty, the curtain slid open to display the man himself standing in front of the bars. 

“Talk.” He demanded in a soft but firm tone. 

I couldn’t help but notice how he never raised his voice, he didn’t need to. Something about that rasping tone drew attention. It carried an innate power that had people automatically listening and obeying. 

“Hmm?” I frowned up at him. “How was the show last night?” 

“Nice try.” He slowly shook his head, crouching down in front of the bars so that he was on level with me. “You stole from my employees, and you were so starved that I was barely able to wake you up this morning. Talk.” 

“Fine.” I rolled my eyes at him. “Not that it is any of your business, but times have been a little hard. I have been struggling with funds lately. No money means no food.” 

“You haven’t once mentioned anything about going home.” His eyes narrowed knowingly. “Do you even have a home?” 

“I may or may not currently be between housing right at the moment.” I shrugged that off. 

He was silent for a long moment. “Who are you running from?” 

“I’ll tell you what.” I set the book down and shifted around until I was sitting facing the bars. “Why don’t I give you a name and you can look it up. But I should warn you, be careful when you do so.” 

He studied me with a strange intensity. 

“Ok.” He nodded slowly. “The name.” 

“Nooo.” I shook my head, a smile twitching at my lips as a new thought entered my brain. “That’s too easy. Tit for tat, my friend. If you want information, you have to give information.” 

His eyebrows arched in surprise. 

“A name for a name. Now come on, give it up.” I grinned, coaxing with a roll of my hand. 

“Dominic.” He stated. 

It was a good name. I turned the sound of it over in my head, liking it. 

“Haven.” I gave him. 

With a nod, he rose to his feet and disappeared into the back. I returned to the books. The boy now man was still training while living his life. He fell in love, or so he thought. She left him for another, claiming that she needed someone whole, which honestly made me mad. 

“Bitch didn’t know what she had.” I mumbled to myself. 

The man’s determination and perseverance had me cheering for him. Through all of it, he somehow maintained that sweetness, that indominable caring. The years passed until he was in his thirties. It was around that time that he was offered a position as an Ancient. 

The book described the potion and spell ritual in vague detail. It did, however, go into depths about the changes the man experienced. His legs started to actually heal. He spent long hours working on strengthening them. It took time but he was eventually able to walk, run, and even jump. 

That was where book three ended. 

“You are fast.” The male voice beside the cell noted, whiskey eyes watching me set the book aside and reach for the next one. 

“Yup.” I nodded, fully knowing that he hadn’t believed me when I told him that I had finished the books he was giving me. 

While my formal education had been lacking, reading had been my escape. The second I learned to read, I started devouring books and I never stopped. 

“What do you think of that one?” He asked curiously, making his way to the front of the caravan. 

“Much better than the last two.” I told him. “I am having a hard time putting them down. Did you investigate?” 

“Yes, Haven, I did.” His voice said a lot. “Which is why I am slightly surprised that you are able to read so fast.” 

“Mother dearest hated that.” I sighed, leaning back against the wall. “She wanted me working, bringing anything and everything that I could in. The second stepfather even burned my books. That’s when I learned to hide them.”

“I am guessing that you learned to hide a lot from number two.” He voiced. 

“You have no idea.” My eyes closed as I remembered that time. “Although, I must admit, he was nowhere near as bad as number three.” 

“He was not.” He fully agreed. “Did you sell it all?” 

“No. I was only able to fence a couple of the more common pieces.” I shook my head. 

“Where is the rest?” He asked. 

“Under your caravan.” My statement had him reappearing, his eyes flashing with surprise. 

“Seriously?” 

“Yup.” I nodded. “I couldn’t get into the caravan itself, but I was able to get underneath. Something to think about. I buried the lot right next to that fancy ward of yours.” 

“You have been living under my caravan?” He asked, his tone low. 

“No, that would be stupid. I mean, what if you decided to move?” I rolled my eyes at him. “I was living in the woods. Sleeping wherever.” 

His eyes dropped to the ground, his brow furrowing in thought. Whatever conclusion he came to, it had him leaving. The camper door shut, and I was once again alone. 

So, I returned to the book. 

The man was now an Ancient, travelling the world while keeping his finger on the pulse of warlocks and witches everywhere. He took on numerous jobs, attending various schools of learning. The years passed and the world slowly changed around him. 

This book ended when he was given the next potion. Five hundred years. This was the potion that would cement him as an Ancient and introduce him to the Arcane. From what I understood of it, the Arcane contained everything magical. Every known potion and spell ever created. 

It was extremely fascinating. 

I set the book aside having finished it and realized that it was getting late and the male never returned. I helped myself to some sandwiches and used the bathroom before curling up in bed. 

The next day brought something new. 

Frustration brought on by cabin fever. 

I woke up angry and on edge. And once again alone. 

All day, alone. 

He left me a new basket but neglected to think of clothes. I was now on day three of the clothes he lent me, and I was getting cranky about it all. 

Who did he think he was?

If he was going to lock me away, the least he could do was provide me with fucking essentials like clean clothes. And food. He might provide that now, but it took him over a day to remember that I was a living breathing human who needed sustenance.

It was in the middle of the morning when it suddenly hit me. The cell was barred, and the bathroom walls were reinforced right along with the ceiling. But the floor...

Bending down, I examined the floor that was covered in wooden slats. I could viably pry those slats up and dig my way free. A plan slowly formed. 

Using the bathroom, I dug through the cupboards hoping to find something. I found a set of tweezers, a pointed nailfile, and a set of nail clippers, all of which I carried back to the cell. 

I used the nailfile and tweezers to slowly work the boards loose, hiding them in my bedding once I had a hole wide enough for me to crawl free. I was forced to pause and reassess at the sight of the large sheet of wood underneath. This was going to be a little harder. 

Using the nailfile and clippers, I slowly carved out a circle in the wood. It took me hours, and I was forced to hide my work when he came in to shower and get ready for work. 

He didn’t say anything, only taking a moment to eye my pacing. 

I ignored him, knowing that if I was to say anything, it wouldn’t be nice.

It was early evening when I finally got the piece of wood free, that was hidden in the bedding with the other pieces. There was just enough room for me to crawl through the slats and into the undercarriage of the caravan. 

Knowing that I wouldn’t get far right now. I put everything back and covered it up with my bed. It was late when he finally returned, the low glow of the nightlight he left on for me the only light in the darkness. I pretended to sleep while his shadow moved about before disappearing into the back. 

I gave it twenty minutes, listening to the heavy sound of his rhythmic sleep breathing. Then I acted, employing slow, silent movements as I shifted my bed aside just far enough that I was able to lift the wood pieces free, all of which were tucked under the bedding. 

Squeezing through the tight hole, I stopped long enough to adjust my bed over the hole to hide it before slowly climbing through the undercarriage to one of the compartment doors. 

I used the nailfile to pry open the lock so I could slide free. 

Glorious, lung filling fresh air. It was cold in the dark of the night, my skin pebbling right along with my nipples. 

I carefully closed the compartment door before sprinting off into the darkness. It took me less than a minute to clear the caravan village and reach the tree line. 

And I didn’t stop, I kept running, my bare feet tripping through the shadowed prickles of the underbrush, branches stabbing my legs and slashing over my arms and face. 

Nothing was going to stop me.
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