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Book One in The Nightwalkers Series
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Alice inherits a forgotten cottage deep within the shadowed forests of Värmland — a place meant to offer peace but imbued with a much darker presence.

Soon, her nights become uneasy.

Footsteps resonate through empty rooms. Doors mysteriously open on their own. In her dreams, a moonlit man appears — gentle yet overwhelming, impossible to resist.

Come morning, the signs of his visit linger.

The man who haunts her dreams roams the night...

and he has no intention of letting her go.
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France, 1929 - Jack

This is not how it was supposed to happen...

“You need to leave this place.”

I am on the ground, looking at Damien. He is badly hurt, and they are coming for us.

“No, Father. I can’t leave you. I won’t!”

Panic tightens my voice as genuine fear creeps in. This doesn’t look good.

“I’ve lost too much blood, Jack,” he whispers, each word a rasp.

He groans as pain tears through his chest. “I can’t make it this time. It’s over for me.”

He exhales a single, shuddering breath.

“No, Father!”

I scramble to my feet, wincing. Bullets are lodged in my back; and my powers weaken. I need blood and the healing sleep of day. But I won’t give up.

“Yes. You have to go. You need to run.”

Watching him, my maker, bleed out slowly tears something loose inside me. My chest tightens. He can’t die. Not now. Never.

I flinch at the sound of the men chasing us; they have found us again and are getting closer. Damien grabs my wrist and locks his gaze with mine.

“Run. Hide. Far away. Don’t let them find you,” he says, his voice steady despite everything.

“No. I won’t leave you, Father.”

“Yes, you will.”

He forces himself to stand, every movement agony, and looks at me with the same authority he has always had.

“Go now. I command you.”

I nod, because I can’t refuse. The door crashes inward; the sound of men floods the room.

“Live,” he says, baring his teeth. Then he stumbles toward the noise of the fight and disappears into the chaos.

I run. Bodies fall and men scream; the world behind me blurs into violence. My jaw tightens. Part of me wants to turn back, but if I do, neither of us will survive.

Damien’s scream pierces me as they finish him, but I keep running.

The pain in my chest twists under the weight of what I’ve lost: my father, my creator, my entire life.

I burst out of the town and head for the forest. Thoughts spiral—grief and the cold terror of being hunted—but I push myself onward.

The night is thin and cold. At last, I find a shallow cave and collapse, the ground wet and unforgiving beneath me, my chest wound burning.

This is only the beginning. My heart is heavy with grief and fear, but I will not break. I will live. I will return. And I will avenge you, Father.

One day, I will kill them all...
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Present - Alice

Is he asleep? Just like that?

Is that drool on his chin? Jeez...

I pause to observe the lawyer, who is seated comfortably in a large brown leather armchair behind his desk. He appears to be an elderly man, well over seventy-five, and should have retired long ago.

Did he even notice when I arrived?

He seemed distant when I slipped in earlier, probably because I was a few minutes late. I clear my throat softly, and he stirs.

“Hello?” I say gently.

The man twitches, and I can’t help but stare.

Oh my God.

“Are we waiting for anyone else?” I ask a little louder, glancing around his plain white office. There are no pictures, no lamps, nothing personal. Just a large desk and his chair.

How does anyone manage to work here all day?

A small, gold-colored nameplate catches my eye. James.

“Oh... I’m sorry, I must have nodded off,” the lawyer says with a confused smile.

I smile nervously, feeling oddly overwhelmed. This has never happened to me before, and I’m tense about what comes next. James doesn’t strike me as particularly polished, but I remind myself that he’s probably had a long day.

“So, Alice. As you may know, you’re here regarding an inheritance?” He studies me with mild curiosity, and I nod.

“My grandmother’s sister, Leila,” I say. That’s all I was told when they called me.

“Exactly.”

His casual tone makes me uneasy, but I focus on the moment. He squints at me, then starts leafing through the papers on his desk. When he reaches Leila’s will, my heart begins to race.

“As you know, you are the only surviving relative, since your grandmother has passed away and your parents—”

“I’m aware,” I cut in quickly, not wanting to go into details. The grief is always there, just beneath the surface.

“They died in a car accident. I was the only one who survived,” I add quietly.

“Yes. I’m sorry,” he says, stiffening before continuing. “Leila and her husband never had children, which makes you the sole heir.”

That’s correct. Leila’s husband passed away many years ago. I know she lived alone after that.

James clears his throat and looks back at the papers. “Here’s the situation. Leila has left all her assets to you. That means you’ve inherited a considerable fortune, Alice. Her assets amount to approximately fifty million.”

The words echo in my mind.

Fifty million?

I gasp softly. “Wow... that’s a lot of money. Are you sure?”

He looks at me, surprised, perhaps slightly irritated. “You are certain you understand what this means?”

“I just need to know this is real,” I say. “That it’s not some kind of mistake.”

“Yes, Alice. It’s very real.”

“Oh my God.”

This feels surreal. My future suddenly seems vast and open, leaving me unsure of where to start.

“She also owned an apartment in downtown Varberg,” he continues, “and a cottage tucked away in the woods of Värmland.”

“In Värmland?” I whisper, remembering that her husband was born there.

“Yes. It’s fairly large, though it does need some renovation.”

“Oh, that sounds wonderful,” I say, unable to hide my excitement.

“It’s quite remote,” he adds. “Honestly, I’d recommend tearing it down and selling the land.”

“Sell it?” I shake my head. “No. I’m going there.”

He studies me for a moment, then shrugs. “Of course. It’s entirely up to you.”

He hands me a folder. I flip through it immediately, my smile widening with every photograph.

“So beautiful,” I murmur. “I can’t wait to see it.”

I snap the folder shut, making him jump.

“You’ll need to sign here.”

I skim the documents, my hands trembling slightly. This is really happening.

When I finish, he stacks the papers neatly.

“That’s everything,” he says, standing. He offers his hand.

“Thank you,” I say, shaking it.

I leave with the folder tucked under my arm, my head spinning.

***

“This is unbelievable,” I whisper once I’m home, placing the folder on the dresser in the hallway.

I pour myself a glass of water, my thoughts racing.

I’ll never have to worry about money again.

No more endless shifts at the hotel. No more barely scraping by. I can finally live. And then there’s the cottage.

I need to sell this apartment.

As I look around the kitchen, relief washes over me. Gothenburg has been my home for years, but it’s also filled with memories I’ve been unable to escape. After my parents died five years ago, I felt frozen in grief.

A soft movement catches my attention.

“Hey, buddy,” I murmur.

Loke stretches on the rug before padding over to me. I crouch down and stroke his fur.

“We’re moving,” I whisper. “We’re finally leaving.”

I get up and go out to the living room. There, I stop in front of the sideboard and pick up the photo frame.

You left too soon...

Dad would have loved the cottage. The forest, the quiet. Fishing. Being outdoors.

“I’ll enjoy it for you,” I whisper.

My gaze drifts to my mother. Her eyes seem to look back at me, and for a moment, I almost catch her scent.

“Why did you leave me?” I whisper. “Why couldn’t I come with you?”

Tears blur my vision, but I breathe through them. They’re gone. I can’t change that. But I can keep living.

I place the photo back and look out the window. It’s time to move forward. A new chapter of my life is beginning, and for the first time in years, I feel hopeful.
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Jack

The flame flickers softly, filling me with a quiet wonder about its destiny. It reminds me of my own feelings, wavering between hope and despair. The small light gives me something to focus on, but I can’t help feeling the emptiness inside grow.

The book in my hand feels heavy and dull. Words that once captivated me now seem pale and meaningless. I rest it on my lap and stare out the window. Outside, the night is thick and unyielding, seeping into my heart and soul.

Loneliness wraps around me, isolating me from the world. I feel like a stranger in my own existence, watching others’ happiness and closeness from afar.

I search desperately for a spark of hope, but the darkness presses in. It has been so long since I fled here, running from the vampire hunters who took Damien from me. Over ninety years ago. My hatred for them still burns, almost stronger than ever.

I wonder where the others are now.

Grief over Damien’s death keeps me confined to this small cabin, hidden deep within the Swedish woods. I haven’t heard from any of them. I don’t even know if they’re still alive. My thoughts reach out, but they feel distant. Too much time has passed since we last stood together. They probably believe I’m dead.

Maybe I should leave this place and try to find them.

I shake my head, exhaustion pulling at me. Memories surge forward. We were close, bound by our shared nature and our fight against the human vampire hunters known as VK. Damien was the heart of our group. His clever strategies kept us alive. We never learned who founded VK, only that they have hunted us relentlessly, determined to erase us from existence.

Why do they want us destroyed?

Damien’s absence still crushes me. Facing the others without him feels impossible. Over time, loneliness and guilt have worn me down, trapping me in a cycle of grief. The thought of reaching out fills me with dread.

What if they blame me for his death? What if they no longer consider me one of them? No...

I am not ready to face those ghosts, even after all these years. This cabin keeps me safe. The hunters don’t even know it exists. I find enough sustenance in the forest, and here, I am protected.

My gaze drifts back to the book in my hands. It belongs to the woman who owns this cabin. All of these books are hers. I have read them countless times. At first, it wasn't easy. They are all written in Swedish, and the language keeps changing. Living in solitude, I stay connected through books and occasional visits to the nearby village to keep up with the world.

My thoughts return to Leila. She was only a young woman when I arrived here over sixty years ago. I used my vampiric charm to hypnotize her, to gain access to her cottage. I intended to hurt her, drink her blood, and claim the house as my own. But I couldn’t.

She was innocent. Her bright eyes and gentle smile made me hesitate. Her kindness offered a fragile sense of humanity, even though we rarely met.

The memory brings a faint smile to my lips. She was warm, intelligent, full of life. I watched her from a distance during those first nights until she vanished for months. That was when I moved fully into the cottage, creating a room in the basement and making it my refuge.

She returned occasionally, never staying long. Sometimes her husband accompanied her for a while. It has been a long time since she last came here, but it no longer matters. The cottage feels like mine now.

The flame flickers again, pulling me from my thoughts. With a heavy sigh, I set the book on the small round table and turn back to the night. A deep longing stirs within me, a desire to return to my own kind. Yet I remain. Something unseen holds me here. Fear, perhaps. Fear of what I might discover. Fear of the truth about the others. Fear of what still awaits me.

I reach for the book once more and lose myself in its pages. Hours pass as the night slowly fades. As dawn approaches, I extinguish the light and leave the library. I pause on the stairs, taking one final look around the cabin before retreating into the shadows.

I am safe here.

This place has become my sanctuary. No one sees me. No one disturbs me. And as long as I remain hidden, I don’t have to hurt anyone. For now, this is enough.
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Alice

“Oh my God,” I whisper as I look up at the dark cabin.

It took me over six hours to get here, and I sincerely hope it was worth it. I don’t plan on going back anytime soon.

I step out of the car and glance around. The forest is silent and dark, the only sound is my own breathing. Far from civilization, time seems to freeze here. It makes me feel small and alone, yet strangely excited about the adventure ahead.

“It’ll be fine, won’t it, Loke?” I say, leaning into the car to check on my frightened cat. He’s curled up in the corner of his carrier. He whines softly, and I reach in to stroke him.

“We’re here now, my boy. No more riding in that awful car,” I whisper before straightening and looking back at the cottage.

“Geez,” I murmur, forcing myself to breathe. “Time to see what we’ve gotten ourselves into.”

I lift the carrier and take in my surroundings. The forest stretches endlessly in every direction, except for the narrow gravel road leading up to the cottage.

The gravel lot is wide, with an old, decaying shed standing at the edge of the woods. Tomorrow, a moving truck will arrive with furniture and a few belongings from my apartment. Earlier this week, I hired a cleaning crew. With the inheritance money, it felt worth clearing out years of dirt before settling in properly. I plan to renovate the cottage and spend part of my time here.

For now, I’m living in the apartment in downtown Varberg, where I’ll stay most of the year. It’s a beautiful city, especially in summer, and I’m grateful Leila’s apartment is there. It’s close to Gothenburg, too. But standing here, deep in the forest, far from everything, I can’t help but smile.

“Loke, you’re going to love running around here,” I say softly. “Come on, boy. We’re finally home.”

Clutching the carrier handle, I walk toward the cottage. Gravel crunches beneath my feet as I bite my lip.

“It looks like a haunted house,” I whisper, a shiver running through me.

What if it is?

My imagination spirals. Ghosts. Old spirits. Something watching from the trees.

“Stop it,” I mutter to myself, shaking my head. “Leila lived here alone, for God’s sake.”

Ghosts. Honestly.

I fumble for the key, slide it into the lock, and turn it. The door creaks open with a soft groan.

“Oh.”

I step inside and close the door behind me, scanning the large room. It’s tidy and surprisingly beautiful. The cottage has an open floor plan. Wooden panels on the left divide the hallway from the kitchen. To the right is a spacious living room with a fireplace and a large brown rug in front of it.

I hesitate, then press the light switch. The ceiling lamp flickers on, flooding the room with warm light. Relief washes over me.

“Come on out and explore,” I say, opening Loke’s carrier.

The kitchen is small but cozy, with a round table and four chairs surrounded by vintage, well-worn décor. The appliances are old and need replacing, and the walls could use a fresh coat of paint, but the room feels inviting.

I move into the living room and wince at the sight of the sofa. It’s brown, stained, and riddled with holes. A battered coffee table sits in front of it, and across the room stands a TV stand holding an outdated television. Along one wall, an old bookcase adds to the cottage’s worn charm. There’s so much old furniture.

Loke creeps into the room, his tail tucked tightly between his legs.

“Nervous, buddy?” I whisper.

He purrs faintly, turns in a slow circle, then retreats back to the safety of his carrier.

“You’re adorable,” I murmur.

After unpacking groceries from the car and placing everything in the fridge, I notice Loke heading toward the staircase.

“Are you exploring the upper floor already?” I ask, following him.

The staircase is tall and impressive, though several boards need repairing and the surface could use refinishing. I climb carefully and emerge into a cozy hallway with four doors.

“It’s huge,” I whisper, smiling.

The first room is a bedroom with a large bed, a wardrobe, a simple desk with a chair, and a standing mirror. Floral wallpaper covers the walls, and a brown carpet adds warmth.

“Ugh,” I sigh, moving on.

The next room is a bathroom.

“Oh, this is much better.”

Compared to the rest of the cottage, it feels almost new. Lime-green tiles cover the walls, and while the shower shows signs of wear, it’s spacious. The third room is similar to the first, but with polished wooden floors.

“This will be my bedroom,” I decide happily.

The final room is lined with bookshelves. Candles sit on the shelves, and a desk faces the window. I pause, staring out into the forest.

“I guess this is it,” I whisper.

Suddenly, Loke slips into the room and begins to hiss.

“What is it?” I ask, my stomach tightening as his fur stands on end.

He hisses again, then bolts from the room. My heart slams against my ribs.

“Loke?” I call, rushing after him.

I find him trembling beneath the sofa, his body shaking.

“Hey... it’s okay,” I whisper, kneeling. “Come on, boy.”

He crawls further back, eyes wide.

“Oh... I’ll leave you be,” I murmur, standing slowly.

Unease lingers as I glance around the room. I move toward the small hallway beside the stairs, where two more doors wait. The one on the right opens to another toilet.

“Oh. Right.”

The door across from it is locked. I try several keys from the ring, but none fit.

That’s strange...

After a few more tries, I give up and head back to the living room.
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Alice

It’s nearly nine o’clock, and the cottage is starting to feel cold. I decide to look for firewood.

Maybe there’s some in the old, dilapidated shed.

I step outside and pull open the partially broken door. It creaks loudly, and I have to use all my strength to force it open.

“Oh... they definitely didn’t clean this place,” I mutter, wrinkling my nose as I look around the small, cobweb-filled room. Dust coats every surface, and tools, machines, and old boards are scattered everywhere. Then I spot a stack of firewood beside a stump and an axe.

“Oh, lucky me.”

I gather the chopped wood and stack it carefully in my arms. It should be enough for tonight. Hopefully for tomorrow as well.

Carrying the bundle back inside, I find Loke sprawled across the filthy sofa.

“Loke, I could’ve put a blanket there,” I sigh. “That thing is disgusting.”

I stack the wood in the basket beside the fireplace and place a few logs inside.

“Matches,” I mumble.

I search the kitchen cabinets, but find nothing.

“Oh no. Please don’t tell me there’s nothing to light it with.”

My search takes me upstairs to the library, where I finally spot a box of matches beside the candles on the small round table.

“Thank God,” I whisper, hurrying back down.

The fire catches quickly, flames flickering to life and casting warm, dancing shadows across the room. Exhaustion washes over me as I sink onto the old sofa.

It’s been a long day. To escape thoughts of renovations and everything else, I decide to lose myself in a book.

I head back up to the library, drawn in by the shelves lining the walls. Several books rest beside the candles on the table, as if someone had been reading just moments ago.

Did Leila read these the last time she was here?

The thought makes me smile.

My fingers trail along the worn spines as I browse, overwhelmed by it all. The inheritance. The money. The cottage. It still doesn’t feel real.

You would have loved this...

The thought of my parents dims my happiness, but I know they would have been happy for me.

A sudden bang echoes through the cottage, loud and sharp, like a door slamming. I freeze. Loke lets out a terrified scream, and a cold shiver races down my spine.

“Oh my God.”

I rush down the stairs and stop short. The front door stands wide open, darkness stretching beyond it.

“Loke?”

He’s nowhere in sight.

“Loke?” I call again, stepping closer.

A rustle sounds from the woods. I slam the door shut and step onto the porch. Gravel crunches beneath my shoes as I move forward, heart pounding.

“Loke? Come on, boy.” I whistle softly.

Something large moves in the darkness ahead. My breath catches.

That’s not Loke.

Fear surges through me, and I stumble backward, racing inside and slamming the door behind me. At the top of the stairs, Loke sits frozen, staring down at me.

“There are... probably wild animals out here,” I say shakily. “We’re staying inside tonight. Okay?”

My heart thunders as I lock the door.

It was probably just a lynx, a deer, or maybe even a moose.

The thoughts calm me—slightly.

“A book,” I murmur, needing distraction.

Back in the library, I grab an old detective novel and carry it downstairs.

“Wine. I really need wine,” I whisper, grateful I remembered to buy some.

Curled up on the sofa, I begin reading. Time slips away as the fire crackles beside me.

It’s nearly midnight when I finally stand, place the book on the table, and head to the kitchen for water. Loke crawls out from beneath the sofa, stretching across the rug.

“Hey, boy.” I crouch down and stroke his back. “Come on. Let’s go to bed.”

I lift him into my arms— And suddenly, my car alarm explodes outside. I jump so hard my head smacks against the coffee table.

“Ow—what the hell?”

I rush to the window. Flashing lights illuminate the yard, but no one is there.

“An animal?” I mutter, fumbling for my keys.

I press the button, and the alarm falls silent. Everything outside is still.

Unease coils in my stomach as I double-check the front door before heading upstairs. In the bedroom, I drop my clothes on the worn armchair and brush my teeth. My reflection stares back at me, exhausted—messy hair, tired blue eyes.

I really need a haircut.

I climb into bed and call softly for Loke. He settles at my feet as I switch off the lamp.

“Good night, Loke. Sleep well.”

Tomorrow, the furniture arrives. I’ll clean the shed, organize the firewood, make this place feel like home.

Finally, I lie on my side and gaze out the small window. The moon is bright in the sky outside, and I suddenly shudder at the thought I’ve been trying to ignore all evening.

Who opened the front door?
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Jack

I wake slowly, with the immediate sense that something is wrong. My pulse quickens as I listen intently, searching for the source of my unease. Then I hear it. A heartbeat.

A human.

Someone is inside my cabin. And whoever it is... will die.

I rise swiftly from my coffin, my fangs descending at the thought of the intruder. I have feared this moment for decades, and now it has come.

Is it one of them? VK? Have they finally found me?

The intruder's heart beats steadily, calmly. But there is more. The human is not alone. There is something else. An animal.

A cat 

I hiss and rush up the stairs toward the hidden door connecting the basement to the cottage. Only I can open it.

I unlock it from the inside, slip through, and slam it shut behind me.

The black cat stares at me, its yellow eyes wide, pupils blown with terror. It lets out a piercing scream, making the human move upstairs.

I retreat instantly, slipping out of the cottage and into the forest. Hidden among bushes and tangled branches, I watch the human rush down the stairs. It is small and slight...

I stop. My breath catches.

It’s a woman of breathtaking beauty, her face glowing with a warmth I have never seen before. It is as if an unseen aura surrounds her, pulling my gaze back to her no matter how hard I try to look away. Time seems to halt.

She looks like one of God’s angels.

I am enchanted.

Long, softly wavy blonde hair frames her face. Her blue eyes shine even in the darkness. Her lips are full, her expression gentle. She radiates warmth, safety, and belonging.

An impossible sensation washes over me, leaving me unsteady. I want to pull her into my arms, protect her, and claim her.

What is this?

My heart races, my pulse quickens, and I still can’t stop watching her as she walks toward the front door.

“Loke?”

Her voice reaches me, soft and warm, laced with emotion that sinks straight into my chest. Something about it calms me, grounds me.

Who are you?

She closes the door and walks slowly across the gravel toward me. I hear her heart quicken with fear as she draws near.

“Loke?”

She’s too close now, so I step back before she notices me. The rustle of my movement makes her eyes widen in fear, and she turns quickly, rushing back into the cabin. The emptiness that follows is sharp and sudden. I shake my head.

This is madness.

She is nothing more than a human. An intruder. She must leave. She cannot stay. I will make sure of it.

A deeper sound in the forest draws my attention away from the cabin. A deer.

I decide to hunt. I need to eat before I can learn more about her—her identity, her desires.

I move silently through the forest, weaving through shadows as the scent of moss and wet soil fills my senses. I am near now, and I finally spot it.

A noble animal, with proud antlers and a serene presence. I draw closer, careful not to reveal myself. So near now that I can feel its breath. It doesn’t sense me, calmly chewing grass. As it lifts its head to observe its surroundings, I strike.

After feeding, I release the body and step back, lifting my gaze to the sky.

Another night of suffering. Another night of yearning for the past.

I have been alone for so long, and I am exhausted by it.

Why did I leave him? I should have gone with him...

I sigh, knowing he would never have approved, but it no longer matters.

What kind of life have I led these past decades? Isolated. Hidden. In a cabin deep within the forest, in a foreign country no less.

Thoughts of Damien and hatred for VK, who took him from me, creep in as always, making me hiss with rage. The pain never goes away. It never ends.

I return to the cabin. The owner hasn’t been here in over a year, and now a young woman has unexpectedly moved in.

Who is she?

I move to the window. She sits on the old sofa with a book in her lap, firelight casting a warm glow around her. The cat is nowhere to be seen, though I sense its rapid heartbeat. It’s frightened.

Intruders.

She has claimed my sanctuary. Sitting on my sofa. Reading my books. She arrived suddenly, took my place, and now I feel like the intruder.

I climb a tree and sit there for a long time, watching her. This beautiful, angelic woman. She fascinates me, and I don’t understand why.

My heart beats faster, my body longs for something I cannot name. It feels like an invisible force is pulling me toward her, drowning my thoughts beneath emotion. As if I am... enchanted.

After hours, she rises, disappears, then returns to crouch beneath the table, coaxing the cat.

I jump down from the tree. The thud makes the ground vibrate, and her vehicle suddenly begins to howl. The sound is loud and shrill.

I clamp my hands over my ears and retreat into the forest until the noise finally stops. When I return, I see her disappear upstairs. I listen. She is in the bathroom, and I find myself compelled to follow.

I shift into a bat and fly straight for the chimney. Warm and smoky, though the fire is out now. I descend and emerge in the living room, then fly upstairs.

She is still in the bathroom when I enter the small, dim bedroom. I perch atop the wardrobe, watching her enter. She undresses.

My gaze lingers on her pale, creamy skin. Smooth. Delicate. Inviting. Desire coils inside me as she lies on the bed and slips beneath the covers. The cat jumps up to rest at her feet. She turns off the light and gazes dreamily out the window.

I smile at this fragile creature, this woman with a beautiful face. A weak, pathetic human. One whose blood I intend to drink.

It takes her a long time to fall asleep. When she finally does, I step down quietly and approach the bed. The cat flees in fear.

She sleeps deeply, her chest rising and falling, and my heart races. This feeling... it is strange. I sit on the edge of the bed, watching her. An inner urge compels me to touch her, to taste her blood.

At last, I gently rest my hand on her bare arm. Her skin is warm and silky to the touch. A soothing calm washes over me, mixed with a strong desire. My heart beats faster, and I can't help but smile at our closeness.

She shifts slightly, and I follow her movements. So beautiful. So captivating. I show my fangs, and she falls onto her back. Suddenly, her eyes widen and lock onto mine. She looks at me with horror, her heart pounding, as I gaze hypnotically into her eyes.

“Sleep,” I whisper.

Her body relaxes immediately, and her eyes close again. I smirk softly and study her face.

Who are you?

I turn her arm to reveal her wrist.

God, you’re so soft.

Her pulse fluttered beneath my fingertip, making my hunger intensify. I press my lips to her skin and bite into it.

Delicious.

Her blood floods my senses, burning through my veins like fire. A moan escapes me. I have never felt anything like this.

She stirs in her sleep, sighing softly. My body stiffens as a powerful desire surges through me. To claim her. To take her. It frightens me.

I release her and step back, my heart racing. My body aches with longing.

God, Jack.

A hiss escapes me as I struggle to suppress my hunger. She is pure temptation.

Who are you... and what are you doing to me?
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Alice

My head is pounding, and I toss and turn beneath the covers. Even though I slept through the night, my body feels heavy and sluggish. With a groan, I push myself upright. Fragments of last night crash back into my mind, and I freeze. A man with red eyes. His touch. The way my body responded to him.

Oh my God.

It had to be a dream. All the excitement, the stress, the strange night. That’s the only explanation.

I refuse to dwell on the open door. If I start thinking about it now, I’ll drive myself insane.

On unsteady legs, I make my way to the bathroom. After washing my face and brushing my teeth, I return to the bedroom and pull on a pair of jeans and a T-shirt. The room feels strangely quiet.

“Loke?” I call.

A soft meow answers from downstairs.

“There you are,” I smile, finding him by his food bowl. “Breakfast?”

I pour his food, make myself a cup of coffee, and lean against the counter.

“Today we’re decorating the cottage, buddy,” I say, watching him eat.

And tonight I'll sleep in my own bed, I think, happily.

By noon, I lace up my shoes. It's time to clean out the shed.

The sun is shining as I step outside and hold the door open for Loke. He slips past me, cautious but curious, and wanders into the yard. I walk over to the shed and pull open the squeaking door.

“This place is a disaster,” I mutter.

I start sorting through the mess. Old tools, broken machines, rotting boards. I’ve ordered a small container that will arrive later today, and everything useless is going straight into it.

“I really need to clean this out,” I say absently, scratching my arm. Then I stop.

“What the...?”

I look down at my wrist and see two minor cuts.

“What is this?”

I stroll over to the porch, settle on a step, and examine them closely. They’re shallow, almost like pinpricks. Before I can think too hard about it, the sound of a car draws my attention. A police car drives along the gravel road to the cottage and pulls up right in front of me. I stand, watching a man and a woman step out.

“Hi there,” the man says warmly, extending his hand. “We just wanted to introduce ourselves. We heard Leila’s sister’s granddaughter would be taking over the cottage.”

“Yes. I’m Alice,” I reply, shaking his hand.

“I’m Malcolm. This is Diana,” he says, nodding to the woman beside him.

“Nice to meet you,” I say, stepping back and folding my arms loosely.

“Enjoying yourself so far?” Malcolm asks. He’s well-built, with gray hair and steady blue eyes.

“We just arrived yesterday,” I reply. “There’s a lot to do, but I’m excited. Renovating should be fun.”

Diana crouches and reaches out to Loke, who approaches cautiously.

“Beautiful cat,” she says.

“He really is,” I smile.

“By the way,” I add, glancing at Malcolm, “what kind of animals live around here?”

“Deer, moose, lynx,” he replies. “There have also been bears and wolves.”

“Oh,” I say slowly. “Something big was moving in the forest last night.”

Malcolm’s expression darkens slightly.

“Over the years, a few hikers have gone missing in these woods. People say wolves were to blame. Be careful and stay alert when you're out in the woods.”

My stomach tightens.

“Thanks for the warning,” I say quietly.

I will definitely not let Loke wander alone.

“If you need anything, don’t hesitate to call,” Malcolm says, handing me his card. Just then, another vehicle pulls onto the road. The moving truck.

“Finally,” I grin.

The officers wave goodbye as the truck pulls in and the movers jump out.

“Let’s get started,” one of them says cheerfully.

***

By evening, exhaustion settles into my bones. The old sofa and bed are gone, dumped earlier today. My own bed stands upstairs, and the cottage already feels lighter.

I sit by the fire with a glass of wine, watching the flames dance. The fire is dying.

I need more wood.

The thought of going out into the dark makes me shiver, and I let out a low laugh.

A twenty-eight-year-old woman afraid of the dark. Ridiculous.

Still, something about the forest at night feels off. I grab a flashlight from the kitchen, open the door, and step into the cold evening. The yard is silent. Too silent.

My footsteps crunch on the gravel as I walk toward the shed, each shadow making my pulse quicken.

Tomorrow, I’m installing motion-sensor lights. Definitely.

A loud creak echoes in the dark as the shed door slides open. I never got around to cleaning here because I spent the whole day moving, so now I have to work through the clutter.

The light from my flashlight sweeps across the shed, and every creak makes me jump, as if someone or something is watching me.

It’s just my imagination.

I reach the woodpile and set the flashlight down. As I lift a log, something rustles above me. In fear, I jump and drop the log straight onto my foot.

“Ouch!”

Heart pounding, I grab the flashlight and scan the ceiling. Nothing.

“Idiot,” I whisper.

Then I hear it. A flutter. I shine the light upward.

“Ah!”

My shrill scream echoes through the walls as I bolt from the shed, nearly tripping over myself.

“Oh my God,” I laugh breathlessly. “It was just a bat, geez.”

Of course. There are probably bats everywhere out here. I go back inside and see it hanging from the ceiling. Small. Black. With clear eyes. It almost looks as if it is studying me.

“They’re not dangerous... right?” I murmur.

Keeping my eye on it, I gather the wood.

“Nice bat,” I whisper with a nervous smile, then hurry out.

Back inside the cottage, I shake my head, smiling to myself. For a moment, it almost felt like it was smiling back.
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Jack

So fascinating...

From my vantage point in the tree, I watch the woman inside the cottage, a glass of wine cradled in her hand. She appears calm and content as she takes a sip, and I follow the movement of her throat as she swallows.

My attention drifts to the strange piece of furniture she’s stretched out on. I frown. It’s enormous. Black. With wide armrests running along its length. I’ve never seen anything like it.

What are these modern contraptions?

It looks absurdly comfortable, almost like a bed. Her heartbeat quickens slightly, and I smile as her thoughts reach me.

Afraid of the dark, are you, little angel?

When she rises, I swoop down from the tree and head for the shed. She’s already on her way there, and my curiosity is far too strong to resist.

I perch on the roof as she pauses outside the door, listening. She doesn’t need to worry. Right now, the only things out here are us.

She steps inside, shining a small, portable light around the shed. I slip through a hole in the ceiling just as she rummages through the woodpile. The sound startles her so much that she drops a log on her foot.

“Ouch!”

Pleasure ripples through me at the sound of her voice. I want to hear it again. I want to speak to her.

She lifts the light and sweeps it around the room, then laughs softly. The sound vibrates inside me.

“Idiot,” she whispers.

Amused, I flap my wings sharply, and she looks up at me. Her eyes widen in fear.

“Ah.” She shrieks and bolts from the shed, fleeing into the night.

I grin amusedly at the whole thing and hear her laughing outside. Then she comes back in, meets my gaze, and continues to look at me as she picks up firewood in her arms. She is beautiful. Far too beautiful.

I’ve known countless women over the centuries, human and vampire alike, but none have ever stirred me like this.

As she lifts the lamp again, she looks at me and whispers, “Nice bat.”

I smile and follow her back to the cottage. The fire is burning now, so I retreat to the forest and enter through the hidden tunnel to the basement.

Music can be heard faintly through the floorboards above, and I can hear her humming along.

I climb the stairs to the hidden door and pause. Her thoughts spill freely.

Afraid of a bat... you’re such a wimp, Alice.

Alice.

I savor the name. Yes, it suits her.

Well, Alice, I’ll come back to you later, when you’re asleep, I think expectantly, leaving the basement again. It’s time to eat...

***

She sleeps now. I wander the living room, examining the strange objects she brought. It feels like centuries since I moved among humans, nearly a hundred years, and only briefly. These items are unfamiliar yet fascinating.

One of them is a large plate; I pick it up, but suddenly it lights up and scares me. I drop it, and it falls to the ground.

What kind of magic is this?

Carefully, I grab it and pick it up again. It is an electronic device. There are cracks in it, just like broken glass. When I touch it, it lights up again, and the black cat appears on the screen. I hiss.

Beast.

I don't like it, and if it doesn't keep its distance, I'll deal with it. I grimace at the thought. Cat blood is hardly appealing.

Curiosity pulls me into the kitchen. I open the cold box filled with food, inspect it, then close it again.

The counter also holds various items, including new electronic gadgets. When I touch one, it begins to make noise. I freeze, listening carefully. She remains still. The cat silently descends the stairs. I show my teeth, and it quickly slips under the huge sofa. Feeling content, I go upstairs.

She lies on her back, asleep in the large bed. Desire flares instantly. Her heart beats slow and steady, and my hunger intensifies. I step closer, drawn to her warmth and scent. She turns her face slightly, exposing her neck. I lean in—then stop.

Careful, Jack. You don’t want to kill her.

My entire being screams in protest.

What is happening to me?

I want to take her blood, take everything from her, possess her. But she shall not die, she shall be mine.

What kind of magic is this?

Confusion coils inside my mind as I struggle to understand the power she holds over me.

She shifts, then her eyes open.

“You again,” she gasps.

I smile.

“Alice,” I whisper, sliding into her thoughts, taking them over, before climbing onto the bed and lying beside her.

“Give me your arm.”

She obeys.

I bite.

Her moan is a blend of pain and pleasure, and desire floods me as her blood fills my mouth. My body tightens, hunger surging violently.

She presses her arm closer, welcoming it. Lust and desire grow within her, and she is entirely at my mercy. She wants this. She wants me to drink from her, to feel the intense satisfaction that comes with the bite. Until she is completely drained and her life ends, but it won’t go that far.

I’m not going to kill her, not yet. I’m going to follow her to find out why she fascinates me so much, and then I’ll take her life. I pull away before it’s too late.

Not yet.

I lick my lips and meet her gaze, mesmerized.

“Sleep.”

She tries to resist.

“No, I—”

“Sleep. You’re dreaming.”

She can’t win this battle, so she immediately sinks back into unconsciousness.

I stay beside her, watching. The urge to touch her finally takes over, and I feel her warm skin, touch her shoulder, and caress her neck.

The desire to sink my teeth into her again grows, and I finally lean over her. My fangs emerge as I place my mouth on her neck, and I moan softly as a tooth pierces her thin skin.

No, Jack. That’s enough.

The thought of being unable to hold back my hunger and take her life makes my whole body feel physically ill. An intense fear overwhelms me, and I quickly let go of her and stare down at her.

Who are you, Alice? Who are you, and what are you doing to me?

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 8

[image: ]


Alice

What is this?

My body feels heavy and sluggish, as if I’m hungover. Every movement is slow and uncooperative.

I push myself out of bed and shuffle into the bathroom. Staring at my reflection, I grimace.

“I can’t get sick now,” I mutter anxiously.

Not when I’m out here alone in the middle of nowhere.

After finishing my morning routine, I head downstairs, start the coffee maker, and lean against the sink.

Loke is sprawled on the sofa. I walk over and gently pat his back. Then my gaze falls on the table.

“What on earth...?”

I grab the iPad and stare at it in disbelief. The screen is completely cracked, spiderwebbed as if it’s been dropped on the floor.

“How did this happen?”

I look around, confused. It was right here, nothing out of place. I glance at Loke and shake my head; he couldn’t have done this. If I were a believer, I might think this place was haunted.

A chill runs down my spine as I recall everything since I arrived—the open door, strange noises, Loke hissing at nothing.

What if it is?

The thought makes my stomach tighten. No. That’s ridiculous. Ghosts don’t exist. Old houses make noise. I’m just not used to the silence out here.

I straighten my back and force out a soft laugh as the coffee finishes brewing.

Pull yourself together Alice.

My eyes drift to the staircase, then to the locked door beneath it.

What’s behind that door?

I walk over and try the handle again. Still locked.

For a brief moment, I consider breaking it open, but I shake my head.

***

Right now, I need to clean out the shed.

“Loke, food,” I call, filling his bowl before stepping outside. Birdsong fills the air. The trees are green and full of life. Everything looks peaceful.

I love this place, at least during the day. I whistle softly as I cross the yard and open the shed door. After checking the ceiling for bats, I step inside.

“I guess I’ll just have to get started,” I sigh, rolling up my sleeves.

***

By almost two o’clock, I lean against the kitchen counter with a glass of water. I’ve made good progress in the shed and now need to go into town.

I look around the cottage, which feels safe in the daylight. When it gets dark, on the other hand...

I smile and murmur, “You’re being silly, Alice.”

Still, thoughts of Leila drift through my mind.

What if she’s still here?

I shake off the thought and head upstairs. After a long, hot shower and a change of clothes, I grab the broken iPad.

“I’ll be back later, Loke,” I tell him softly. “Behave.”

The drive into Charlottenberg is beautiful. Forests give way to open fields, and streams shimmer in the sunlight. Everything feels unreal, as if stepping into a painting.

By four o’clock, I’m at the shopping center. The electronics store promises to fix the iPad within an hour, so I head to Jula to pick up motion-sensor lights and a few kitchen items.

As evening approaches, hunger gnaws at me, and I stop at a roadside restaurant.

The food is good, the place quiet. Then I overhear the truck drivers. A woman was murdered nearby. My appetite vanishes. Unease settles deep in my stomach, and I finish quickly, eager to leave.

When I’ve eaten the last bite, I suddenly feel an itch on my wrist. I look down and notice that there are more wounds than before. My fingertips caress them.

“What is this?”

“Is everything to your satisfaction?”

The waiter’s sudden presence makes me jump.

“Yes, thank you,” I reply, still feeling uncomfortable.

“Good.” He smiles at me as he clears my plate, while I get up to leave the restaurant and go to the car.

On the drive home, the radio warns of heavy rain, thunderstorms, and strong winds. I hate storms.

I consider staying at a motel instead of driving to the deserted cottage, but I remember Loke is there, so I can’t leave him alone tonight.

I pull into the driveway around ten. Darkness surrounds me as I park, and I feel the air being pulled out of me as I think of the coming storm.

“Lucky we have firewood to burn, at least,” I mutter.

I reach for my handbag on the passenger seat beside me. Then I look up at the cottage.

My eyes widen. I freeze in terror. My heart pounds, and a cold shiver runs through me. My arms prickle, my breathing is shallow, and I can’t look away.

The headlights illuminate the wide-open front door. I stare into the room beyond the open door across the stairs, the room that has always been locked.

What in the world...

I gaze at it, swallow nervously, and as it closes before my eyes, it feels as if my heartbeat has paused. I sit completely still, too scared to leave the car.

Oh my goodness!

This must be a dream; it can’t be real. Something like this can’t be.

I shake my head, rub my eyes, and when I look up, the front door is shut. Everything is dark and silent.

What’s going on?

I sit in the car for a while before turning it off with a shaky hand and stepping out into the yard. My heart races as I tremble with fear, clutching the bags to bring them inside.

Breathing heavily, I climb the stairs and feel for the front door. It opens with a soft click.

I swallow hard.

“Hello?” I call out, feeling a jolt of surprise when Loke comes meowing towards me.

“Oh!”

I hurry inside, lock the door behind me, and turn on the ceiling light. My eyes sweep the room. Everything looks exactly as I left it.

Maybe it’s just my imagination, I’m just scaring myself.

With that thought, I set the bags down, go upstairs, and check all the rooms. Nothing seems out of place, which makes me feel more relaxed.

I head back downstairs.

“It probably isn’t anything serious, Loke. Maybe just mom is overwhelmed,” I say softly. He responds with a meow, and I pick up the bags to unpack.

I set the iPad on the kitchen counter where Loke can’t reach it, then go upstairs for a quick shower. While waiting for the water to warm, I stand in front of the mirror in my underwear, inspecting myself. The long day’s exhaustion shows on my face. It will be wonderful to sleep soon.

I turn my head slightly and stop—the small cuts on my neck mirror those on my wrist. I gently touch them, and an unexpected feeling of unease overtakes me.

Someone is standing behind me!

A cold shiver runs down my spine, and I look in the mirror behind me, but it’s empty. I move slowly, hesitate, turn around, glance down the quiet hall, and breathe a sigh of relief.

Of course, no one is there; this cottage is empty, and I need to calm down.

“No ghosts, Alice. You’re all alone here, calm down,” I say aloud, then remove my clothes and step into the shower.
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Jack

Something is wrong.

An emptiness echoes through the cottage as I lift the lid of the coffin. The silence is unnatural, oppressive. The only sound I can hear is the faint heartbeat of the cat.

Alice?

I reach out with my senses. Nothing. Her heartbeat is gone.

Where is she?

Where is the angel?

Mine!

Rage surges through me as I rush up the basement stairs and fling open the door to the cottage. Darkness. Stillness. No trace of her.

I step outside, scan the yard and the shed. Gone. The car is gone too.

She’s left me.

Fury coils tight in my chest as I reenter the house and glare at the black cat sprawled on the sofa. It lets out a shrill scream and bolts upstairs.

Beast.

I search the cottage, every room, every corner. Nothing. No clues. No scent strong enough to follow.

My hunger roars to life, sharp and unforgiving. Grinding my teeth, I leave the cottage and disappear into the forest to hunt.

I lie on her bed afterward, waiting.

She must return. She is mine.

Her scent lingers in the sheets, intoxicating, wrapping itself around my thoughts. The desire to taste her again burns hot and relentless. Hours pass. She doesn’t come back. Frustration drives me from the bed. I pace downstairs, then step outside and sit on the porch, listening.

Finally. A distant engine. My pulse spikes. A wave of excitement spreads through me. It can only mean one thing:

She’s coming back to me!

Her return fills me with happiness and longing. I’ve had a long, frustrating evening waiting. I can hardly contain my excitement at the thought of seeing her again.

God, Jack, you’re obsessed!

I go back into the cottage and transform myself so she can’t see me. I still don’t understand what it is about her that makes me feel this way, but I intend to find out.

When the car appears among the trees, rolling toward the cottage, my heart pounds. Time seems to stand still as I watch her park in the gravel driveway. Her lips move as if she’s saying something.

I smile at her.

Hello, Alice...

The moment I think it, she looks up, and her eyes widen. She looks right into the cottage and stares at the open door to the basement, the one I’m sitting on right now.

I flap my wings lightly to get it moving, and her heart races. My desire to go to her grows, but I stay until she rubs her eyes, then quickly close the doors and wait.

She sits in the car, her heart pounding, for a long time. I wait patiently for her to come in. Hanging from the ceiling at the far end of the living room, I finally see the door slowly open, and she enters.

“Hello?” she calls out in a frightened voice, jumping as the cat meows.

She swiftly closes and locks the door, then switches on the ceiling light. The bright light makes me blink and look away, then turn my gaze back to her. She scans the cottage, exhales deeply, sets her bags down, and heads upstairs. After a moment, she returns, pats the cat to calm her, and the feline remains serene.

She arranges her belongings on the bench, including the electronic device I dropped yesterday, then heads upstairs again.

My eyes shift to the cat, who moves to the sofa. I quietly follow her upstairs. In the bathroom, she stands nearly unclothed before the mirror, examining herself.

I stand behind her, tilting my head to watch her with curiosity. She notices the wounds from my bites on her neck, brushes her hand over them, and suddenly stops.

There’s someone behind me!

Her anxious thoughts make me smile as she looks at me in the mirror, but there’s nothing to see. My reflection disappeared when I became a vampire, and I barely remember what I look like.

She swallows nervously, about to turn around, when I quietly step away from the bathroom.

“No ghosts, Alice. You’re all alone here. Calm down,” she says aloud to herself, then walks toward the shower.

The sound of running water and her sigh of pleasure fill me once again with an intense longing to be close to her. Hunger burns inside me, filling my soul with an eternal desire, and I can’t stay away from her.

She stands naked under the running water as I quietly sneak back into the bathroom. Enchanted, I examine her, feeling my entire being drawn to her.

What is so special about this woman?

She washes herself with soap, and it smells wonderful, just like her bed. Her movements are stiff, and her heart is beating a little faster than usual. She is afraid, and that amuses me.

After a while, I turn my head, catch sight of the light switch, and smile slightly before turning it off. Alice gasps loudly, and her heart immediately starts racing.

Oh, Jack, that wasn’t nice...

Now, the room is pitch black, and all I hear are her terrified breaths and pounding heart.

Eventually, she turns off the water.

“Hello?” Her voice is hoarse with fear, and I smile.

The cottage is haunted, she thinks in terror, before quickly leaving the shower.

I change shape to avoid her walking into me and follow her out of the bathroom into her bedroom. She closes the door, turns on the nightstand lamp, and surveys the room.

She stands in the middle of the floor, wearing only a towel. The desire that washes over me as she removes it is overwhelming. Her curves are seductive, and her skin glows with the allure of the night.

Oh god!

It’s not just a hunger for her blood; it’s a thirst for her touch, her warmth, her entire being.

I can’t take my eyes off her. I am struck by the
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