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         My name is Cornelia Amelia Wellz. I once found myself in between studies and work. I had no idea what was coming next. I could study and become a therapist, but that would require me to go back to high school and better my grades. Maybe I could get a job, something simple that didn’t require experience or education, to save money and then, well, maybe I could travel the world. My head was spinning from all the options. I really didn’t know. The fact was, that I was in no rush figuring it out. I mean, sure, I needed an income. I needed to pay rent and bills and buy food and clothes. No, I wouldn’t get anywhere without an income. And I really didn’t want to live off of my parents (my sister was doing a great job of that already).

         My friend Emilia was always positive and full of ideas, and one day she gave me some advice. For once, I listened. She was the one who got me into this.

         “Babysitter,” she said and continued: “Babysitter! You would be great at it, Cornelia.”

         Sure, I had watched my little cousins and my older cousins’ kids a couple of times and that was alright. To be honest, I probably wasn’t the best babysitter, but I was pretty good. I found it a bit difficult to feel completely relaxed with kids, though. I constantly felt like they were in charge of me, instead of the other way around. But at the same time, it felt as if my presence was enough, my efforts were good enough – and the kids seemed to appreciate me. If I would continue down this road and become a professional babysitter like Emilia suggested, the experience and confidence would come with time, of course.

         I thought about it for a while. But not for long, because I am a firm believer in trying instead of thinking. You can always change your mind later. It’s never too late, like my father always said.

         And that’s how I made up my mind. I was going to be a babysitter. But I had no idea that this decision was the start of something else, too.

          
   

         My first clients were a couple named Rockefeller-Houston. They lived in one of the fancier neighbourhoods, outside of the city. I had never been there before; I had only heard the gossip about all the rich people that lived there. I had heard some nasty rumours about stuff that always seemed to come with loads of money and people that have too much of it. The man of the house, Archie, greeted me with a firm handshake.

         “You must be the babysitter.”

         “Cornelia,” I said.

         He was tall and his eyes where blue. He had a strong jawline and his chin and nose matched it. A chiselled and beautiful face. His skin was golden-brown and his hair was almost black and combed to the side. He was wearing an apricot-coloured shirt that fit tightly over his muscular chest. And if I had to guess his age, I would say he was just over forty.

         “You’ll get to meet my wife another day,” he said to me. “If Timothy behaves, of course.”

         He smiled at me and continued talking.

         “Anabelle, my wife, is visiting her friend for a couple of days. That’s why I’m alone with Timothy. But make yourself comfortable in our home.”
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