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About Never Saw It Coming

Izzy makes a grave error when she agrees to work with a vampire. Tasked with getting a vision of his future, she is horrified at what she sees. 

Scared of what will happen, she lies, attempting to keep the truth from him. But he doesn’t give up easily. 

Locked away in his house, Izzy struggles to survive, desperately looking for a way out.

Will she succeed?
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“Well I didn’t see that coming.”

Grabbing a cloth, I tried to wipe the coffee from my blouse before it stained but it was too late. I had managed to pour half a latte over myself and it wasn’t even noon.

“Good job, Isadora,” I said with a sigh.

I had three clients booked in for this afternoon, what was it going to look like if I was sitting there covered in coffee stains? Most people didn’t take me seriously as it was, I certainly didn’t need to add to that.

When I finished mopping up the worst of the coffee on the counter, I headed into the back to see if there was anything there that I could wear. While I did usually keep a spare shirt at the shop, this wasn’t the first time this had happened and I forgot to replace it.

There was an old trunk in the corner and I opened it, hoping to find something in there. I used it to store my witch supplies, but I had a habit of tossing anything in there when I had nowhere else to put it. There wasn’t a lot of space in the shop, so I had to make do with what I had.

I heard the bell over the door jangle. 

“I’ll be right with you,” I called.

Pulling out a white alter cloth, I attempted to drape it over me then realized that it looked stupid and tossed it aside.

“Come on,” I muttered. “Help me out here.”

At the very bottom, I found an old purple t-shirt that I forgot I even owned. It was from some street fair a few years back. When they were setting up stalls, I was given this. Opening it out, I stared in disgust at the quote on the front of it. I’m hexy and I know it.

I’d rather be caught dead than wear this, but I really didn’t have a choice. Quickly removing my shirt, I pulled the t-shirt on and smoothed it down. Hopefully the client wouldn’t notice but it was only marginally better than one soaked in coffee.

I tried to cover the quote as much as possible with my blonde hair, knowing that I would never live this down.

Pasting on a smile, I stepped out through the beaded curtain to find Mrs. Henshaw waiting for me.

“Mrs. Henshaw, how lovely to see you.”

She smiled nervously at me. 

“I know I’m early, but...”

I held out my hand to stop her. 

“Nonsense. Everything happens in its own time. Please take a seat.”

Even I almost gagged at that sentiment, but the tourists seemed to love it. And that was what I had been reduced to. A sideshow attraction. Something most witches had been reduced to nowadays. We were either treated like lepers or entertainment. 

There were a few people who did believe in our abilities, but they were few and far between. Of course I didn’t openly tell everyone I was a witch, only a seer. Though that was my witch ability. Each witch had a unique ability on top of being able to cast spells and mix potions. Though I had no idea about all of that. I had to learn it all myself. Since my psychic ability was strongest, I found a way to make a living out of it. It wasn’t like I had many other skills.

I’d always been able to see the future. Knowing what was coming could be frustrating at times because a lot of it came in glimpses or fragments. While I worked with a lot of different mediums, my favourite tool to use was the tarot cards. It gave the customer a show.

Taking a seat opposite Mrs. Henshaw, I picked up my deck and started shuffling. 

“Now Mrs. Henshaw, why don’t you tell me why you’re here today.”

“Well...my husband cheated on me. I want to know if he will come back.”

Who would want their cheating husband back? But it wasn’t my place to judge, at least not openly. I was here to answer their questions. 

“Do you want him back?” I couldn’t help but ask.

She fidgeted with the necklace around her neck. 

“Well, I need money and Jim was the one with a good job.”

So she was willing to forgive him for financial security. Well that was her choice. But would the cards agree?

I finished shuffling them and set the deck in the middle of the table. I motioned to her and she placed her hand on the deck. She had been here a few times before so she knew the drill.

Taking them back, I shuffled them once more and started laying them out on the table.

Unfortunately for Mrs. Henshaw it looked like Jim had had more than one affair. It looked like it had been going on for most of their marriage. I didn’t know whether to tell her that or not. Bad enough to know that he cheated once but multiple times would be horrible to know.

As I laid out more cards, images started to fill my head. Most of the time I needed to touch someone to get a vision, but if they were open, using the cards worked too. 

I saw Jim with his latest squeeze. A blonde with pouty red lips. The image changed and while I was not interested in seeing a middle-aged man getting it on, I unfortunately got an image of the two of them in the bedroom together. Only something was wrong.

Jim seemed to be struggling to breathe. He clutched his chest and then fell off the side of the bed. The woman screamed and tried to help him, but it looked like it was too late.

“Mrs. Henshaw, are you and Jim still married?”

“Yes, we are. I haven’t even filed for divorce yet.”

If they were still married, then that likely meant she was the beneficiary if something happened to him.

“I feel that you will come into some money in the near future. You won’t need Jim back.”

She looked confused. 

“Money from where?”

“It’s unclear at this time but it won’t be long. You should wait.”

While my visions didn’t come with a clear timeline, I believe that this vision would happen sometime within the next week or two. I guessed his younger girlfriend was just too much for him.

“So you don’t think I should call Jim and ask him back?”

“No. Give it a few weeks and everything will become clear.”

Mrs. Henshaw didn’t look happy about the news. She wanted something more concrete. But in the end, she accepted it and handed over the payment to me.

“Trust me, Mrs. Henshaw, things will work out for you.”

She nodded and headed out the door.

I made a choice a while back not to tell my clients the complete truth in situations like that. Most of them couldn’t handle it well. Some even saw fit to blame me for things that had nothing to do with me. One time when I told a woman that her husband was going to die, she even tried to go to the police and accused me of murder. Despite the fact that he fell off the roof while cleaning the gutters. 

I’d learned that most people who came to me, while they claimed to be searching for answers, they really only want certain answers. If you told them anything different, they got upset. And I had to make a living.

I headed into the back to make myself another cup of coffee. One that I would drink very carefully this time. My next client wasn’t for another half hour, so I had time to enjoy it.

While the boardwalk was a good spot for my business, this wasn’t a great time of year for clients. It was much better in the summer when the tourists came in. But now this late in the year, I struggled to make rent.

I did consider branching out, maybe going slightly further afield and visiting people at their homes for readings, but I didn’t have a car. And to be honest, you never knew whose house you were walking into.

Pouring my fresh latte, I drank it over the sink in the back, trying to avoid another mishap. I couldn’t wait to finish up for the day, head home and relax. There was a show I wanted to finish and I could order a pizza for myself. Maybe I didn’t lead a particularly exciting life, but honestly, I liked having time to myself to do nothing. 

When the bell rang again, I forced down the rest of my piping hot coffee and called out to let them know that I was coming. It couldn’t be my next client so maybe it was a walk in. It wasn’t like I could afford to turn business away. The rent was due the week after next and I was still a few hundred short.

Stepping out from the back, I found a middle aged man with gray hair waiting for me, dressed in an expensive looking suit. Definitely not my usual type of client. Most of my clients were women, and most of them certainly wouldn’t have the money to afford an outfit like that.

“Can I help you?” I asked, feeling even more out of place in the shirt.

“Yes, are you Miss Isadora Croft?”

“Izzy. Yes, I am.”

I only called myself Isadora when I was annoyed at myself, the rest of the time I preferred Izzy. Isadora sounded like someone from Victorian times or something. 

“I see,” he said. “I’ve been sent here on behalf of the leader of the vampires. Your presence is required this evening.”

It took me a moment to take in what he was saying.

What would the vampires want with me?

Our kinds rarely mixed. Vampires were too busy trying to take over the world to really care about witches and we knew better than get involved with them because we usually ended up dead.

“He requires your assistance on a matter of great importance. The car will be here at 8pm to take you to the leader’s home.”

“A car? Wait a minute, this is crazy. Why do they need to see me?”

“I’m afraid I don’t know the details, only that they need your help.”

I crossed my arms. 

“Well I’m sure you can imagine that I’m reluctant to get into a car owned by a vampire to be taken who knows where.”

The man sighed like I was irritating him. 

“You will be adequately compensated for your time.”

“It’s really not about compensation...”

“How does $5000 sound?”

Five thousand? That would cover rent for the next couple of months at least and allow me to buy a few things that I needed. But vampires? They must want me to get a vision or something, that was the only thing I could think of. Was it really worth it?

I thought of Mr Strickland who owned the building. He wasn’t happy when I was late with the rent payment last month, even threatened to kick me out if it happened again. I just didn’t have enough clients to cover it this month and walk-ins weren’t reliable.

Sighing, I said, “Okay, I’ll be ready.”

“Good. You made the right decision.”

He turned on his heel and left.

Had I made the right decision?
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“Why am I doing this again?” I muttered as I went through by clothes trying to find something suitable to wear for this meeting. 

Oh yeah, there are about five thousand great reasons to do it.

Tossing a blouse on the bed, I wondered if I should go formal for this or more casual. My clothing style was very much on the casual side normally anyway. Bohemian, I think it was called. It suited the aesthetic for the shop but this seemed more formal somehow.

I glanced at the clock and realized that it was already after seven. I was going to be late. My last client of the day called and asked if she could move her appointment forward by half an hour so I didn’t get out of the shop until after half six. I barely had time to wolf down a couple of pop tarts for my dinner, before I came to my room to look for something to wear.

“This better not take all night,” I muttered, still dreaming of that pizza.

I finally settled on a cream blouse and a pair of black jeans. Half formal, half casual. It would have to do.

Dressing in a hurry, I just had time to run a brush through my hair and grab my purse, before I rushed back down to the boardwalk to wait for the car. My apartment was only two blocks away. At this time of night, it was quieter, only a few people milling around. Probably had something to do with the cold weather and the storm clouds on the horizon.

As I walked up the boardwalk, I tried to remember everything that I knew about vampires. It wasn’t much since I did my best to stay away from them. I knew that there were some powerful factions of vampires across the country and that they were all run by leaders. I did know that they tried to stay off the radar which meant that they didn’t attack people at random. They were more interested in expanding their territory and making money.

But I had to wonder how this vampire heard about me. I was hardly famous. Which made me wonder if this was something dodgy.

I stood outside the shop, shivering in the cold. I should have worn a jacket but I didn’t think it would be this cold.

At 8pm on the dot, a sleek black BMW pulled up beside me. A man climbed out and moved to open the door for me. A different guy from earlier.

“Miss Croft,” he said with a nod.

I was tempted to reach out and try to touch him. Even a brush against his arm would give me a vision, but he kept back out of my reach. Short of lunging at him, I couldn’t do it subtly.

I hesitated for a moment, before climbing into the back of the car. It was only after I was shut inside that I realized I probably should have told someone where I was going. I didn’t actually know where I was going and I didn’t really have anyone to tell either so...

I didn’t have any family, my mother died several years back and I never knew my father. I had been on my own for a long time. As for friends, it was hard to keep them when you would got visions every time they were near. A lot of people didn’t want my advice, especially if they weren’t paying for it, so I learned to stay away.

The man got into the car and started driving. 

“Where exactly are we going?” I asked.

“You’ll see,” he replied.

Okay, that wasn’t ominous at all. Sitting back in the seat, I tried to relax but it wasn’t easy. So far, I hadn’t had any visions warning me that this was going to end poorly. But that didn’t mean anything. I rarely got visions about anything to do with myself, it was always other people. One of the most frustrating things about my power.

I watched the scenery go by as we got further and further away from the town. It looked like this vampire guy lived pretty far out. I tried to keep a note of road names and anything that would help me identify this area. In case I needed to run for my life, I was going to need to know which way to go.

It won’t come to that, don’t be silly.

If this vampire guy wanted to harm me, then he didn’t have to send a posh car and offer me money for work. He could have just kidnapped me or grabbed me on my way home from work.

After another fifteen minutes on the road, the driver took a turn that I almost missed as it was surrounded by trees. He paused outside huge metal gates, and after a moment they opened for him.

He drove through, down a long winding driveway and at the end sat a huge mansion. I let out a low whistle. Clearly this guy could afford a lot more than five grand, but maybe that could be negotiated.

The driver parked and got out to open the door for me. He motioned for me to go to the door. It opened and a man I assumed was some kind of butler, stepped out.

“Miss Croft?”

“Izzy. Um, are you sure you’ve got the right person?”

This certainly didn’t seem like the usual kind of house that I would be invited to. I was sure that there were more qualified seers out there that could do the job.

Are any of them desperate for money?

Maybe that was why he chose me. He knew I’d come because I couldn’t afford to turn it down.

The butler showed me inside. The foyer was huge with marble flooring and a winding staircase to the left.

I was feeling woefully underdressed. But at least I wasn’t wearing that awful t-shirt from earlier. There was no way he would have taken me seriously in that.

“Miss Croft.”

I turned at the sound of a man’s voice. He came toward me and I had trouble looking away. He was tall with dark hair, intense blue eyes and broad shoulders. 

Who knew vampires were so hot?

Every teen show ever, I guess.

He smiled at me. 

“I am Eldon Treznor.”

A snort escaped me. 

“That’s quite a mouthful.”

He raised an eyebrow. “Yes, it is. Isadora.”

“Point taken. Why am I here, Mr. Treznor?”

“Eldon, please. I’ve brought you here because I need you to read my future.”

Well duh.

“For anything in particular?”

“I’m afraid I can’t tell you that. But it is very important that you do this for me. And of course you will be generously compensated.”

I nodded. “Very well, is there somewhere I could set up?”

“Of course. Just through here.”

He led me into what appeared to be a living room. The furniture all looked antique. In the middle of the room a small table had been set up with some chairs.

“I will return in a moment.”

Eldon left the room and I moved to the table. This was so weird. Sure there were plenty of people who just wanted a general reading without the specifics but I knew from experience that they really did have a question on their mind, they were just too nervous to say it out loud. Eldon didn’t seem the type, I wondered what it was he was trying to hide.

“I’ll soon find out.”

Opening my purse, I removed my deck of tarot cards and set them on the table. Taking a seat, I waited for him to return. It did occur to me that he might not be happy with what I had to tell him. What if he reacted poorly?

Nervous now, I shuffled the deck over and over.

Someone cleared their throat and I jumped, sending the cards scattering across the table. I looked up to find Eldon staring at me. When did he come into the room?

He looked slightly amused. 

“Did I startle you?”

“Of course not,” I said, quickly gathering up the cards. 

A few of them had landed upright. The tower card and the devil. I glanced nervously at him, then quickly returned them to the deck. Despite being nothing but courteous so far, I got the feeling that Eldon was not somebody I wanted to mess with.

He took a seat opposite me and crossed his legs. 

“How does this work?”

“Well...” I cleared my throat. “I need you to touch the cards and then I will shuffle them and read them.”

Placing the deck in the middle of the table, I waited until he touched them with his fingers. Taking the deck back, I laid them out in front of him. I’d never felt this nervous before in my entire life. I really needed to know what outcome he wanted so I could be sure not to upset him.

“There is a big change coming in the near future. Are you looking to expand your business?”

I glanced up at him.

“Expansion is on the cards, yes.” 

He really wasn’t big on sharing.

“There are obstacles in your way. Business rivals?”

He looked annoyed now. 

“If I wanted to go on a fishing expedition, I would have rented a boat.”

“I’m sorry it’s just people usually tell me what they want to know about first. It makes this whole thing a lot easier.”

With a sigh, he leaned across the table. 

“I know exactly how your power works, Isadora. Let’s just get straight to the point.” He reached out and placed his hand on mine. “Tell me what you see.”

A strange heat filled my hand, working its way up my arm. It was like nothing I had ever felt before. The room vanished around me and I found myself standing on what seemed to be a battlefield. There were bodies everywhere. So much blood. I couldn’t tell who these people were or what had happened to them but something awful had happened. They had been torn apart. I’d never seen anything like it.

With a startled gasp, I snapped out of the vision to find Eldon staring intently at me. My head spun at the intensity of the vision. They were normally weaker, giving me snippets rather than transporting me like that. 

“What did you see, Isadora?”

I let out a breath. “A massacre.”
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I struggled to get the images out of my head. All those people dead. What on earth had caused it? What was going to happen?

My stomach turned. Usually when I saw the future, I saw cheating spouses, people getting married, or losing their jobs. Nothing like this. Was this what he wanted to know? The answer he was looking for?

Eldon looked perturbed, then got up and left the room. That was it? 

I just told him there’s going to be some kind of massacre and he walks out?

Leaning on the table, I tried to shake the feeling of dread I had. If Eldon touched me, then that vision had something to do with him. I didn’t see him among the bodies, though that didn’t mean he wasn’t there. There were so many of them. But he could have easily caused it all too.

Vampires were dangerous, everyone knew that, but for the most part they toed the line. They needed to maintain appearances and avoid anyone finding out about them. That meant not murdering a bunch of people. Unless he planned on changing that.

I need to get out of here.

Sweeping the cards back into my bag, I closed it and headed for the door. When I opened it, I found the butler on the other side. He stepped in front of me as I tried to leave.

“I’m sorry, Miss, you haven’t been given permission to leave yet.”

“Permission? No, look I did my part, he can keep his money. I want to go home.”

It took a lot to give up the money, but right now I was more concerned with getting out of here alive. This was a mistake. I should have run a mile the second he mentioned vampires.

When I tried to get around him again, he moved forward, blocking the doorway and driving me back into the room. They couldn’t keep me here because he didn’t like the answer I gave him. 

Glancing across the room, I could see the window, but there were bars on the outside of it. Were they for security or to keep people like me in?

What have I walked in to?

I should have brought a weapon with me. How could I be so stupid? Coming here was a huge mistake. There had to be something in this room I could use to defend myself.

The butler remained in the doorway. I could have rushed him, but he’d be ready for that. Was he a vampire too? Most of the time they hired human servants. That was what I heard from a few people. I knew a few other witches; some had dealt with vampires over the years. They didn’t say much, but they said enough to make me want to stay well clear. If it wasn’t for the money, I never would have come here.

As I eyed him up, I wondered if he had been ordered to use force against me if necessary. That seemed extreme for someone Eldon hired to get a vision, but vampires didn’t play by the rules.

“Is she still in there?” I heard Eldon say as he returned.

“Yes, Prince Eldon.”

Prince?

Oh fuck, this was bad. The so-called princes, a title they gave themselves, were the worst of them all. What they wanted, they got. They decided territory, who got what and they weren’t above killing to get it. 

I backed up as he came into the room. There was no way I was going down without a fight. Moving closer to the table behind me, I spotted a vase that was going to meet his head if he tried anything. It likely wouldn’t do any real damage, but it might give me a chance to run.

“Isadora, how exactly does your power work?”

“Huh?” 

The question surprised me. I thought that was clear.

“I understand you need a connection, but if you wanted to get a clearer vision, a better idea of what was happening, how would that work?”

I shrugged. “It’s not something I have control over. If I know someone well, the visions can be a little clearer. And sometimes when its closer to the event, I can see more then.”

In truth, this vision was the strongest I’d ever had, but I didn’t tell him that. I didn’t want to see more. 

He thought about it for a moment. 

“Okay, in that case, you will need to stay here.”

My blood ran cold. 

“What? For how long?”

He couldn’t keep me here like a prisoner. 

“For however long it takes. Henry, show her to her room.”

“Room? Wait this is crazy, I have a job, a life, you can’t keep me here.”

Eldon wasn’t listening to me. The butler, Henry, took hold of my arm and led me out of the room and toward the stairs. My bag hit the floor, and I wasn’t given the chance to retrieve it.

This is insane. Who does he think he is?

“People are going to miss me,” I said to Henry.

“Who?” 

I thought about it for a moment, then realized that there wasn’t anyone to sound the alarm. At least not for a while. Maybe my neighbor, Mrs. Wise, but she only showed up when she needed something. If the shop was closed for a few days, she would assume I was on vacation.

“I have clients coming in the morning.”

Henry didn’t seem to care. Clients weren’t going to call the police if I wasn’t there, they’d just assume I was a flake. 

Henry guided me down the hall on the second floor and opened one of the doors. Inside was a room decorated in red, with a double bed and a dresser inside.

“This will be your room for the time being. Until Prince Eldon decides otherwise.”

“You can’t do this! This is kidnap.”

He gave me a shove into the room, then closed the door. A moment later, the lock clicked into place.

I’m trapped.
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Pacing the room, I felt like screaming, but no one would care. This was supposed to be a quick way to make some cash, not a trap. Now I was locked up, caged like an animal. Okay, it was a nice room, but that didn’t mean I wanted to be locked in it.

I went over the vision again, trying to make sense of it. More details were coming back to me. Some of the bodies had to be vampires, I knew that. With Eldon involved and the way that some of them had been killed, it would take enormous strength to pull off. So who would the vampires be fighting who would stand half a chance against them?

The obvious answer was werewolves. They had a rivalry stretching back centuries. No one knew why. For the most part they stayed away from each other, but it probably wouldn’t take much to start a war between them. 

A war would affect everyone.

It would be next to impossible to keep it away from the humans. If the humans found out exactly what was out there, all hell would break loose. Look at how they treated us witches. Sure, a lot of them thought we were scam artists, but enough people believed to throw a brick through my window or spray paint obscenities on the door. It had been a few years back and I did my best to hide what I was after that. It was probably only kids, but I didn’t want to take the chance.

Moving to the window, I opened it again and tested the bars. I had to find a way out. Maybe I could get one of these loose. If I could get to the ground and into the trees, I could run for it. I’d take my chances out there over in here.

Gripping one of the bars, I pulled hard. It didn’t budge. As a witch, technically I could try to use magic on it, but the problem with that was my magic lay in my gift to see the future. Most witches had a special talent or main power but would learn spells too. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the best upbringing. 

My mother didn’t have much power of her own, but when she found out what I had, she saw dollar signs. Within days she had a business set up, forcing me to read people’s fortunes for money. People came from miles around, taken in by the novelty of a child psychic. I didn’t even understand what I was seeing most of the time, only that I was supposed to make these people happy and get their money.

My childhood was hell. It took a long time to return to using my gifts when I was older. I tried dozens of odd jobs to support myself, but when money got tight, I realized I didn’t have many other talents that proved useful. And at least I was doing it for myself this time and not for my mother.

You should have seen this coming.

My mother’s voice came back to me. It was a common retort from her, every time something went wrong. Which was a lot. I should have seen it coming when she lost her job. I should have seen it coming when we were evicted. And I should have seen it coming when she lost what little money we had left after gambling it all away.

What good would it do if I had seen it all coming? Everything that happened was down to her. If I had said anything about it, she would have told me to stay out of things that didn’t concern me. They concerned me when people would come to the door, threatening to kick it down if she didn’t return their money.

I closed my eyes and sighed. If I could deal with her, I could deal with this. Eldon didn’t actually threaten me, he said I had to stay here until the vision became clearer. Which meant all I had to do was feed him some bullshit and negotiate a way out of here. 

Mother didn’t always want to wait for an actual vision to come, especially back then when I didn’t know how to control it. So she encouraged me to tell the people what they wanted to hear. But of course, as a kid, I didn’t know what that was. The number of complaints we had meant we couldn’t stay in the area long. So Mom packed up the car and drove us somewhere new. At least until we pissed off the people there too. We never stopped moving. But I was older now, it wouldn’t take much to work out what Eldon wanted. Once I did, I could pretend to have a vision. 

But will he buy it?

If there was some massacre coming, he would want to know if the vampires were going to win. Right? That seemed like the most likely answer.

What am I doing? I shouldn’t be encouraging it.

“This is so fucked up,” I muttered, sitting down on the bed. 

My bag was downstairs, it had my phone, my keys, my wallet. Even if I had my phone, who would I call? No one was going to risk going near a vampire prince. 

Moving to the door, I bashed on it with my fist. The door barely moved; it was made of some heavy wood.

“Hey! Eldon! I want to talk to you about the vision.”

I’d tell him whatever he wanted so I could get out of here. 

Ten minutes passed and no one came to check on me or shit me up. I dropped my aching hand. They weren’t going to buy my lie this soon. In fact, I didn’t see them coming back for me before morning. Probably to show me that they were in charge and that I had no choice but to comply. 

Putting my back to the door, I sank to the floor.

I’m not getting out of here.
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“Don’t eat the kittens!” I cried out.

Jerking awake, I sat up, confused as to where I was. This wasn’t my bedroom. I would never decorate it in this garish color. Looking down, I found I was still in my clothes. What the hell was going on?

Then it all came back to me. The vampire, Prince Eldon, had locked me in this room. And that vision. That horrible vision.

Groaning, I swung my legs off the side of the bed. After lying awake for most of the night, tensed up and waiting for someone to attack me, I finally fell asleep before dawn. In a weird ass position. Stretching, I tried to rid myself of the cramp in my left arm and the crick in my neck.

Sunlight streamed in the window. I wondered what time it was and instinctively reached for my phone. Of course it wasn’t there. 

Moving to the door, I bashed on it again. 

“Hey! I need to pee. You better open this door or I’m going to ruin your carpet.”

Surprisingly, the door unlocked, and a new butler appeared. Guess Henry did the night shift. 

“Who are you?” I asked.

“My name is Lewis, ma’am.”

“Ma’am? You’ve already kidnapped me and held me hostage, don’t insult me too.”

He cleared his throat. 

“Beg your pardon, Miss. If you follow me, I’ll show you where the bathroom is.”

Glaring at him, I stepped out of the room. He motioned for me to head away from the stairs, further down the hall. While I’d love to try and take him down and run for the stairs, I really did need to pee.

Lewis showed me to a huge bathroom.

“There is a fresh toothbrush for you.”

“Gee, how kind.”

Rolling my eyes, I went into the bathroom, slammed the door shut and locked it. Surprised they weren’t going to try and watch me pee too. 

Freaks.

After I had relieved myself, I moved to the sink to wash my hands. I looked like hell. My blonde hair was sticking up and my makeup was smeared across my face. 

I used a tissue to clean it off. Since I had no idea how long I would be here, I even took the time to brush my teeth too. Anything to delay returning to my cell.

Eldon had to see me today. I would tell him what he needed to hear, then try to convince him to let me go. He couldn’t keep me here long term.

Once I was feeling a bit more human, I moved back to the door and put my ear to it. I couldn’t hear anything on the other side. Was Lewis still out there? If he wasn’t, I might be able to make a run for the door.

Easing the door handle open as quietly as possible, I put my head round the door and looked down the hall.

“Good, you’re done.”

I jumped, whacking my elbow off the door. He was standing on the other side of it.

Rubbing my elbow, I stepped out of the bathroom. 

“So what’s the plan now? Are you going to lock me back up?”

“Actually it’s time for breakfast. Follow me.”

Breakfast? Well this wasn’t the usual way I expected kidnap victims were treated. Perhaps Eldon was regretting his decision and trying to smooth things over.

We made our way back downstairs and I was led to the dining room. I could see the front door as we went, and wondered if I could make it to it.

“It’s locked,” Lewis said.

How did he know what I was thinking? I suppose it was pretty obvious.

“Is Prince Eldon going to let me go today?” I asked.

“He isn’t here at the moment. But he does want to speak to you again.”

Lewis pulled the chair out at the table and motioned for me to sit down. I wanted nothing more than to run for my life, but I took a seat. If I was going to do this, I needed to wait for the right moment to ensure that I actually got away and wasn’t just caught and dragged back here.

A woman came out of the kitchen and placed a plate on the table in front of me. Toast and eggs. She also handed me a cup of coffee, a really great smelling cup of coffee.

How many kidnappers feed their victims as well?

But I’d rather have the crappy coffee at home than stay here a moment longer. When the woman left the room, I was tempted to toss the coffee at Lewis’ face and run. But I would never do that to someone. For all I knew Lewis was human and I didn’t want to injure him badly.

So I ate the food and drank the coffee. I hoped that Eldon would show up to let me go.

When I was done, Lewis asked me to follow him.

If he tries to take me back to that room...

But instead, he led me to the back of the house and opened a set of double doors to a large library.

“Whoa,” I muttered. “This place is incredible.”

“Yes, Prince Eldon loves to read. This is his favourite room in the house. You will remain in here, so you can get to know him better and use that to get clearer visions.”

“That’s not how this works.”

“Well Prince Eldon doesn’t have time to hold your hand. I suggest you use the time wisely. You don’t want to upset him.”

“What happens if I do?”

Lewis pulled a face. 

“Do yourself a favour, don’t find out.” 

He closed the doors and a moment later I heard a lock click into place.

Trapped again.

Frustrated, I kicked the door in anger. Screw all of them. I’d find my own way out. 

Moving to the window, I opened it to find more bars beyond. I started tugging on them, looking for a weakness. When I had exhausted myself and hurt my hands, I closed the window and slumped onto the window seat.

I have to get out of here.

It looked like the only way to do that was to figure this Eldon guy out and give him what he wanted. Dragging myself up, I checked out the bookshelves. 

He had a lot of classics, which didn’t surprise me. He seemed to like romance too. Seemed weird for someone wanting to start a war.

Running my hand over the titles, I tried to imagine him in here reading. But every time I tried, I just saw him turning on me and killing me. 

I can’t think that way.

So far, he hadn’t actually hurt me. Just locked me up. He could be doing a lot worse to get answers. 

Pulling a hardback book free, I checked out the title. It wasn’t in English, but it looked worn, like he had read it many times.

I opened it and found an inscription inside. To my darling Eldon, think of me when you read this, Laura.

Interesting. Was Laura an old girlfriend? As I ran my hands over the inscription, I had brief flashes of a blonde woman laughing. She was dressed in old fashioned clothes, maybe 19th century.  

“A really old girlfriend,” I muttered.

Was she human or a vampire? That was unclear although she was walking in the sun, so likely human. 

Moving to the chair, I sat down, cradling the book. The chair was uncomfortable, I couldn’t imagine sitting in it for hours reading. So maybe he preferred the window seat. 

I sat on it. Much better. Opening the book, I flipped through the pages, trying to get another vision. All I managed was a paper cut. 

“Come on,” I whispered.

My gift never really came with instructions, I never got told how to master it. Over the years, I learned a lot for myself through trial and error. The best way to get a vision was from a person, but on occasion I did get visions from objects, if they were steeped in enough energy from a person.

This book seemed to be his favorite, one he had read many times, but I didn’t get much on him, only this Laura woman. 

This is a waste of time.

Getting up, I placed the book back on the shelf. As I lifted it, a folded piece of paper fell out from between the pages.

I picked it up and opened it. It was a letter, only half written.

My dearest Laura,

It has been too many years to count. I still think about you from time to time, wondering what you are doing, if you are happy. I regret what happened that night, more than I could ever put into words. Perhaps one day you will forgive me, but I understand if you do not...

The letter ended there. Why didn’t he finish it? Or send it? Or did he think it would be ignored? 

I felt like an intruder reading something so personal, but it was the only way to find out more about him. Maybe I could use it to convince him that I was telling the truth.

Would he want this war if he had someone to lose?

The door was finally unlocked. It looked like I was about to find out.
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Unfortunately, it was only Lewis on the other side of the door. 

“Lunch,” he said.

Well at least they were feeding me. That was better than I could hope for. He led me back to the dining room where I was served soup and salad. The food was delicious, but I’d rather be at home.

At this time, I would have flipped the closed sign on the door and slipped into the back for a sandwich. So glamorous. But at least I could do whatever I wanted, and I didn’t have to worry about a vampire making me into a snack.

“Is Eldon back yet?” I asked.

Lewis shook his head. 

“Not yet, I’m afraid. He should be back in a few hours.”

More waiting. This was a nightmare. If he was desperate for answers, why was he taking so long to see me? I had no idea when this massacre was going to occur, hopefully it was a long way off, but he didn’t seem in a hurry over it.

“I need to use the bathroom again,” I told him.

Anything to break up the monotony. He escorted me to a bathroom downstairs this time. Once I had cleaned up, I took a look around for a weapon. I didn’t like feeling like a sitting duck. 

Under the sink, I found some bleach, a few rags and a wooden plunger. Glancing at the door, I wondered how close Lewis was to it. Did he have super hearing like his boss? Or was he human?

Deciding to take the chance, I lifted the plunger. From the look of it, the plunger was brand new. Good, I didn’t want to touch a used one.

Holding the handle over my knee, I pressed down as hard as I could, trying to break it. I let out a grunt as it gave, snapping in two. 

Lifting the broken handle, I noticed how thin it was. Not the greatest weapon and I doubted I would be able to stake him with it. But that didn’t rule out jabbing him in the eye with it.

I tucked it up my sleeve and put the rest of the plunger back into the cupboard. Trying to act causal, I opened the door to find Lewis waiting. 

“Where now? Back to the library?”

“If that is what you want?”

“Oh, so I get a choice now? How nice.”

A flicker of annoyance crossed his face. Guess he was used to more polite kidnap victims. 

“Miss Croft, it is in your best interest to...”

The front door slammed shut, interrupting him. Eldon came in, coat draped over his arm. 

“Hey! You,” I said, hurrying toward him. “You need to let me go now.”

Eldon sighed. “I am a little busy right now, Miss Croft. Have you had another vision?”
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