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  Book description:



  
    



“The last scene, seared in my mind, was that of a girl with long brown hair, gripping a wooden stake and upholding the honour of our race.We are what we are and she had just joined our fate.We are what we are.We are Vampire Slayers…”

You might run but you cannot hide… Mya and Chrissie decide to leave Italy for Scotland, seeing in college the chance to escape the pain that threatens to drag them down. Yet they cannot know that the memories they are desperately trying to forget are nothing compared to what Fate has in store for them. Because the small, somnolent town of St. Jillian is not the safe haven they were looking for but a new kind of hell, full of new memories they’ll want to forget

Vampires, werewolves, demon slayers, millenary wars, and a reality that mankind needs never find out. Throughout their adventures, Mya and Chrissie keep reminding each other that it is part of our Fate to love and to fight, and we can’t escape it. So what is the point of running yet again?

 


A Dark Romance in which the lives of several people are intertwined. Mya, Chrissie, Dorian, William – all of them are looking for their way in a world governed by a superior power that seems not to care about the struggles of us mere mortals, simple pawns in its greater plans. They say that Fate loves and hates us in the same measure – so why does hatred feel stronger?

 


Booktrailer: https://www.youtube.com/watch?v=AzSjR3M6JGI
Pagina Fb: https://www.facebook.com/lithiumlibroprimo
Twitter: @Lithium_Saga
Blog: http://www.stjilliansaga.blogspot.it



                
            

            
        


        
            
                
                
                    
                        About the authors
                    

                    
                    
                        Biography
                    

                    
                

                
                
                    
                Chiara and Marika have practically lived in symbiosis since first grade. Despite having completely different personalities, they have always been together, best friends united against all odds.

Both born in 1991 exactly six months apart, they have a boundless love for books and writing. After graduating from university and completing their Erasmus program, they planned to move to Scotland together but Fate had different ideas. 

Chiara is now studying at Baricco’s Scuola Holden in Turin, while Marika is attending a postgraduate diploma course offered by “Il Sole 24 Ore” in Rome.
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We hope you are walking on that cloud.
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  ...I know that you will never find these pages yellowed by time, containing my memories, memories of a life that has no meaning until the day God made you appear in front of me, until the day a prophecy allowed me to know the meaning and the value of what I did so long ago.



  I finally found the courage to think of you, to admit this feeling, and to hope I will be able to help you again, one last time, during the most important fight of your life.



  The certainty of being able to keep your secret until the end gives me the strength to leave this life. It gives me the strength to give you up, to set you free to continue on your journey...



July 25th, 1357


To not forget.


The history of our race has always been a succession of battles and betrayals, alliances and decisions, sometimes wrong and sometimes right, a succession of deaths dictated by the desire for supremacy that inspires humankind in its attempt to prevail over other people and other species.

It all began in Ancient Egypt, when human virtue was still overshadowed by the worship of false gods. It was then that the presence of a damned, dark, un-dead being  discovered, a being that came from Hell to punish mankind for its thirst for power. And it is about thirst that we speak: a different kind of thirst, an inhuman one...

The origin of this evil was unknown as too much time had passed since its appearance and no one could – or, perhaps, wanted to – remember. Men could not recognize this creature so they called it a vampire – the demon that can suck the essence of human life.

When night fell, when these beasts started walking the Earth, no one was safe and although men tried to fight them, they seemed invincible. It was when hope was fading out and the end drew near that not a soldier but a simple peasant from Ancient Persia was able to find the weapon that could put a stop to this threat – with a simple wooden stake, he managed to hit the heart of a vampire, killing him. Following this discovery, different beliefs and theories were born: some in Greece claimed that this element was in fact linked to their gods; the Celts on the contrary considered wood a symbol of strength and used it to build their weapons; finally, according to Norse mythology, wood represented the Tree of the World and as such the essence of life. This was the reason why, if an un-dead was pierced in the heart – motor and nerve centre of the human existence – by a wooden stake, they finally died.

Nonetheless, mankind was still too weak and vampires too strong. The fight remained uneven.

When it became clear that human efforts alone would not be enough, it was decided to resort to magic. The rulers of the greater kingdoms then turned to wizards and asked them to help them create a superhuman who would be able to defeat the supernatural threat. Many of them refused this request as it involved a natural upheaval that they could not accept; it was against the laws of magic to radically alter the balance between life and death. However, this did not prevent one wizard to carry out the request. Driven by a desire for revenge against those who had killed his family, he decided to ignore the possible consequences of his actions. 

A spell was conceived which would permanently alter human nature, raising it to a higher state in which qualities such as speed, strength, vision, and other senses would be matched to those of the enemy. For this purpose, three different types of blood needed to be mixed and bound to one another in an indissoluble way. The first was that of the enemy, a bluish-coloured blood that would give the new species the same immortality that vampires had. The second, the most important one, would be that of an animal which perfectly fulfilled the necessary requirements – the blood of a wolf. Traditionally considered a symbol of strength and cunning as well as holder of power, the wolf was often a manifestation of ancient gods and heroes, who found in that animal the quintessence of life. Finally the last type of  blood needed to be that of the people who would become super-humans. The first attempts were made on men not regarded as such. Slaves? The sick? It is not known, but one thing is certain: from that day they were never the same.

To ensure that the bond remain inviolate, the sorcerer took a silver goblet to mix the three types of blood. The most shining metal of all was chosen because not only it was a great catalyst of energy, but it was also inextricably linked to the influence of the moon. This turned out to be crucial as the power of a single man, however powerful, would not be enough to carry out the ritual which instead required the influence of the heavens.

On a night with full moon, a dozen slaves were taken from their cells and brought to the place where the spell would be cast. The wizard uttered the spell when the Moon was high in the sky. Then, after preparing the contents of the chalice, he forced the group to drink from it and, as the fluids intertwined within their bodies, their features began to change.The perfect weapon was created.

The new warriors seemed invincible. Night did not dim their sight, fatigue did not stop them, pain could do nothing against them. But then, unexpectedly, the situation worsened. A month had passed since the spell had been cast and the full moon had returned to the sky.

It was when a ray of moonlight illuminated their faces that the consequences of this natural imbalance showed. Their bodies began to tremble and screams of pain invaded the silence of the night. For some time they hadn’t been considered human, but in the darkness of the night their monstrous appearance confirmed it. The blood of the animals they had ingested resulted in their mutation: it turned them into huge wolves, whose insatiable hunger destroyed every shred of humanity that they had left. That night they destroyed seven villages, tearing and killing entire populations.

The next morning their bodies were returned to their human features and they had no  memory of what they had done. They returned to their homes confused and upset about what the animals in them were capable of doing. With growing horror, they saw the mutilated bodies of their families, the lives of who they had cut down. They tried to go to their ruler, hoping to find help from him but they were greeted by an army whose only purpose was to kill them. They felt betrayed, abandoned by those who had created them, and in despair and anger they fought fiercely until the last soldier was defeated. Soon after they left, abandoning their homelands, and for centuries they lived alone, hidden from mankind and coming out only on those nights when the animal took over.

Since then the races fighting were no longer two; rather, a third was added, perhaps the most formidable one as it was born from the union of the other two.

Upon the arrival of the first millennium, men were weary of the eternal wars between them and those who were 'different' and did what they should have done long before. They took a radical decision to confine this disease to an isolated place, abandoned even by God himself. They formed an alliance, made up of the main rulers and best wizards of the time, which was mankind’s last hope. It was decided to build a Wall, an invisible magical barrier beyond which there was neither space nor time, but only perdition and sin.

It was a simple yet solid wall, just over two meters high and long enough to ensure the safety of the village where it all would take place. The Wall was built in a few months, making sure to leave out a space where the missing stone that would be needed to perform the spell would be placed.

It was the night of July 7th, 1322, when an act of courage that cost the lives of many brave warriors took place: both a vampire and a werewolf were captured. They represented the sacrifice that was necessary to establish that barrier. The hatred between them – between these two species – would in fact fuel the spell that would relegate both races beyond the Wall, finally freeing mankind forever.

The vampire they caught was a beautiful girl, apparently young. She was locked in the sanctuary of a church, forced to remain close to the crucifix, one of the few known methods that could weaken a vampire.

The second prisoner was instead a young werewolf, taken by deception and kept in an iron cage yet tied up with silver chains as this metal was the only one that could exhaust and eventually kill those of his race. Many theories stemmed from this observations, the most likely that having silver bound the spell that had created them, it was also the only thing that could destroy them.


She had a beauty not granted to those who were alive. Her jet-black hair hung down on her marble-like skin to her hips and created a dark barrier from the outside world which wanted to condemn her to oblivion. Her eyes, bright, held a terrifying clarity. She stood there and could do nothing but feel helpless – a nagging feeling to endure, and I imagine one she had never felt before. So, with clenched fists, she remained silent until she was so weak that she was unable to react.

She surrendered, and fell to the ground.

I had an intense desire to run and embrace her, as you do with a helpless child. She had cursed me with that face sporting perfect features and those kissable lips, red as the blood that fed them, and the smell... I still remember the scent that came from every slight sigh she made: a mixture of incense and roses, a potent and eternal mix.


He, a young man, slightly tanned, showed his muscles by raging against the prison and ranting against God. But the silver chains were too much, even for his anger. His curly dark brown hair ran down to his neck; his eyes, black and scornful, showed an angry soul, almost impossible to contain. Proudly he showed a scar on his right temple, an irregular cut that went down to his cheek. They had taught him since childhood to hate us and his contempt, of course, was not hidden. Yet it did not matter. After all, the end was close.


By now I did not know what time it was. My job was to watch her, to wait for her, exhausted, to surrender. I never thought I would have been enchanted by her. The girl in the sanctuary had really bewitched me. I had been watching her incessantly for hours – I, protected by a mesh; her, lying on the marble floor of the abbey, breathing heavily. Only at times did she open her eyes and was able to, however briefly, return my gaze.

When the bells rang to warn of the imminent execution it was like waking up from a dream, a terrible but hypnotic one.

I walked slowly towards her, not out of fear that she may attack me, but hoping not to wake her. She let me pick her up like a withered flower that has given up the fight, and with her head and arms hanging back, she let me carry her, too weak to resist.

For the first time since I had started on this long journey, I was afraid I was doing something wrong; I was afraid of hurting her. Her unnatural fragility was a pretext for me to protect her. I did not want strangers touching her perfect body, but at the same time I knew I was asking for too much.

I had never allowed myself to feel such a bond, so why couldn’t I stop looking at her?

Her loose black hair looked silver when struck by moonbeams; her white skin glowed like fire – the creature I had in my arm was not a murderer, but a star. The black silk dress followed her gentle curves perfectly, leaving a sliver of bright skin open to the view.  Embarrassed, I fixed her dress out of shame. The wind was her friend, and with howling gusts it tried to revive her, to make her escape. But it was no use. She seemed to be asleep, or maybe she was really dead. Yet her expression was relaxed, at peace – a peace that must have been be lacking for some time. Was she dreaming? And if so, what could a creature that fed on death dream of?


I reached the place of the sacrifice. A space adjacent to the Wall had been set up, in which two cages had been placed. In one of them, the werewolf was imprisoned, ranting incessantly; the other, still empty, was meant for her. The abbey where I had spent the last few hours watching the vampire was located a few miles away. As I walked, following the two soldiers of the King of England who had come to pick us up, I saw the crowd that stretched up to the edge of the forest, blocking our path. Other soldiers then started to clear our way, allowing us to get to the centre of the circle. On the edge, the crowd of excited people watched for the imminent execution of the ritual.

When we reached the heart of the area and they took her from my arms to put her into the cage whose bars had been blessed with holy water, I felt a sudden surge of anger,  pounding in my chest like a poison spreading in the blood.

I rebelled.

I did not want her to die – I would not allow it or I would be ashamed of existing. I tried with all my might to take her back, to hold her in my arms once more, to smell her scent again, her hair, her lips – all to no avail. Five people held me back. "It is evil that is possessing you; rebel against the devil!" they cried, but how could they ignore what I saw in her? I could not stop them and, while hot tears streamed down my face, the spell began.



  “Along the staircase to hell



  Eternal evil dances and sings the devil’s bell



  But at this time and on this night



  It shall be the end of this old fight…”



I did not want to hear such nonsense; it was stronger than me. But as I tried not to listen, something changed: she was slowly recovering. I could not explain even now the surprise I felt when I saw her beautiful eyes both curious and suspicious, her lips pursed in a grimace of anger, her body still weak yet in a defensive stance.

My gaze kept on falling on her, but unfortunately it was time to realize that she would not reciprocate. Her attention was now for that who had traditionally been the enemy, the werewolf on her left.



  “Along the wake of the brilliant moon



  A sign of death does the rune



  And as God punished them to fall



  We create this sacred Wall…”



With a new feeling, I noticed his presence, but in him there was something different. His eyes were bloodshot but they weren’t those of an enraged werewolf. Like her, he had begun to feel a certain curiosity. I could not believe it – they were attracted to each other. Theirs was a bond against nature, reinforced by the fact that they were the chosen victims of this spell, but only now I understand that the emotions that tormented them were more than legitimate.

My job was done – I had led the vampire in front of the Wall. Yet I felt dissatisfied, and more bound to her by the minute. I should have felt the natural instinct to stay away from her, yet I was fascinated by this wonderful creature, so much that I was almost envious of the young man who was next to her. I wanted to be in the same condition she was in to be able to comfort her.

Then the unthinkable happened. The werewolf, hesitantly at first, turned towards the vampire. "Sooner or later they will pay for everything they are doing. Sooner or later we will take our revenge and then it will be a massacre," he said. He clenched his fists while speaking, and for a few moments I felt fear for this sudden certainty. The vampire did not answer – she just looked at him, then bowed her head and on her face was a smile, cruel and threatening.

Then came the final moment. One priest walked towards the cage of the vampire, the other towards that of the werewolf. Between them, a sorcerer held the missing stone from wall.



  “Along blows the gust of a cold wind



  The silver blade will cut its sin,



  And as the Land is wounded by the flood



  So shall this stone turn as red as blood…”



As these words were spoken, the first priest cut the palm of the boy and red blood fell to the ground. The wizard approached and caught some of it with the stone.



  “Along the path of this new start



  Does the wooden stake go through the heart



  Blue drops turning purple this evil blend,



  Shall this word finally all end.”



The same was done to the vampire; now the stone was in front of her. The priest forced her to make a fist on the blade, allowing a few drops of her blue blood to fall over the red one from the wolf, and the two spots joined in a menacing purple.


The dark blue sky was lit by a pale sliver of moon. The myriads of stars are my witness  when I say that what we saw that magical night will not happen again. It seemed a dream or maybe it was only imagination. My memories are now vague and lost, but the incredible vision that presented itself to me is impossible to forget. After the spell had been cast, the sorcerer put the stone gently in place, and it all began.

The sky began to thunder, a chilly breeze blowing between our bones, making us tremble. And there they were. From every side of the world, from every boundary, from every distant land, like meteors they sped fast in the heavens – a set of blue and red incandescent masses. And they all had a single purpose: to go over the Wall and fall beyond it, on a plain that soon took on the appearance of Hell. The craters where the lights fell soon filled with flames and screams.

The werewolves, enraged, threw themselves against the wall but, as a transparent barrier, it rejected them and threw them meters away. The vampires tried rising in the sky, jumping so high it seemed they were flying, trying to overcome the insurmountable.

The barrier was indestructible.

Only the young werewolf and the beautiful vampire were left. No one knew why, but the spell had spared them. Forced out of their cages, they were surrounded by an army of soldiers. He growled against the ten knights who were approaching sword in hand and whose intent was clear. His eyes shone with an intense spark; he unsheathed his claws and prepared to attack. At first I focused only on him and I did not notice something completely unusual. He was shaking – he was afraid, but not of what they might do to him. He was worried about her. He stood before her protectively, but of course she knew how to protect herself – after all, she was still a vampire. She passed the werewolf and, baring her silvery canines, she pounced on the first human. The fight was hard and bloody. The two creatures were strong – very strong – but not invincible. The number of knights kept increasing and there were too many of them for the girl and the young werewolf, both still weak. They were surrounded, with weapons trained on them and Death by their side. First went an arrow aimed at the girl’s heart; the werewolf, with a feline move, jumped in front of her and was hit in the shoulder. He fell to his knees and the girl slumped to his side, covering his face with her dark hair. A ruthless sword approached to end the forbidden moment but it wasn’t fast enough.

A man, with tears in his eyes, had just hit the knight who had launched the attack. Panting, he then approached the two. With the torch in his hand, he made a fire around him and the creatures. The dry grass blazed fast, scaring both people and horses, and screams rose up from the crowd, distracting the soldiers and giving the monk the possibility to save their lives, helping the vampire to drag the wounded werewolf beyond the Wall. They had no other choice – they could not escape, not when they were so weak and with an entire army after them. They preferred to join their clans, fleeing to that hostile place, certain that, for the moment, it was the only way out. The barrier opened, eager to swallow other two creatures. Crossing the barrier, the vampire turned and, with a smile, thanked the only human she  would ever spare in her eternal life.


And while that smile was shining in the darkness, a blinding light enveloped the wall. I closed my eyes and when I opened them in front of me there was neither Hell nor that sweet and soft gratitude, but just a flat, endless expanse of grass.

Their world had been sealed off for eternity – or so it was believed. 

When the crowd calmed and the flames were gone, the soldiers pushed forward to catch the  traitor but there was nothing around except for darkness and silence.

The monk had fled. I had fled, knowing that I could never go back, yet that I had finally done  the right thing – one that I finally believed right. If this would send me to Hell, then I would go with the hope of meeting her again.


  Jillian Percy Henry Finch
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                - Mya –


The water was freezing. My laboured breath was the only thing that bound me to reality. It resounded in my mind, sharp, loud, setting the time in tolls of life.

My feet, numb from the cold, moved slowly in the water. Each movement of my legs created a gentle wave, perfectly curved, which drifted inexorably until it met the warm skin of my body. I opened my arms, angel-style, and I lay back with my face turned towards the dark clouds that made the morning dark and hostile. Suddenly I felt my feet sink into the depths of the lake. The water began to rise, covering the outside noise with a continuous whisper.  Then it rose again, cutting the air off. I closed my eyes and let the darkness take me down with it. Finally at peace, finally free.

However, if I had learned one thing in my life, it was that nothing lasts for long. I felt a hand grab my arm and drag me over to the lakeshore, to safety. The air began to circulate in my lungs, painful and uncontrollable.

I began to cough.

“Congrats! You should really be proud of yourself. You scared the hell out of me!” Chrissie said, looking at me with reproach.

I tried to reply but my voice refused to come out. I gasped and Chrissie resumed her preaching. "So, will you tell me what you were doing down there or will I have to wait much longer?"

I coughed. "I was practicing scuba diving. And you interrupted, so thank you very much," I said sarcastically.

"I guess you’re not feeling that ill, if you are still in the mood for jokes." Chrissie handed me a towel, which I clutched to my chest.

"I'm fine," I argued with a look of defiance on my face.

"You're not fine, Mya. Since... Well, you know. And I get it! It’s just that I get worried if I see you swimming in a lake and then not coming back to the surface."

I looked at her in silence. She looked back at me and sighed.

"We won the bet," I said, trying to change the subject.

"Yeah, let’s hope it will bring us luck," she replied, looking up to the Scottish sky.Yes, we were crazy. Only we could invent a such a challenge – we had decided that once we’d arrive in St. Jillian, the Scottish town where we were going to spend the next four years of our lives, we would bathe in the waters of the lake. At stake there was a new life, possibly less messy than the one we had just left behind.

Shivering, we dressed quickly and got in the car. I turned the heating up, crouching next to the hot air, slowly regaining the use of my hands.

"Mya,” groaned Chrissie suddenly, “I'm hungry!" She looked at me, repeatedly batting the lashes of her big brown eyes. The morning swim had cost a lot of energy to both.

"All right, let's have breakfast," I said, giving in. Since we had only arrived a few hours ago and we didn’t have a clue of where to go, we followed the advice the guidebook I had bought before leaving.

We were immediately struck by the symbol drawn next to street sign indicating the Rose Pub, depicting a rose twisted around a Celtic cross. The place was described as 'one of the main pubs of St. Jillian, a meeting place for students and the ideal place to spend evenings'. It took only a glance between us – the Rose Pub was going to be our next stop.

"Honestly,” I said, starting the engine, “I’m a bit worried. I’ve never driven on the left before and I’m not sure I’ll make it.” Nervously, I engaged the first gear and drove on the road. 

"Don’t worry,” Chrissie shrugged, “it's just a matter of habit. You’ll see, we’ll manage without any problems. "

"If you say so." Her tone of voice, so calm and sure, reassured me.

The round sign of the pub was sticking out on the road, depicting the same emblem as it did earlier but in colour.

We walked in and sat at the counter, waiting for the server to take our order. In the meantime, I took pen and paper out and started writing down the main places of interest to visit, checking the book about Scotland and its cities.

“Found anything interesting about St. Jillian?” Chrissie asked curiously.

“Yes,” I replied, still scribbling. “It seems there is a St. Jillian’s Wall…”

“A wall?” she asked again, perplexed, “Like Hadrian’s Wall?”

“Mm, not really. This one’s shorter, but taller too. The book says there is a popular folk tale about this Wall.”

“There is,” the waiter interrupted our conversation. “Scotland is rich in legends but I must say that this one is quite an interesting one.”

Chrissie and I looked at him, hoping he’d tell us more.

"Did I get you two intrigued?" he asked.

Chrissie answered in the affirmative and smiled, a little embarrassed. I just nodded.

"If you have some time I can explain what it is about," he said courteously.

"We'd love to!" Chrissie answered for both.

He walked to where we were sitting and began. "This story goes back to many centuries ago, when in our world there were still creatures like vampires and werewolves. The ongoing war between humans and the two supernatural species made the situation even more critical, to the point that men decided to rebel and to confine them both beyond a Wall built for this purpose and to seal them off with a spell. Vital for this operation was the contribution of Jillian, a monk, who helped humans in their difficult mission and who, during it, lost his life. "

"How sad..." said Chrissie suddenly.

"This is the first version,“ he continued. “However, according to others, Jillian was in love with a vampire and he died trying to save her."

I rolled my eyes, being careful not to be discovered. It might have been just a story but it was still absurd. A monk in love with a vampire? Please!

I turned and looked at Chrissie who, almost moved, was speaking to our interlocutor, telling him how interesting and fascinating the story was. I hoped she could perceive my aura of scepticism, but that didn’t happen and I had to put up with three more pathetic sob stories without the slightest logic.


After breakfast I gave Chrissie the car keys. "You drive,” I said. “I can’t; I'm too tired."

She looked at me, smiling excitedly. "I can’t wait!" she exclaimed. Back then, I didn’t know I’d made a big mistake, which would lead to a series of unexpected consequences.


***


- Chrissie – 


I could drive; I was sure of it! The only test that I had ever passed with flying colours was my driving test. From an early age my only wish had been to get out, be my own mistress, be free to travel where and when I wanted without having anyone to account to. It was because of this that I had been looking forward to my 18th birthday; it was because of this that I was sure I knew how to drive.

So why the hell did the car not start?

“What am I doing wrong?” I asked, following my train of thought.

“Well, I think it might have to do with the handbrake, which is still set.” Mya looked at me questioningly. She had a habit of staring that way at me every time I acted stupidly or when I simply didn’t reach a conclusion that she found only too logical... which was at least ten times a day! I looked in the direction of the brake that, as she had pointed out, was still set.

"Oh,” I whispered, “I see.” Mya looked up to the sky while I pushed that stupid contraption down and put the car in motion once more.

The fact that we were in the middle of the highway didn’t help much, but the fact that it was almost empty because of the time did. Thank goodness rush hour was long past! I looked in front of me: sunset was approaching and the sun, as red as fire, loomed in the horizon in warm colours. The first day of my new life was already ending...

Within a few weeks I would start classes at the faculty of Medieval History and I would start them here, in this small Scottish town – yes, in St. Jillian. Who would have thought that in the end I would end up in Scotland?

The car continued to jump, probably because I kept braking. I kept pushing the pedal, constantly, as if I were possessed by a stupid nervous tic.

Yes, I decided. I hated it, and my hatred was pure, undiluted. In fact, I hated both: left-hand driving and the brand new, dark green Beetle. Of course, it wasn’t mine – I wasn’t rich enough to afford it, but Mya was. After all, her father was the business manager of one of the hottest real estate agencies in Italy.

However I didn’t care who the owner of the car was. I still hated that heap of scrap metal: it put a strain on my next-to-inexistent patience, on my indomitable confidence in driving, and especially on my stomach, making me want to throw up at every hop and jump.

I wasn’t keen of this style of driving and Mya too had realized it – she was staring ahead, terrified and clutching the seat cushion so tight that her knuckles had turned white.

"Come on, what's that face? Okay, I might not be a professional chauffeur, but give me a break. After all, remember it’s the first time I drive on the wrong side of the road, and with lopsided directions to boot!"

She still looked pale. "Is this a good moment to remind you that here it is our driving style that is wrong? And that for British people those signs are anything but crooked?"

"Mya, do I have to point out that I am Italian? And that as such I tend to drive on the right side of the road?" And again came the face that was guaranteed to make me feel completely stupid. I went back to staring at the dark asphalt. The sun was now just a memory and the reddish tint of the sky was returning to its usual blue.

A busy intersection loomed ahead. I swallowed loudly. Frantically, I turned my face right and left, looking for a way out.

And there it was. Surrounded by trees, a smaller side street was hidden behind an old-fashioned building. I smiled, admiring my salvation.

"Mya, uhm, is it okay if I take a shortcut?" I asked, inventing the whole thing off the top of my head.

She looked at me suspiciously: "How do you know that street?"

“I saw it this morning on the map. It’s one of the fastest routes to campus.” My smile, all innocence, was probably what aroused her suspicions the most but all she did was raise an eyebrow.

I turned on the small road, taking great care – it was narrower than what I’d thought and I was worried it would lead to a dead end. After all, driving back in reverse was not something I wanted to try. Luckily, shortly after I started seeing the end of it, and I smiled when I saw a sign directing towards campus.

“See? What did I tell you? You never believe me!” I teased her. If only she could read my mind, she’d be amazed at my sheer luck.

"Congratulations! I must admit, I thought you'd made it up to avoid the intersection."

I swallowed again. "Well, even if that were the case I would still have been able to find our way. Don’t you know that I have a built-in compass?"

She looked at me, frowning: "No, not really. Weren’t you the one who got lost at the airport?” she smiled, amused.

"Jeez! Always talking history! I was just distracted, that’s all."

"Ah yes, history. Sure, it’s been thirteen hours already." This time she laughed out loud and I couldn’t help but join in. It was nice to see her smile every now and then. I hadn’t been able to fully understand her pain back then but I saw it and suffered for her just the same.

"But the fact is,” I continued, “that all roads lead to Rome, so..."

"So it is fortunate that we are driving away from the Italian capital!" She began to laugh again.

I turned to stare at her with my mouth open and ready to argue but I couldn’t think of anything suitable. "It was just a figure of speech, anyway," I muttered sullenly. Strangely, she didn’t answer. I looked at her – her eyes were wide with terror. And this time it was not because of my reckless driving.

"Chrissie!" she shouted, and before I knew it my feet had already slammed the brakes.

It was at that moment that I saw him. It was at that moment that my life took a turn at a crossroads that hadn’t been there before. It was at that moment that everything changed. 

I was shaking, staring through the windshield. I was breathing hard and I could hear the same irregular rhythm by my side. The sudden stop had jerked the seatbelt across my shoulder, burning into my skin. I wanted to scream, to call for help, but I couldn’t even undo the seatbelt. My eyes were staring into his – a boy was leaning against the hood of the car. I couldn’t tell if he was all right. At the sight of him I had braked suddenly – I just hoped I hadn’t seen him too late.

The headlights illuminated this strange boy, his pale skin in contrast with deep black eyes which were staring at me intensely. His hair, equally dark, was wet on the front and only then did I realize that the weather had changed and drizzle was falling from a pitch dark sky.

"Oh. My. God!" I breathed, tense, trying to undo the seatbelt and failing. I decided to tear my gaze from him, trying to convince myself that his life didn’t depend on that tenuous contact between us and that, if I turned, he wouldn’t die.

"Chrissie!” Mya exclaimed. “He's gone."

Automatically, I raised my head. It was true – he was gone. Slowly, I got out of the car and I looked around. The darkness made looking for him impossible. My breathing was not yet back to normal. I shivered and I didn’t understand if it was because of the cold or because of fear.

"Chrissie." 

I turned to look at Mya. She had taken my place at the driver’s seat signalled for me to get back in the car. Right. I had to go. So why then did my legs remain stuck? Mya got out and rushed to my side with a jacket and an umbrella.

"Chrissie, it's fine. Don’t worry – he didn’t die, you didn’t kill him." I looked at her. Could she really read my mind? She walked me to the door and helped me to get into the car. I wrapped myself in the jacket and shivered. Mya turned the heater on, and turned the key in the ignition.

A drop ran down my cheek. I shivered again and no, it wasn’t for the cold.


***


- Katherine –


5.50 p.m. Airport. 


Time was going fast under my blank look. The hand showing minutes was advancing inexorably in the clock towards its next goal, its next destination... I wondered if it knew how many people died in the span of one second. I closed my eyes, determined to forget about it. It was almost over – my struggle was almost over. This is why I was there, that was why I was waiting for her.

The lithium pendant dangling from the necklace hadn’t shined for a long time – too long – and that could only mean one thing: trouble. I could feel it – like ice freezing blood, like you can feel death coming. Trouble. They were plotting something, they had a plan, and I was sure I was the target.

Goals, death... I wondered why these two things always had to be connected. As soon as you allowed yourself to dream, death would come and the goal you had imagined vanished into the void of your pain.

Goals – did I still have one? Would I ever be able to reach a goal? After fifteen years of death, the idea of starting to live again was absurd, almost as much as resurrection. No, I didn't believe. I didn’t believe in anything that wasn’t called ‘present’, the only security, the only truth. The rest was nothing. Christ, peace, love – bullshit that someone had invented to embellish life. When, like me, you were always just a step away from turning into ashes all that counted for nothing.

I looked at the arrivals’ board and then again at my watch. The plane had landed ten minutes ago, but there was no trace of her – even that was not a good sign. Maybe something had happened. Maybe...

No, I shouldn’t think like that. She was ok, she had to be ok. My torture had to end, and one way or another it was going to. After all, what is death? Only the end of a journey, a journey that had made me hate the world. Yes – for peace, I would do anything.

“The girl has not yet been identified by police... Saved by a breath, she is now in the hospital... She seems to have been the victim of an animal attack...”

I raised my head suddenly, focusing on a woman who’d had plastic surgery done from the top of her head to the tip of her toes who was speaking on TV, a smile plastered on her face. “We still don’t know if the coma is reversible. The alley in which she was found by a Cleaning and Waste Collection employee shows signs of a struggle. Perhaps the girl was heading to Heathrow Airport in London, located nearby, when she was  attacked, probably a stray dog...”

My heart began to beat crazily in my chest; heavy breathing reflected the shock in my eyes. Unless I was wrong, what had attacked her was anything but a dog, even if calling it a stray gave a good idea of a werewolf. This changed things – werewolves in Britain? This changed everything.

I grabbed my phone and scrolled the last calls. I reached the letter 'W' and pressed the green button. Tuu Tuu – the phone rang quietly. Come on, West, pick up!

Anxiously, I switched the call off and, without thinking – trying not to think – ran to the exit. The sun was shining high in the sky of St. Jillian, while the necklace clasped in my hands glowed a fiery red. It was time: War!


***


- William – 


“Seriously?!”

Snorting, I got off the motorbike and I found myself in front of St. Jillian’s college. It was not possible – of all the people who could run over me, did it really have to be two teenagers? Just great.

So now, not only did I have to spend God knows how long listening to useless people making silly small talk, but this chatter would deal mostly with interesting topics such as nail polish and hair styling. Fuck!

At home for just a few hours and already I regretted it! Why the hell had I done it? I snorted again before approaching the entrance. Slowly pushing the creaking iron gate, I found myself in a cloister. In the middle, a fountain sprayed crystal clear water, while trees in disturbing shapes stood out on the square and dark red roses grew unruly stretching across the left side of the college’s facade.

I sat listlessly on the fountain’s stone edge and, snorting for the third time, I tried to concentrate on the voices coming from inside the building. I had to find her. I had to be  certain that my mistake – my stupid distraction – had gone unnoticed.

Usually identifying the exact tone of voice would be damn easy, even in a student house with three hundred rooms like this one, but that day I wasn’t too fit, so to speak. And that not to mention that the lithium was beginning to have effect and within half an hour my hearing would be more or less like that of any foolish mortal.

Damn! The day had started off very badly and it was likely to end much worse. I squeezed my eyes and clenched my jaw as if that would help my brain. All to no avail! Where the hell was she? I tried again, remembering the exact tone of voice, that perfect scholastic emphasis that could only belong to a foreigner... Nothing! Damn!

Getting up suddenly, I kicked an empty bottle at my feet. I had no time to waste! He would find me! He always found me. Snorting yet again, I sat down. Some boys downstairs were listening to a song by Linkin Park, drinking alcohol – tequila by the smell of it. A little farther on a girl was arguing on the phone: "No, Matt, I’m telling you that I didn’t touch your damn computer!" I smiled. Judging by the speed of her heartbeat she was definitely lying. "Nah, I was thinking more about Caroline," said a guy on the first floor. "Who, Caroline the slut?" asked another. "Yes, well, at least she’s not ugly." I shook my head, trying not to listen. Small talk among twenty-year-olds – was there anything more boring? I smiled. Technically, I was twenty as well. Yes, twenty plus about five hundred and eighty, give or take a month.

In the distance, the bell tower of St. Jillian struck nine. Fuck! I couldn’t wait any longer; I had to go. I had another person to see before leaving the city. The first train to Edinburgh was at six in the morning, and from there I could decide whether to return to London or take a plane to a distant location, perhaps by the sea. Actually, Italy sounded like a good idea – after all, it was a while I hadn’t been there.

In fact, it didn’t matter where I would be tomorrow night. What mattered was that I would be far away from St. Jillian. The town hadn’t been my home for a long time; it had long since lost any interest it held for me. There was nothing, or rather no one, who would ask me to stay.

A big knot gripped my throat and I swallowed. It was already fifteen years... How many more would have to go by before the pain vanished? Fifteen years were nothing to me, fifteen years were like six months – can you forget the death of the people you loved most in the world in six months?

Clearly not.

I got up again and slowly turned my head, feeling my body creak. Enough! It was late. It was time. Probably those two girls were asleep anyway, and in this case it was obvious – one hundred percent obvious – that they hadn’t noticed a shit about anything. Relief on the one hand, a complete waste of time on the other.

I snorted again; I was really sick of it all. Slowly I began to walk towards the exit of the dark cloister.

"Chrissie, what are you doing?"

I stopped with my foot still in the air, about to take another step. I turned my head slowly towards the third floor. The voice. That voice! I tried to concentrate on that sound, blocking everyone else out.

Looking back, I still couldn’t understand how it could have happened, how I couldn’t have noticed her or how she couldn’t have noticed me. The fact is that I hadn’t been able to stop the urge to block the windshield before the car hit me. I shouldn’t have done it – I really shouldn’t have done it – but how to prevent something like that? Besides, if I hadn’t used my strength to stop the car in time, I would have had to explain a resurrection. I could just imagine that. “Oh, sorry if I scared you. Don’t worry, I'm fine despite being hit head on by a car and having every bone in my body smashed. I’ll be just like new in just a few minutes. Anyone want a whiskey?”

Imagine that! I had done the right thing. Now I just had to make sure that they hadn’t noticed. The girl who was driving, to be honest, looked a little absent-minded. Really, how the hell could she not have noticed a man in the middle of the street? It hadn’t even been very dark! Yes, she wasn’t the problem. The problem was the other girl – the passenger. She worried me: she had a bright and attentive look, so confident, so calm. She had managed to take the situation in hand in just a few minutes, dragging the other girl into the car and driving back to campus with no problem. A normal girl would surely have fainted, like the other one, that Chrissie.

It was all her fault, in fact – of the absent-minded, doe-eyed girl. Those eyes... those eyes that had gazed into mine for heaven knows how long, those eyes so deep I had felt I was getting lost, so beautiful ...

No! No! No! What? NO!!!

“William, lithium is really going to your head! The eyes of ‘Miss I’ll run over who I please’ beautiful? You must have hit your head hard as a child!” No! I couldn’t think that the idiot who'd run over me was cute. No! She was the opposite of cute, she was... she was... oh! Who cares about that airhead! Concentrate on that damn voice!

"Chrissie? Where... where are you going?"

A window opened and a girl with long dark hair and big eyes came out on the balcony.

"Nowhere, Mya, I just need some air!"

"Chrissie,” Mya said, walking out on the balcony herself, “He’s fine. You know that, right? Otherwise he wouldn’t have been able to leave."

Were they talking about me?

"No, Mya, he wasn’t ok! You... you didn’t see him, you didn’t look right into his eyes as you ran over him. He was so... so sad. "

Sad? Me?? What the fuck was this bitch after? Mind your own business, my dear. I'm not sad, I wasn’t... Was I? Ahhhhhh! Perfect! I looked up to the sky. Bravo, Chrissie! All I needed to top of this shitty day was existential musings.

"Chrissie, that guy is ok. Sad or not, he is physically well."

"If you say so..."

"Yeah, I say you. And you know I'm always right."

Chrissie didn’t answer.

"Now, come back inside. It’s starting to get cold."

“I’m coming," the girl with the big eyes replied. But she didn’t.

What was she doing?

Nothing.

And what was I doing? I had certainly no time to lose. It was clear by now that neither of them had seen anything. So naive! Ah, humans and their stupid minds! They were all so blind to what they decided to ignore. Maybe I envied them a little – they could choose not to see, not to look. They had a choice, one that I had never been given and from which I had always been precluded.

Without a sound, I turned towards the exit and walked right on, but again something caught my attention. No conversation, no sound in particular, just... A smell, her smell. I turned my head and looked for her. Was it really her scent? It was so delicious, so alive and real, so... normal. I shook my head. What the fuck was I doing? It was just a scent. They were only eyes. She was just a simple girl, a normal girl that I had to immediately stop thinking about.

And yet, I had this strange desire, this impulse to call her and talk to her, to tell her “Hey, Chrissie, I'm fine. I'm here and I'm fine.” I closed my eyes and clenched my teeth to keep my mouth shut. I couldn’t. I shouldn’t. In truth, I should not want to.

"Chrissie?” Mya called her from the room. “Your father is calling on Skype."

"I’m coming." 

As she was talking, she turned and walked towards the entrance. Just a few seconds and she would reach the door. She would go in. She would close the doors. I would never see her again.

Without realizing it, without thinking, I took pebbles from the ground and threw them against the wall of the college. Chrissie suddenly turned. She looked at me. Chrissie looked into my eyes and it was like that first time on the road, it was as if she had never stopped looking. I continued to stare at her. I knew it was wrong, I knew it was illogical, irrational, unnatural, but I couldn’t do otherwise. I couldn’t look away and break that kind of contact that made me feel so damn alive. I couldn’t turn away out of fear of losing this tie, and with it myself.


“Last call for train number...”


  I went down the steps and reached the platform of St. Jillian’s train station with a jump. It was five in the afternoon and the sun was still strong, illuminating the city with a warm orange and friendly glow. Home, finally. I had been away for so many years that I hesitated before walking out. Who knows if it was still the same, who knows what had changed in the last fifteen years that I had been away.



  A crisp wind welcomed me and that smell, so inexplicably familiar and that only Scottish air had, made me smile. Home. I didn’t have a lot of luggage: only a backpack and a skateboard. I was not going to stop for long – it was too dangerous to stay. He would find me, he always found me.



  I put one foot on the skateboard while I propelled myself forward with the other. The breeze whipping my hair was a relief, the sun on my face a blessing.



  I was back for one reason only: to check that she was all right. It was my job, it had been my job for over fifteen years. After so much time I had developed an innate sense of protection for that child who was a child no longer.



  It was going to happen today. Today, her life would change and suddenly my protection would no longer be necessary but until then, I had to make sure she was all right, and that he didn’t find her before the transfer.



  I would have preferred a different life for her. It was not my right to ask for such a thing but when for fifteen years you make sure that a person is alive, fully alive, it isn’t easy to resign yourself to the fact that her Fate is different, and that it is to fight forever, and to kill you.



  I reached the college of St. Jillian in minutes and from there I turned left towards the dead end. A short walk from the old library and there was my house. The Victorian-style building was two stories high, gray outside like all the other houses in the city, but still not  gloomy. My apartment was on the top floor and, even though there was an elevator, I decided to climb the stairs step by step, and enjoy the fact that I was finally back.



  I put the key in the lock and the door opened. I breathed once before realizing it. I gritted my teeth and my muscles tensed to maximum alert as I entered the hallway.



  It wasn’t possible! How had he found me? I had been so careful, all these years I had left his spies behind, sometimes killing them, and yet in one way or another he had found me. He always found me.



  I shouldn’t have come back! I knew it, damn it, I knew it! I had tried to disappear until he would get tired of chasing me, tired of this stupid war. But the truth was that he would never, ever get tired. The war would never end.



  "Hello, William."



  "What are you doing here?" I replied coldly.



  "How rude... Do you think that’s the best way to greet me?" he smiled, pettily.



  "After everything you've done, the only way to greet you would be a stake to the heart."



  "Ouch!” He looked at me, frowning. “You wound me."



  "I’ll ask you one last time: what do you want from me?"



  "From you? Personally, nothing. Let's say I'm looking for something: an old family heirloom, so to speak. But this has nothing to do with you – at least, not yet. No, I’d say that I'm here because I missed you and, as your only family, I wanted to give a worthy welcome home. Not that you deserve it, of course – you don’t write, you don’t call, you don’t get in touch… So rude! Well, let’s look to the bright side. I’m sure that after tonight you'll be looking for me."



  My eyes widened suddenly. "What... what did you do?" I asked scared.



  "Well, you know,” he answered vaguely, “The usual things: killing people, drinking the blood of innocents, and sex, sex... Have I mentioned sex yet?"



  "What did you do to her?" I asked again.



  "To her? You have to be more specific, my dear... To whom?"



  "Lucy, what did you do to Lucy?"



  He began to laugh out loud, standing up from the armchair he had been sitting on. Languidly, turning his back, he went to the mirror in the hall and began to admire himself.



  "Do you like my new shirt? Dolce & Gabbana, if I'm not mistaken... They’d run out of the black Armani." And he began to fold down his collar.



  "What. Did. You. Do. To. Her?" I growled for the umpteenth time.



  "I did nothing! It upsets me to think that you can really believe that I would take the trouble to do something to her. She was never a threat and she certainly won’t be one now."



  "WHAT HAVE YOU DONE?" I yelled, slamming my fist against the wall.



  He turned slowly, raising an eyebrow in surprise. "You should stop being melodramatic – it doesn’t work with me, you know. Your mother always did that and I learned to resist a long time before you were born." 



  As fast as lightning, he reached towards me and squeezed the fingers of his right hand around my neck. Choking me, he lifted me off the ground floor. I tried in every way to break away from him, but it was too much – he was too strong. 



  "You should also know,” he whispered, “That I don’t like pushy people. You'll know what I want you to know and only when I decide. Are we clear? ARE WE CLEAR?" 



  And with a supernatural strength he slammed my head twice against the wall. The pain was unbearable, and after a while I felt my hair become moist. Blood began to drip slowly from my head and onto my neck, soaking my shirt.



  He smiled, then he put his mouth to my ear. "You chose the wrong side. You're like your mother and you'll end up just like her,” he whispered. He let go and I fell to the ground, coughing for air. 



  “Goodbye, William. I’m sure we’ll meet again very soon."



  I raised my aching head, feeling with my hand the point where I had fractured my skull. There – healed.



  I turned towards the open door. He was gone. I rose from the ground and with great difficulty I reached into my backpack. Inside I found what I needed. I picked up the thermos and, unscrewing the cap quickly, drank the liquid in one gulp. As soon as the blood came in contact with my body, I felt the adrenaline rushing in a circle. The wound disappeared in seconds and the pain vanished as if it had never been there.



  I had to leave, immediately. I’d been wrong to come back, wrong to think I could  escape him. I left the house with my muscles still a little sore. I had to run to Katherine, I had to know what had happened to her, I had to be sure she was all right. I closed the door of the building slowly, looking once again at the Victorian house that was my home. The gray looked so gloomy now...



  There was no time to lose. I began running down the alley that led to the road to  college. I would just look in on her, a quick check and then... then I would leave. Gone for good this time. St. Jillian was no longer my home and never would be again. I just had to be sure she was alive, just that she... she...



  Two blinding headlights. A deafening sound of brakes squealing. I turned automatically. My hands against the windshield blocked the advance of the green Beetle.



  Her eyes. Her eyes. Her eyes.



Chrissie was staring at me in surprise. Had she recognized me? Why didn’t she say  anything? Why didn’t she turn away from me? Why didn’t I turn away?

I opened my mouth like an idiot, but I said nothing. Then I closed it and swallowed loudly. Chrissie smiled. I took a deep breath and forced myself to close my eyes. What the fuck was I doing? I had to leave. I had no time. I had to run to Katherine, run to her before the effect of lithium vanished, and then leave. I had to. I couldn’t live here, not with him always torturing me. No, I really couldn’t.

"Are you OK?"

I looked up automatically to meet her eyes again. Was I okay?

I said nothing.

"Hey?” she tried again. “Why don’t you answer me?"

Why didn’t I answer? Did I have to answer? What? NO! William, no! I opened my mouth again, but like before I said nothing. Ah, Chrissie... If only you knew everything, if only I could really answer you and tell you that no, I'm not okay. But I can’t. I can’t. From the third floor balcony which I was now facing, Chrissie cocked her head to the side, smiling. 

“William, go away. Please go away!” my alter ego begged, but I was frozen, mesmerized by those eyes. I couldn’t leave.

"Do you want to come up?” she asked again. “I'll offer you coffee, or tea if you prefer."

I smiled. "I," I whispered. I – what? I, nothing.

"Chrissie?” Mya called from the room. “Where have you gone? Your father is still online." Chrissie turned just a moment to answer, but it was enough. As soon as her eyes were no longer on me, I regained my mental abilities which had gone to hell earlier and ran away, away from her and her magnetic eyes.

When she turned back to look for me, I was already beyond her view, on the bike that I had stolen from the neighbour to follow them, ready to go, ready to say goodbye.


***


- Dorian – 


"Damn!" I slammed the door behind me. I stopped and breathed, then I whirled around and kicked the door. Finally I leaned against it, hands still clenched.

It was a lifetime I had spent preparing for this day and I had failed. I had failed. A lifetime of sacrifice and deprivation, all sent to hell. And all because of those damned beasts...

I looked up and met my reflection in the hall mirror. I was used to bruises and wounds, but the scars that would take shape on my cheek – no, that wouldn’t be easy to accept.



  It was an important day, one I'd been waiting for years. What I had been spending strength and energy for would at last be mine. And I was terribly late. Or rather, I was screwed because West would want my ass for this. Already I could hear his shouts of reproach. "You are irresponsible! Something this important and you still act like a moron!" 



  He’d be right. How the hell could I have gotten drunk as if there were no tomorrow on the day before, when something so decisive for my 'profession' was at stake? Quickly, I slipped on a random T-shirt piled among the clothes that I’d already used that week, a pair of faded jeans, and my leather jacket, and headed to the bathroom. Intent on taming my unruly hair, I stopped to admire my face with the usual dose of narcissism: I was as good-looking as ever! 



  Black hair sticking up, thick black eyebrows, blue-green eyes, thin lips, and perfect white teeth. I had let a light beard grow – I thought women liked it, and indeed since then I had been able to pick even more up. Just a splash of deodorant and I would rush out of the house. Not sure if it took longer to remember where I’d parked the car the night before in the grip of alcohol or to get the engine of that pile of scraps started, I cursed. Why the hell couldn’t my grandfather have been a billionaire? He would’ve left me a fast BMW in his will  instead of this old junkyard scrap, registered back in the Stone age. As effective as it was, I heavily pressed my foot on the gas pedal, but after only a few hundred meters a red light forced me to stop. I couldn’t afford another fine; it would be the third one this week. 



  Calmly – a relative calm – I waited for the green light to go on. Obviously this happened after an eternity. As soon as I saw the red light go off, I started the clutch pedal and the gear, ready to go. But the car in front of me was clearly not on my wavelength and I had to wait longer. In short, between traffic lights and idiotic people, I got to West’s house late enough to risk him killing me. I parked in the usual place and ran to the front door of his building. I rang the doorbell once. No reply. Twice. No reply. Three times. His door clicked open.



  This wasn’t a good sign.



  I rushed up the stairs in seconds and got to his floor out of breath. I didn’t even have time to ring the bell that the door opened. West welcomed me, pale-faced, such tension around him that he almost pinged.



  "Great day, huh?" I asked, breaking the aura of nervousness that was around us.



  West stared at me, shocked. I knew I wasn’t going to forget in a hurry the look of reproach that met my words. At that moment I thought that my apparent calm had really upset him, but then reproach was soon replaced by an obvious irritation for my huge delay.



  "Do you realize what will happen today?" he asked sternly.



  "Of course,” I answered without thinking. “Today I'll become the new 'Leader' or 'Master' or 'His Supreme Excellency’!”



  West snorted and with just one look I understood that I was being rebuked for my continuous lightness. West, my mentor. We had known each other for a long time. He had welcomed me into his house like a brother and I knew how much all this made him suffer. He had lived with the only goal of killing werewolves for fifteen years and passing the power over to me would be like being deprived of an important part of himself. Luckily, he had Samantha, his girlfriend. In a few months they would finally get married and he could begin a 'normal' life, as possible as this could be.



  As West had explained at the beginning of my preparation, this transfer of powers was necessary. Lithium, of which the Slayers’ amulets were made, required a certain daily amount of energy from the Slayer himself, which was then restored, enhanced, in times of need  such as in combat. But because of this, the Slayer weakened over time, having less and less strength. That was why I had been trained to become the new Werewolf Slayer. Known as werewolves since ancient times, these creatures had evolved over time and were now able to transform at will, even if they could use their powers at their maximum only at full moon.  This was obviously the definition that West had given me. To me, they were and always would be only damned beasts.



  "Come." West’s voice startled me, and I rushed to him.



  "Sit down,” he ordered. “The time has come."



  I obeyed and held out my hand, remembering the many times West had instructed me. My teacher made a small cut on my left index finger and let a drop of blood fall on the  lithium amulet at his neck. Then he uttered a few words in a language that was unknown to me. The pendant suddenly glowed a deep red before turning as clear as ever. West gave it to me carefully, and helped me put it around my neck.



  Done.



  It was strange to realize it – from this moment on, I'd be the new Slayer.



  It took a while for West to speak. "You'll notice a change in your powers, especially in your strength, but you will still need to train to improve your technique."



  "I know, West,” I said, looking straight into his eyes, “You’ve told me so many times."



  "Right." The look in West’s eyes expressed more than he was able to say – loss,  weakness, surrender but also lightness and freedom. The instant I realized that he was finally relieved of any responsibility towards the whole of humanity and that, instead, I had just been invested of it, the doorbell rang.



  "I'll take it,” West said. “Perhaps it’s Samantha; she might have forgotten something."



  "Okay, just don’t make out, though. I have other things to ask you and I’d rather not  go home so late... " I said, teasing.



  "Who are you?" I heard West say, restless. I got up and went to the door. There were two men there, one short and dark, the other tall, thin, and dark blond.



  "We are... Well, we are the ones who’ll kill you, dear ex-Slayer!" the short one replied before pouncing on West. The other one came towards me, turning so fast that his clothes tore to shreds. He roared, and hit me first in the face, then in the stomach. I tried to scream West’s name, but I was in trouble just as much as he was.



  "Dorian, run! Shit, Dorian, run!!" West was trying to save my life as usual, although he no longer had powers. He couldn’t do it alone; it was my turn to take the situation in hand.



  I got up – my wounds were not so bad. I ran to get the dagger I usually trained with and which I had left in the living room, inside my leather jacket. The werewolf followed me at an incredible speed.



  "Stay away!" I yelled at him. He rushed to hit me and I stuck the dagger in his right eye. He fell and began to writhe on the floor but I was already running to West’s side.



  "West! West! Where are you?" I ran in the hall.



  He was still there, lying on the floor. A pool of blood was slowly widening, turning to red the white carpet that I noticed so many times upon entering the house.



  "No! West! No, no, no! You can’t do this to me! West! Think of Samantha!" I shouted with all the breath I had, but he didn’t answer. No. He couldn’t leave me like that! Not so soon. Not after having passed on to me the curse that went with the power. And yet...



  I called him again and again but West wouldn’t answer. He would never answer me again.



  West was dead, because of me. I hadn’t saved him. I had failed. Instinctively, I looked for the killer but the apartment was empty and the door was wide open.



  I returned to the werewolf I had left agonizing in the living room, raging on him even more than necessary.



  Looking back, I should have killed him slowly, pulling information out of him, but at that moment my mind was clouded and I just wanted to stop thinking. When even that was done, I was left with nothing to do but go back to West, sit beside him and wait for nightfall. I would never leave him alone again.



  Samantha was the one who found us, still in the hall. She convinced me to go home. She told me that I was in shock, that I had to sleep. She comforted me, but she was crying.



A ray of sunlight filtered through the slits in the shutters. I opened my eyes. No, it was actually moonlight. The alarm clock ticked three in the morning.

My throat was dry. I took the glass on the bedside table, went to the bathroom and filled it with running water. I looked in the mirror again and traced the scar on my cheek with my finger.
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                - Mya –


<Tuu… Tuu… You’ve reached the voice mail service. Please leave a message. Biip.>

“Hi dad, it’s Mya. I just wanted to tell you I arrived this morning and I’m now at school. Call me when you can.”

Knowing my father, he’d probably call me at the weekend, once he remembered he had a family and that his daughter had moved to Scotland. But those were details.

I pressed the red button on my phone, waiting a few seconds before putting it away. When all was said and done, I still clung to hope. Perhaps Dad had been in the shower and hadn’t got to the phone in time. Maybe he’d would call me back in a minute. Of course, it didn’t happen.

"You okay?" Chrissie, sitting on her bed, had finished speaking with her father.

"Yes, you? You're all red… Thank God you went out on the balcony to breathe in some fresh air – you look worse than when you went out."

"Don’t be silly," Chrissie gave me a quick smile but her gaze was still absent.

I felt selfish but I didn’t feel like digging any deeper; I was tired and wanted nothing more than to get a good night's sleep. I lay on my bed and turned the lamp on the bedside table off. "Goodnight."

"Such a good friend, you are! First you ask me if something’s wrong and then you go to sleep?"

"I'm tired. And we have to wake up early tomorrow so leave me alone. 'Night."

Chrissie replied with a moan, mumbled an ‘okay’ together with something I didn’t understand and finally gave up. "Goodnight Mya."

 



  Snow. An endless expanse of snow, and our hut. Everything was perfect back then.



  I was happy to spend a week up in the mountains with him, just the two of us. He’d promised to teach me to ski, so the week before the trip we’d gone shopping – suits, goggles, gloves, boots, skis, sticks. We’d got everything we might need, and my father certainly hadn’t cared how much we spent.



  The thing that had cost him the most was allowing me to spend a week away with my boyfriend. When I’d asked for his permission, he had paled at the thought, but then, as always, he’d given me that too.



  It was the price he paid for not being there for my 17th birthday, nor for the 16th, or the 15th. But I didn’t think about his absence with pain; at the time the most important person to me was Davide. I would have given anything for him.



  "Ready for your first day of skiing, love? You'll like it, you just wait and see." Davide was in front of me, handsome and radiant even when there were ten degrees below zero outside. Blue suit, matching gloves, striped cap, and skis in hand – he looked great in anything.



  "Okay, I can do it!" I tried to smile confidently, but the result wasn’t very reassuring. Davide looked at me amused.



  "Nervous, are we?” He understood me too well. "So, let’s start with the basic stuff: how to put on boots and skis..."




  Day One, fall n. 27.



  "Ouch! Enough! I give up! Clearly this sport is not for me… I’ll deal with it,” I said sullenly.



  "Come on! Look, the first time on the track is the same for everyone. You just have to try harder and follow my instructions carefully." As always, Davide was very calm. In his place I would have sent the klutz to hell a long time ago.



  "But I can’t do it! I have no balance, I can’t slow down..." I said resignedly.
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