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Content Warning


A NOTE FOR SENSITIVE READERS
This book is intended for mature readers. It contains content which might be upsetting to some. 
Content warnings are listed on the following page. If you don't want any spoilers, skip past it. 
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Content Warning List


This story features the following (Spoilers ahead): 
Explicit Sexual Content, Murder, Graphic Violence, Graphic Blood Depictions, Physical Harm Inflicted Upon The Main Character
Vomiting, References To Terminal Illness (In The Past, No Main Characters), References to Suicide (In The Past, No Main Characters)
Cliffhanger




Chapter 1


I watched my last customers leave and sighed with relief. It had been a long day, and my feet were killing me. I walked over to clear their table and saw that they didn’t leave a tip.  
“Fuckers,” I muttered, shooting a glare at them through the window. I stacked the dirty dishes on my tray and headed back to the kitchen. 
“I’m all done Greg,” I called as I set the dishes by the sink. 
“Okay hun,” he called back, without looking up from the grill. “See you Friday.”
I yanked off my apron and shoved it in my backpack, then I pushed open the back door and stepped out into the small employees-only parking lot behind the building. I looked up at the sky and allowed myself a moment of self-pity before I started walking home. 
It was just over a mile to my apartment, and the neighborhood got worse with every block. I said hi to the kids sitting on the steps in front of my building and walked in through the so-called security door that would never shut all the way. 
I trudged up the four flights of stairs, skirting past the homeless guy sleeping on the second floor landing, and finally arrived at my door only to see pink paper taped to it. I yanked it down and crumpled it in my hand, not bothering to read it. I knew what it said. I was only two days late on my rent, but my landlord didn’t mess around. I went inside and closed the door, dropping my backpack and the crumpled paper on the floor. 
“Shit,” I said aloud, leaning back against the door. “Shit.” My phone rang, and I bent down and pulled it out of my backpack, groaning when I saw it was my sister. Of course it was my sister. Who else would it be? 
“Hi,” I said, knowing that she would just continue to call if I didn't answer. 
“Hey Sarah,” she said in a tone that I recognized all too well. “I’m just calling to make sure you are still coming on Saturday.” 
“Yes, I’m still coming.” Only because I couldn’t think of another excuse to put her off. 
“Because you said that last time.”
“I’m coming, Allie.” For a moment there was nothing but silence on the other end of the line. 
“I know this isn’t easy for you-” Allie started. 
“I said I’m coming,” I said, cutting her off. “Look, I have to go. I’m playing tonight.” More silence on the other end. 
“Okay,” she finally said. “I’ll see you Saturday.” 
I hung up without saying goodbye. I hated that our relationship had become so strained, but I didn’t know how to change things. 
I went into the kitchen, which was really just a small corner of my studio apartment, and made myself a peanut butter and jelly sandwich. I looked around my apartment as I ate. 
There were two windows on the left wall, and the kitchen and a door leading to the bathroom on the right. My bed and a small, worn dresser were the only pieces of furniture. My bedside table was a cardboard box full of books with a lamp sitting on top. There wasn’t room for much else, which was fine, because I couldn’t afford any more furniture. 
I changed my clothes, trading my waitress uniform for a red, knee-length sundress with short flutter sleeves. I went into the bathroom to put on some lip gloss and fix my hair. I took my ponytail out and arranged my hair so that it was half up, half falling down my back, then I stepped back and studied myself in the mirror. 
My long straight hair was an in-between shade. Not quite blonde, not quite brown. I had hazel eyes, but they looked ordinary brown to me most days. Mom used to tell me there were green sparkles in them, but I never noticed them anymore. I stared at my reflection and thought that my one, small, exceptional feature was my eyelashes, which were so dark and thick that I never had to wear mascara. Not that anyone would be getting close enough to see my eyelashes. I shook my head at my reflection, flicked off the light, and walked out of the bathroom. 
I knew I'd be cold in this dress when the sun went down, but I always got more tips when I dressed like this. I rolled up my jacket and stuffed it into my backpack before slipping my arms through the straps. Then I grabbed my violin case and headed out the door. 
[image: image-placeholder]It was three blocks to the small park I performed in. It sat at the edge of a busy intersection in the heart of the entertainment district. Restaurants and bars lined the opposite side of the street. Crowds of people milled about, waiting for the night to begin. There was a large fountain at the edge of the park, where people always stopped to take photos. That's where I stood, almost every night, with my violin case open at my feet. 
I hurried to my spot, knowing that if I arrived too late, another performer would already be there. It was prime real estate, after all. I took my violin out and left the case laying open on the ground in front of me. I took a five-dollar bill out of my backpack and tossed it into the case, then I started to play. 
I played for three hours, smiling at people who left a tip. The crowd got rowdier as the night progressed, and it was almost ten when a group of drunk guys stopped to harass me a bit before stumbling on to their next stop. It was definitely time to pack it in. 
I took my coat out of my backpack and slipped it on, feeling to make sure my mace was still in the pocket. Then I scooped the money out of my violin case and shoved it into my backpack. I put my right hand in my pocket and lightly grasped my mace. With my mace in one hand and violin case in the other, I began walking home.  
Later, I sat on my bed and counted my money. $56. Not great, but better than nothing. At least I’d be able to buy groceries tomorrow. I couldn’t eat another peanut butter and jelly sandwich.




Chapter 2


The next morning I jerked awake to a pounding on my door.  
“Sarah!” It was Mike. “I know you're in there! You’re three days late!” 
I sat up in bed, careful not to make a sound. Mike pounded again before stomping down the hall to bang on someone else's door. I climbed out of bed and went over to open the curtains. I squinted as sunlight came pouring in and looked down at the street, noting how busy it was. I must have slept late. I padded over to the kitchen counter and made a cup of coffee as quietly as possible, just in case Mike was still lurking in the hallway. 
I went back to bed to drink my coffee, since it was the only place to sit in my apartment, and thought about what I had to do that day. I wasn’t working at the restaurant, but I had to go to the laundromat and the grocery store. Hopefully, I'd get to the park early and get an extra hour or two in. I sighed and took a long sip of coffee, hoping it would be a good day. 
[image: image-placeholder]It was not a good day. 
The laundromat was crowded, so I had to wait for machines. When I got to the checkout at the grocery store, I didn’t have enough money and had to put some things back. There was a line of people behind me and I was mortified. 
The cashier looked at me sympathetically. “It’s alright, it happens all the time.” Her kindness only made me feel worse, and I blinked rapidly as my eyes welled up. 
On top of everything, it ended up being a hot day, and carrying laundry and groceries up and down the streets made me sweaty and miserable. 
When I got back from the grocery store, I stopped at my mailbox in the lobby. It was empty except for my electric bill, which was in a pink envelope. Not a good sign. I started climbing the stairs and made it halfway up before one of my grocery bags broke and my food went tumbling down the stairs. For the second time that day I fought back tears. I gathered it all up and continued up to my apartment. 
After putting my groceries away I opened my electric bill. Only it wasn’t a bill, it was a disconnect notice. I called the electric company and pleaded with them not to shut off my power. They gave me four days.
I got to the park early that evening. I played through all of my usual songs, smiling at those who stopped to listen. At one point a couple walked by with their daughter, who looked to be around four or five years old. She started to dance and twirl around in front of me and a few people stopped to watch her, commenting on how adorable she was. 
Seamlessly, I changed my song to a more lively melody and began to dance and twirl with her. Soon a small crowd had gathered, and people began to clap along with my music. The girl spun around faster and faster as I played, and when I finished the song she collapsed laughing against her mother’s side. 
The crowd erupted in cheers and I tossed my head back and laughed, feeling truly happy for the first time in a long time. People tossed money into my violin case, and the girl’s father thanked me as he pulled several bills out of his wallet and dropped them in the case. I thanked him, and they walked away, the crowd quickly dispersing. 
I stood there for a moment, looking in disbelief at the pile of money in my case. I looked up at the sky, barely visible through the glare of the street lamps. I took a deep breath in, slowly exhaled, and began to play again. This time I played something of my own. A song I had written long ago, when my heart had been filled with joy. Emotions swelled inside of me, and for a few brief moments I was lost in the music. I hadn't even realized I’d closed my eyes until the first raindrop hit my face. 
I rushed to pack up, as the rain started to fall. People were shrieking and running for cover. I began walking home, and it really started to pour. I clutched my violin to my chest and broke into a jog.  
By the time I got to my street it was raining so hard I could hardly see where I was going. I made it to the front steps of my building when someone grabbed me from behind and yanked me backwards. I screamed, as I was spun around and thrown to the ground. I hit the street face first, my chin slamming into the wet pavement. 
The impact stunned me, and for a moment I couldn’t move, or even breath. I lay paralyzed as my assailant yanked my backpack off of me, twisting my arms back painfully. Then he screamed and let go. 
I scrambled to my feet and spun around to face him, but he was gone. I looked around frantically, barely able to see through the pouring rain, but couldn’t see him anywhere. My backpack was laying on the ground a few feet away, so I grabbed it and ran up the steps into my building. 
I ran up the four flights of stairs to my apartment and fumbled to get the keys out of my backpack. I jammed them into the lock, looking over my shoulder in case I was being followed. I finally got the door open and rushed inside, slamming and locking the door behind me. I fell to the floor, shaking and sobbing. I wiped at my face with my hands and saw blood on my hands. 
I jumped up and rushed to the bathroom to look in the mirror. My wet hair was plastered to my head, and half of my face was covered with blood. I turned on the sink and splashed water on my face, washing away enough blood to reveal that my chin and right cheek were scraped raw. With shaking hands I wet a washcloth and tried to clean myself. Tears streamed down my face as I washed. It should hurt more. I realized I was probably in shock. I should call the police. 
              I rushed back to my backpack to get my phone, and that’s when it hit me. I didn’t have my violin. 
I dropped my backpack and ran to the window. I looked down, but couldn’t see anything through the rain and darkness. Should I go down and look for it? What if my attacker was still out there? The security door was broken, he could be in the building! I rushed to my backpack once more, got my phone out and called the police.
They arrived forty minutes later. 
They came up to my apartment to question me and then went back down to look for my violin. But it was gone. They offered to give me a ride to the hospital to have my face looked at, but I declined. I didn’t have insurance, and a hospital bill was the last thing I needed right now. After they left, I crawled into bed and cried myself to sleep. 




Chapter 3


It took a monumental effort to get out of bed the next morning. My head was pounding, and my face felt like it was on fire. I made toast, but it hurt to chew, so I tossed it in the trash. I put on my waitress uniform and headed to work.  
When I walked outside I spent a few minutes searching for my violin, hoping the police had overlooked it in the dark, in the rain. But it was gone. 
When I got to work, Greg fussed over me like a mother hen. “You should have called in honey! Why didn’t you go to the doctor? What did the police say? Didn’t you have your mace?”
I assured him I was fine and ready to work. 
He looked at me hesitantly. 
“What?” I asked.
“I don’t know if you should be working in your condition.”
“It doesn’t hurt at all.” I lied. “I’m totally fine.
Ten minutes later I was on my way back out the door. It turns out a raw face has a negative effect on customers' appetites. 
When I got back home I sat down on the bed to think. If I couldn’t work at the restaurant, and no longer had a violin to play, how was I going to make money? Rent was late, my power was about to be shut off, and on top of all that, I was supposed to go home the next day and deal with Allie. I lay down, curled into a ball and cried myself to sleep.
[image: image-placeholder]I woke up to my phone ringing, but I didn’t bother to get up. It eventually stopped, and I snuggled deeper into my blankets. Then it rang again. 
“Damn.” I tossed back my blankets. “It's Saturday.”
I got up and answered my phone, knowing it was Allie before I even saw her name on the caller ID. “Hello?” I said, trying to sound wide awake.
“Are you still coming?” she asked, not bothering to say hi.
“Yes,” I said. “Pick me up at the bus station at four.”
“Okay,” she said. “Mr Brooks gave me some papers to sign, but I’m not sure I understand it all.”
“Can we talk about it when I get there?” I asked. 
“Sure. I’ll see you at four.”
“Bye.” I hung up the phone and trudged over to the counter to make a cup of coffee. 
It was a three-hour bus ride back to Mooresville. Being the small town that it was, there wasn’t even a proper bus station. They just dropped people off in front of the post office. My bus arrived fifteen minutes early, but Allie was already there waiting. She was parked right in front, in mom's old white Chevy Impala. 
I stepped down off the bus, barely touching the ground before the doors closed behind me. I was the only person getting off here. 
Allie waved at me, smiling. But then her expression changed to one of horror, making me realize I hadn’t told her about my attack. Shit.  
It was a fifteen minute drive to the house, and I spent the first ten reassuring her I was fine. 
“You need to move Sarah! Your neighborhood is the worst! I don’t understand why you stay there!”
“It's all I can afford.” I reminded her.
“You could have stayed here with me,” she said.
I turned to look out my window, and we drove the rest of the way in silence. 
A few minutes later, I was standing in the drive, staring at the house. Allie went inside, leaving me alone in the driveway. I wanted to get back in the car and drive away. Telling myself this was the last time I’d ever have to be here, I finally mustered the strength to go inside. 
It was exactly the same. Allie hadn’t changed anything. I walked through the downstairs of the house, seeing my mom everywhere. 
In the living room her quilt was still draped over the back of the sofa, and her books were stacked haphazardly all over the place. In the kitchen, her coffee mug was sitting on the counter. I walked over and picked it up. It was pink with a rainbow on one side, and I love you on the other. Allie had painted it as a mother’s day gift when we were little, and mom had used it every day. There was a small chip on the rim, and I ran my thumb over it. I heard Allie walk into the room. 
“You’ve been using mom's mug.” I turned and gave her a weak smile. 
“I couldn’t let fine art like that grow dust in the cupboard,” she said with a laugh. I smiled and set the cup down. 
“I'm glad you're here,” she said.
I just nodded, letting my eyes wander around the room before landing on Allie. My sister was like an improved version of myself. While my hair was an in-between blondish-brown color, hers was pale blonde, and as smooth as silk. My hazel eyes looked plain old brown most of the time, hers were a striking green. I was 5’9”, just tall enough that my jeans were always a little too short. She was a perfect 5’6”. I was angry about the hand I’d been dealt. She was kind and optimistic. Everything about her was soft and feminine. Just like mom. They were so much alike that I had a hard time being around Allie now. 
“Mr. Brooks left some papers for us to sign,” she said, interrupting my thoughts. She pulled out a chair and sat down at the table. “I think we should have a lawyer look them over first. What do you think?”
I sighed heavily and pulled out a chair to sit across from her. “We can’t afford a lawyer,” I told her. “And we can’t afford to keep the house.”
“But his offer is insultingly low!” Allie exclaimed. 
I didn’t doubt it, but it was the only offer we’d get. 
“No one else is going to buy this house, Allie. This is the middle of nowhere. The only reason Brooks made an offer is because his place is next door and he wants to expand his pasture. His offer is crap, but it’s him or the bank. And if the bank takes it we won't get anything.”
“It’s not fair,” she said, staring at the table. “What am I going to do?”
“You can come stay with me.”
She shot me a look that told me exactly what she thought about that idea. And I couldn't blame her. After all, I’d just been attacked in front of my building. 
“With both our incomes we could afford a better apartment.” I told her.
She shook her head. “You know I’m not a city girl. Why can’t you move back here? I could get you a job at the office?” She looked at me hopefully.
“Yeah, maybe.” But we both knew that would never happen. 
We spent the rest of the evening in the kitchen, talking for hours about absolutely nothing. Well, Allie talked. I mostly listened. She filled me in on all the town gossip I'd missed out on over the last year. 
“Mrs. Perkins died and her son moved back home and now he’s renovating the house, making all kinds of changes. And he’s still single, if you can believe it. Amber had her baby. It's a girl. They named her Grace. Dan still asks about you every time I run into him.” Allie chattered on and I just sat there nodding at the appropriate moments. 
When we got hungry Allie made grilled cheese sandwiches with dill pickles in them, just like mom used to make. For a while things almost seemed normal. Then she mentioned Mr. Brooks again and the mood soured. 
“He comes by almost every day,” she told me. “Most days I keep the curtains closed and pretend I’m not home, but the car is right there in the driveway, so he knows I’m just avoiding him.” She frowned. “Sometimes I think It would be smarter to just burn the place down and collect the insurance.” 
I laughed, but had an uneasy feeling that she wasn’t joking. 
“Are you going to read the papers?” she asked.
“I’m starting to get a headache,” I told her as I stood. “I’m going to bed.”
“Okay. The papers are on dad’s desk.”
I nodded and walked out of the room. I went into my dad’s office, grabbed the folder that was in the middle of the desk, and walked out. I didn’t want to spend a second longer than necessary in that room. If I had my way, it would have been cleared out last year after he died. But Allie wouldn’t let me touch it. So I left and never came home, until today. 
I went upstairs, stopping by my room long enough to toss the folder on the bed before heading to the bathroom for a long hot shower. I wasn’t lying when I told Allie I had a headache, and my face was killing me. I stood in the shower until the hot water ran out. Then I wrapped a towel around myself and padded back down the hall to my room. 
Just like the rest of the house, my bedroom was exactly the same. It was like I was just coming home from a weekend away. Half of my clothes were still in the dresser. I put on an old t-shirt and a pair of blue plaid pajama pants, then I grabbed the folder of papers and scooted back against my headboard to read. 
I got halfway through the first page before I tossed the whole folder on the floor in disgust. It was an insulting offer. I wanted to tear it up and throw it in Brooks’ face. After paying off the bank, there’d be nothing left over for Allie and I. 
I felt anger welling up inside of me. Allie was right, this wasn’t fair. It wasn’t fair that mom got sick. It wasn’t fair that we had to say goodbye to all our friends and move to the middle of nowhere because the doctor thought clean country air might help. And it wasn’t fair that mom died anyway. Then dad decided he couldn’t live with his grief and took the easy way out. He abandoned us when we needed him most. Damn him. 
I closed my eyes and lay my head back against the headboard. All of mom’s life insurance money had been used to pay off her medical bills. Dad’s policy was declared void because of his suicide. And what small amount Allie and I made wasn’t enough to pay the mortgage on this place. So now we were behind on our payments, the bank was threatening to foreclose, and our only option was to sell to Brooks.
I wanted to sell immediately after dad killed himself, but Allie wanted to stay. The house was all she had left of our parents, and she couldn’t bear to leave. So I left instead. It had been a selfish thing to do, I knew that. But like Allie couldn’t bear to leave, I couldn't bear to stay. I couldn’t bear to be reminded every day of my mother. Being back here now was suffocating. 
I opened my eyes. I had to get out of this house. 




Chapter 4


I crept from my room quietly. I didn’t want Allie to know I was still awake and try to talk some more. I needed to be alone. I snuck down the hall, coming to a stop in front of my parent’s room. I reached for the doorknob and paused. I hadn’t been in their room since we buried my mother. I took a deep breath and went inside.  
I quickly glanced around and saw mom’s violin case on the window seat where she always left it. I grabbed it and got out of there as fast as I could. In my haste, I couldn’t remember if I even shut the door behind me. I felt shaky as I rushed down the stairs. I heard Allie in the kitchen, so I snuck out the front door. 
I didn't even realize I was barefoot until I stepped onto the gravel driveway. I went around to the back of the house and started across the lawn. I passed mom's flower garden, and by the light of the moon I could see that Allie had cared for it meticulously. After a large expanse of mowed lawn, our property opened up to an eight acre field, surrounded by state forest on two sides, and Brooks’ property on the third. 
I walked out into the middle of the field. Far enough from the house that I knew Allie wouldn’t hear me. Then I took mom’s violin out of its case and began to play.
Music had always been the only way I could really express myself, and the music I played that night was filled with all the sorrow and heartache that had consumed my life for the last few years. 
I stood in the tall grass and played my heart out. I played for hours, as the moon moved across the sky. Sometimes tears would run down my face, but I didn’t bother to wipe them away. When I finally reached the point when I could play no more, I let my arms fall to my sides, gripping the violin in one hand and the bow in the other.   
“I can’t do this anymore.” I said aloud. “Please,” I begged, searching the night sky. “I need this to be over. I need-” I broke off, not knowing what to say. 
I don’t know how long I continued to stand there, searching the sky for answers. Eventually, I put mom’s violin in its case and walked back to the house. 
[image: image-placeholder]I slept late the next day. When I finally came down to the kitchen Allie was at the table with her laptop out in front of her. 
“Good morning sunshine,” she said, raising her eyebrows at me. 
I looked at the clock on the stove. It was eleven. 
“Morning,” I mumbled, shuffling across the room to the coffeepot. I grabbed a mug out of the cupboard and poured myself a cup, adding a substantial amount of creamer, then leaned back against the counter and took a long sip. I was physically and emotionally drained from my late night concert under the stars. 
“So I’ve been thinking about this all night,” Allie said, closing her laptop. “If you move back here for one year-” She saw the look on my face and held up a hand. “Hear me out, okay?”
I groaned and sat down.
“If you move back here for one year, we could combine our incomes to help get us caught up on the mortgage. Then I can refinance the house in my name alone, and you could go to Juilliard!” 
“Juilliard?” I repeated, stunned. 
“Yeah.” She nodded. “You could-”
“I’m not going to Juilliard.” I set my coffee mug down on the table.
“But you have your scholarship, so-”
“That was years ago, Allie,” I said incredulously. “It wasn’t an open-ended, lifetime offer.” I was getting angry now. Why did she have to bring up Juilliard? “Do you think they've been saving a spot for me all this time? Besides, I’m too old now.” 
“I followed you outside last night,” she said, her voice softening. “I listened for a little while. You sounded like mom.” 
I stood up angrily. “I signed the papers. I suggest you do the same.”
I took mom’s violin with me when I left. Allie stared at it when I came out of the house, but she didn’t say a word. We rode to the bus station in silence, but when I opened the door to get out of the car, she finally spoke.
“I love you Sarah.”
I looked at her. “I love you too Allie.” I swallowed at the lump in my throat. “I’m sorry that I can’t be the person you need me to be. It's just too hard. Sometimes I think I’m as bad as dad.”
“It's okay,” she said, touching my arm. “It’s just a house right? It's just a building. I’ll be fine.” She smiled at me reassuringly. 
She was just like mom. So selfless. I should stay. I should move back home and find some way to save the damn house. Instead, I got out of the car, not knowing that it was the last time I’d see her.




Chapter 5


It was dark when I got off the bus, so I took a cab to my apartment. I paid the driver and made sure I had my mace in hand before I rushed up the steps to get inside. I was terrified that my attacker might be lurking around.  
Once inside, I ran upstairs, taking the steps two-by-two. The lights were out on the third floor landing, and I panicked as I raced through the darkness. I almost sobbed with relief when I approached the fourth floor and saw the lights were all on. I dug my keys out of my pocket as I hurried down the hall. 
When I got to my door, I unlocked and pushed it open, relieved to have made it safely home. I stepped into my apartment and was suddenly slammed from behind. 
I didn’t even have time to cry out. My assailant grabbed me from behind, one arm tight around my ribcage, pulling me back against him. His other hand was clamped tight over my mouth, silencing me. I tried to struggle, but he was too strong. I kicked my feet back into his legs, but it didn't phase him. I tried to bite his hand, but he tightened his grip on my face and yanked my head to the side. I felt a searing pain on the side of my neck, and then my world went dark.  
[image: image-placeholder]I woke to the phone ringing. I felt a moment's confusion, not knowing where I was, and then the pain hit me. It felt like a thousand knives stabbing me all over my body. I wanted to scream from the agony of it, but I was paralyzed. So I just lay there, praying for the feeling to pass. My phone stopped ringing and for a moment I felt the tiniest relief. Then it rang again, the sound like a hammer to my head. 
A coldness swept over me and I began to shake uncontrollably. The shaking intensified the pain, and a whimper escaped me. Tears rolled from the corner of my eyes down into my hair. The phone stopped ringing, but this time the pain did not subside. 
A sharp spasm went through me, causing my body to jerk against my will. Bile rose up in my throat, and I rolled onto my side, the fear of choking on my vomit giving me the strength to move. I tried to clench my jaw shut, but the chills shaking me made it impossible. I stretched my arm out and gripped the edge of the mattress. Another spasm hit me, and my knees jerked up towards my chest, my body curling into a fetal position. 
Nausea hit me again, stronger this time, and I managed to pull myself towards the edge of the bed, just far enough to hang my head over the side before passing out again. 
A text alert woke me the second time, and the first thing I noticed was that the pain was gone. In fact, all feeling was gone. My body felt numb and heavy. I cracked open my eyes and squinted towards the window, trying to gage the time by the tiny sliver of sunlight that crept in over the top of my curtains. 
Yes, those were my curtains. I was in my own bed, though I had no memory of how I came to be in this condition. Had I been drugged? My tongue felt thick and stiff in my mouth. 
I struggled to sit up and swing my legs over the side of the bed. I sat there a moment, clinging to the edge of the mattress. Then another text alert sounded, drawing my attention to my backpack on the floor by the door. I knew there was no way I could make it across the room in my current condition, so I just sat there, staring at it.
What happened to me? I started to lay back down, but paused when I noticed a large dark spot on the bed. I squinted at it in the semi-darkness for a moment, then reached for the lamp beside my bed. 
My arm felt heavy, making me clumsy, and I knocked the lamp over when I turned it on. Light flared into the room, and the first thing I noticed was the dried blood on the back of my hand. 
My eyes darted back at the bed, and I saw that the dark spot was also dried blood, right where my head had been. I jumped up from the bed, swaying unsteadily and I looked around. I looked down at myself and saw blood on the front of my shirt. 
I tried to run to the bathroom but my numb legs caused me to stumble and fall. I crawled the rest of the way to the bathroom and gripped the edge of the sink to pull myself up. I looked in the mirror and cried out at the sight of myself. 
My hair was a tangled mess, and my cheek and neck were crusted with dried blood. The collar of my shirt was torn, exposing one blood smeared shoulder. I looked down at my body, frantically searching for injuries. My jeans were still fastened, and I paused for a moment, thankful to know that I hadn’t been raped. 
I turned on the faucet and began splashing water all over my face and neck, and when I lifted my head to look in the mirror I froze. The blood had washed away to reveal smooth, flawless skin. My injuries from being thrown to the pavement were completely healed. 
I slowly lifted a shaking hand to touch my chin. I stared at my reflection in disbelief. Then I noticed a small cut at the base of my neck. I leaned closer to the mirror to get a better look. It was not a cut, it was two small holes. 
I stared at them, as if in a trance, until my phone rang again. My body jerked, and I grabbed the edges of the sink to stop myself from collapsing. I started to cry, great heaving sobs bursting from my chest. I continued to stare in the mirror as I cried, unable to look away from the marks on my neck. After a moment my phone's ringing pierced through my hysteria, and I stumbled out of the bathroom, desperate to answer before they hung up. 
“Help!” I tried to yell, but the word came out a hoarse whisper. I lurched across the room, collapsing onto the floor beside my backpack just as my phone stopped ringing. I dug through my backpack and yanked my phone out just as it started ringing again.
I saw my sister’s number and answered with a sob. “Allie!”
“Sarah!” she shouted. “What's wrong? Are you okay?”
For a moment all I could do was cry into the phone.
“What’s wrong?” she kept repeating, yelling at me. 
“I don’t know.” I finally said between sobs. “I-” I stopped, not knowing how to explain what had happened. With one hand I wiped at the tears on my face. 
“Sarah! What's wrong?” Allie shouted again. “Where are you?”
“I’m home,” I said. Then, remembering, I raised a hand to my neck and gently touched the two small holes. I took a deep breath and tried to calm myself. “Something’s happened.” I struggled to stand up. 
“What happened? I don’t understand.” 
I looked around my apartment. Other than the bloodstain on my bed, there was nothing out of place. 
“Sarah?” Allie was no longer shouting, but she still sounded concerned. “What’s going on? I’ve been trying to reach you all day.”
“I don’t know.” My face was completely healed. How was I supposed to explain that? “I was sick,” I said, “but then-” My words trailed off as I slowly walked over towards the wall of blackout curtains covering my two windows. 
“Sick?” she asked. “You sounded hysterical when you answered the phone.” 
“No, I’m okay now.” I raised a shaky hand, grabbed the edge of the curtain, and yanked it open. No one was lurking behind them. Both windows were shut tight. 
It was dark out. How long had I been sleeping? I ran my free hand over my cheek and chin, astonished by the smoothness, when only yesterday it had been scabbing over. 
“Hello?” Allie said loudly, getting my attention. “Are you still there?” 
“Yeah.” I turned away from the window. 
“You either tell me what's going on, or I’m getting in the car right now and coming over.”
“No!” I said, with more force than intended. “I’m fine.” I scrambled to think of something believable to say. “I was sleeping when you called, and I was having a nightmare. It just took me a minute to snap out of it I guess.”
“A nightmare.” I could hear the disbelief in her voice.
“I’m sorry I worried you. I guess I’m just still shook up from getting attacked.”
Allie’s tone immediately changed. “Of course you are,” she said soothingly. “You should have stayed here a few more days.”
“Yeah, but I’m ok now. I’ll call you later.”
“Okay.” She said, “You can call anytime. I’ll be awake.”
“Thanks. Bye.” I hung up and looked at the time on my phone. It was quarter to eight. I’d been out for almost twenty four hours. I let the phone drop to the floor and walked back into the bathroom. 
I looked in the mirror, my eyes going straight to the holes on my neck. As I stared at them, images began to flash through my mind. 
The lights had been out on the third floor. I turned my key in the lock. I made it inside. Someone grabbed me from behind. There was a sharp pain in my neck. Then nothing. I shook my head. No, not nothing. There was pain in my neck, but something else as well. I felt his mouth on my skin. The room was spinning. Darkness.
I pressed a hand against my stomach, remembering the feeling. Impossible. But my reflection showed me the truth, with my healed skin and the puncture wounds on my neck. 
Suddenly I felt a sharp pain in my stomach. I gasped and fell back against the wall. The pain came again, and some primal part of me recognized it for what it was. Hunger. 
I stumbled out of the bathroom and rushed over to the fridge. I yanked open the door with such force that the condiments on the door went flying to the floor. My eyes quickly spotted the ground beef. I grabbed it, ripped the plastic off, and shoved my face directly into the raw meat. I ate like an animal, choking down half the plastic wrap in the process. 
I devoured a pound of meat in a matter of seconds, then I tilted the styrofoam tray into my mouth and drank the blood that had pooled at the bottom. When I had finished every drop, I tossed the tray to the floor and licked at the blood running down the side of my arm. I let my arm fall to my side, and the realization of what I'd done sank in. 
I swallowed hard, feeling nauseous, then I rushed to the bathroom and emptied the contents of my stomach into the toilet. I knelt there, gasping between heaves. God, what was happening to me? You know what’s happening. 
I lay down in front of the toilet and closed my eyes. 
[image: image-placeholder]I opened my eyes some time later, and couldn’t tell if I’d been sleeping, or just laying there with my eyes closed. I stood up and looked in the mirror. For a moment I just stared at the two holes on my neck. Then I flicked off the light and walked out of the bathroom. 
I looked around my apartment. My curtains were open, and I could see that it was still dark out. I saw the bloodstains on my bed. The refrigerator door was still open, condiment jars all over the place. I walked over to where my purse and phone still lay on the floor. I picked up my phone to check the time. It was just past midnight. I’d been on the bathroom floor for four hours. 
I set my phone down on the counter and started picking up the condiments. When my work was done, I closed the refrigerator door and leaned back against it. What next? My mind felt clouded, like I was dreaming. 
“Focus,” I said aloud. “You can figure this out.” I pushed away from the fridge and started pacing around the room. 
I rubbed my face, still in disbelief that my wounds had disappeared. How did this happen? You know how, a voice whispered in my head. Vampire. Even though it was impossible, I believed it. Then a thought struck me and I stopped pacing. Who did this to me, and where are they now? 
I resumed pacing, thinking about every vampire movie I’d ever seen. How much of that stuff was true? Vampires drink blood. Vampires can fly or turn into bats. I didn't even want to think about that! Vampires don't have a reflection. I knew that wasn’t true. Sunlight kills vampires. I stumbled to a halt. Was that true? Would sunlight kill me? What time was it? I rushed to my phone to check the time again. 12:20. So what now? 
Pain suddenly struck me, like a knife twisting in my stomach. I cried out and doubled over in agony. I thought of the ground beef I’d devoured and stumbled back to the fridge, but there was no meat left. 
Think, damn it! There’s a 24 hour market on Emerson Street. I quickly put on a sweatshirt, zipping it up to cover my torn, bloodstained shirt. I grabbed my backpack from where it still lay open on the floor and shoved my phone into it. I saw my mace, laying on the floor near the foot of my bed. I doubted it would be any help against a vampire, but I grabbed it anyway before rushing out the door. 




Chapter 6


The third floor lights were still out, but I found I could see clearly in the dark now. That would take some getting used to. I hurried down the stairs, and when I stepped outside, I stumbled to a halt. I could see everything,  smell everything. 
My street was empty at this hour, but I could hear traffic from a couple streets over. I started walking, my eyes darting all over the place on the lookout for the vampire who attacked me. 
I hurried for three blocks, then cut through the park to get to the grocery store. I was glad to see there were only a handful of cars in the parking lot. I pulled my hood up before walking inside, aware that it made me look suspicious, but feeling the need to hide myself. 
I went straight to the meat department at the back of the store. When I saw the cold cases full of raw meat, a sharp pain twisted in my stomach. Oh God! Not now! 
I started grabbing packages from the case at random. When I had as much as I could carry, I headed to the front of the store. I could smell the clerk before I could see him. He smelled like sweat, and cigarettes. And blood. 
I could hear his blood rushing through his veins. It called to me. I felt a sharp pain in my gums and the metallic taste of blood filled my mouth. I clenched my jaw, keeping my lips firmly closed. 
I rounded the corner of the aisle and saw him standing behind the counter. I could see his pulse beating at the base of his neck, and unwillingly my lips parted. 
So I ran. Clutching the meat to my chest, I ran straight past him and out the door.
“Hey!” he yelled. But I was gone. 
Before I knew it, I was back in the park. I dropped my stolen goods, all but one package. I tore into it, not even knowing what it was. After devouring it, and a second package, I leaned against a tree to catch my breath. And then the nausea hit me, and I bent over and threw everything up. When I was done puking, I stood upright and wiped my face with my sleeve. Then I heard a woman scream.
The sound was quickly silenced, but I could hear the movements of a struggle. Without thinking, I ran towards the sound. It all happened in a matter of seconds. I saw him on top of her, holding her down and pulling at her clothes. 
My vision went red, and in one fluid movement I yanked him off of her and sank my teeth into his neck. We fell to the ground together, my body landing on top of his. He didn’t even struggle as I tore at his flesh. I was in a frenzy, until I wasn’t. A feeling of warmth swept over me, calming me. I shuddered and lifted my head, pulling my teeth from his neck. I sat up, straddling his body and slowly licked my lips.
The satisfaction I felt at that moment was indescribable. I closed my eyes for a moment, savoring the feeling, until I heard a noise behind me. 
My eyes flew open as I twisted my head to look over my shoulder. The woman laying on the ground behind me was pushing herself up into a sitting position. Our eyes met and her eyes widened. And then she started to scream.  
I meant to tell her she was safe, but my vision narrowed to the smear of blood on her lower lip and I lost myself to the madness once more. 
I flew at her, and when my fangs were mere inches from her neck, I slammed into a solid wall and was flung backwards through the air. I hit the ground hard and slid several feet before stopping. I blinked up at the sky, momentarily stunned, then I pushed myself up into a sitting position and looked around. 
A figure was hunched over the woman, who had fallen silent. Before I had a chance to react, he stood up and spun around to face me. 
“What were you thinking!” he shouted angrily. 
My eyes went to his mouth. There was blood smeared across his lips. I looked past him to the woman on the ground.
“You killed her,” I whispered shakily.
“Of course I didn’t kill her.” He scowled and wiped his mouth with the back of his hand. “But you killed him.” He motioned to the body on the ground between us. 
“I-” I only managed one word before my body started to shake uncontrollably. 
He took a quick step towards me and I scrambled backwards, holding up a hand to ward him off. He froze.
The woman on the ground moaned, and I jerked my head to look at her. 
“Where is your master?” the man asked angrily, causing me to jerk my head back towards him.
“She’s alive!” I pointed at the woman. 
“As I said.” His tone was impatient. He took another step towards me. “Where is your master?”
“I- What?” My eyes darted back and forth between him and the woman.
A police siren pierced the air, causing me to jump. I lept to my feet, and in one quick motion he grabbed me and yanked me hard against his body, his arms going around me. We shot up into the air so fast I didn’t have a chance to scream. I squeezed my eyes shut and clung to him. 
The wind tore past us, yanking at my clothes and my hair. Then we were falling. It was like being on a roller coaster. My stomach was in my throat, and I clenched my jaw hard, trying not to vomit. A second later we hit the ground with a jarring thud. 
He let go of me and I tumbled off of him and landed on the ground. I was gasping, struggling to breathe. I lay flat on the ground, my hands clenching the tall grass, trying to anchor myself to the earth. 
“You are unaccustomed to flying.” He said it as a statement, not a question. Still clinging to the grass, I opened my eyes and looked up at him. He bent and reached towards me. 
“No!” The word burst out of me, causing him to freeze. He straightened, his hand falling to his side. 
“What you’re feeling will pass,” he said, casually sliding his hands into his pants pockets.
He was right. I was beginning to feel better already. I let go of the grass and slowly sat up. I glanced up at him, towering over me, and climbed to my feet. I brushed my hair out of my face and really looked at him, the sight nearly stopping my heart. 
He was beautiful. There was no other word to describe him. He was several inches taller than me, with messy brown curls and blue-gray eyes that held my gaze with a hypnotic intensity. I knew I should be afraid, but for some reason I wasn’t.  
“You’re a vampire,” I whispered. 
“As are you.” His voice was calm, but his eyes were sharp. 
“Why did you bring me here?” 
“My name is Adam.” 
I stared at him waiting for more, but that was it. 
“Why did you bring me here?” I asked again.
“Should I have left you in the park with the man you just killed? The way that woman was screaming, you would have been discovered in no time. Unless you killed her too, that is. Killing a human is punishable by death, as you know.” He looked at me, as if expecting a response. I stared back at him, my eyes wide. 
“Did you know?” he asked, his eyes narrowing. 
I shook my head.
He frowned. “Where is your master?”
“I- I don’t know what you mean,” I stammered. 
He took a step closer, causing me to take a step back.
“I’m sorry.” He held up a hand. “I don’t mean to frighten you. But finding a newborn alone is concerning for several reasons.”
“Newborn?” I asked, my voice cracking. Then the words started pouring out of me. “I don’t know what you’re talking about. I don’t know what's happening to me.” I sounded unhinged, even to myself. “This isn’t real!” I shouted. “None of this is real!” 
“It's alright,” he said gently. “Why don’t we go inside and you can tell me all about it.”
“Inside?” I repeated dumbly. 
He looked past me, and I turned around to see a two-story house, its white paint peeling with age and neglect. The front porch was half hidden by vines, and the windows were boarded up. I’d thought we landed in a meadow, but it was really the overgrown lawn in front of this dilapidated house. 
“In there?” I asked, my voice barely a squeak. It was a house out of a horror movie. Someplace only a serial killer would live. Or a vampire.
He chuckled. “It's not so bad on the inside. Come on.” He walked past me, not bothering to see if I followed. 
I watched him walk towards the house, then I looked around at the dark forest surrounding me. Where was I? Deciding I didn’t have too many options, I started after him, jogging a few steps to catch up. 




Chapter 7


I followed him up the rickety steps, into the house. The entryway was small, with a narrow staircase on the right and a long hallway leading toward the back of the house. Directly to the left was a doorway, which he passed through. I followed him into the room, stopping just inside the door to look around.  
The age of the house was evident in the warped floorboards and peeling wallpaper, but it was clean and somewhat furnished. A long sofa with a sheet draped over it took up most of the room. There was a fireplace on the far wall, and in front of it was a small wooden table with two chairs. Long dark drapes covered the windows, but unlike the rest of the room, they looked new.  
“Please, sit down.” He motioned to the couch, and I walked over and slowly sat. 
I watched him warily. This whole situation seemed surreal. He picked up a wooden chair from in front of the fireplace and carried it over to the carpet, placing it across from me. He sat down and looked at me expectantly. 
“Tell me everything,” he said. 
So I did. 
I told him about the attack in my apartment, and how I woke up the next day alone and horribly sick. I told him about how the wounds on my face had magically healed, then I had to backtrack and tell him about being attacked on the street a few days before. I told him about my trip to the grocery store, and what happened in the park. 
“I killed a man.” My hands began to shake as I remembered. 
“It’s okay,” he said soothingly. 
I leaned back against the couch. “This is crazy.” 
He studied me for a moment. “What’s your name?”
I blinked. “Sarah.”
“Well, Sarah, there are so many things wrong with what you just told me, that I’m not sure where to begin.” He leaned back in his chair and ran a hand through his hair. “There are laws in the vampire world that protect us and keep us hidden from humans. To change a human without their consent is forbidden. To change a human without the consent of the Strategoi is forbidden.”
“The Strategoi?” I asked, trying to wrap my head around what he was telling me.
“The Strategoi. The high council, made up of the eight most powerful vampires. They are our Supreme Court, if you will, and almost every trial ends with execution.” He rolled his eyes. “Another law, and this one definitely pertains to you, is that a vampire cannot abandon a newborn. 
“A newborn?” 
“When a human is turned into a vampire, they are called newborn. The vampire that changed them becomes their master. It’s your master’s responsibility to teach you…” he paused and shrugged. “Well, how to be a vampire. These mentor relationships last for decades, if not centuries.”
“Where’s your master?” I asked, hoping another vampire wasn’t about to appear.
He smiled slightly. “I’m well past that point. My master and I parted ways eons ago.”
Well. “How old are you?”
“Old.” He sighed and straightened in his chair. “I don’t think you’re grasping the real problem here.”
“Other than the fact that I’m a vampire?” The words came out more sarcastically than I intended. 
He gave me a look. “To change a human without permission from the Strategoi is punishable by death. When that happens, they will either kill the newborn, or appoint them a new master.”
I clenched my hands into fists to keep them from shaking. “How would they find out?”
“Just look at you.” He waved a hand in my direction. “You killed a human in public. The Strategoi has eyes everywhere. They will find you, there's no doubt about that.”
“But this isn’t my fault!” I cried, jumping up from the couch. “I didn’t ask for this!”
“Calm down,” he said, standing. “You can stay here tonight while you figure things out.”
“With you?” I looked at him incredulously. 
He raised his eyebrows. “Do you have a better idea?”
I hesitated, but he was right. I had no other options. 
“Okay.” I finally said. “Thanks.”
“Come on, I’ll show you your room.” 
“My room?”
“Well, technically it's my room-”
My eyes shot to his, and he laughed. 
“No, not like that. There’s only one furnished bedroom. I’m not used to having houseguests.”
“I can’t take your room.”
“Of course you can. I’ll take the couch.”
“But-”
“I’ll take the couch,” he repeated. “It would be better if I stay down here, closer to the door, in case anyone else arrives. The Strategoi might already know of your existence.”
That was all I needed to hear. Put me in the bedroom. Put me as far from the front door as possible. I nodded my agreement. “Okay. Thanks.”
I followed him upstairs and down a long hall. 
“Here we are.” He opened a door and motioned for me to enter. 
I stepped into the room and looked around. A large four poster bed took up most of the space, covered in a dark blue comforter that matched the floor to ceiling curtains covering the far wall. The bedding and curtains looked new, but the furniture looked like antiques. Against the wall next to the door was a small dresser with an old, oval mirror hanging above it. 
“The bathroom is through there, if you want to get washed up.” He pointed to a door to the left. “There’s no hot water, but the cold won't bother you now. You can borrow something of mine if you want to change your clothes.” He waved a hand towards the dresser. “They obviously won’t fit well, but they’ll be clean.”
“Thanks,” I murmured. We stood there a moment, looking at each other. Then he nodded and walked out of the room, closing the door behind him. 
[image: image-placeholder]I don’t know how long I stood there. It could have been a minute, it could have been an hour. Eventually a noise roused me from my stupor. It was a soft ticking sound. I turned my head towards it. An old-fashioned pocket watch lay on the dresser. I walked over to look at it, and when I caught sight of myself in the mirror, my eyes widened and my jaw dropped. 
My hair was a snarly mess, with bits of grass stuck in it. My mouth, chin and neck were covered with dried blood, and my shirt was stained with it. 
I turned and ran to the bathroom. I saw the clawfoot tub and turned on the water, not bothering to plug it. I tore off my clothes and jumped into the tub. I sat on my knees and leaned forward, splashing myself with water. It ran off me in dark rivulets, turning the bottom of the tub reddish brown. A sob escaped me and I leaned over and stuck my head under the water. I scrubbed my hair, then my body, not bothering to look for soap. I scrubbed until the water ran clear, then I tucked my knees up under my chin and wrapped my arms around my legs.
I sat like that for a while, letting the water continue to run. I became lost in thought, remembering all that had happened to me in the last two days. When I thought about Allie, I began to cry. 
Tears ran down my cheeks, and I felt one splash on my knee. I looked down at it and saw that it was red. Confused, I rubbed it away with my fingertip and stretched my legs out in front of me. Another red drop fell, landing on my thigh. I wiped at the tears on my cheeks and looked at my hands. They were covered in blood. I was crying blood! The realization only made me cry harder, and soon I was scrubbing myself down again. 
I eventually cried myself out, washed myself one last time, and turned off the water. I stood up and grabbed a folded towel off the nearby shelf. I wrapped it around me and stared down at my dirty clothes on the floor. There was no way I was putting that bloody shirt back on.  
I wandered back into the bedroom and crossed over to the dresser. I looked in the mirror to check for any missed spots of blood, and when I saw myself I froze. My skin was perfectly clean. Perfectly smooth too. But it was my eyes that held my attention. They had changed color, and were entirely green now. Bright green, like cat eyes. I leaned over the dresser, putting my face close to the mirror, and stared at them with disbelief. 
Eventually I leaned back, and let my gaze move over my reflection, searching for any other changes. I looked the same, but also different somehow. My skin looked flawless, except for the two small holes on my neck from where I’d been bitten. 
I raised a hand to touch them, wondering why they hadn’t healed like the scrapes on my face, and noticed how perfect my hand looked. They were normally dry and cracked from constant washing at the diner, and the skin on my fingertips calloused from playing my violin. Now my hands were as smooth and soft as baby skin. 
I squeezed them into fists, then opened them again, almost expecting them to change back to normal. But they remained soft and perfect. I let out a shaky breath. This would take some getting used to. 
I reached down and opened the top dresser drawer. Looking through Adam’s things felt like an invasion of his privacy, but I needed clean clothes. 
The drawer contained neatly folded shirts. I grabbed one and quickly pulled it over my head, knowing if I thought about it too long I’d chicken out and end up back in my own dirty clothes. It was a plain black t-shirt, which came mid-way down my thighs.
I found pants in the next drawer, but knew they'd be too big. Luckily there was a pair of gym shorts. I pulled them on and cinched the drawstring at the waist, tying it in a knot to hold them in place. 
I stepped back, trying to see my entire body in the mirror. I looked ridiculous. I grabbed the waistband of the shorts and was about to slide them off when I heard a knock at the door. 
“Sarah?” 
“Yeah? Come in.” My heart started pounding as the door opened. 
His eyes moved over me, then came back to my face. The corner of his mouth ticked up in a half-smile. 
“I’m glad you found something that fits,” he said, his hand still on the doorknob. 
“Um, yeah.” I nervously smoothed the front of my shirt with my hands. “Thanks.” 
“It's still early. I’d like to talk some more if you’re feeling up to it. There are things we need to discuss.”
I nodded. “Okay.”
I followed him down to the living room and sat on the couch. He took the chair across from me, and we stared at each other for a few moments before he finally spoke. 
“I discovered this property a few months ago,” he said, looking around the room. “The drive leading in was mostly swallowed by the forest, telling me no one has been here for years.” He looked directly at me. “You’re safe here.” 
“Where did you live before this?” I asked.
“Oh, here and there.” He leaned back in his chair. “Vampires move around a lot. If we stay in one place too long, humans start to notice that we don’t age.”
“Oh,” I said, not knowing how else to respond. 
“You know you can’t ever go home, Sarah.”
“What?” The word came out louder than I intended.  
He sighed and ran a hand over his face. “You can’t go home again.” He looked directly into my eyes. “If you return to your family, you’ll eventually lose control and kill them. Or the Strategoi will find you with them and kill you all. Either way, if you return to them they’re as good as dead.” 
“I’ll never see Allie again,” I whispered. 
“I’m sorry,” he said softly. “That’s the hardest part about becoming a vampire.” 
I blinked quickly, trying hard not to cry. The thought of shedding more blood tears was too much to handle. 
“Who’s Allie?” he asked after a minute. 
“My sister.” I clenched my hands into fists, digging my fingernails into my palms. “She’s the only family I have. My parents are dead.”
“I’m sorry.” He sounded sincere when he said it. “There’s no one else? No husband or boyfriend?”
I laughed, but it sounded hollow. “No.” I glanced at him. “What about you? Do you- I mean, do vampires have families?”
“Most do, yes. When a vampire changes a human, they become that person's master. But it's more than that. They become your parent, in a weird sort of way. Even though they are often your lover as well.”
“Gross,” I said, scrunching my nose.
He chuckled. “Yeah, that didn’t come out right. It's hard to explain. But if the same vampire changed both you and I, we’d be part of the same vampire family.”
“Okay. So where’s your family?” I asked. 
“As I told you, my master and I have parted ways.” 
“Do you have any vampire siblings? Or children? I mean, have you ever changed anyone?”
“I have no family.” 
His tone told me not to pry, so I changed the subject. 
“Will sunlight kill me?” 
“You? Yes.” 
I looked at him questioningly. 
“Vampires grow stronger as they age, and can develop a tolerance for sunlight. It takes centuries, mind you. A newborn such as yourself would be killed, but an elder can walk in the sunlight just like a human.”
“What else can kill me?”
“Several things, I’m afraid. Fire, beheading, being stabbed through the heart. 
I shuddered at the thought.
“But if you manage to avoid all that, you are indeed immortal.”
“Immortal.” I murmured. 
“You don’t sound too impressed.” 
“Living forever while everyone I know dies? It sounds sad to me. And lonely.”
“You have no idea,” he said softly. 
“And we can fly.” I shook my head in amazement. 
He smiled a little. “Like a tolerance for sunlight, it is a skill that is acquired with age.”
“Oh.” That was disappointing. “What about hypnosis? Can vampires really put people into a trance?”
“That is true, to some extent. When we feed, our fangs produce a venom that will put a human into a drug-like trance. A short while later, the venom wears off and the human should have no memory of what happened.”
“What happens when they see the holes in their neck?” I asked, lifting a hand to touch my neck.  
“Simply rub a drop of your blood over the wound and it will heal before they wake from their trance.”
“My blood?” I raised my brows at him.
He stood and moved to sit on the couch beside me. I turned my body, facing him. His fangs dropped down so quickly I jerked back against the arm of the couch. 
“It's alright,” he said softly. He pressed his thumb to the tip of one fang and then held it out for me to see the drop off blood gleaming on it. He reached towards me and I sucked in a breath, holding it.  
Our eyes met and held. Without breaking my gaze, he lifted his hand to my neck and rubbed his thumb over the bite mark. My skin warmed and tingled at his touch. For a moment we stayed like that, gazing into each other's eyes, his hand cupping my neck. Then he let his hand fall and the spell was broken. I blinked and cleared my throat. 
“One drop is all it takes.” He looked down at his thumb, which had already healed. “Vampire blood has amazing healing abilities.”
“I’ve noticed.” I rubbed a hand over my face, remembering how my wounds had disappeared. “How did you make your fangs come down like that?”
He looked at me. 
“I can’t control mine,” I explained. “They come down whenever they want.” 
He chuckled. “You’ll get the hang of it.” 
I hoped so. 
“Now let's talk about you,” he said. 
“Okay,” I said slowly. There wasn’t much to tell. Nothing about my depressing life would fascinate a centuries-old vampire.
“I’ve given it some thought, and I think you should stay with me a while. I can help you. I can teach you how to live as a vampire, and how to remain undetected by the Strategoi.”
“Why would you do that?” I asked. “Wouldn’t that put you at risk?”
“It would,” he admitted.
“Then why? You don’t even know me, why would you risk your life to help me?”
“Because like you, I was not given a choice. My master,” he said the word with distaste, “did not seek my permission before changing me.” 
My eyes widened. I don’t know what answer I’d been expecting, but it wasn’t that. 
“And because you were right earlier, being immortal is lonely.” He sounded sad when he said it, but then he laughed. “And boring.” He rolled his eyes dramatically.  “I’ve been bored for a century, Sarah. So stay and let me help you.”
“Okay.” I smiled shyly. “I’ll stay.” 
We spent the next couple of hours in the living room, while I peppered him with questions. 
“How often do I need to drink blood?” I asked.
“As a new vampire you must feed every night. As you age, you will learn to control your hunger and be able to go a day or two without it.”
“And I don’t have to kill them, right? I can hypnotize them, or whatever, and they’ll be fine?”
“Correct.” He nodded. “Or you could survive off the blood of animals.”
“Animals?”
“Yes. It doesn’t taste as good, but it does the job.”
I swallowed, finding it hard to believe that I’d ever enjoy the taste of blood. Then I remembered how I’d tore into the man in the park and I cringed.
“You’ll get used to it,” Adam said, as if reading my mind.
“Are there a lot of vampires?” I asked, changing the subject. 
He shrugged. “A few million probably.” 
“A few million!” I practically shouted at him. “How do millions of vampires stay hidden from the rest of us?” 
“When you remember that there are billions of people in the world, the vampire population is a fraction of a percent.” 
“Oh.” He was right, of course. 
“Besides, we don’t really need to stay hidden. We can walk freely among humans after dark. You’ve probably encountered a vampire or two without realizing it. Most city dwellers have.” 
“Vampires don’t live in the country?”
“Small towns make for nosey neighbors.”
“You’re right about that.” I muttered. 
We continued to talk until he eventually stood and told me it was time to sleep. I looked to the wall of curtains, but not a hint of light peeked through. 
“Is the sun coming up?” I asked worriedly. 
“Not yet, but soon.”
“How- How will I know when it's dark again?” I started wringing my hands. “What if I wake up and it's still light out?” 
He stepped forward and took my hands in his. “I will come for you when it is time. If you need me before then, just call out and I’ll hear you.”
“You’ll hear me from down here?” I stared at my hands in his. He was rubbing his thumbs over the backs of my hands, and I was surprised by how good it felt.
“Yes.” He released my hands and stepped away. “You are safe with me. I promise.”
I went up to my room and sat on the edge of the bed. It felt strange climbing into the bed of a stranger, but I didn’t feel like sleeping on the floor. 
Slowly, I lay down, resting my head on his pillow. His scent filled my senses, and without thinking I rolled onto my stomach and buried my face in his pillow. I inhaled deeply and desire hit me hard, causing me to grind my hips against the mattress. A growl escaped me and I froze. Did that sound come out of me? 
I quickly pulled my face away from his pillow and rolled onto my back. I squeezed my thighs together, embarrassed, and astonished that I could be aroused after everything I’d just been through. And just from smelling his pillow! This had to be a vampire thing. I yanked the pillow out from under my head and tossed it to the bottom of the bed. Then I curled onto my side and prayed for sleep. 




Chapter 8


A noise woke me. I opened my eyes and saw him standing in the doorway. He started towards me, yanking his shirt off as he approached. I sat up, savoring the sight of him. When he reached the bed I grabbed him and pulled him to me. He crushed his mouth against mine, parting my lips with his tongue. I moaned into his mouth and arched my chest against him.  
He pulled away, only to grab the hem of my shirt and pull it over my head. He looked at my bare chest and his pupils dilated until his eyes were completely black. My nipples hardened in response and he lowered his head to take one in his mouth. He ran his tongue over it before sucking on it and I fisted my hands in his hair and held him tight against me, needing more. He released my nipple and took my mouth once more. He leaned over me, pushing me back against the mattress and ground his hips against me. God, yes. I was ready. 
I reached down and unfastened his pants, pushing them down as far as I could reach without breaking our kiss, but he pulled back, breaking it anyway. I lifted my head and tried to kiss him again but he placed a hand on my neck and gently pushed me back down. He nudged my chin with his thumb, guiding my head to the side. Then he lowered his head and ran his tongue up the side of my neck. 
“Please,” I begged, lifting one leg to wrap around him. 
He gently lowered my leg from around his waist and slid my shorts off. I lifted my hips to make it easier for him, and his lips parted, revealing his fangs. He slid his pants the rest of the way off and lowered himself onto me, settling his body between my legs. I moaned at the feel of his hardness pressed against me. 
I spread my legs wider for him. I was already wet, and desperate to have him inside of me. Slowly he arched his hips, sliding his cock against me. My entire body was throbbing with pleasure. 
“Please!” I gasped, digging my nails into him. He kissed me again, nibbling on my lips before sliding his tongue into my mouth. Then he grabbed my ass with one hand, lifting my hips off the bed and slid into me.
I moaned and rocked against him. My body tightened as he slid into me over and over. He moved slowly, teasing me. 
“Please!” I grabbed his hips and ground hard against him. “Adam!”
He growled when I said his name and thrust harder, faster. 
My fangs came down when I climaxed. I cried out as my body tightened around him. Then I cried out again as he sank his fangs into my neck.  
The sound of my cry woke me. My heart was pounding in my chest and my fists were twisted in the sheets. My body was still throbbing from my orgasm. I lay there a moment in shock. I had never had an orgasm in my sleep before. Then a thought struck me. Had Adam heard me cry out? He said he’d hear me if I called out to him. 
I sat up, overcome with embarrassment. I strained my ears listening for any sound, but there was nothing. My eyes went to the curtains. Was it dark out? I slid off the bed and crossed the room to open the door. I looked out into the dark hallway still unable to tell if it was day or night.
“Adam?” I called out. The second I said his name he appeared at the end of the hall, startling me. “Is it night?” I asked. 
He nodded once. “Did you sleep well?” 
“Yeah.” I could barely look at him, I was so embarrassed from my dream. Was I blushing? Could vampires blush? 
“Come down,” he said, already turning to head back downstairs. After a moment I followed. 
When we reached the bottom of the stairs, he stopped and turned back to face me. 
“Perhaps we should feed you first,” he mused aloud. 
“What?” That chased all thoughts of my dream out of my head. “I can’t.” I shook my head. “I’m not ready. What if I end up killing them? I can’t kill another person.” But even as I said the words, my lips trembled with anticipation. 
“Calm down,” he said, holding up his hands. “There isn’t anyone within miles of this place. Vampires can survive perfectly well on animal blood, and the surrounding forest is full of them. Come on.” 
He turned and walked out the door. I took a breath to steady myself before following him outside. 




Chapter 9


When I stepped out into the night air, my senses came alive. The stars in the sky sparkled like diamonds, and the breeze against my skin was a caress that made the hair on the back of my neck stand up with pleasure.  
“Are you ready?” he asked, startling me.
“What?” I jerked my head to look at him. “No!” 
“You’ll be fine.” He smiled reassuringly. “I’ll be with you the whole time.”
I shook my head. “I’m not ready.”
He walked over to me and took both of my hands in his. I looked down at our joined hands, then back at him. 
“You need to feed, Sarah. If you go too long without it, your vampire instincts will take over and you will lose control. That’s when bad things happen.”
“But I threw up all the meat I ate,” I reminded him.
“Vampires need fresh blood to survive, not old processed meat. That’s why you threw up.”
Oh.
“Now close your eyes.” 
I narrowed my eyes at him.
“Close your eyes,” he repeated, giving my hands a squeeze. I closed my eyes and he released my hands. “Now listen.”
At first all I could hear was my heartbeat, pounding in my ears. It sounded too loud, and too fast. 
“Be calm,” he whispered. “Focus on my heartbeat.”
“I don’t think I can do this,” I said. But then I heard it. It was slow, and steady. I could feel my body relax as my heartbeat slowed to match his. After a minute our hearts and our breathing were completely in sync. 
“Now what do you hear?” 
“The wind,” I said, keeping my eyes closed. The wind sounded like music, far off in the distance. But there was so much more. “Frogs, and there are mice in the grass. There’s something in the woods.” I turned my face towards the sound. “A deer I think. Two. No, three. I-” I stopped, hunger taking over. I opened my eyes. Adam stood directly in front of me. His eyes were completely black, and his lips were parted, revealing his fangs. I felt my body tighten. 
His mouth curled into a smile. “Go.” 
I took off towards the tree line at a speed I didn’t know was possible. I ran into the woods, jumping over roots and dodging trees, vaguely aware that Adam had joined me. 
I saw the deer only a second before I lept on top of one, tackling it to the ground. I had my teeth in its neck before the two others even noticed my arrival. It kicked and thrashed, but it was no match for me. I closed my eyes, feeling the deer’s life pour into me. For a few moments we were one. Its heartbeat was my own. Then it was over. 
I released the dead animal and sat up. Adam sat a few feet away, leaning against the trunk of a tree, a dead deer in front of him. He had blood on his lips. He grinned, and to my surprise, I found myself grinning back. 
We walked back to the house in silence. My mind too overcome with sensation for conversation. Consuming the deer's blood affected me in surprising ways. I felt satisfied, but instead of feeling stuffed and sleepy like I would after a normal meal, I felt alive and full of energy. I wanted to run and jump. To fly even.
We exited the woods and stepped back into the clearing in front of the house. 
“I think I want to stay outside a while longer,” I said, as we neared the house.
“Do you want company?”
“Sure.”
He sat down on the porch steps, but I remained standing. 
“Everything looks so different,” I said, looking around. “Everything shimmers. It's so beautiful.” I looked up at the sky. “Do you ever get used to it?”
He leaned back on his elbows and tipped his head to look up at the sky. “Eventually. It took years for the newness to wear off. Now, I’d give anything to see a sunrise.” 
“But some vampires can go out in the sun, right?”
“Yes, but it will be a long time before I reach that point.”
I sat down on the steps next to him, and we stayed that way for over an hour, neither of us speaking. It should have been awkward, sitting in silence with a stranger like that, but it wasn’t. 
Eventually my thoughts turned back to the problem at hand, me being a vampire, and I spoke, breaking the comfortable silence between us.
“I’ve replayed everything, over and over again, trying to make sense of it all. I can’t stop thinking about the vampire that turned me.” I turned my head to look at him. “Why bother changing me just to abandon me? If they just wanted to feed, why didn’t they erase my memory and heal the wounds from their bite? Or kill me, right?” 
He frowned. “The thing is, changing a human involves more than just feeding from them. It's not something that can happen by accident.”
I thought for a moment. “Maybe they planned on coming back later, except I went to the store and then ended up here with you? They could be at my apartment right now, waiting for me.”
He shook his head. “That doesn’t seem likely. As your master, they are completely responsible for you. Which means they will be held responsible for any trouble you cause.”
“Trouble, like what happened in the park,” I said, my mind racing.
“Exactly. Every vampire remembers what it is like to be a newborn. That initial hunger…” His voice trailed off as if he were remembering. “Leaving a newborn to fend for themselves is to release a terror upon the human world. Which would definitely draw notice from the human authorities. Which is exactly why abandoning a newborn is forbidden.” 
“Who would do that?” I asked. “Who would risk angering the, um, Strategoi like that?”
“Someone who had nothing to lose.”
I was confused. “What do you mean?”
“There are criminals in the vampire world, just like in the human world,” he explained. “Rogue vampires who like to stir up trouble. Not everyone is content living under the Strategoi’s command.”
“So a criminal vampire changed me without consent to piss off the Strategoi?” I asked, bewildered.
He shrugged. “It's possible, but the location isn’t right. What happened in the park last night will make the local news, but what are the odds that another vampire lives nearby to hear about it? If I wanted to get the Strategoi’s attention, I’d choose a well-known person in a city with a large vampire population. If this happened to a celebrity in LA, they would find out immediately. Then again, why even bother changing them? Just killing a celebrity would do the trick.”
“Then why me?” I asked quietly.
“I don’t know. And I hope we never find out, because that means that whoever did this to you never finds you.” 
He was right, but going the rest of my existence without answers was going to make me crazy.  
I sighed and looked back up at the sky. We fell back into silence for a while, but I was no longer able to enjoy it. 
“I think I’m going to bed,” I said, standing. “I mean, I just need to be alone for a while.” 
“I understand.”
“Um-” I broke off, not knowing what to say.
“Call out if you need anything,” he said. “I’ll be nearby.”
“Thanks.” I nodded and went inside. 
I spent the rest of the night laying in bed, staring at the ceiling. I eventually drifted off, and thankfully, did not dream. 




Chapter 10


When I woke up, the house was silent. I climbed out of bed and crossed to the dresser to look at Adam’s pocket watch. The time said 7:30, but if that was am or pm, I had no way of knowing. I went into the bathroom and washed my face, and used Adam’s hairbrush to tame my hair. I saw my dirty clothes on the floor and grimaced. I went back to the dresser to check the time again. 7:36. A moment later there was a knock at the door.  
“Sarah?” Adam’s voice came from the hall. 
I opened the door. “Hey.” 
He smiled. “It's night. I hope you were able to rest?”
I nodded. “Yeah, I just woke up.”
“You’ll find that you’ll naturally wake up each night, shortly after the sun sets. And you’ll instinctively know when sunrise is coming. You’ll get the hang of it.”
“Good to know,” I said, feeling relieved. 
His eyes moved over me. “We need to get you more clothes. But first we’ll eat.”
I followed him outside, where he once again urged me to be calm and listen. It was easier this time, my heartbeat syncing with his almost instantly. I heard the wind, the frogs, and the mice. And something more. I barely gave Adam a glance before I tore away for the woods. 
The trees were a blur as I ran by, but I hardly noticed. All of my senses were focused on my prey. This was no deer to be caught unaware. It knew I was coming. Flight or fight, what would it be? 
The huge owl flew out of the trees just ahead of me and time seemed to slow as I leapt up and snatched it from the sky. Its talons tore into my chest as I sank my fangs into it. Its great wings beat against my head as we fell towards the ground. Once, twice, then no more. By the time I hit the ground the bird had gone still. 
I looked down at the dead creature I held, and a flood of emotion rushed through me. Satisfaction, of course. But also sorrow. Like me, this was a creature of the night. A predator that must kill to survive. I crouched and laid the owl on the ground. I gently ran my hand over its feathers, surprised by how soft they were. 
“Impressive,” Adam said, appearing at my side. 
I stood and wiped my hands on my shorts. “Why did it fight me? I thought my venom was supposed to drug it?” 
“Our venom only works on humans, I’m afraid.”
“Oh.” I looked around then, finally noticing my surroundings. 
The forest stood behind us, but to the front was a wide open space with a large pond in the middle. Beyond the pond the ground rose up forming a large hill, covered in trees. It was a secluded spot, and it was beautiful. 
“Care for a swim?” Adam asked, raising his eyebrows at me.
“I don’t have a swimsuit.” 
He flashed me a smile that was pure sin. “Neither do I.” 
[image: image-placeholder]I'm about to go skinny dipping with a hot vampire. No big deal. I stared at his back as he walked in front of me towards the water. He yanked his shirt off as he neared the edge and my eyes widened. His shoulders were wide and his back was muscular, but that wasn’t what took my breath away. It was the tangle of scars that covered his back from his shoulders to his waist. 
I gasped, and he looked over his shoulder at me. His smile died when he saw my expression. 
“Oh. Yeah.” He shrugged and turned to face me. “I guess I should’ve warned you about that.”
“What happened?” I asked, trying not to stare at his bare, muscular chest. 
“My master tried to teach me obedience.” He rolled his eyes, as if it were merely an annoyance. 
I shook my head. “I don’t understand. Why didn’t you heal?”
“It's not a fun story, and I’d rather swim than tell it.” 
“But-”
“Especially since you don’t have a swimsuit.” The corner of his mouth curled, and he turned back around and continued towards the water. 
My heart began to pound, and I fought to calm it, knowing he could probably hear it. I swallowed and followed him to the water. When he reached the edge, he kicked off his shoes. With his back still to me, he slid his pants off and tossed them to the side. I stumbled to a halt at the sight of him. He walked into the water until it came up to his waist, then dove under the surface. 
“Oh my god.” I said aloud. “I can’t believe this is happening.” I hurried to the edge of the pond and yanked my clothes off as fast as I could. I rushed into the water, bracing for the initial cold, but found myself pleasantly surprised by how comfortable it felt. 
“I love this place,” Adam said, startling me. He had resurfaced a few feet away. 
I yelped and ducked down in the water to hide my naked body. He grinned and splashed me. I laughed and splashed him back. He wiped the water from his face, still grinning, then he leaned back into the water and floated away. I watched him drift a moment, before swimming after him. 
When I reached his side, he lifted his head to look at me. I stretched my feet down to see if I could touch the bottom, and the water came up to my nose. I kicked off the bottom and started treading water. 
My eyes widened as Adam swam over and took me in his arms, holding me up to keep my face out of the water. My naked skin slid against his and I clenched my jaw to keep myself from moaning. 
He held me close, our faces only inches apart. His eyes were completely black. I could feel his hardness pressed against me. 
I should say no. I should move away. He’s a complete stranger, whom I knew nothing about. Except that he's deadly. But I was deadly too now, and I wanted him like I’ve never wanted anyone before.
Before I could change my mind, I wrapped my arms around his neck and pressed my mouth to his. He groaned and ran his tongue across my lips. My lips parted, and he thrust his tongue inside. I rocked against him, and his hands slid down to cup my ass. I wrapped my legs around his waist, pressing myself against his cock. He devoured me with his mouth, kissing me until I could barely breathe. I leaned on his shoulders to lift myself up, sliding myself against the length of his cock. 
Fuck, that felt good. I slid again and again, faster each time, my frantic movement making the water splash around us. I could feel the tension building inside of me, and I chased it. I couldn’t believe how fast it was happening. I’d never felt anything like this before. 
The next time I slid up his body he thrust his hips forward, bringing me down onto his cock. I cried out as I sank onto him, and ground forward rubbing my clit against him. 
“Adam.” I moaned his name as I began to ride him. He kissed my neck and my shoulders as he thrust into me. 
“Oh! Fuck! Adam!” I gasped. 
“That’s it,” he murmured, lifting his head from my neck to look into my eyes. For a split second, I wondered if my eyes were as black as his. Then my orgasm ripped through me with a force that erased all thought. There was nothing left but instinct. 
I leaned forward and sank my teeth into his neck. His blood poured into me, even as his cock continued to pound me with brutal force. I could feel his heartbeat, his very essence throughout my entire body. Pleasure hit me in waves, over and over, never giving me a moment to catch my breath. I closed my eyes and stars flashed behind my eyelids. 
He groaned and I could feel his cock pulsing inside of me as he came. I lifted my mouth from his neck and looked at him. His eyes were closed, but he opened them and they went straight to my mouth. He leaned in and licked the blood from my lips, growling softly. 
I pressed my forehead to his and closed my eyes. He held me close, with my legs still wrapped around him and his cock still inside me. Eventually the euphoria began to wear off and the reality of what I’d done sank in. 
I bit him. 
I lifted my head to look at him. “I’m sorry,” I said quickly. I looked at his neck, but the bite mark had already healed. 
“Don’t be.” His voice was thick with emotion. 
“I don’t know why I did that.” 
“Its natural,” he said, as he finally slid his cock out of me. “Most vampires feed during sex.”
I felt a loss as his cock left my body and immediately wanted more from him. The corner of his mouth lifted, as if he knew exactly what I was thinking. 
I unwrapped myself from around him and pushed away. He let me go, and I swam towards shore a little until I could stand with my head and shoulders out of the water. 
“Did you want to bite me?” I asked, without looking at him.
“Yes.” 
I looked at him then. “Do you still want to?”
He stared at me a moment before answering. “Yes.”
He fucked me two more times in the water, making me come harder each time. When he sank his teeth into me the first time I expected pain, but felt intense pleasure instead. The feel of his lips pulling the blood from my body made me come so hard I almost passed out. Stars danced behind my eyelids again and reality ceased to exist. It was just the two of us. My blood flowing into him, and his blood flowing into me. Our hearts were beating as one. 
When it was over I could barely walk out of the water. I felt warm, and tingly, and slightly high. His blood was like a drug, and I was addicted. 
I laughed aloud at the thought, and he looked at me curiously.
“This is crazy,” I said, as I got dressed.
“What is?” He’d managed to put his clothes on faster than me. 
I looked at him for a moment, not knowing what to say. Then I shook my head. “Nothing.”
We walked back to the house in silence. It should have felt awkward, considering we were basically strangers who just had sex, but it wasn’t. I felt completely at ease. 
It took a while to get back. I didn’t realize how far I ran when I was after the owl.   
When we arrived at the house, we sat on the front steps and spent the rest of the night talking. I told him about my life. My happy childhood, followed by my tragic teen years with my mom’s illness and my dad’s suicide. When I talked about Allie, I started to cry. He wiped the tears from my face and held me.  
“Losing someone who is still alive is often harder than losing someone to death,” he told me, stroking my hair as I snuggled against his chest. “I was engaged when I was changed.”
I pulled back and stared at him. I hadn’t been expecting that. “What happened?” I asked, although I wasn’t sure I wanted to know.
“I had to call off the wedding, of course. It was a huge scandal. Sadly, society placed all the blame on my betrothed.”
“Why?”
He shrugged. “It was the way of the world back then. Men held all the power. A woman’s only value was as a wife and mother. Once I rejected her, she was seen as worthless. Damaged, even.”
“That's horrible!” I knew how women were treated throughout history, but hearing it firsthand was different. 
“Yes,” he said quietly. 
“Did you love her?” Why did I ask that? I immediately wanted to take the words back. 
He looked off into the distance, his expression pained. 
“I’m sorry,” I said. “I shouldn’t have- it's none of my business.”
He rubbed his jaw before looking at me. “People didn’t marry for love back then, but I cared for her. And I think we would have been happy.” 
I nodded, not knowing what to say.
He sighed and wrapped an arm around me, pulling me close again. 
We sat on the steps for the rest of the night, leaning against each other. 
Eventually he spoke. “It’s time.” He dropped a kiss on the top of my head. I leaned back and looked up into his eyes. So many emotions ran through me at that moment, all I could do was nod. 
We walked into the house hand in hand, and at the bottom of the stairs he leaned in and kissed my cheek. 
“Sleep well,” he said, releasing my hand. 
“You too.” 
[image: image-placeholder]As I lay in bed a few minutes later, I replayed the events of the night in my mind. The sex was mind blowing, obviously, but it was the connection I felt with Adam that I couldn’t stop thinking about. He was basically a stranger, but sex with him had felt so natural. And the way we could spend hours together without talking. I’d never been able to do that with anyone. I felt safe with him. Peaceful, and content.
I shook my head, staring up at the ceiling. There were no words to describe how I felt with him. It wasn’t love. It was like a part of me was always missing, but I never realized it until I met Adam, and with him I felt whole. 
I frowned at my train of thought. 
I once was empty and now I’m whole? Like Adam completed me? God, that was cheesy. I rolled onto my side and stared at the wall. It was cheesy. But it also felt true. I bent and grabbed Adam's pillow from the bottom of the bed. I buried my face in it and inhaled his scent. Then I finally slept. 




Chapter 11


A knock at my door woke me. “Sarah?” 
“Mmmm.” I mumbled into my pillow, not wanting to let go of my delicious dream. 
“Come on lazyhead,” Adam called through the door. “I’ve got a fun night planned.”
“Be right down,” I mumbled. 
I released his pillow and rolled onto my back. I heard him chuckle and head back downstairs. I slid out of bed and went into the bathroom for a quick, cold bath. When I reached for a towel, I saw my clothes folded neatly on the shelf. Adam had washed them for me. I dried off quickly and put on my jeans and hoodie. 
I used Adam’s brush on my hair again, and I watched myself in the mirror as I fought through the tangles. Suddenly a thought struck me. How did Adam always look so great when I had taken over his bathroom and hairbrush? Did he come in while I was sleeping? No, there had to be a second bathroom. It was a big house, and I hadn't seen any of it besides the bedroom and the living room. I frowned at my reflection. I should ask him for a tour. I put the brush down and headed downstairs. 
Adam was waiting for me at the bottom of the stairs. 
“Hey,” I said, as I walked down. 
“Hey,” he said back, smiling at me. 
Damn, he was gorgeous. I wanted to throw myself at him, and lick him and bite him.
I cleared my throat. “Ah, thanks for washing my clothes.”
“Of course.” He casually shoved his hands in his pants pockets. “I'm afraid your t-shirt was beyond repair.”
I chuckled. “I bet.” 
“Hungry?” 
“Always.”
“Good. I’ve got a special treat for you tonight.”
“What, a coyote?” I asked teasingly. “A rabbit? Not a skunk I hope.” I scrunched my face at him and he laughed. 
“You’ll see.” 
He turned and walked down the hall towards the back of the house and I followed him, wondering why we weren’t going outside. I followed him into the kitchen and stopped just inside the room and looked around. 
The appliances were super old and a few of the cabinet doors were missing. There was a window over the chipped farmhouse sink, and a scratched wood table with two chairs. I don’t know what I was expecting, but it wasn’t this. 
Adam headed straight to the fridge and took out a tall glass bottle, filled with dark liquid. I instantly knew it was blood. He set the bottle on the table and turned back to grab two glasses from the cupboard. 
“You have blood in the fridge?” I asked, confused.
“Yeah.” He grinned and set the glasses on the table next to the bottle. He unscrewed the lid, and I inhaled sharply when the scent of blood hit me. I rushed to the table with such speed that I banged into it, knocking both glasses over. 
“Whoa!” Adam grabbed the bottle, steadying it. “Easy.”
My heart was pounding, and my fangs pressed against my lips. With shaking hands, I righted the glasses, and Adam began to pour.
He barely filled one glass halfway before I grabbed it and chugged it. I moaned in pleasure as I drank. It was cold, which was weird, but it was good. 
Adam chuckled and poured himself a glass. He pulled out a chair and sat down before casually taking a sip. I set my empty glass down and licked my lips, feeling foolish. 
“Sorry.”
He smiled. “Don’t be.” He grabbed the bottle and poured some more into my glass. I wanted to snatch it from him and drain it but I forced myself to sit in the other chair and wait. 
“Learning to control your hunger takes time,” he said, leaning back in his chair. “Years even. You’re doing surprisingly well, actually.”
“I am?” I picked up my glass with shaking hands and took a sip. 
He nodded. “When I was a newborn, I had no control. I fed without thinking, like an animal.”
I took another sip, glad that my hands were shaking less now. “Um, how do you have blood in the fridge? Where did it come from? And why did you make me hunt animals when you had this?”
“You had to learn to feed, Sarah. And starting with animals is much safer than starting with humans, believe me.” 
“Oh.” That made sense. I took another sip. “Did you start with animals too?”
“No.” He looked down at his glass. 
“Did your master help you?”
He was quiet for so long that I wished I could take back my question. 
“My master was a monster,” he said. “and she made me a monster too.” 
She? I was blown away. I felt jealous, and angry, like I’d been betrayed somehow, which was ridiculous. 
Unaware of my inner turmoil, Adam took a deep breath and drained his glass. He set it down with a clunk and grinned at me. 
“Ready for your surprise?” 
I stared at him with wide eyes, my glass of blood forgotten. I didn't know what to say, so I just nodded. 
“Come on!”
My mind was still whirling as I stood up from the table. She? His master was a woman? I followed Adam out the backdoor and was surprised to see a tangled, overgrown flower garden with a wrought-iron bench in the middle. I glanced at Adam, but he was walking briskly towards a small barn that I hadn’t realized was there. I hurried to catch up to him. He swung open the two large doors to reveal an old blue pickup.
“Ta-da!” He said, grinning at me.
I knew I should say something, but my mind was still stuck on the fact that his master was a woman. Why did that matter? I’d been with other guys before him. And who's to say he even slept with her? Ugh! Of course he slept with her! 
“Um.” I gave him what I hoped was a normal-looking smile. “Are we going somewhere?”
“Yep.” He walked back to where I stood frozen in place. “A little dinner, a little dancing.” He wrapped his arms around me and dipped his head to kiss me. 
The touch of his lips wiped all thought from my mind. I moaned and leaned into him. I could feel him smile against my lips. He lifted his head and looked down at me. “Ready?”
Fuck yes I’m ready. Take me now, right here on the ground.
“Alright.” He let go of me and headed for the truck. 
Oh. 
I walked over to the passenger side and climbed up into the truck. He turned the key, and the engine roared to life. It was crazy loud for a second, then it quieted. 
“Sorry,” he said, laughing. “Old truck. It came with the house.”
I laughed, and he reached over and took my hand in his before pulling out of the barn. Were we really going to hold hands in the car like high school kids heading out to the movies? His thumb rubbed across the back of my hand and my heart melted. Hell yes we were. I slid a little closer to him and he shot me a smile. 
He drove towards the woods and I saw a break in the trees I hadn’t noticed before. It was the old, overgrown driveway. Branches and bushes scraped the sides of the truck as we drove down the drive. After about half a mile we pulled out onto a normal dirt road. 
“So, did you say dinner and dancing?” I asked.
“I did.” A smile played on his lips, but his eyes stayed on the road. 
“Didn't we just have dinner?”
He glanced at me and grinned before looking back at the road. “That was just an appetizer,” he said. “A little something to take the edge off.”
“O-kay.” I didn’t know what he had planned, but his hand felt wonderful around mine, and he smelled so damn good. I decided to just go with it. 
With my free hand I reached out and turned on the radio. It was staticky, but I quickly found a station playing a good song. After a moment, Adam started singing along. He was horribly off key. I laughed, and he grinned. Then I started singing too. 
A short while later Adam slowed and turned onto another dirt road. Although it looked more like a trail than an actual road. As we rounded a corner, I saw a small white car parked on the side of the road and my body tensed.
“It's okay,” Adam said, squeezing my hand. He pulled up behind the car and turned off the truck.
“What’s going on?” I stared at the car in front of us. Its back window was half covered with stickers. 
“This is an old logging trail,” he explained, rubbing his thumb over the back of my hand. “There are a few trails that lead up the hill to different spots where people go camping.”
There were people in these woods. My heart began to pound. 
“You need to learn to drink from a human,” he said. 
My ears began to ring. 
“Look at me.” He took my chin in his hand and gently turned my head towards him.
“I can’t,” I whispered. “I’m not ready.”
“You are ready.” He cupped my cheek with his hand. “You have more control than any newborn I’ve ever seen.”
“How do you know? You’ve only seen me with animals!” 
“It doesn't matter. Even with animals, newborns usually go into a frenzy. They completely lose it and tear the poor animals to pieces.”
I blinked, glad that I hadn’t done that. “But it’s only been two nights. Maybe I should stick with animals a while longer.”
“This is the perfect opportunity. There are only two people camping here tonight and there’s no one else around for miles. If you lose control, there will be no witnesses, and no chance of the authorities finding out. It would probably be weeks before anyone even discovered their bodies.”
“What!”
“Shit.” He shook his head. “That came out wrong.” 
“I don’t want to do this.” But part of me did. 
“I’ll be with you the whole time.” He smoothed my hair back from my face. “If anything starts to go wrong, I’ll take over.”
I swallowed. “Don’t let me kill anyone.”
He smiled. “Never.” 




Chapter 12


We got out of the truck and I instantly smelled smoke from their campfire. I followed Adam into the forest. We moved swiftly, but silently. I heard music, and someone laughing. My fangs came down, and I started to rush forward, but Adam wrapped his arms around me and pulled me back against his chest.  
“Slowly,” he whispered, his lips brushing against my ear. A shiver ran through me and I wanted to turn around and kiss him. “Come on.”
He took me by the hand and led me off the trail. We cut through the woods, circling the campsite. We were still a ways back, but I could see them clearly and I could hear every word of their conversation. My vampire senses amazed me. 
It was a couple in their early twenties. They were dancing by the campfire, laughing and drinking beer. The guy tipped his head back to drain his beer and when I saw his exposed neck, I tried to run. But again, Adam stopped me. He wrapped his arms around me, pulling me back tightly against his chest. 
“Be patient,” he whispered against my ear, and I arched against him with pleasure. “Ahhh, you like that do you?” He chuckled softly, then he pressed his lips to the spot just beneath my ear and growled. 
I gasped before I could stop myself, and he quickly covered my mouth with his hand. My eyes widened with surprise.
“Shhh,” he whispered, before gently biting my earlobe. 
I shuddered against him, then froze as he ran his free hand down my stomach. He unfastened my jeans and pushed his hand inside. Since I wasn’t wearing underwear, he had immediate access. His fingers brushed over my clit and my body jolted. He moved lower and ran his fingers over my pussy, which was already wet for him.
He growled against my neck again, and my legs almost gave out. He dipped a finger inside of me, then ran it back up over my clit. He circled his finger around my clit a few times, then dipped it back inside of me. Mercilessly he teased me, all the while his other hand stayed pressed across my mouth, silencing my moans. I rocked against his hand, trying to make him stay on my clit, but he wouldn’t. Every time I was close to coming he would leave my clit and push his finger back inside of me. I whimpered and rocked back against him. His erection pressed against my ass. 
I closed my eyes. Fuck, I needed to come. 
“Not yet,” he whispered, as if reading my mind. “I will teach you to be patient.”
Fuck! I’d get him back for this somehow. 
His hand stilled, and I felt his body tense. I opened my eyes and saw the male camper stumbling through the trees towards us. I yanked against Adam's hold and he responded by pushing two fingers deep inside of me. I pushed down on his hand, wanting him deeper, even as I watched the man get closer. He was obviously drunk and had no idea we were there. 
“Almost,” Adam whispered. Then his hand was gone, and there was nothing but night air against my back. 
I looked over my shoulder, but Adam was gone. Shit! I spun around to face the camper. He was only a few feet away. Shit! What should I do? He was looking at the ground as he walked, but I must have made a sound because he looked up and his eyes widened with surprise. 
Suddenly, Adam appeared behind him and in one swift movement grabbed him, tipped his head to the side, and sank his fangs into his neck. I watched the man's eyes close, then his body slumped. 
Adam lifted his head and looked at me. "Now." 
I leapt forward and sang my fangs into the man's neck, in the same spot Adam had. I shuddered at the first taste of his blood. Without stopping, I opened my eyes and saw Adam. We stood face to face on either side of the man. Adam’s eyes were completely black, and he had blood smeared across his lips. Suddenly I cared more for those lips than the blood I drank. 
I lifted my head and stood up on my toes to press my mouth to Adam’s, with the camper's body still pressed between us. Adam’s eyes widened in surprise. He pulled back, breaking our kiss, and I frowned. He lowered the man to the ground, crouching beside him. He pressed his thumb to one fang and rubbed it across our bite marks. Then he looked up at me and I saw the hunger in his eyes. 
Fuck yes. 
He stood up, stepped over the man on the ground, and reached for me. I thought he was going to take me in his arms, but instead he grabbed the top of my jeans with both hands and yanked them down so hard I almost fell over. I barely had time to blink before he spun me around and pressed me against the wide trunk of a tree. I gasped as the rough bark scratched my cheek, then moaned as his cock slid into me. 
He leaned close to my ear. “Shhh.” He began to move, and I bit my lip to keep quiet. After all his teasing, my body was ready for him. I was going to come fast, and hard. As if knowing this, he began to pound me furiously. He slid in and out of me with inhuman speed. 
I stuffed my hand in my mouth and bit down to keep from screaming as I came on his cock. Just as my orgasm started to subside, his fangs pierced my neck, and I was pushed over the edge once more. He grunted against my neck as he came. Finally his movements slowed, then stopped. I felt his fangs leave me at the same time his cock slid out of me. I continued to lean against the tree, stunned by what just happened. 
Adam pressed a kiss to my neck. Then he leaned down to grab my pants, which were bunched around my ankles. While he was down there, he pressed a kiss to my bare ass, and I immediately wanted his face between my legs. I had to control my disappointment when he stood back up, pulling my jeans up and fastening them for me. Finally, I turned around to face him. 
"I've taught you to be patient," he said. "Now I need to teach you to be quiet." My mouth dropped open, and he grinned. "Let's go."
I looked at the guy on the ground. “Will he be okay?” 
“Yeah. He'll come around in a few minutes and probably assume he had too much to drink and passed out for a bit. He won't remember any of this.”
Adam took me by the hand and led me back to the truck. As he started the engine, he turned to me with a confused expression. "You stopped on your own."
"What do you mean?"
"When you fed from that guy, you stopped on your own. I didn't have to make you."
"You thought you'd have to make me stop?"
"Yeah. I thought I was going to have to pry you off of him. What you did-" He shook his head. "It's kind of amazing."
Oh. Well. 
He shook his head again before turning the truck around and driving back down the road. 
I sat in stunned silence as we drove, pondering my new sex life. Since my mom was terminally ill for my teen years, I never went through the boy-crazy phase most girls go through. As an adult, I had a few flings, but never got close to anyone. Then I met Adam and suddenly I’m a nymphomaniac? What was it about him? 
We drove for a while, then turned onto a paved road and started to see houses alongside the road. As we got closer to town, I saw the lights of a shopping center and the giant glowing sign of a Walmart. I tensed when Adam pulled into the turn-only lane.
“Why are we stopping?” I asked. 
“You need clothes, among other things.”
He pulled into a parking spot and turned off the engine. 
“This is a bad idea,” I said, clenching my hands into fists. 
He turned to face me. “You’ve already fed tonight. Twice, if you count what you drank in the kitchen. So you shouldn’t feel the need to feed again. Plus, as I mentioned earlier, you have more self-control than I’ve ever seen in a newborn. You’ll be fine.”
“What if I act weird though? People will notice.”
Adam laughed. “Have you seen the type of people that shop at Walmart late at night? No one is going to pay any attention to you.”
I smiled nervously. “Okay.” 
[image: image-placeholder]We walked towards the store hand in hand. Inside, Adam grabbed a cart, and we headed to the women’s clothing section. I was relieved to see that other than a couple of sleepy-looking cashiers, the store was basically empty. 
“They’re closing in 35 minutes,” Adam said. “So you probably don’t have time to try a bunch of stuff on. You can always get a couple different sizes and just toss out what doesn’t fit.”
“Toss out?” I raised my eyebrows at him. “What, vampires don’t do returns?” 
He gave me a wry look. “We try to limit our trips to the store as much as possible.”
“I feel bad wasting your money like that. I feel bad even spending your money in the first place. Come to think of it, how do you even have money? It’s not like you have a job, right? Or do you? That's probably something I should’ve asked before now.”
“No, I don’t have a job. Most vampires don’t. We’re more into investments. But I’ll explain all that tomorrow. Right now we’re wasting precious shopping time. You need clothes, shoes, a purse? Don’t forget we’re going dancing after this. And you’ll need toiletries. I’d like my hairbrush back eventually.”
I elbowed him in the side. “Okay, you asked for it.” 
I tossed in jeans, t-shirts, sweatshirts, tank tops, shorts, sundresses, a denim jacket, two purses, several pairs of shoes, socks, and pajamas. In no time at all, the cart was filled to the brim. When we reached the underwear section, I hesitated and looked at Adam. He lifted a pink lace thong from atop a pile and grinned at me. 
“Do I get any say in this?” he asked coyly.
I swatted his hand, and he dropped the underwear. 
“No,” I said, fighting a smile. “Go stand over there.” I nodded to the end of the aisle. 
He sighed dramatically and walked away. He leaned against a shelf, keeping his back to me. I quickly grabbed the pink thong and stuffed it in the cart under a sweatshirt before picking out a bunch of bras and underwear. Once I had a pile of underthings in the cart, I started to cover them with clothes, then I stopped. After everything I’d done with Adam, I was shy about him seeing my underwear?  
I headed over to Adam. He glanced in the cart then at me. “Now how about a hairbrush?”
A minute later, I stood in front of the lotion wondering if I even needed it anymore. Did vampires get dry skin? I heaved a sigh. 
“Problem?” Adam asked over his shoulder. He stood at the end of the aisle, giving me privacy to pick out my “girly stuff” as he put it. 
“No, I’m good.” I tossed the lotion in the cart, along with my shampoo, conditioner, and deodorant. I stopped in front of the makeup section, then caught sight of myself in a mirror. Oh yeah, I have flawless, radiant skin now. I forgot about that. No need for makeup then. I’ll admit that I was pleased about that.
I stood behind Adam at the checkout and kept my face averted, in case my eyes turned black or my fangs came down. Everything went smoothly though, and we were back at the truck in no time. 
Luckily there was a locker box in the back of the truck because there was no way all my clothes would fit in the front with us. I grabbed a sundress and a pair of strappy sandals out of a bag, and helped Adam toss the rest of the stuff in the back. 
A few minutes later we were back on the road. I changed into my new dress as Adam drove. He glanced at me a couple times and I scowled at him playfully. 
“Eyes on the road.”
I forgot to grab a bra and underwear so I had nothing on under my dress. Oh well. Adam would have easy access later on. I smiled at the thought.
“What's so funny?” he asked.
“Nothing,” I said innocently. “I’m just in a good mood.”
He glanced at me out of the corner of his eye and I laughed. 




Chapter 13


We drove further into town and there were people everywhere. I watched them as we drove past and though I did not feel an uncontrollable need to feed, I was definitely wound tight. I felt excited and alert.  
“This must be how a cat feels, watching birds through the window,” I murmured as we drove past a group of people. 
Adam parked on the side of the road and came around to open my door. He took my hand as I climbed down and I gripped him tightly. A couple of guys were walking towards us. They were talking and laughing, totally unaware of the danger they were in. 
“Look at me,” he said. I turned away from the two men and met his eyes. “Don’t make me give you another lesson in patience.” He slid his free hand down my hip and grabbed the fabric of my dress in his fist, bunching it up, raising the hem several inches. 
I leaned forward and lifted up on my toes to press my lips to his. He deepened our kiss, sliding his tongue into my mouth. I moaned against him and he stepped closer, pressing me back with his body until I was pinned between him and the side of the truck.
“Yeah buddy! Give it to her!” One guy shouted as they walked by. His friend busted out laughing. 
Adam lifted his head and looked down at me. “I intend to, but first we’re going dancing.”
When we approached the club, it became obvious that we were both underdressed. Especially me. Adam fit in with his navy button-down shirt and dark jeans, but I stood out like a sore thumb in my new sundress. The women standing in the very long line were all wearing tight mini dresses with dangerously high heels. 
Adam led me to the front of the line, handed the bouncer some cash, and we went straight inside. 
We’d been able to hear the music from outside, but inside, with my vampire hearing, it was deafening. I raised my hands to cover my ears, but Adam grabbed them and lowered them, leaning close to speak into my ear. 
“Focus your senses,” he said, his lips grazing my earlobe. “Focus on my voice and let the rest fall to the background.” 
I nodded, even though I had no idea how to do that. 
He let go of my wrists and placed his hands on my hips. He pressed his body against mine and began to sway to the music. 
“You look absolutely delicious in that dress, by the way,” he said against my ear. “Later I'm going to bite every one of those little buttons off and feast on what's underneath.” 
He began moving, guiding my body backwards until we were in the middle of the dance floor. “I'm going to bury my face between your thighs and finally do what I’ve been dreaming about ever since I met you.” He pressed a thigh between my legs and I rocked against it. His hands grabbed my ass and pulled me tighter.
“I’m going to lick you, so slowly, until you beg me to stop.” He nipped at my earlobe again and I rocked harder against his thigh. I wrapped my arms around his neck, holding him tight. The noise from the club faded away until it was just us. It was just his voice in my ear, sending shivers of pleasure down my spine. 
“I’m going to push my tongue inside of you.” He continued, as I rocked against his thigh. “Just for a taste, before I fill you with my cock.”
I groaned and closed my eyes. Pressure was building inside of me. Was I seriously going to come in the middle of the crowded dance floor? 
“That's it, Sarah,” he whispered. “Let go.”
I rocked against him faster, my hips moving in rhythm with the music. Fuck, I was close already. 
“Adam-” 
He growled against my neck and my orgasm hit me so hard my legs gave out. He held me up, with his hands still gripping my ass, and rubbed his thigh back and forth against my throbbing pussy. 
I gasped, letting my head fall back. I opened my eyes and looked up at him. His eyes were black but his parted lips revealed no fang. He stepped back just enough to move his thigh from between my legs and slid his hands back up to my waist. 
“How are you so in control right now?” I asked, my body still throbbing. 
“My control is an illusion,” he said. “I’m a breath away from ripping that dress off you and taking you right here.”
Oh. Damn. 
“Is the noise level okay now?” he asked. 
It was. When did that happen? God, he was amazing. 
“You’re incredible!” I said, laughing. “I think I lo-” I froze, staring at him with wide eyes. I’d almost said I love you, which was crazy. 
Adam stopped moving. He stared at me with such intensity that I couldn’t breathe. Then he slowly lowered his head and brushed his lips against mine. It was as though time stopped and we were the only two souls in the universe. He raised his head and looked down into my eyes. Then one corner of his mouth curled up, and he gripped my hand and spun me around so fast that I shrieked. He caught me again and started swaying to the music.  
We danced for hours. For hours without getting tired, without my feet hurting, or without me having to stand in line for the ladies room. I was beginning to see the perks of being a vampire. Eventually, Adam told me it was time to go. We left the club with his arm around me. I was leaning into him, laughing at something he’d said when someone bumped into me. 
“Excuse me,” the man said.
“No worries,” I replied, even as I felt Adam’s body go tense. He stopped so suddenly I stumbled. I glanced up at him, but he was staring at the man who’d bumped into me. In fact, they were staring at each other. 
“New in town?” The stranger asked casually, his eyes on Adam. 
“Just passing through,” Adam said, his face blank.
“You should stay awhile.” The stranger turned his gaze to me. “There are many pleasures to be had.” 
Adam’s arm tightened around my waist almost to the point of being painful. My heart was pounding. I didn’t know what was happening, but I knew it wasn’t good. 
“I’d love to show you around,” he said, still looking at me. 
I looked down, avoiding his gaze.
“I’m afraid we have a prior commitment,” Adam said. 
“That's a shame,” the man said, finally looking back to Adam. They nodded to each other, and the man continued into the club. 
I looked up at Adam. “What just happened?”
“I’ll explain in the truck,” he said tensely. He started walking, pulling me alongside him. He was moving as fast as possible without drawing attention, and I had to jog to keep up. We got back to the truck, and he was peeling away from the curb before I even had my door closed. 
“Shit! Adam!” I slammed the door shut and turned sideways on the seat to face him. “What’s wrong?”
His jaw was clenched, and he had a white knuckle grip on the steering wheel. 
“Was that a vampire?” I asked, already knowing the answer.
“Yes.” 
“Are we in trouble?”
“Yes.”
I waited for him to continue but he fell silent. “You need to tell me what's happening, Adam, ‘cause I’m starting to freak out. Was he part of the Strategoi?” 
Adam shook his head. “He knows you're a newborn.” 
“Which is… bad?” 
“Yeah. It's bad. The Strategoi only hears requests for changes once a year, at an annual gathering that takes place in March. So right now he’s wondering how he just met a newborn in October.”
“Maybe he didn’t know.”
“Newly turned vampires have a distinct smell, half human, half vampire. Over the first few weeks, the human scent gradually wears off until all that’s left is vampire.”
“Maybe he won't tell anyone,” I whispered fearfully. 
Adam reached over and took my hand. “He will, Sarah. He’ll do it to prove his loyalty to the Strategoi. To earn their favor.”
“So what do we do now?” I asked.
“We run.”
We got home an hour before dawn. It was too late to run. Adam told me we’d have to stay for the day and head out as soon as the sun went down. He sent me up to bed, telling me there were a few things he had to take care of. 
I lay in bed, too alert to sleep, jumping at every sound. After a while Adam came in, and I sighed with relief. 
“We’ll leave as soon as the sun sets,” he told me as he took his clothes out of the dresser and stuffed them into a large, black duffle bag. “There’s a place in Tennessee. We’ll stop for a night, then move on. We need to get as far from here as possible.” He zipped the duffle bag and kicked off his shoes before climbing into bed with me fully dressed. I had changed out of my sundress into leggings and a t-shirt. I snuggled close to him and he wrapped his arms around me.
“I promise I won't let anything happen to you,” he said, pressing a kiss to the top of my head. 
I squeezed my eyes shut, fighting tears. I should never have stayed with Adam. He was in danger because of me. I needed to find a way to leave him, to keep him safe. But I had no idea how to survive on my own. Where would I go? My apartment was out, since I was getting evicted. Going home to Allie was out of the question. I’d probably end up attacking her. I racked my mind, trying to form a plan, until I eventually drifted off. 




Chapter 14


I woke to Adam gripping my shoulders. “They're here,” he whispered. Before I had a chance to react, the door was kicked in and what looked like a SWAT team burst into the bedroom.  
There were six of them, dressed in black tactical gear that left only the bottom half of their face visible. They were all armed, and the red lasers from their guns glowed in the darkness. Adam and I both jerked up-right in bed and Adam shoved me behind him. 
“Adam De Clare,” one of them spoke, revealing his fangs. “You are to stand before the Strategoi to be judged for your crimes.” 
“No!” I shouted over Adam’s shoulder. “He didn’t do anything! This is all a misunderstanding! Tell them Adam!” I looked at him but he remained silent. 
Two of them approached the bed, and I shrank back against the headboard. 
“Don’t struggle,” Adam said quietly. 
The two guards grabbed us and pulled us off the bed while the others kept their guns on us. They bound our wrists with large, heavy handcuffs that looked like something out of a medieval dungeon. 
“Please, let us explain!” I begged, as they dragged us out of the room. I tripped and stumbled as they pulled me down the hall. When we reached the top of the stairs, I could see more armed vampires standing at the bottom. One of them opened the front door, and the soft rays of the setting sun filled the entryway. 
I shrieked and tried to scramble backwards up the stairs, but was shoved forward again. 
“Adam!” I screamed, watching them lead him towards the door.
“It’s alright Sarah,” he said, looking over his shoulder at me. “I’m with you.” 
Adam flinched when he stepped into the sun. His jaw clenched, but he remained silent, even as his skin began to redden and flake. Then he was through the door and out of sight. 
“Move.” The vampire behind me shoved me again, almost making me fall down the stairs. 
“No!” I begged, trying to grab at the railing. “Please! No!” 
I screamed when I stepped into the sunlight. The pain was unbearable. I tried to cover my face with my arms, but someone grabbed my bound wrists and yanked me forward. I stumbled after them, blinded. My vision was completely red. I felt my skin crack as it burned. I continued to scream as they dragged me along. 
It seemed like an eternity, but it was only a few steps until I was thrown into the back of a van. I was still blind, but I could feel the cold metal floor against my cheek. I heard the door slam shut before I lost consciousness. 
[image: image-placeholder]I came to slowly. The vibration of the moving van was the first thing I noticed, then the hard metal surface beneath me. I opened my eyes, and a sob escaped me when I realized I could see again. Adam was sitting on a metal bench on the other side of the van. His wrists and ankles were shackled to the van with thick metal chains. His eyes were locked on mine. 
I started to push myself up into a sitting position and became aware that I was also chained to the van. Although my chains allowed me some freedom to move, Adam was locked tight in place.
I whimpered his name, and the muscle in his jaw ticked, but he did not respond. I looked down at my hands and saw that my skin was smooth and unburnt. How did that happen?
Two vampires rode with us, sitting at the back of the van near the doors. They were facing us, but I couldn’t see their eyes through their dark visors. Each of them held a baton in their lap.  
“Where are you taking us?” My voice was rough and scratchy. Neither vampire responded. 
“This is all a big misunderstanding,” I said, clearing my throat. They continued to ignore me. I glanced at Adam, who was still watching me silently. 
“He didn’t change me,” I told them. “We don’t know who did. He was just giving me a place to stay. He didn’t do anything wrong.” No response. “Tell them Adam.” He looked at me but said nothing.
“Why won’t you say anything?” My voice cracked with emotion. He looked at the guards and one of them smirked. Adam lowered his gaze to stare at the floor.  
I stared at him. Why wouldn’t he say anything? Why didn’t he try to defend us? I knew we were too outnumbered to fight, but he could at least try to explain our situation. He could at least tell them he was innocent. 
I clenched my jaw to hold in my sobs and turned my face away. I leaned against the side of the van, the chains that bound me digging into my skin. 
We rode for hours in silence. Eventually the van slowed and turned into what I thought was a driveway or parking lot. The engine cut off and the two guards climbed out of the back, leaving Adam and I alone. 
“We are going to stand trial,” Adam said quietly. I looked at him and our eyes met. “It doesn't matter what we've done, only what they think we've done. Innocent until proven guilty doesn’t exist in our world. I wish I could tell you that everything will be okay, but it won't. They will sentence us both to death.” 
I felt a tear roll down my cheek, and I strained against my chains trying to get closer to him. “Adam.”
“I'm sorry, Sarah,” he said, his eyes rimming with unshed tears. “I'm so sorry.” 
Four guards reappeared at the back of the van and trained their gun lasers on us. A fifth climbed inside and unhooked us from the benches, leaving our hands cuffed in front of us. 
“Out,” he said, his voice cold. 
I watched Adam stand and climb out of the van, then the guard turned to me. I stood on wobbly legs and climbed out of the van. I started to fall and one of the other guards grabbed my arm and jerked me upright. I looked around and saw we were in an underground parking garage. There were a few black vans like the one we just climbed out of, a row of military Humvee looking vehicles, and two rows of luxury cars. 
“Where are we?” I asked. Instead of replying, the guard at my side yanked on my arm, pulling me away from the group. 
“Come,” he said.
I looked back at Adam and saw the rest of the guards were ushering him in a different direction. I tried to turn back towards him but the guard beside me yanked me hard. 
“Adam!” I screamed, struggling against the vampire holding me. 
“Don’t fight them Sarah!” Adam shouted, but his warning came too late. The guard slammed a metal baton into my stomach, sending an electrical current through my body. I couldn't even scream. I was paralyzed as my body shook. Then it was over and I collapsed onto the cement, blood running out of my nose. 
My captor grabbed the chain binding my wrists and dragged me across the floor to the elevator. My ears were ringing loudly but I could hear Adam shouting my name before I blacked out.




Chapter 15


The next time I woke I was alone in a cement room containing nothing but the cot I lay on. Thankfully, my shackles were gone. I sat up and looked around. There were no windows, only a steel door on one wall with a narrow slot near the top. I jumped up, rushed to the door and pounded my fists against it.  
“Open the door! I want to see Adam!” My cries echoed in the room. “Let me out of here!” Eventually I wore myself out and returned to the cot. A moment later, the slot at the top of the door slid open and a bag of blood was pushed through before the slot slammed closed again. I rushed to the door and pounded again. “Come back!”
I looked at the bag on the floor. It looked like the kind hospitals used when you donated blood. I wondered briefly if it was poisoned, then my hunger took over and I tore the cap off and drained the bag. 
I don’t know how long they kept me there. I slept on and off, and a bag of blood was dropped in two more times.
I was asleep when they came the fourth time. I heard a noise at the door and opened my eyes, expecting to see a bag drop through the slot. Instead, the door swung open and an armed guard stepped in. 
I lept off the bed and bared my fangs at him, a feral hiss escaping me. I didn’t have a chance to ponder the sound I’d just made, because a second guard entered the room holding a metal baton at his side, the tip crackling with electricity. I froze and the guard’s lips curled into a sinister smile. 
“Come,” the first guard said, stepping to the side to allow me to exit the room. I passed him slowly, afraid he might strike me. The guard with the baton led the way, and I stared at the crackling tip as I followed, the second guard falling into place behind me. We walked down a long hallway lined on both sides with steel doors like the one on my cell. Was Adam in one of those rooms? 
They led me up a flight of stairs to what appeared to be the main floor. They took me down several hallways, turning this way and that, passing closed doors along the way. These doors were made of wood, and the floor I walked on looked like polished marble. 
We rounded another corner, and I saw two guards standing in front of a closed door. They parted as we neared, stepping aside so we could pass through. The guard in front of me pushed open the large door, and I followed him through, stumbling to a halt when I saw the room. 
“Walk.” The guard behind me shoved me, and I stumbled forward. My eyes darted around the room as I walked, taking in every detail. 
It was an enormous space, with soaring, arched ceilings and tall stone pillars in the corners. At the end of the room was a raised platform, like a stage, with eight large wooden chairs that looked like thrones. Three of them were occupied by lavishly dressed vampires, a woman in the middle, with men seated on either side. 
A crowd of vampires stood to the side of the room and several of them bared their fangs at me as I passed. They were all dressed elegantly, as if this were an upscale cocktail party rather than a trial. 
The guard in front of me came to a stop just before the raised platform. “Here,” he said, pointing to a spot on the floor with his baton. 
I stepped forward and looked up at the three vampires seated before me. They stared down at me, their faces void of emotion. 
A commotion broke out behind me and I turned to see Adam being led into the room, still shackled at the wrists and ankles. The length of chain between his ankles only allowed him to take small steps, and the vampires in the crowd hissed and cursed him as he passed. Our eyes met, and he held my gaze as he crossed the room to stand beside me. 
I tried to step towards him, but the guard beside me yanked me back into place. I wondered why he was still shackled when I was free. 
“Adam De Clare, formerly of House Velasco.” The female vampire on the stage spoke, and Adam and I both turned to face her. She was wearing a black gown that pooled at her feet. Her dark hair was twisted high atop her head, and she had diamonds at her neck and ears. “You are here to be judged for the crimes of hericide and unauthorized creation. Do you deny these charges?” Her voice rang out in the now silent room. 
Adam raised his chin. “No.” 
What? My eyes darted back and forth between Adam and the female vampire. 
“Adam,” I began, and the woman's eyes shot to me. I flinched under her gaze, but refused to be silent. “Adam, tell them the truth.” I looked sideways at him but he stared straight ahead. “He didn’t turn me,” I said, looking up at the woman. “He didn’t do any of those things. Another vampire turned me, I don’t know who it was, but Adam found me and was helping me. He was teaching me about vampire rules, so I didn’t get noticed by humans. He was trying to do the right thing. We both were!” I looked at Adam again. Why was he just standing there? Why wouldn’t he defend himself? “Adam!” I practically screamed his name, and I saw him flinch. 
“Does she truly not know?” The woman directed the question at Adam. 
He glanced at me then, his face tense. “She is completely innocent in all of this,” he said, looking back to the three on the stage. “I ask that the Strategoi take her innocence into consideration and allow her a quick death.”
What? My jaw dropped. Was Adam asking them to kill me? 
The three vampires exchanged a look before the female spoke again. 
“Is that truly what you wish?” She asked. “When her life could be spared through metapherus archond?” I heard gasps and murmurs from the crowd. 
“Yes,” Adam said, staring straight ahead. 
“What the fuck Adam!” I screeched, but he continued to stare blankly ahead. I turned to the female. “Hey!” I shouted, getting her attention. “Will you please explain what the fuck is going on? Because I haven’t done anything wrong, and I don’t want to die.” 
The woman stared down at me. “She has fire.” 
I waited for her to continue, but instead she looked over my head to address the crowd. 
“Is there anyone here who will accept this newborn?”  
“What?” My eyes darted around the room. “What are you talking about? What does that mean?” No one paid any attention to me. 
“I will.” A voice rang out from the back of the room. 
I started to turn to see who had spoken, but was startled when Adam’s roar filled the room. He spun around, mindless of his chains, and lunged towards the crowd at the back of the room. 
A guard rushed forward and jammed a baton into Adam’s back. His body jerked as electricity coursed through him, but he grabbed the end of the baton and yanked hard, sending the guard on the other end careening toward him. Adam lifted the guard and threw him across the room, just as two others rushed in. I watched in disbelief as Adam fought them both at once. Even with him chained, they didn’t stand a chance. He tore into them with his fangs and his claws. 
The vampires in the room were all shouting and screaming, but I couldn’t take my eyes off Adam. He fought like an animal. Where had this strength been when we were captured? 
An arm came sliding across the floor towards me. Just an arm. I slapped a hand over my mouth and jumped back as blood came pooling towards my feet. 
The female on the stage was shouting, and four more guards joined the fray. They hit him with electric batons, over and over, eventually bringing him to his knees. Still, they did not stop. 
I tried to run to him, but the guard at my side grabbed me and held me in place. I screamed his name and struggled to get free, but I was not strong enough. 
“Enough!” The female on the stage shouted, rising to her feet. The four remaining guards lowered their batons and stepped away. Adam lay unmoving on the floor, his eyes closed. Was he alive? He had to be! Three dead bodies lay on the floor around him, one of them in multiple pieces. 
“Adam-” I choked on a sob, hot tears running down my face. 
“Well, that was unexpected,” a man said dryly. I turned and saw a vampire crossing the room towards me. He was massive, taller than Adam even, with olive tanned skin and short dark hair. He was wearing a black suit, and I stared at his polished shoes as he casually stepped over a dead guard on his way towards me. 
“Julian Calahorra of House Velasco.” I heard the woman say. “Do you accept this newborn through metapherus archond?”
“Yes.” The man came to a stop only a foot away from me. I had to tilt my head back to see his face. He looked down at me, his dark eyes fathomless. I wanted to run, but my feet wouldn’t move. I was like a mouse caught in a snake's stare. 
“I accept.” He stared directly into my eyes as he spoke, and I was unable to look away.
“Then it is done,” I heard the woman say.
“What is done?” I asked, still unable to look away from him. “What does that mean?”
His full lips slowly curved into a cruel smile. “It means you belong to me now.” 
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Next In Series


Sarah's story continues in  Bound By Eternal Darkness.
I have been captured and given to another vampire, Julian Calahorra. He is cruel and terrifying. Nothing like my beloved Adam, who has been sentenced to death. 
Julian is one of the most powerful vampires on earth. His world is one of wealth and decadence, but I refuse to be won over by jewels and fancy parties. I despise him for what he’s done and vow to escape him somehow. 
He may own my body, but he will never own my heart. 

Pre-order Bound By Eternal Darkness now!
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Author's Note


Thank you for reading  Kissed By Eternal Darkness. This is my first book, and I hope you enjoyed reading it as much as I enjoyed writing it. Please consider leaving a review on Amazon or Goodreads. As a new author, reviews are so very important. 
Now a bit about me…
For as long as I can remember, I've been fascinated with magic and fantasy. When I was young, I'd go for walks in the woods, looking for gnomes under mushrooms. I chased fireflies, thinking fairies rode on their backs. Then I watched Bram Stoker's Dracula, and my fascination took a darker turn. Vampires. Immortal, powerful, and passionate. Their love was all-consuming, and ever-lasting. And I wanted it.
That was the beginning of my writing career. I filled my diary with short stories about hot vampires, which led to stories about hot ghosts, hot fairies, and hot gods. (I didn't get into hot aliens until much later, but believe me, they were worth the wait!)
Fast forward a couple decades, and I had piles of notebooks with short stories and book ideas. But I never had the confidence to publish until now. Self-confidence, one of the few benefits to being middle-aged.
So if you enjoyed my first book, Kissed By Eternal Darkness, hold on to your hat. I've got 25 years of smutty fantasies coming your way. 
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