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Prologue
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The night was hot and moonless. The air I struggled to suck into my lungs felt wet and heavy. Even as I gasped in huge gulps, my lungs burned. My feet were bare. Rocks and twigs cut into the flesh of my feet, but I didn’t stop. I couldn’t. If I stopped running, he’d be on me.

I knew if he caught me that I was as good as dead. I also knew that he would take his time before I died. I would rather fight to the death than let him do those things to me. He had barely begun to hurt me when I escaped, but I knew without a doubt that I wouldn’t let him get his hands on me again.

The punctures on my neck and arms were bleeding steadily. I felt my body weakening from the blood loss. My feet felt heavier with each step and the agonizing pain shot up from all the cuts and scrapes on the bottom of them. I didn’t know how much longer I could go on, but I wasn’t going to give up.

Suddenly, I burst out of the woods, into an open area. Before me I saw the spread of the lake and realized that he had herded me to a cliff. I came to a stop just a few feet from the edge, breathing heavily and almost collapsed to my knees. I was cornered.

I heard him approach and turned around. He wasn’t loud, but I could make out the slight sound of his footsteps, the light, quick intake of his breath. He wasn’t as winded as I. Actually, he wasn’t winded at all. For some reason, that small detail enraged me. Probably because I was terrified and running for my life, and he was treating this as a game.

I watched as the hulking shadow emerged from the line of trees and my blood ran colder.

“Come to me,” he whispered.

I felt my body respond. My feet took a step forward without my permission and I realized that the smirking bastard intended to make me walk to him so he could kill me. Somehow, I found the strength to resist and I stopped moving. I had nowhere to run, but at least I wasn’t walking straight into the arms of death any longer.

“Come,” he said.

I shook my head, fighting with every molecule in my body not to do as he said.

“Come,” he roared.

Without my permission, my right foot lifted to take another step toward the shadow calling me.

I tried to stop. I tried to control the motions of my body, but there was nothing I could do. I bit my lip hard enough to break the skin and I tasted the sharp tang of blood. The pain broke his hold over me.

I screamed and turned so that I was facing the cliff. I fought his hold on my mind as I headed for the edge.

“COME TO ME!” His voice boomed, so loud my ears hurt.

Still, somehow, I fought his hold and took one more running step before I vaulted over the edge. I heard his scream of rage echo around me as I plummeted from the cliff. The rocks along the edge of the lake rushed up to meet me and there was a burst of bright light behind my eyes. Then I slid into blissful blackness.


Chapter One
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I burst out of the chains of the dream with a soundless scream. My throat was tight and my breathing so shallow that I didn’t even have enough air to let loose the shriek that was caught in my chest. As they had in the dream, my lungs burned and the air I breathed didn’t seem as though it was enough.

I realized that in my blind panic I had lunged out of bed and was standing next to the mattress, swaying. My legs collapsed beneath me and I fell to the floor, trying to slow my breathing. At first I didn’t know where in the hell I was, but, as reality returned, I recognized my luxuriously appointed guest room. I was at the home my friend, Donna, shared with her fiancé, Conner. I was staying here with them while I recovered from the vampire attack I had suffered a few months ago.

Physically, I was fine, but my emotional state was still fragile. As much as I hated to admit it, I was a basket case. Because I couldn’t handle my full-time workload any longer, I began to work from home just a few hours a week. Now, I could no longer afford my apartment, but the idea of going back out into the world on a regular basis gave me panic attacks. Though staying with vampires should have done the same, Donna was my best friend and, other than the whole drinking blood thing, she was no different now that she was a vampire. That alone made me feel safe in her house.

Finally, after several long minutes, my heart rate slowed and I actually felt as though I were sucking air into my lungs rather than glass. The adrenaline surge from the nightmare left me feeling weak, shaky, and nauseated. When I was somewhat certain that my legs would hold my weight, I pushed to my feet, leaning heavily against the bed until my knees didn’t feel like cooked spaghetti.

I staggered to the sink in the bathroom and turned the cold water on full blast. Cupping the water in my hands, I splashed my sweaty, tear-streaked face and neck. The nausea threatened to overwhelm me, but I fought it back with everything I had. When I was certain I wouldn’t be sick, I turned off the water and dried my face with a hand towel.

I realized that my sleep shirt was soaked with sweat and decided that a shower might help chase away the last dregs of the nightmare. I went to the shower and turned the water on. Now that I was up, my skin felt cold and clammy, so I turned the water to hot, stripped off my shirt and panties, and stepped under the steamy spray.

I showered quickly. My stomach was still upset and my hands were shaking as I washed my hair. A few minutes later, I finished rinsing the last of the sweat from my skin and stepped out of the shower. After I dried off, I realized that there was no way I would be able to go back to sleep.

I dressed in yoga pants and a t-shirt, leaving my feet bare. I knew Conner had tea in the well-stocked kitchen, so I padded out of the guest room and headed toward the stairs. It was only two in the morning and I knew that Conner and Donna would be snuggled up in their bed, even if they weren’t sleeping.

Though I assumed they would probably still hear me, I tried to tiptoe down the stairs. It seemed so odd that they could hear me moving around on carpet, with bare feet, while their room was on the other side of the house, but it was something I was adjusting to. My best friend was a vampire. A rueful smile crossed my lips. The very sentence sounded deranged, but it was true.

Just a few months ago, I thought vampires were the stuff of legend and fantasy. Hell, I didn’t even read paranormal romance. I often lost patience with the author’s attempts at world building.

I learned the truth when Donna and I were kidnapped a month and a half ago, and I was still struggling with that knowledge and my own personal experiences with the fanged. When we had been taken by Vanessa, or the shebitch with cuntitis as Donna liked to call her, I thought I was going to die. Vanessa had given me to a fellow vampire who had explained in great detail what he intended to do to me before he would end my suffering with death.

As I walked down the stairs, I shivered at the memories. My dream tonight had brought them close to the surface. I hated that, because Donna and Conner would know and they would look at each other in that way that made me think they were having a conversation without speaking. Then Conner would avoid me the rest of the day and Donna would coddle me and drive me crazy.

Right after the attack, I hadn’t wanted to see either of them again. I was convinced that all vampires must be soulless, demonic creatures with only the desire for blood and pain. All it had taken to change my mind was seeing Donna. I hadn’t realized at the time that Conner had turned her. It wasn’t until her eyes changed that I understood what happened.

At first, the fear was so overwhelming that I only wanted to run, to escape, but it became very clear within minutes that my friend was the same except in what she now needed for nourishment. Her personality, penchant for dropping the f-bomb, and her loyalty were all there.

Since I met Conner before knowing what he truly was, it was easier for me to accept him. It was the rest of vampire kind that I was having difficulty with. Each time I met a new vampire, it took all I had not to run away. The urge wasn’t as strong now as it had been a couple of months ago, but it was still there. The few other vampires I’d met were friends of Conner’s and they all treated me with care. Oddly, I found that their delicate treatment made me more comfortable.

Except for one, Alexander Dimitriades. He had a way of watching me that made me feel as though he were privy to my deepest thoughts and desires. And not because he was reading my mind, but because he was just that observant. His dark brown eyes were almost black and, whenever we were in the same room, I felt their weight against my skin like a physical caress.

I stepped wrong as I went down the stairs and had to grab the railing. Damn, I had to stop thinking about Alexander Dimitriades and focus on walking or I would end up with a broken neck. I forced myself to concentrate solely on navigating the steps in the dark hallway and nothing else.

I reached the bottom of the stairs safely and made my way to the kitchen. After my shower, my skin no longer felt ice cold, so I decided against hot tea and settled on sparkling water instead. I poured a glass over ice and headed out of the kitchen, passing through the room that housed the indoor pool on my way to the veranda.

It was a hot night, so I stepped out and shut the sliding door behind me. I sipped my water and sighed as a slight breeze caressed my face and lifted my hair away from my neck. Though my skin was no longer cold, my insides felt frozen. As the warm breeze flowed around me, I felt myself thaw.

The veranda ran the entire length of the rear of the house, which meant it was huge. There were seating areas, gliders, and even a porch swing, every few feet. I headed to the porch swing and sat on the padded surface, tucking one of my legs beneath me.

I turned my face toward the breeze and lifted my head. I sighed again as the scent of Carolina Jessamine and honeysuckle curled around me, light and sweet. Sitting outside in the dark, warm night, I felt a sense of peace spreading within me. I drank the rest of my water and placed the glass on the small table next to the swing. I used the toe of my other foot to push off and set the swing in motion.

Just as I was beginning to truly relax, a shadow detached from the darkness and moved toward me. I stiffened and opened my mouth to scream when the dark shape spoke.

“It is only me.”

As though I had conjured him with my earlier thoughts, Alexander Dimitriades stood before me, wearing nothing but a pair of black lounge pants and shadows. His olive skin stretched taut over bulky but defined muscles. I struggled not to stare as my mouth went dry. Too bad I had already drunk the rest of my water because I suddenly needed it badly. I had no idea what he was doing here. I knew he met with Conner earlier in the study, but I assumed he left afterwards.

My back remained stiff as he moved toward me, his feet silent as he crossed the veranda. I had the vague sense that I was being stalked by a predator and felt a chill race down my spine. Goosebumps broke out on my arms even though the night had to be close to 80 degrees Fahrenheit.

As I watched him, I realized why. He moved like a large cat, graceful but with coiled strength, just waiting for the opportunity to pounce. I couldn’t say why, but that thought both terrified and excited me.

I didn’t speak as he came closer and used his hip to shove me to the side so he could sit with me. Because he was so tall and broad, there was very little room on the swing for both of us. In fact, my entire side was touching his and I was all but crammed against the arm of the seat.

As though he sensed this, Alexander raised the arm closest to me and laid it along the back of the swing. His fingertips grazed the bare skin of my shoulder where the large neck of my t-shirt had shifted. I shivered as another chill moved down my vertebrae. This time for very different reasons.

I cleared my throat, which felt inexplicably tight. “You decided to stay the night?” I asked lightly, desperately trying to be casual, even though my heart was beginning to pound against my sternum.

“Yes, Conner asked me to,” he replied.

As it wasn’t my house, I didn’t probe that subject any further. Conner could ask whoever he wanted to stay the night.

I changed the subject. “Couldn’t sleep?”

“No. You?”

“Not really,” I replied.

“Why?” His voice was quiet but I could still hear a trace of his Greek accent.

I shrugged. “It’s not home, I suppose.” There was no way I was explaining my nightmares to him.

He nodded and looked out on the backyard. His thumb moved lightly against the skin of my shoulder. I tried to shift away, but only managed to dislodge the neck of my t-shirt further, leaving more skin exposed. Alexander continued to trace random patterns against my flesh.

My only alternatives were to lean away from his hand, which would plaster me against his side, or to get off that damn swing pronto. I chose the latter.

I started to rise, but his hand landed on my shoulder, keeping me in my seat. My heart rate went from somewhat normal, to a fast and frantic pace. Oh, God.

“Calm, Ivie. I’m not going to hurt you.” He sighed. “I find it pleasant to sit with you.”

I swallowed my panic. “Look, Alexander,” I started.

He interrupted me. “Call me Lex.”

Okay, fine, whatever it took to get off this damn swing and back to the dubious safety of my room.

“Look, Lex, I’m tired, I think I’m going to head back to bed.”

This time he didn’t stop me when I scrambled to my feet. Instead, he stood with me, but he was too close. My chest tightened and I stumbled. Lex’s hands closed lightly around my elbows, keeping me upright.

“Careful,” he said softly.

I could feel the flutter of my pulse in my throat as I stared up at him. I wasn’t a tall woman, topping out at five-foot four, and Lex towered over me. He had to be six-two or six-three, easily. The shadows under the veranda hid most of his features from me but his eyes gleamed. I realized then that my hands were curved around his biceps. His rock hard biceps. Surprisingly, his skin was warm, almost hot.

Unable to tear my eyes away, I stared at the muscles in his arms, following the dips and bulges of his shoulders to his chest. I realized I was practically drooling on him and my eyes shot to his face. I saw a flash of white teeth and almost flinched before I realized he was smirking at me rather than coming in for the kill.

One of his hands lifted to my hair, wrapping a hank of it around his index finger. “Why are you afraid of me, little one? Do you think I would hurt you?”

Somehow the truth spilled out of my mouth without my permission. “I don’t know. I’ve been hurt before by your kind.”

The movement of his hand in my hair stilled and I felt the muscles of his arms harden further under my hands. This time I did flinch, worried that he was angry with me for my blunt words. His hand shifted from my hair to my cheek, but his touch was incredibly gentle.

“Never by me. Please do not blame the rest of my people for the brutality of a few. Just as there is evil among humans, there is also evil among vampires.”

I couldn’t argue with that because it was the truth. Still, he made me extremely nervous. I swallowed hard and wet my lips.

“Okay.” My voice lacked conviction.

The corner of his mouth lifted up. “You’ll see.”

I nodded, just wanting to get the hell out of there, but Lex continued to stare at me. Considering how dark it was, I couldn’t see his expression, but I was sure he could see my face clearly. Donna told me vampires had phenomenal vision, even if it was almost pitch black.

I wasn’t sure what he saw as he looked at me, but he took a step back and removed his hand from my face.

“Goodnight, little one,” he said.

“Night,” I mumbled before I skirted around him and practically ran into the house.

I felt his eyes on me until I disappeared through the door.


Chapter Two
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The next morning, I dragged myself out of bed. I felt like someone had beaten me during the night because I hadn’t gone back to sleep after my late night run-in with Lex. I was exhausted. Still bleary-eyed, I staggered down the stairs and into the kitchen.

Donna stood by the coffee maker with a steaming mug of coffee in her hand and another on the counter next to her. When she saw me, she nodded to the cup.

“That one’s yours,” she said.

“You are a goddess,” I mumbled.

I snatched up the cup and sucked in a huge sip. The coffee was hot and strong. In other words, perfect. Donna smirked at me, but I could see the concern on her face.

“Rough night?” she asked.

I sipped my coffee and shrugged one shoulder. I honestly didn’t want to talk about it.

It became clear to me that Donna wasn’t going to let it go when she said, “I heard you get up. Was it the same nightmare again? The one where you’re being chased through the woods?”

I scowled at my coffee and drank more. She was still standing there, looking at me, waiting, when I lowered the mug.

I sighed. “Do you have to ruin such a good cup of coffee with this conversation?”

“Yes,” she answered.

“Fine,” I huffed. “Yes, I had that nightmare again. And, no, I couldn’t go back to sleep. I got up and drank some water and had the shit scared out of me by your hubby’s skulking friend.”

Donna’s brows lowered. “He’s not my hubby yet. And I don’t think it would be smart to talk about Lex while he’s in the house. That man has sonic hearing, even better than a typical vampire’s.”

I shivered when she said the V-word. Then I did it again when I realized that Lex probably heard everything I just said, no matter what part of the house he was in. “Really?” I squeaked.

“Seriously,” she said, nodding her head. “Plus, that man is scary intense when it comes to you.”

I took a huge gulp of my coffee, coughing a little when the hot liquid poured down my throat.

“Are you sure you don’t want Conner to wipe your memory of the event, Ivie? He said he could do it. That you would remember you had been taken, but not the actual details.”

This wasn’t the first time that she offered, but it was the first time I was tempted. The nightmares were still plaguing me months later. I wasn’t sleeping, I was barely eating. For the first time in my life, I was losing weight without really trying. My mother, who was constantly on my ass about my weight, would be so proud. It seemed that getting kidnapped and attacked by a vampire was the best diet available.

I hadn’t told Donna the whole story of my abduction. I don’t know why, but I just couldn’t share the details with her. The fear, the pain, the things that monster said he wanted to do to me. Just the memory made my skin break out in a cold sweat.

I opened my mouth to tell her yes, that I did want Conner to wipe my memory, but I couldn’t do it. It felt weak and I was not weak. There were people in the world that had been attacked and suffered much worse than I had. They didn’t have the option to forget and they recovered. I could do the same.

I closed my mouth and shook my head. “No, I can deal. It’s just going to take a little time.”

Donna’s expression said loud and clear that she didn’t believe me, but I ignored her and continued to drink my coffee.

“Well, if you change your mind…” she trailed off as I just looked at her over my coffee cup and raised a brow. “Don’t lift your damn eyebrow at me! I just want to help.” She paused. “And how the hell do you lift just one eyebrow anyway? I can never do that.”

I smirked at her but didn’t answer.

“Good morning.”

At the sound of that Scottish brogue, Donna and I both turned to the door to watch her fiancé, Conner, saunter into the kitchen. It was barely seven in the morning and he was already showered and dressed in a gray suit that was perfectly tailored. I knew it had to cost more than one month’s rent on my apartment because the fabric had a subtle sheen I’d only seen on the most expensive designer suits. His shirt was a lighter gray and his tie was almost white the gray was so pale. It was a good look.

Conner grinned at me and I realized he knew I was drooling over him.

I glanced over my shoulder at Donna, knowing that she would be able to hear my thoughts if I was broadcasting them that loudly. “Sorry.”

It was her turn to smirk. “It’s okay. Fangboy is a hottie.”

I couldn’t help it. I snorted as I laughed. I didn’t know if I would ever get used to the fact that one of my best friends could now snatch thoughts out of my head, hypnotize me into doing whatever she wanted, and drink blood. It was mind-boggling. Though the hypnotizing thing might come in handy if one of my co-workers ever pissed me off. I was pretty sure Donna would be more than happy to make my boss think he was a spider monkey and brainwash him so that he would go around humping office furniture while howling at the top of his lungs.

When she giggled, I knew that she read my mind again.

“Stop that!” I snapped.

“Well stop blaring your thoughts at top volume and I’ll stay out of them!” Donna argued.

I sighed and rolled my eyes, lifting my cup to drain the last of my coffee. After months, I should have been much better at controlling my thoughts.

Conner was still grinning at our byplay, and likely the wild images I was thinking, as he sauntered over to the coffeemaker. After he poured himself a mug, he brought the carafe to me and poured more coffee into my mug.

“Thanks,” I said.

He was still smiling, his gorgeous blue eyes twinkling with humor. “You’re welcome.”

I grabbed the sugar bowl and creamer and doctored my coffee so that it was sweet and light, the way I liked it. As I stirred the hot liquid, I felt him enter the room. I don’t know why, but it seemed like every nerve ending in my body snapped to attention whenever he got within a hundred feet of me.

“Good morning.”

I shivered at the sound of Lex’s sexy, deep voice. His accent was barely noticeable, but still enough to make every word he spoke sound incredible. He probably could have read the ingredient list off a cereal box and I would find it hot as hell.

“Morning,” I mumbled into my cup.

Donna gave me a wide-eyed look before she spoke, “Good morning, Lex. Did you sleep well?”

I smelled the light, clean scent of his skin as he walked by me and it was all I could do not to start sniffing his shoulder. I wasn’t sure if it was merely soap or if he wore cologne, but he smelled fantastic all the time.

“I had a pleasant night,” he answered cryptically.

I felt heat rise up into my cheeks at his reference to our late night encounter. I avoided Donna’s eyes by watching Lex open a cabinet to remove a cup and fill it with hot coffee. Somehow I became absorbed in watching his large hands cradle the mug. Before I could start imagining those hands cupping parts of my body, I shook myself out of the trance. There was no need to share my sexual fantasies with the vampires.

“Okay, I’m going to run upstairs and get dressed,” I said before I left the room. I managed to walk sedately rather than dash back up the stairs, so that none of the nosy vampires would know that I was fleeing the kitchen like a whore at a Baptist tent revival.

I hid in my room, taking a shower even though I had showered the night before. I wanted to wait as long as possible before going downstairs. I put product in my curly, dark hair and even blow dried it so that it fell in intentional disarray. Then I applied my make-up and slipped into my favorite black pants and a black shirt. Almost all of my clothes were black for two reasons. One, it made it much simpler to get dressed in the morning and, two, black was slimming.

I glanced at the clock and realized that I had been upstairs for over an hour and, for the first time in a week, I was actually hungry. I slipped out of my room and headed downstairs to the kitchen. I met Donna in the front hall and jumped.

“Dammit. Wear a bell or something, Dee. You scared the shit out of me,” I complained.

“I can’t help it if you’re clomping down the hall like a herd of elephants and you didn’t hear me.”

I rolled my eyes. “Whatever.” My stomach growled.

Donna’s eyes widened. “Hungry there, Sigourney Weaver?”

I scoffed at her Alien reference and continued toward the kitchen. “Sigourney Weaver’s character was never infected in the first movie.”

I ignored whatever her response was because when I entered the kitchen, I smelled something heavenly. I made a beeline for the pot on the stove. I heard Donna come in behind me and laugh.

“Lex put a stew together for our lunch this morning before the guys left,” she said.

I jerked my hand back from the lid of the pot as though I’d burned myself. “What?”

She went to the fridge and pulled out a bottle of water before she went to the bar and sat down on a stool.

“Yeah. He knew you hadn’t eaten breakfast and said you were losing too much weight. He put all that together in like fifteen minutes and told me to make sure you ate a bowl of it around noon.”

I stared at her blankly for a few seconds. “He said I’m losing too much weight?” I asked incredulously.

I was short, but not a small woman. In fact, my mother, who had been the same size since high school, gave me a huge guilt trip about my weight almost every time we spoke. I even had a bit of a complex about it. I had curves and I likely always would. No way in hell would I starve myself to fit what society considered the ‘norm’. Did I want to be healthier? Yes, but I didn’t necessarily think those stick-thin women were healthy either. A person who enjoyed good nutrition shouldn’t be able to count every rib.

Donna smirked at me. “Yeah, apparently the Greek god agrees with me that you’re gorgeous just the way you are.”

I realized I was gaping at her and snapped my mouth shut. I’d broken up with my boyfriend almost a year ago, but had avoided dating since because of that pesky little neurosis about my weight. The idea that a man as gorgeous as Alexander Dimitriades could find me attractive was almost unbelievable.

She just shook her head at me. “How you can’t see how beautiful you are when you look in the mirror every morning, I will never understand.”

I just gave her a dirty look and headed to the fridge. I found bagels and cream cheese and decided that sounded perfect. I ignored Donna as I prepared my breakfast. I wanted to refuse to eat the stew that Lex had made. I almost couldn’t believe he could do something as domesticated as preparing a meal. Mostly because he looked like the Greek warrior he’d likely been, with bulky muscles and animalistic grace.

When I finished toasting my bagel and smearing it with cream cheese, I looked up to find Donna watching me closely.

“What?” I asked as I put the bagels and cream cheese back in the fridge. I spied a container of orange juice and pulled it out to pour myself a glass.

“How do you feel about Lex?” she asked almost hesitantly.

I turned to get a glass out of the cabinet, glad to have a chance to put my back to her. I was a little afraid of what she might read from my expression.

“He seems nice,” I mumbled.

I kept my back to her as I carefully poured my juice and put the juice carton back in the fridge. I grabbed my breakfast and sat at the counter next to her.

Donna’s hand moved to rest on my wrist. “Then why did you run out of here this morning like your ass was on fire?”

Shit, she’d noticed.

Donna continued. “Are you frightened of him?” She paused. “I can promise you that he will never hurt you. Lex may look big and scary, but he’s really a teddy bear.”

I didn’t believe the last part of her statement for a second, but, strangely, I did think she was right that Lex would never hurt me. I just shrugged in response.

“Ivie, look at me.”

I forced myself to meet her eyes though I really, really did not want to be having this conversation.

“Are you scared of Lex?” she asked earnestly.

I sighed. “No, Dee. I’m not afraid of him. I don’t think he’ll hurt me. After being around you and Conner and a few of your friends, I’m beginning to understand that there are good and bad vampires, just like there are different types of people in the world. Still, I am afraid of how he makes me feel.”

She looked at me quizzically, waiting for me to explain.

“He makes me feel…” I stopped speaking, searching for the right word. “Twitchy,” I finished lamely.

It wasn’t exactly accurate, but it was the best I could do. I honestly didn’t think I could explain the feelings that Lex evoked. I always felt as though my entire body was on red alert whenever he was around.

As she watched me, Donna began to smile. “You like him,” she said.

I shook my head vehemently. “No, that’s not what I mean.”

She just kept speaking. “You do! He makes you nervous!”

I couldn’t dispute that, so I just shrugged and took a bite of my bagel.

Donna grinned and clapped her hands in excitement. “Awesome! Maybe the four of us can go on a double date or something. I knew Lex had a bit of a thing for you, but I didn’t realize that you returned the feelings. This is great! I’m so glad that you don’t still think he’s a monster.”

I started shaking my head at her as she spoke. When she finished, I answered, “Not gonna happen, Dee. Just because I think he’s pretty and he makes me twitchy doesn’t mean that I want to date him. I think it’s for the best if I just avoid him all together.”

Her head cocked to the side and the smile disappeared from her face. “Why? Because he’s a vampire?”

Again, I didn’t have a real answer, so I shrugged.

“Don’t shrug at me, Ivie Lang. Talk to me,” she demanded.

I sipped my orange juice because my mouth was suddenly dry. I could tell that the idea that I wouldn’t want Lex because he was a vampire bothered her. I could understand that. She was a vampire now and I knew she secretly worried that I would sever our friendship. In all honesty, that was my first instinct after I had learned what she was. Now that I’d had time to adjust, I wouldn’t dream of it. But to have a romantic relationship with a vampire? No way. Where in the hell could that go? I mean, that was like me having a romantic relationship with a cow. You didn’t have relationships with your food. Well, maybe you did if it was chocolate. God knew I had an extreme fondness for it. I was food as far as a vampire would be concerned. He might drink my blood. He might even want to fuck me, but he probably would never love me.

For once, I must have managed to hide my thoughts from Donna, because she didn’t even blink as all these notions were whirling through my mind. I was glad. I didn’t want to have this argument with her. I knew that she would start talking about being Claimed, but that ended one way. With her being changed into a vampire. It seemed to me that vamps couldn’t love us puny humans unless we became like them.

Finally, I broke eye contact and took another sip of my orange juice. “Can we not talk about this anymore, Dee? It’s ruining my appetite.”

That wasn’t a lie. All this conversation about Lex, God, dating Lex of all things, made the few bites of bagel I had eaten sit in my stomach like lead.

Donna stared at me for a few more moments, but relented. “Sure. We can talk about something else.” She paused. “Hey! Let’s go shopping this afternoon.”

I blinked at her. Donna hated shopping. Conner had to drag her to
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