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        Date: March 2nd

        Followers: 0

        Time: 8:00 p.m.

      

      

      

      Fuck. Seriously. Fuck. This is not what I agreed to. Not even close.

      Shit.

      I need to breathe. I need to breathe and keep talking. Or tranquillise myself. I could do that. I could shoot myself in the side with one of the sedatives I’ve got in my bag. But then what? I just lie here unconscious until it wears off and hope that no one comes in?

      SHIT!!!!

      Breathe Merrewyn. Deep breath in. Deep breath out. Deep breath in. Deep breath out. Screw that. I’m just going to keep typing.

      In case you’re asking yourself why I’m having a full-on breakdown, hiding in my best friend’s spare bedroom with the lights off, it’s because I’m at her FUCKING ENGAGEMENT PARTY! Yes, a party. Not some quiet little get-together where I can slowly reintroduce myself to polite society. Not some intimate gathering where I get to take my time and casually mention that I need her to hook me up with a bag of blood each month so that I don’t become a raging murder machine.

      I should have run away. I should have got right back in the lift and out to the car the moment I saw what I was walking into. Seriously, I can’t believe it. This is a disaster waiting to happen.

      Oh, I’m Merrewyn by the way, but you can call me Ryn. And I guess this is now my blog.
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        Date: March 2nd

        Followers: 0

        Time: 8:40 p.m.

      

      

      

      You’re probably wondering how I ended up here, starting a blog in the spare room of my best friend’s apartment well, actually, my only friend, who I haven’t seen in five years. And maybe you’re now wondering why it’s been so long. In case that wasn’t obvious from my last post, I’m a vampire. You know. Immortal. Ageless. Sharp pointy teeth. Definite aversion to the sun. Drink human blood to sustain my existence. All of that. However, I’m currently facing the prospect of a severe shortage of that particular refreshment.

      I’ve been a vampire since I was seventeen (which was seven years ago), and until recently getting blood had not been an issue, as my mum had a steady job as a doctor at a small surgery and ran monthly blood-donation sessions to ensure our fridge stayed well stocked. (Just to make it clear, most of the donations went to the hospital, she just pilfered a couple of bags each time to keep me going.) Last week though, all that changed.

      Attendance at family dinners is non-negotiable in our house, despite the fact that I don’t eat. But it keeps my parents happy. So, every night, we gather around the kitchen table together. (Sometimes I discretely drink half pint of blood from a metal bottle, but I don’t need to feed every day, so most of the time I’m just there to watch them eat. Great, right?)

      So, we were in our kitchen which is massive, draughty and utterly outdated. Think eighties. Beige and brown lino flooring, wooden cabinets and foul yellow tiles. For the last couple of years, Mum has been desperate to get the decorators in but thought better of it, just in case they weren’t the only ones to get peckish while they were working here.

      The house overlooks farm and woodland at the front, with more farmland and a couple of crumbling old barns at the back and then more woods beyond them. Honestly, this is the type of place that horror-film directors would wet themselves over. And Instagrammers too, what with all the open fields and stuff. We don’t get to appreciate the view, however, as the curtains are usually closed. You know, with me being a vampire and everything.

      Anyway, back to the story. Normally, dinner is a fairly casual affair. We talk over one another. I mope about how much I miss being human, while simultaneously refusing any suggestion that I leave the house, and Glen talks about being captain of the school rugby team or all the various awards he’s won and how he got top marks in his assessments and every university wants to offer him a place. Mum often tries to persuade me to go late-night shopping with her or take a trip to the cinema. And Dad, well he normally has his head buried in a massive book.

      This particular day last week, there was none of that. Glen was scrolling on his phone, studying for a test, and Dad was practically asleep in his chair despite it only being seven o’clock. But it was Mum’s behaviour that caught my attention. The way her heart was hammering. (Yes, I could hear it.) And the way her hands were fidgeting. The smell of adrenaline that was coming from her was strong enough to give me a head rush. Despite his lack of heightened senses, Glen also finally picked up on the vibe and asked her if something was wrong.

      “It’s the Council,” she said. “They’re closing the surgery.”

      At this point, Dad was wide awake again, and all eyes were on her.

      “They’ll relocate me,” she said, her voice almost breaking. “Somewhere not too far, probably, but I won’t be in charge of blood donations anymore. It may take me months to be in a position to you know …”

      “Steal the literal lifeblood of good Samaritans?” I offered.

      “Yes, although I’m not sure I’d phrase it quite like that.”

      An eerie silence descended on us. My family is never silent.

      “Well, it’s not exactly the end of the world, is it?” I said, trying to lift the mood with the perkiest voice I could manage. (I am not a perky person. Just putting that out there right now.) “I can manage on two pints a month. There must be half-a-dozen bags in the freezer, right? And a couple in the fridge, too. I’ll just cut down and put you guys on rotation.”

      This felt like a logical solution to me, but Mum, Glen and Dad exchanged looks, making me realise I was missing something.

      “Do you read all the information I research for you?” Mum asked, her eyes one hundred percent focused back on me.

      “Yes. Of course.”

      I’m a useless liar and some things don’t change just because you’re dead. Their eyes were all still locked on me, so I tried again, adding a half-shrug.

      “I’ve read most of them. Well, some of them. Like, I skim read them.”

      As their gazes bored into me with a new level of intensity, I let out a heavy sigh. Most of what I’m supposed to look at is in a massive pile on my bedroom floor, unread and gathering dust. What can I say, they’re just not as appealing as SJ Maas.

      “Fine, I find them really dull. They’re about rats and blood counts and I really don’t care that much. I am what I am. What difference is me reading a two-thousand-word article on the behaviour of rats after ingesting my venom going to make?”

      I’m not sure what kind of answer I expected, but I didn’t get any. Instead, Mum and Glen pressed their lips together in tight lines, while my dad stared at the remaining food on his plate.

      “You really should read them,” Glen eventually said.

      “If you don’t get enough blood, your body will start to shut down, and eventually you could even start to desiccate,” my mum explained.

      “Basically, you need at least four pints a month if you are going to remain a functioning being,” Glen added. “I’m going to uni in September and if Mum doesn’t find another source, then you’ll be down to two donors. You can’t survive on that. This is bad news, Ryn. Really bad news.”

      Just so you are aware, the average person can only safely lose a pint of blood once every three months or so. It doesn’t take a maths genius to work out that the numbers didn’t stack up. Really bad news might be putting it mildly.

      I turned to Dad, hoping he’d have something insightful or positive to say. He’s a mythologist, meaning he knows more about legendary creatures than pretty much anyone else, except my mother and other vampires. After all the experiments she has done on me over the years, she’s definitely the expert on my kind. Dad opened his mouth to speak, but no words came out.

      “Okay, it will be tough, but I’ll manage?” I said. “I’m a vampire. I can survive anything. I’ll stay alive until we find a solution.”

      “But we probably won’t,” my father said, quietly.

      My head snapped in his direction, but he was still staring down at his plate as if it would take a superhuman effort to even lift his head up. So instead, I looked to Mum.

      “What does he mean?” I said.

      The silence stretched out between us although to give Glen his due, he managed to steady his pulse by a fraction.

      “You’ll likely be overwhelmed by blood lust and murder us all,” my mother said matter-of-factly.

      “Unless they chain you up,” Glen added. “And even then you could break free.”

      “No!”

      I could feel myself shaking. The air (that I technically don’t need) was getting thin around me, and quicker than anyone could blink, I was on my feet, hands on the table, fangs out.

      “Why did no one tell me? Why did no one tell me this?”

      “I gave you the information to read, darling,” my mother said, as if this was a defence.

      “This is something you tell someone!” I screamed, loud enough to shake the cutlery on the table. “You don’t give them a massive stack of paper without, you know, a quick side note. Darling, check appendix six. That tells you when you’re most likely to kill us.”

      “You are a vampire, pumpkin,” Dad said, not the slightest bit diplomatically. “There’s always been a risk of you attacking us.”

      “Great. This is fucking great.”

      Normally, I get yelled at for swearing, despite the fact that I’m technically twenty-four, but even Mum stayed silent this time. My head was spinning. No one was eating. My cup of blood was starting to clot, and their pasta was congealing to the same consistency.

      “We need to find more donors,” Glen said, quietly. “I bet Lovisa would be one. What do you say? We could take a road trip.”

      Road trip. To most people, those words would probably conjure up visions of happy camping holidays and scenic tours around the countryside. I can only think of the one time I left the house since I was turned, when I lost control and ended up attacking a stranger. And trust me, that’s not something I’m in a hurry to repeat.
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        Date: March 2nd

        Followers: 2

        Time: 9:10 p.m.

        Hours stuck in this room: 2.5

      

      

      

      This is turning out to be strangely cathartic. And I can’t believe I’ve already got two followers. It’s crazy. I only posted the last blog ten minutes ago. I guess I might as well carry on. I’ve got nothing else to do. I can hear the laughter and music coming from downstairs, and there’s no way I’m facing that. Drinking the blood of the other guests at Lovisa’s engagement party would be a sure way to get my wedding invite revoked, so I’m staying put. I tried pacing the room for a minute, to see if I could calm my nerves that way, but I felt like a freaking caged animal. So I’m back writing another one of these posts. And for as long as my phone has battery life, I can tell you a bit more about what’s going on with me. I guess there’s quite a lot to fill you in on, after all.

      Seven years ago, I was an average girl, living an average life.

      Actually, no. Scrap that. That’s not technically true. I was far from average. As a young kid, I suffered from leukaemia, and trust me, if you know anyone who’s gone through that, it’s safe to say that they are not average. They are fucking hardcore. They’re superheroes. They’re warriors. Seriously. They’re called survivors for a reason. And I was one of those. I was a freaking survivor.

      But by the time I was seventeen, those days were behind me. I was normal again and that was exactly how I wanted it. I went to school, had a cat, Loki (who we still have, actually), and a freaking perfect boyfriend named Fin. And that’s how I thought life would go on, forever. But that all changed when we went on an outing.

      Most families get theme parks and zoos and fun places like that on their days out together. We got random caves and megalithic monuments, thanks to Dad. Visiting ancient Neolithic ruins was the type of exciting trip we went on, and the place that he took us to that day was no different. Apparently, the ruins that we were traipsing over were the remains of one of the first churches ever built in the UK and he wanted to see if there was any mythological stuff going on there. (I’ve already told you that’s his thing, right? Myths and stuff. If I keep doing this blog, I’ll maybe do a post about it later. Though, trust me, it won’t be half as much fun as you might imagine.)

      Obviously, I had no interest in yet another derelict building and was ambling apathetically around, texting Lovisa and Fin. Maybe if I had been paying attention I would have noticed that the part of the ruins I was walking on was even more dilapidated and treacherous than the rest of the site. Maybe I would have watched where I was going a little more carefully. Maybe I would know exactly what occurred.

      Neither of my parents were close when the accident happened. Dad was off reading some inscriptions, trying to decide if there were any hidden messages in them. Mum was taking photos of the landscape, and Glen was doing whatever twelve-year-old boys do.

      According to Mum, there was a massive crash. She turned around, and I was on the ground. Dropping her camera, she ran over the ruins, screaming my name, and then Dad and Glen started doing the same. But given that they were all spread out on the other side of the site, it took them a few moments to get over to where I was.

      When they reached me, I was unconscious. Pinned to my chest was a bag of blood and a note, which read:

      Feed her this. You know what she is now.

      Freaky or what?

      But the freaky doesn’t end there. The whole time we had been at the site we hadn’t seen another person, not one. Which isn’t really surprising given the number of infinitely better things people could have been doing with a sunny Saturday afternoon. But Glen swore than when he was running towards me, he saw a woman. Mum and Dad are certain they didn’t. For years they tried to convince him that he must have imagined her, but I don’t think he did. After all, someone turned me. Someone made me what I am.

      By the time I came around, Mum had concealed the note and blood in her bag. It wasn’t until later that they explained what had happened. At the time, all I cared about was that my phone had been smashed. That was a big deal. Fin had planned our first ever weekend away for my eighteenth birthday the following month, and Lovisa and I had been busy discussing all the details. (I’ll let you imagine those texts, but I will say they involved me and him and some seriously gorgeous underwear that I didn’t plan on wearing all night.) But now I couldn’t even message them. Anyway, that was my main concern.

      “Where’s my phone?” were the first words out of my mouth, followed by, “What the … I’ll have to get it fixed.”

      “We should get home straight away,” Mum said, helping me to my feet.

      “Shouldn’t we take her to the hospital?” Glen asked.

      Given that Mum is a doctor, she was obviously the one who knew best. Dad and Glen looked at her, waiting for her answer.

      “Merrewyn, keep your head still and follow my finger,” she said, holding one out and moving it from side to side. “Okay, now look into the light.”

      She did a few more random checks, but there was no sign of any damage at all—literally no sign. Not even a scratch anywhere.

      “We’ll head home, but I’ll keep an eye on you. If you feel funny at all, you need to tell me.”

      Funny. Yeah, that’s putting it mildly.

      “What about my phone? I was texting Lovisa?” I said, feeling absolutely fine and still not concerned with anything else.

      “I’m sure we’ll be able to fix it,” Mum said, ushering me forwards towards my dad.

      The blood craving (obviously I didn’t know that’s what it was then), didn’t set in for a couple of hours, there was just this intense grogginess. When we got in, Mum suggested I head up to my room and put a film on, and I remember walking upstairs feeling like my feet weren’t part of my body. And the sounds. Everything was so damn loud. Every time someone shouted on the television it was like a bullet though my skull. Glen tapping away on his computer in the next room felt like he was hammering nails into my temples. Eventually I gave up and went downstairs, thinking I should perhaps tell Mum that something wasn’t quite right.

      In the kitchen, I poured myself a glass of water from the tap and the rushing sound made my eardrums shake. But that was nothing compared to how it tasted. Putrid is probably the best word to describe it. Utterly putrid.

      “What are you doing?” Glen asked, coming into the room “You’re making a weird noise.”

      “No I’m not,” I replied, but my voice came out hoarse, more like a snarl. But that was only half of it. The second I opened my mouth, fangs appeared! I swear I will never forget the pain of them piercing my gums.

      “Glen, upstairs!” Mum yelled, pushing him away from me.

      “But!”

      “Now!” Her eyes were locked on my mouth. “Steven, where’s that bag? Get the blood!”

      My father hesitated. For all his knowledge of the mythological, he was stunned by the sight of a real vampire in his kitchen.

      “Are you sure about this, Angela. It’s just … unbelievable,” he muttered, taking a step towards me, but Mum pushed him aside and grabbed the bag from the fridge herself and shoved it into my hands. I drank down every drop without even pausing for breath, and when I was done, Mum shot me with a tranquilliser from her doc’s bag. Yup, you read that right. A needle straight to the neck. The first of many as it happened. And that’s it. My life has never been the same since.

      Now for the real kicker. You read earlier that I’d been sick as a kid, right? Well, eight days before I was turned, I’d had a hospital appointment to check that it hadn’t come back. And what do you know? I was completely clear. Fully healthy without of trace of cancer. And yet I died anyway. Thanks life. You really threw a curve ball there.

      So that almost brings us to why I’m here, hiding in Lovisa’s spare bedroom.

      I need more blood. I can’t survive on just my parents and occasionally Glen’s, and Lovisa is the only other person who knows what I am. She’s also seen exactly what I’m capable of.
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        Date: March 2nd

        Followers: 4

        Time: 9:30 p.m.

        Hours stuck in this room: 3-ish

      

      

      
      Sorry about that. I heard people coming upstairs. (Yes, this London penthouse is so posh it has two levels. Not to mention massive floor-to-ceiling windows that have inbuilt electric blinds which, along with the lights, are voice activated.) Anyway, I heard footsteps and I freaked out that they were about to come in here. I held onto the door handle, and they fortunately assumed the room was locked. One good thing about being a vampire is super strength; no one’s getting past me if I don’t want them to.

      You might also have noticed I’ve added a time thingy to the top of the page. Given that I’m going to be trapped here a while—I can’t go anywhere as there are so many people blocking my route out—it felt like something else to do.

      I still need to talk to Lovisa about why I’m really here.

      Unexpectedly, I now have four followers. How cool is that? And you four must have a lot of questions, too. So, seeing as I am practically a penthouse prisoner, I might as well answer them.

      
      ARE YOU SUPER STRONG?

      
      Easy one to start with. Yes, actually, I really am and not just the holding-a-door-shut-so-no-one-can-get-in type strong. I’ve lost count of the number I’ve pulled off their hinges. My drum kit is custom made with reinforced steel and I once gave Glen a compound fracture during a game of Monopoly. (Family board games are banned now.) I can bench press over 500kg and can even lift a tractor. (That’s a test I did with Glen, not Mum, btw.) And I can unscrew any jar lid, although that often ends up with the jar broken, too. It seems that the more blood I consume the more my vampire powers increase. Also, we found out from testing rats that the strength I get from drinking out of blood bags is nothing compared to what it would be if I drank Direct Blood (DB), by which I mean straight from the vein. I’m pretty sure one of you is going to ask why I don’t do that, but honestly, it’s not like I need that much strength to operate the TV remote. Besides, my fangs have venom in them, and so far we’re not too sure what the long-term effects of repeated exposure to the venom would be on my donors. (We discovered what the short-term ones are when Glen convinced me to let him touch my fangs, but that’s another story.) So, right now, we drain my venom each morning, and Mum puts it in with the medical waste at work.

      Anyway, back to your other questions.

      
      DOES YOUR MUM HAVE VAMPIRE RATS AND CAN THEY MAKE VAMPIRE HUMANS TOO?

      
      I like the fact we’ve got a scientific question about Mum’s studies, unless you’re planning on unleashing a hoard of vampire rats in the hope that they’ll turn everyone on the planet into blood-sucking, light-afflicted half beings. In which case, I’m a little concerned. Still, I should answer the question. Yes and No. In that order. There are a few differences with the rats. Unlike me, their hearts still beat but only at a rate of about 4 times per minute. As opposed to my zero count. This might be why they continue to age with a near normal lifespan and also maintain a core temperature, which I don’t, although it’s substantially lower than their living counterparts. They do have increased abilities and only ingest blood, but we keep the amount low so they don’t get too strong. It took Mum several years of generational breeding to get to this stage, and they are now sufficiently similar to me for her to run tests on. And secondly, no. They can’t transfer their vampirism to humans, only to each other. Just like I can’t transfer mine to them by biting them. (Please don’t ask me how I know that. Work it out for yourselves.)

      
      IS YOUR MUM LICENSED TO TEST ON RATS?

      
      So, sticking with the rats then. Let’s not worry about the vampire girl suffering from agoraphobia but the legalities of my mother and her animal testing. The truth is, I have no idea. Do you need a licence for testing on rats? Probably.

      The thing is, thanks to her experiments, we’ve found out way more about me than would otherwise have been possible. For example, we know that a bite isn’t enough to turn someone into a vampire. The venom in my teeth is only a catalyst. The person would need to have vampire blood in their system when their heart is still pumping. And, as we have already discussed, if I don’t get Lovisa on side with blood donations, I’m likely to go fully psycho vamp. So, whether Mum does or doesn’t have a licence for the rat testing, I’m going to have to say I’m not that concerned. Selfish? Perhaps a little. But if what she learns stops me attacking innocent people, we should all take that as a win. Now, moving on.

      
      CAN I GO OUT IN SUNLIGHT?

      
      This does not have a black-and-white answer. Can I? Yes. Should I? Possibly not. Sunlight doesn’t cause me to burst into flames or turn into a block of stone. Well, not straight away. First comes the headache. Sounds lame, but it’s not. It attacks my temples and behind my eye sockets. It feels like my whole head is going to explode, and it comes on fast. Just a few seconds in midday sun, and I can’t even see. I can’t swallow. I can’t think. That might not sound like much, but it’s crap, believe me. And then there’s the skin issue, of course. Yeah, that one’s a biggie.

       The best way to describe it, as Mum has told me this repeatedly, is photosensitivity. It’s also what she’s told every person we ever knew when giving a reason for us moving to the back of beyond. Including love-of-my-life-now-gone-forever-ex-boyfriend, Fin (although this is not the time to get into that). Whatever you call the condition, it’s not pleasant. Basically, the energy in the UV rays that come from the sun (photons if you want the technical name), is too intense for my skin to deal with, so it starts burning up and fast. Imagine fat in a frying pan. That’s pretty much what happens. Yes, I heal quicker than the average person—an answer to another of your questions—but that doesn’t change the fact that having every inch of your skin breaking out in huge blistering boils is more than a tad uncomfy. Sure, I can put sunscreen on, factor 100, and that helps, but to be honest, it’s not like I ever go out. And I’m fine with that.

      
      DO I KNOW ANY OTHER VAMPIRES?

      
      This one sucks to answer. I do not. Not one. Nada. And I hate it. The rational part of me understands that anonymity is key when it comes to being a vampire, so they don’t exactly publicise their existence. And trust me, I’ve looked. I spent a large chunk of my fourth year searching for them. In fact, I became obsessed with trying to find other vamps.

      It coincided with the height of Glen’s computer-nerd stage. Under my supervision, he would hack into various police databases to try and find leads to follow. Our main search criteria concerned finding animal attacks that had left victims disorientated or with memory loss (one of the side effects of the venom), or worse still, bodies found with unknown toxins in their system (i.e. vampire venom). We found a couple of cases that fitted, and Mum even went to track them down, but all were dead ends. So no, I don’t know any other vampires, but they must be out there, because it was one who turned me.

      
      HAVE YOU EVER KILLED ANYONE?

      
      Wow. Not pulling your punches are you? The answer is no … but I have got damn close, and trust me, it was seriously scary. It’s not something I like to think about, but as I’m in self-imposed quarantine right now, and it sounds like they just got the karaoke machine out downstairs, I might as well confess. I’m telling you everything else, after all. All four of you. So here it is. My first ever recounting of the time I nearly murdered someone.

      My first years of being a vampire were seriously shitty and not just because of the whole craving-human-blood issue. My parents packed us up and moved us to the massive, creepy farmhouse we now live in. It’s surrounded by acres and acres of fields so that no one is going to accidentally turn up at our door and provide me with a fresh home-delivery service. I had to leave my friends, my old life. I had to leave Fin.

      By the time I become a vampire, Fin and I had been together for two years. We met through his younger brother, Noah, who was the guitarist in the band I used to play with. (Yup, I was a cool human, even if I’m a mundane vampire.) Fin was a year older than me and two years older than Noah. He was the quiet, brooding type and used to sit and read while he waited for Noah to finish practising. Little by little, we got talking, and after a couple of months, I asked him out. The rest, as they say, is history. We were inseparable. I mean that. If we went a single weekend without seeing each other you could bet we sent at least a hundred-and-fifty text messages between us. He knew everything about me, as I did about him. He wasn’t my first kiss, but he was the first guy I did anything more than kiss with. Honestly, I truly believed he was my soul mate. Which was why I thought he would come looking for me after my parents drugged me up to the eyeballs, packed up our things and moved us to our new place. Well, I couldn’t have been more wrong.

      For reasons they thought best, they banned me from any sort of social media or contact with the outside world during the first couple of years, and it made my loneliness all the more unbearable. As such, I slipped into a seriously dark place.

      About a year PD (post death), I was not doing well. I had gone nearly two months without drinking a thing. I refused point blank. I just wanted to be with Fin. My mother was sedating me nearly every day, before I could get violent and attack her, and my skin took on this really eerie translucency while my fangs were permanently on display. I didn’t even care if I dried up and died for a second time. I honestly felt like I had nothing left to live for. But the thing is, in times like that, just the tiniest spark of light can illuminate the positive. And Glen, well, he provided that spark.

      Given my enhanced hearing, I knew he was approaching my door before he even knocked.

      “Go away,” I yelled, groggy from the sedatives, not that my responses back then were much more creative no matter how awake I was.

      “Okay,” he said, but opened the door a crack and threw something in before closing it quickly and returning to his room. Given his age and somewhat disturbing sense of humour, I imagined it was going to be anything from a frog, or a rat from Mum’s lab, to a
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