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			Dedication

			To Anne and all the girls who wish with all their hearts, they could live forever. 

		

	
		
			“Some say the world will end in fire,

			Some say in ice.

			From what I’ve tasted of desire

			I hold with those who favor fire.

			But if it had to perish twice,

			I think I know enough of hate

			To say that for destruction ice

			Is also great

			And would suffice.” 

			“Fire and Ice” by Robert Frost
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			Prologue

			It was a star-filled night, the kind where all you wanted to do was admire the light that caused a silver glimmer to glide over the earth. Savannah was lit up by the brightness of the downtown activity, as well as the full moon and shining stars. I rested with my hands against the balcony railing while my black hair flowed around my shoulders like silk in the night air. From the penthouse view, everything was more magical. There was romance in the existence of such a beautiful night. 

			My red dress flowed down around my knees in a soft, crimson river. I felt it brush against my skin as the air around me stirred with the promise of rain. I didn’t mind the glim weather; in fact, I enjoyed the fresh smell it brought to the atmosphere.

			Albert had just finished reading a bedtime story to Penny. It was a fairytale about a lost princess who had been found and rescued by a magical king. I laughed the first time I heard him tell it. Penny was one-year-old. She was walking, and her first word had been ‘Mamma.’ I could hardly believe how much she had grown. Some days, I didn’t want to acknowledge it. 

			Sometimes when I looked at her, all I saw was the same petrified baby girl in the arms of Albert’s deranged, homicidal sister, Hazel. We had rescued Penny from a party full of blood-hungry beasts, and now we were the only billionaire vampire parents in the world. It was a rather strange reality. She didn’t know the difference, though. At one-year-old, her most pressing concern was how much chocolate she could convince Albert to give her. He typically folded under the pressure of her sky-blue eyes, so she normally got as much as she wanted.

			She loved her aunts and uncles, too. Whenever Albert and I went out, Nina and Anya would keep her. Roy and Arthur provided her with hours of entertainment. I rarely left her with anyone else. Nina and Anya were great babysitters. Unlike Albert’s sister, they weren’t interested in sucking the life out of my daughter. 

			Penny had lived in London, Savannah, and the French countryside for a few short months. Albert was determined to take her everywhere. We had been back in Georgia for a few weeks, but I hoped to convince Albert to stay for a while. Penny wouldn’t grow up the way I had. She was a 21st-century baby. But I wanted her to see what normal felt like because she was human. Normal no longer meant much to me. I had lost the very sensation when I had been turned. But I wanted it to mean something to her. Penny deserved to have friends and do basic, human things like go to school. After all, we could only hide the details about us from her for so long. 

			I loved Savannah, but I didn’t really care where we decided to raise Penny as long as it was far away from Hazel. I couldn’t think of a long enough distance between us that would make me comfortable. Living on the same planet seemed too close. At least we weren’t currently on the same continent. That’s why I wanted to leave France. It was too close to London. I wasn’t against taking Penny to a cabin in the middle of Colorado for the next eighteen years, but Albert didn’t approve of that plan. 

			“She’s asleep,” Albert whispered. 

			I hadn’t heard him come onto the balcony. He was quiet and old enough that his senses were better than mine. He never scared me, though. His voice was always gentle when he spoke to me. Penny and I were the only two people he was ever soft with. 

			I smiled. “You always get her to go down easily.” 

			He placed his hands on my hips. “Well, my stories are better.”

			I laughed. “Mhmm.” 

			Albert gently turned me around so that I was facing him. My back was against the cool, damp railing of the balcony. Small rain drops were falling upon us as he placed a soft kiss on my lips. The air was frigid, but it made me feel alive. I was very much dead—we both were—but moments like this made me forget I was a vampire. When he kissed me, it was as if we were truly alive. Maybe immortality wasn’t all that different. After all, there was a part of me that felt human. Albert made me look forward to eternity rather than dread it.

			His curly hair was wet from the rain, and water dripped from his cheeks. Albert was the most handsome man I had ever seen and almost otherworldly perfect. I could feel my own raven hair plastered to my neck. My dress was wet, and my porcelain skin was starting to glow. There were some perks to being a vampire. One was that I looked really good in the rain. “I love you, Anne,” he whispered. 

			I kissed him back. “I love you, too.”

			He gently stroked my cheek. “I can’t wait to marry you, Anne Emerson.”

			In that moment, I felt more happiness than I had once believed possible. Our souls would be permanently tied so that no power on earth or beyond could ever separate us. Albert would be all mine, forever. 

			Albert leaned forward to gently place his lips against my own. “You’re going to be my wife. Whether in life or death, I’ll make sure you know I’m yours for as long as this universe lasts and then even after that.”

			I bit my lip as a small, contented sigh escaped my mouth. “Always, Albert. Always.”

			With supernatural speed, he stood and wrapped me in his arms. I wrapped my hands in his thick, curly hair as his fingers traced my hips. I breathed in as much of him as I could. The taste of his lips was everything I had ever wanted. Albert was going to be my happily ever after. 

		

	
		
			Chapter One—Something Old

			“I like that one,” Nina said. 

			This was the fifth wedding dress I had tried on. It was a high-necked Victorian wedding gown with lace accents and three layers of satin skirts. I loved the way the fabric brushed against my skin. It was tight around my chest with a see-through lace area that began at my collarbone and went up to my neck. Beneath the floor-length skirt, I wore a pair of white kitten heels. It really was the most beautiful dress so far. It matched the bright diamond in my engagement ring. 

			“I think it’s the one,” I replied. 

			“Yay!” Nina squealed. 

			Her silky-smooth black hair fell against her shoulders as she stood to examine the fabric buttons on the back of my dress. Henna tattoos accented her hands from her recent trip back to India. Her eyelashes fluttered as she concentrated. I felt her agile hands running against the satin. I could see her bright red lips form a smile in the mirror. 

			Anya, who was holding Penny, walked into the room. “He’s going to love it. Seriously, it’s pretty much perfect.” 

			Penny, not understanding why we were all so focused on a bunch of dresses, protested for her aunt’s attention. Anya turned back to her with a bottle in hand. 

			Albert had organized an impromptu wedding dress gallery in the ballroom of his–our–fortress. It was an expensive apartment building where the coven lived, but sometimes it felt safer than Buckingham Palace. The place was like a mansion. We lived in the penthouse sweet but had started to spend more time on the eleventh floor when Nina, Roy, Anya, and Arthur moved in. Not only did their floor include the biggest rooms, a movie theater, and a lounge, but also a gigantic, regal ballroom. The whole place was magnificent. But even with the gorgeous chandeliers in the ballroom, my favorite was still the warm, dimly-lit library that spiraled up from the tenth floor all the way up to a private section in our penthouse suite.

			“Where’s Albert?” I asked. 

			“Probably out doing bachelor things,” Roy replied. 

			We all turned toward the door. Roy and Arthur were both standing inside with amused looks on their faces. I rolled my eyes, and Anya gave them an irritated look.

			“You’re not supposed to be in here!” Nina said. 

			Roy walked over to give her a kiss. “Relax, love. I just came to witness the excitement for a few moments. Now I can see it’s not nearly as enjoyable as I’d imagined.” 

			Arthur looked at Anya. “When we get married, there’s no way we’re doing it like this.” 

			Anya laughed. “I know.” 

			I giggled. “Oh, get over it. A few hours in dress clothes won’t kill you.” 

			“It’s not that—,” Anya replied. 

			“It’s everything else,” Arthur added as he motioned to the hundreds of ruby roses hanging from the ceiling. 

			There had to be at least two hundred candles in the room. They glimmered in the large space like stars at twilight. Perhaps it was a little extravagant. But with Albert, I would have expected nothing less. The floors were shined and sparkly. Crimson curtains covered the windows. They were the same color as my lips. Almost everything in sight was white or red. It was the perfect location for a traditional English wedding. 

			“Well,” I giggled, “Albert does like to be…passionate about everything he does.” 

			Roy and Arthur smirked, and Nina rolled her eyes at them. Anya tried to hide her amused expression; I couldn’t hold back the grin that spread across my face. This was the happiest we had been in a while.

			“Time for our dresses,” Nina said.

			Anya motioned to the door. “Time for you guys to go.” 

			Arthur grabbed Roy’s elbow as he began pulling him away. “Good luck.” 

			Nina helped me out of my wedding dress before walking away. I slipped on a black skirt and red top before taking Penny and sitting down in one of the white, cushioned chairs. Anya smiled before walking off to follow Nina in search of bridesmaid dresses. 

			Penny leaned back against me as I brushed her blond curls out of her face. Her big blue eyes were glancing around the room in curiosity. Penny looked like a pretty bird about to soar through the sky. Her brightness was so beautiful. She was still sucking on her bottle as I pulled her back to cradle her against my chest. Penny was the baby I had thought that I would never have. After dying and becoming a vampire at seventeen, I had given up on the idea of a child. Those few decades had been hard. But now it all made sense. My little girl had transformed my immortal life.

			Penny closed her eyes and drifted off to sleep. I took the bottle from her hands and placed a tiny kiss on her forehead. Her heartbeat was gorgeous. I could sit for hours and just listen to it. Everything about her amazed me. When we first adopted her, I was afraid she wouldn’t be able to live in a vampire household. After all, it didn’t feel natural. But now she was thriving and was the most beautiful baby I had ever seen. Penny was my little princess. 

			“What about this?” Nina asked. 

			She and Anya were wearing matching long, velvet, ruby dresses. They had high-neck tops with wavy bottoms and slits that reached their knees. Each of them also wore a pair of black wedge heels. Together, they looked like a pair of intimidating superstars or Victoria’s Secret models. Anya’s natural curls fell around her, and her brown Cherokee skin looked healthy and smooth. Her eyes were alive with excitement, and her lips parted in a huge smile. Anya always seemed happy, like light simply bloomed from her soul. Nina stood beside her, reapplying deep crimson lipstick. She was tall and elegant enough to be an actress in a Hollywood romance. Her figure was that of a truly gorgeous woman. They were more than slightly intimidating. When looking at them, I felt greatly lacking.

			“What do you think?” Nina asked. 

			Anya lightly traced her fingers along the velvet. “I think they’re lovely.” 

			I smiled at both of them. “I do, too.” 

			“This is so exciting!” Nina whispered in an attempt to prevent Penny from waking up. 

			“Hey, maybe we’ll get to do it again in a couple hundred years,” Anya said. “Though, definitely not with all the suffocating formality.”

			I shook my head, laughing. “We still have to get through tomorrow.” 

		

	
		
			Chapter Two—Something New

			It was already nine o’clock before Albert arrived home. Penny was asleep, and I was wearing my long, cotton nightgown. My current wedding-related task was laying out my jewelry for the morning. The ruby necklace Albert had given me was a must. The beautiful, mesmerizing jewel hung from a silver chain and fell just below my neck. I had worn it almost every day since he gave it to me at the start of our intense, beautifully-complicated relationship. It was the symbol of how much I meant to him. I would also wear the silver tiara Albert had given me the day we saved Penny from Hazel and her coven. It was shaped like a crown of little leaves and made me feel magical. When I wore it, I could almost pretend that I was a character from Greek mythology. Either it was that beautiful, or I had an extremely active imagination. The tiara was a family heirloom, which made it especially important. The day he gave it to me was when I realized he would be my husband. It had been a monumental night for us, changing our lives by bringing a baby into the equation. By tomorrow evening, I would be Mrs. Jefferson.

			“Getting ready?” Albert whispered. 

			He was still wearing one of his classic suits with his brow hair in a messy collection of handsome curls. He had a knowing smirk as he watched me set the jewelry aside. Albert walked toward me and tilted my chin up to kiss my lips softly. His hard marble body pressed into mine as he wrapped his arms around my back. I felt like I was melting into him when his hands found my waist. Albert was exactly the type of man I wanted. And more importantly, he was the lover I needed.

			“Where were you?” I asked. 

			He smiled. “That, my little dove, is a surprise.” 

			“Tell me,” I urged. 

			Albert shook his head. “Tomorrow.” 

			“Please,” I whispered. 

			He laughed. “Alright.” 

			Albert reached into his pocket to reveal a little black box with a red bow. It was small enough to fit in the palm of my hand. He handed it to me with a smile. 

			“I was going to put it with your dress so you would see it before the wedding, but you might as well open it now,” he said with a confident grin.

			Albert loved surprising me. He took pleasure in giving me gifts that I had never imagined receiving. It was one of his favorite things to do, and now it also applied to our daughter. He would bring her adorable dresses from France and had given her a silver necklace with real diamonds in the shape of a heart. I had insisted we save it until she was older, but he protested. She only wore it to formal events, but Albert was thrilled when he saw it on her. There were worse things than a slightly over-protective, adoring, billionaire vampire father.

			When I opened the box, my eyes grew wide. I saw an emerald bracelet that seemed just the right size to be clipped onto my wrist. It was so sparkly that I could barely pull my eyes away. The bracelet was fit for a queen, literally. I had no idea where he had found it, but it was definitely old enough to belong in a historical exhibit. I was hesitant to remove it from the box.

			“It’s from the Regency period. I thought you’d like it,” he said. 

			Ah, another one of Albert’s recent obsessions. Having a little girl had made him obsess over all things Jane Austen. He was now making her education, which as a one-year-old, wasn’t very formal, one of his top priorities. And since I had no idea what to teach the daughter of two immortal vampires, who would grow up surrounded by her supernatural family, I was letting Albert pick out her future reading material.

			“It’s lovely, thank you,” I replied as I gently touched the little jewels. 

			“Of course,” he answered with a satisfied smile. “I didn’t know if you’d want to be alone tonight. I can go to one of the spare rooms if you’d like.” 

			“No bachelor party?” I asked.

			He laughed. “No bachelor party. I’m too old for that.” 

			I smirked. “I’d hope so. You’re pretty much ancient. I’m marrying an old man. I have no idea what’s come over me.” 

			He rolled his eyes. “You must have lost your mind somewhere in the last eighty years. I think I look good for my age.” 

			I reached up to plant a kiss on his cheek. “You do.” 

			Albert gently pulled his fingers through my curls. I relaxed into the way his palm cupped my face. He placed kisses along my jaw. His lips were sure and hard, not at all in a hurtful way. These were the moments that made me feel mortal. I had never dreamed I could feel bliss from only a few kisses, but he turned my world upside down. Albert gave me everything other than butterflies–these sensations were far more complex. But in the pit of my stomach, all I could feel was longing.

			“You are the most beautiful woman I’ve ever met,” he mumbled into my ear. 

			“I’ll never get tired of hearing you tell me that,” I replied. 

			With one last kiss on my lips, he stepped away. “I’ll go now.” 

			He was really going to leave for the night. It was touching, but the sentiment was enough. After all, vampires didn’t sleep. It’s not like I needed beauty rest; I was probably just going to read. Eventually, I might finally finish all of the books in our private library. It was always better with him, though.

			I reached out to grab his arm. “Stay.” 

			Our eyes met, and a boyish grin, something
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