
        
            
                
            
        

    
	Can Harry forget about George’s strange affliction and accept his family, their fudge, and even George’s fangs?

	 

	 

	When George meets Harry Amdis, he thinks he’s met the man of a thousand daydreams except that George has a secret. He’s a newly turned vampire and has no idea how it happened or how to deal with it.

	How could he be a blood-sucking fiend when he’s an almost vegetarian?

	He’s told Harry the truth, and Harry’s up and left him. But who can blame him? There’s more danger in store for George, though, when he learns who bit him and why. And how is he supposed to get through Christmas with his family without the love of his life?

	Harry Amdis loves George, but how can this crazy-hot guy be a vampire? And does he really believe he is one? Worse, Harry has a deadly secret of his own that goes back to his own nutty family. They can never be together. George has the kind of family Harry’s always envied. He wishes he could get over the fang part and love George for himself, his family, and his mom’s awesome fudge. But some things are more than dealbreakers... aren’t they?
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Chapter One

	 

	 

	“Why won’t you eat it? Just tell me, do you hate my cooking?”

	“No, Harry, I don’t hate your cooking.” I toyed with the Korean pancake he’d just plopped on my plate.

	“Do you hate me? Is that the problem?”

	“Of course not.” I would have given anything to fork a piece of the pancake and eat it. The cinnamon and butter oozing from it smelled so tantalizing. I shifted on my chair at the kitchen table. It was hard to avoid his gaze.

	Harry shook his head. “You’re a freak. You wouldn’t eat dinner last night. I prepared pepper steak in honor of our third month together. You said it was overcooked. The only thing you seemed interested in was the blood left in the packaging. What the hell is wrong with you?”

	I wished I could tell him, but how did I explain things? I hardly understood it myself.

	“You hate my cooking. Come on, admit it.”

	“That’s not true!”

	But he talked over me. “I don’t get it. Nobody hates my cooking. I’m a great cook. The best cook I know. So, please. Explain it to me. If you can.” He spat out the last three words with such bitterness I would have done anything to eat his damned scrambled eggs and pancakes just to get back to where we’d been.

	On the verge of forever... On the cusp of having everything I’d ever wanted in life.

	“I can’t eat food. Period,” I said.

	He grabbed a handful of his gorgeous mop of glossy, dark hair atop his cute head. “George. What the fricken hell is that supposed to mean?”

	Fear and panic gripped me. “Exactly what I said. I can’t eat food. I love food. I want to eat food. I want all the pasta. All the fudge. I want it all.” My voice cracked. “I just can’t have it.”

	“Is there something wrong with you?”

	“You might say that.” Man, oh man. How do I explain everything I’d gone through the past few months? How do I convey my total terror that each day was just getting worse?

	“Tell me.” He stood, naked, hurling my uneaten plate of food into my kitchen sink. The plate broke, and the sound made me jump.

	“I can’t wait to hear this.” His voice dripped with sarcasm.

	“I have a blood disorder.” I tried to keep my tone even. I didn’t want him to know how stressed out I was, but this conversation had been brewing for weeks. I’d been able to wriggle out of it until now, hiding veggies under mashed potatoes in restaurants. When we ate at his place, I’d smuggled bits of meat to his dog, Yoda.

	“You’re making no sense. You seemed fine when I met you, and then what, a month in, and you start becoming picky. Picky, picky, picky.” He stomped on the pedal of my trash bin, and the lid flew up. He dumped the smashed plate and my breakfast into it.

	My gaze flew to the wall calendar. December eighteenth. One week until Christmas, and I’d been so looking forward to seeing my family. I’d been so excited to introduce Harry to them.

	They say you can’t go home again. But I do it. A lot. I’ve never understood people who don’t get along with their families. Mine is awesome. And all the women in it make fudge, which is my favorite thing ever. Christmas, particularly, has always held a special thrill for me. Fudge, and family, and leftovers.

	Thank heaven for leftovers.

	I’ve never left the family home without trays of extra deviled eggs, turkey, mashed potatoes, vanilla fudge, chocolate fudge, mocha almond fudge, double chocolate pecan fudge... Well, you get the idea.

	But this Christmas was going to be different. Things had changed so much in my life, and I had no idea how I was going to break the news to them. Because I still have no idea how it happened.

	I just woke up one morning to find a raging hard-on tenting the bed.

	And fangs elongating in my mouth.

	“I’m a vampire,” I said, surprised the words came out, right before the most important Christmas of my life, confessing this to the man I loved.

	It had been a grueling four months since I’d discovered my er, affliction. And three months since I’d found Harry Amdis. I thought he was it. I thought it was meant to be.

	He was the first and only person I confessed my actual truth to, and it was going worse than I could ever have imagined.

	“A vampire? Geez, Louise. Would you listen to yourself? Have you been smoking crack?”

	“Of course not.” I was saying that a lot today.

	“That would explain your astonishing weight loss and the sharp fingernails. I’ve never seen anyone trim their nails as often as you do. And the teeth! You started giving me head last night and almost bit into it.”

	“I’m sorry, Harry. Honest.”

	“You’re sorry.” He stalked around the kitchen, slamming doors, throwing cups and glasses into the sink. “Why don’t you just break up with me? Tell me the truth!”

	“I am telling you the truth.”

	“You. Are. Not.” He ran from the kitchen and into the bathroom, returning with a small, magnified mirror he kept in there for shaving. He shoved it in front of my face. “Huh. I can see your reflection, George. If you were a vampire, I wouldn’t be able to see it. I saw that movie The Lost Boys. Everyone knows that vampires have no reflection. You’re a head case is what you are.”

	“I—”

	He clapped a hand to his forehead. “I gotta get outta here.”

	That wasn’t a big surprise, to be honest. But I sure wished I could have hidden things longer, maybe spat mouthfuls of pancake into a napkin when he wasn’t looking.

	There aren’t enough mashed potatoes in the whole world to hide things...

	In all fairness, Harry, the sexiest man I’d ever met, didn’t make like Barney Rubble and scram for the door. But then again, he was naked. He moved to the bedroom, and I followed in time to see him grab his sweatshirt and underpants, pulling them on with exaggerated angst. He dragged his jeans up his long, toned thighs and buttoned the fly, casting flinty glances my way. He parked himself, with his sweet mop of dark hair, on the edge of my bed.

	Not for the first time, I noted how good we looked together. Except my hair was almost black, and I’d been growing it long because he liked it. He had big brown eyes that revealed everything he felt and reminded me of hot cocoa. Mine are blue, and since I’d discovered the changes in my body, they looked the same but felt like hot coals sometimes.

	“I knew you were too good to be true.” He shoved his shoes and socks on then stood, plunging the mirror into his back pocket. “Total loony tune.” He unplugged his cell phone charger from the wall with a vicious tug and slid the phone into the other back pocket. “And my number? Lose it, George. Lose it, or else.”

	“Please,” I said, desperate to make him understand.

	How did I explain that once I got over the hysteria of discovering this unimaginable curse, I was still, well, hysterical? I had a yearning for fudge and chocolate-covered marshmallows, which, by the way, I always believed they deserved to be their own special food group.

	But...

	I couldn’t eat the delectable treats. Not even after I liquefied them in the blender.

	No. My brain and my heart kept crying for sweets, but some deep, dark, disgusting part of me screamed for blood.

	Me. An almost vegetarian, well apart from the occasional steak.

	I still can’t wrap my addled brain around the idea.

	I’d avoided Thanksgiving by claiming to have a new boyfriend. Well, it was true then. But that was then, this was now. You try explaining to your hot, new man how and why your body suddenly sprouts pointy teeth, pointy finger and toenails, and other gross stuff, and see how long he’ll stay in your bed.

	“You’ve met someone else.” Harry seethed with fury.

	“Of course not,” I said yet again. “I couldn’t love anyone else after loving you.”

	He muttered something I couldn’t quite catch under his breath.

	There was a knock on my front door.

	“I bet that’s him. Shall we go see?” He ran for the door.

	“Hey!” I yelped and sprang up from the bed. I was wearing jeans but threw on a sweater even though I wasn’t cold. I wasn
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