
        
            [image: cover]
        


 


​
COPYRIGHT

This is a work of fiction. All of the characters,
organizations, and events portrayed in this novel are either
products of the author’s imagination or are used fictitiously.

 


WISDOM. Copyright © 2010 by Amanda Hocking. All
rights reserved.

 


Third Edition © 2022 by Amanda Hocking. All rights
reserved.

 


www.hockingbooks.com







Table of Contents

​


​Other Books by Amanda Hocking

A
Note from the Author

Chapter
One

Chapter
Two

Chapter
Three

Chapter
Four

Chapter
Five

Chapter
Six

Chapter
Seven

Chapter
Eight

Chapter
Nine

Chapter
Ten

Chapter
Eleven

Chapter
Twelve

Chapter
Thirteen

Chapter
Fourteen

Chapter
Fifteen

Chapter
Sixteen

Chapter
Seventeen

Chapter
Eighteen

Chapter
Nineteen

Chapter
Twenty

Chapter
Twenty-one

Chapter
Twenty-two

Chapter
Twenty-three

Chapter
Twenty-four

Chapter
Twenty-five

Chapter
Twenty-six

Chapter
Twenty-seven

About
the Author







Other Books by Amanda Hocking

​


My Blood Approves Saga

My Blood Approves

Fate

Flutter

Wisdom

Swear

Letters to Elise (Prequel Novella)

Little Tree (Short Story)

My Blood Approves: Complete Saga (eBook Bundle)

 


Seven Fallen Hearts

Virtue

Tristitia

Superbia (Coming Winter 2022/2023)

 


Trylle Saga

Switched

Torn

Ascend

Frostfire

Ice Kissed

Crystal Kingdom

The King’s Games: A Short Story

The Lost City

The Morning Flower

The Ever After

 


Watersong Saga

Wake

Lullaby

Tidal

Elegy

Forgotten Lyrics: A Short Story

 


The Hollows

Hollowland

Hollowmen

The Hollows: A Graphic Novel

 


Valkyrie Duology

Between the Blade and the Heart

From the Earth to the Shadows

 


Stand Alone Novels

Freeks

Bestow the Darkness


 


 


A Note from the Author

​
These novels were originally published in 2010. When I wrote them,
I was still in my early twenties, and I had a lot of internalized
issues that I hadn’t confronted yet. While much of the original
book was a fun vampire romp, there were also unfortunate moments of
misogyny, body-shaming, and ablism, among other problematic
elements.

That led me to have a difficult relationship
with these books. When I was first writing the My Blood Approves
Saga, I loved it completely. After I published it, I read a few
reviews that eviscerated the books. Some of the complaints were
justified (calling out the problematic issues) but it was still a
jarring experience for me.

It took me a long time to be able to feel the
original love and enthusiasm I had for Alice and her complicated
world of vampire. Especially once I knew there were legitimate
issues with the books.

So, I decided to re-edit them. I have left
the overall story intact as often as possible, but I re-worked so
much of the internalized hatred that Alice feels and how she
expresses herself. The largest changes take place in Alice’s
friendship with Jane and with Jane herself. When I was re-reading
the books and editing them, I was genuinely surprised by how cruel
Alice (and I, as the writer) were to her. I tried to fix that and
show that Jane is a three-dimensional young woman and decent friend
to Alice.

These are still imperfect books, but they are
definitely kinder ones now. I have fallen in love with them (and
Jack and Peter and Ezra) all over again, and I hope that you will,
too.

For you long time readers, thank you for
sticking with me all these years, and for allowing me to grow and
change.

For new readers, thank you for giving me a
chance, and I hope you find some happiness in these pages
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Chapter One

​ Terror ripped
through me.

I had no idea where I was. I woke up
expecting the familiarity and safety of my bedroom, and this wasn’t
it. It was hot, almost unbearable. Sweat soaked my skin, but I
shivered. Disoriented, I stumbled out of bed.

I tripped over my own foot and fell onto the
floor with a heavy thud. Cursing myself, I rubbed my knee, even
though the pain had stopped. I’d been training hard to work on my
strength and grace, and I hated when my clumsiness returned.

The light flicked on in the room. I sat on
the floor and squinted up in the brightness to see who turned it
on. Peter stood in the doorway, wearing only ripped jeans, and he
stared down at me.

I finally remembered where I was, but I still
couldn’t shake the panic. My heart pounded like crazy, and that’s
what summoned Peter.

“What are you doing on the floor?” he
asked.

“I tripped.”

“Are you okay?” He walked over to help me
up.

I took his hand, and when he pulled me to my
feet, I noticed the sweat gleaming all over his chest and his arms.
If I hadn’t been so distracted by my own terror, I might have taken
the time to hate how perfect and gorgeous Peter looked. Every time
I saw him, I wished he would get less attractive.

“What’s going on?” His voice had taken on a
protective edge that I was unaccustomed to hearing from him. He’d
been working on showing me his gentler side, but it still surprised
me.

I shook my head. “I don’t know.”

“Alice, you’re terrified.” He heard the
panicked racing of my heart and no matter what I did, I couldn’t
slow it. “What happened?”

I tucked my hair behind my ear. He put his
hand on my arm, and his bright emerald eyes calmed me a bit. I
wanted to tell him everything, but it was so hard to explain what
had freaked me out so much.

“It was like a bad dream,” I said. “But it
wasn’t a dream. It was more of a … feeling.”

“What kind of feeling?” Peter asked

“Just fear, this really intense fear.”

“You were just sleeping, and then you were
afraid?” He dropped his hand from my arm and studied my face. “No
images that went along with it?”

“No.” I furrowed my brow, trying to remember
exactly but it was already fading. “There weren’t images, but I was
paralyzed. Right before I woke up, I felt really scared, and I
couldn’t move.” I shook my head again, this time to clear it. “It’s
over now, and I’m done talking about it.”

“As long as you’re okay.” Peter sounded
reluctant to let the topic die.

“Yeah, I’m great.” I forced a smile. “Except
I’m really hot. Why is it so hot in here?”

“The central air is broken. I’ve been out
back trying to fix it, but the sun is really getting to me. And, as
it turns out, I know nothing about air conditioning units,” he
sighed. That explained the grease stains all over his jeans and the
smudge that ran just above his naval, on the hard contours of his
abdomen.

“That really sucks,” I said and looked away
from him.

“I’ll call a repairman, but I don’t know how
long it will take them to get here.” Peter raked a hand through his
dark hair. He’d been wearing it shorter since he moved, probably
because of the continuous heat. “It’s the drawback of living out in
the middle of nowhere.”

“Yeah, I bet,” I said. “I think I’m gonna
take a shower.”

“It’s only noon.”

“I doubt I can sleep anyway.”

“I’ll see if I can find a fan for you,” he
offered and stepped towards the door.

“Alright. Thanks,” I smiled at him. He
nodded, then left me alone in the room.

I went over to the closet to look for
clothes. It was mostly bare since I hadn’t packed that much for my
ten-day stay. As soon as we’d gotten here, Mae insisted on putting
my things away and doing my laundry.

I would’ve been fine with living out of a
suitcase, but Mae wouldn’t stand for it. With Daisy around, her
maternal instinct seemed to be in overdrive. Really, I wasn’t sure
how Peter tolerated it.

After Mae had gone against Ezra’s wishes and
turned her great-granddaughter into a vampire, he’d given her three
days to get out. They’d left in two. Peter chartered a private
plane, and he, Mae, and Daisy had escaped to the Australian
outback.

Even though they were gone, Mae still kept in
contact with us, particularly with Milo. She’d been sad we spent
the holidays apart, and after Christmas, she began plotting to see
us.

Milo started school next week, so he decided
now would be the best time to visit. Jack didn’t think it’d be good
for him to come with because he didn’t really want to see Mae or
Peter. He didn’t even want me to go, but he didn’t try to stop
me.

It was just my younger brother Milo, his
human boyfriend Bobby, and me spending a week and a half with Mae,
her child vampire Daisy, and Peter. With a broken air
conditioner.

Milo told me that January was summertime
here, but if I had understood exactly how hot that could be, I
might’ve put off visiting until July.

Peter bought a huge farmhouse about an hour
away from Alice Springs in Australia. From what I’m told, it’s a
nice town, and Sydney’s supposed to be divine, not that I’ve seen
much of either of them. Sydney’s a four-hour flight away, but
that’s not what stopped us from going. Daisy couldn’t go out in
public. She was only five and had almost no control over her
bloodlust.

Milo’d tried to spin this as a trip in
celebration of my eighteenth birthday last week, and in a way, it
kinda was. Mae threw a little party for me, with a cake that only
Bobby could eat. She gave me a lovely dress, and Daisy made me a
card.

I got in the shower, and the cold water did
wonders for me, but I couldn’t shake the trepidation. Something was
off, and I couldn’t put my finger on it.

I thought about calling Jack back in the
States, but I hardly ever got any reception. Besides, I didn’t want
to alarm him. He’d been convinced that this trip was a horrible
idea, but it hadn’t been that bad. A little dull, maybe. Jack’s
real fear, of course, was Peter.

When I got out of the shower, I went over to
the dresser and pulled open the top drawer. Amongst my bras and
underwear, I’d hidden Peter’s present to me. A beautiful diamond
encrusted heart-shaped locket. It was lovely, but I had no idea how
to explain it to Jack.

For my birthday, Jack had a Muppet specially
made to look like me and had taken me scuba diving with the sharks
at the aquarium. They were awesome gifts and perfect for me. I
loved them, but they weren’t quite as romantic as jewelry.

“Is it cooler in here?” Milo opened my
bedroom door without knocking, and I dropped the necklace in the
drawer and slammed it shut.

“Um, I don’t know,” I said, taking a step
away from the dresser.

“I think it’s actually hotter in
here,” Milo groaned but came into my room anyway. Like Peter, he
had decided that shirtless was the way to go. “It’s got to be at
least a hundred degrees here!”

“Have you tried the pool?” I asked.

“Yeah, right.” Milo wrinkled his nose and
flopped back on my bed. “The sun’s still out, and even if it
wasn’t, you’ve seen the pool.”

Something was wrong with the filtration
system, so skeavy green moss covered the pool. There seemed to be
something wrong with everything in the house. Apparently, it had
been even more rundown when they bought it, but Peter and Mae were
fixing it up. But the pool didn’t work, the air went out, the
wrap-around porch sagged, and the roof needed replacing.

I went over and pulled back the heavy
curtains, looking outside. The sun stung my eyes, and I stared out
at the emptiness. They didn’t have a neighbor for miles, and
everything looked dry and faded. I slid open the window and a hot
breeze wafted in, but at least it was better than nothing.

“I’m starting to think this was a bad idea,”
Milo said wearily.

“It’s not that bad. I mean, other than the
heat.” I sat on the bed next to him. Beads of sweat stood out on
his chest, and he looked up at me, his big brown eyes dejected.
“You’ve had fun seeing Mae, right?”

“Kinda,” he shrugged and looked away.

Milo had been the baby, the one that had
garnered all of Mae’s attention until Daisy came along, and she
required a lot more than he did. He wasn’t a real jealous person,
but this struck a nerve with him. Being ignored by our real mother
had been bad enough, let alone her replacement.

“What’s Bobby doing?” I asked, hoping to
cheer him up by talking about his boyfriend.

They’d been together for four months, and
they weren’t “meant for each other,” not the way vampires are, but
there was still something there. Bobby made Milo happy, and he was
a good guy.

Bobby mostly lived with us back in
Minneapolis, and despite my initial hatred of him, he’d really
grown on me. Some of that probably had to do with the fact that I’d
bitten him, bonding us together slightly. It tended to drive Milo
nuts, but we couldn’t do anything about it.

“He’s sitting in front of a fan in our room,”
Milo said, scratching absently at his arm. The spiders here were
crazy about him. The bites didn’t really hurt him, but they left
irritating, itching bumps for hours. “Even the heat is getting to
him, so you know it has to be bad.”

“He’s probably just used to living in our
climate,” I yawned. We hated being hot, and we constantly kept our
house at frigid temperatures. Plus, we had just come from winter in
Minnesota. “Ugh! It’s too hot to sleep!”

“Tell me about it.” Milo looked up at me.
“What time is it back home? Maybe Jack’s up.”

“I don’t understand the time difference. You
tell me.”

“I don’t know what time it is here,” he said
and made no effort to find out. “Have you talked to Jack
lately?”

“The other day. The reception here is so
shoddy, it’s hard for me to get through.”

My heart ached at the thought of him. I was
bonded with Jack, so it was painful to be away from him. It had
lessened a bit over the last few months, but it still wasn’t
anything where I’d enjoy not being around him.

“How are things there?” Milo asked.

“The same, I guess. Ezra is moping around the
house, and Jack can’t wait for us to get back.”

“I still can’t believe that Ezra hasn’t
talked to Mae.” Milo looked a little wide eyed over it, and I felt
the same way.

No matter how mad or frustrated I might get
with Jack, I couldn’t imagine going months without talking to him.
It would be like going months without eating.

Bobby shrieked from his bedroom down the
hall, but Milo and I were slow to react. Spiders had been infesting
their room since we arrived, and Bobby screamed like a girl every
time he saw one. Admittedly, some of them could actually kill him,
but most of the time, he’d already stomped on them by the time Milo
or I came to the rescue.

I heard a door slam, followed by a bizarre
clawing sound. Bobby’s heart beat frantically, but his wasn’t the
only one. Another heart pounded hard and fast, but it was quieter
and not as rapid as a human.

It was the sound of a vampire’s heart. A very
small, very hungry vampire.

By the time Bobby yelled again, Milo and I
were already running out of my room. His room was way at the other
end of the hall, but we could see Daisy, clawing at the door with
her bare hands. She was strong enough to tear the wood, leaving
bloody trails as it splintered out around her fingers.

Before we had a chance to reach her, she
managed to tear a hole in the door big enough for her little body
to wriggle through, and Bobby started screaming like hell.


Chapter Two

​ Bobby had
locked the door behind him to keep Daisy out, but that didn’t help
us rescue him. Milo reached the door first and started ripping at
the wood, making the hole larger.

Bobby kept screaming, and Milo dove through
the opening before it was big enough. He sliced open his side
pretty bad on the sharp splinters of the fractured wood, but he
would heal quickly.

Instead of destroying the door further, I
stuck my arm in through the hole, where I easily reached the knob
and unlocked it.

When Daisy wasn’t rabid with thirst, she was
a polite little girl with chubby cheeks and an infectious smile.
But when she gnashed her teeth, trying to get at the blood running
out of Milo’s fresh wound, she was a furious little monster. Her
face contorted with a deep snarl. Her lips pulled back, revealing
her sharp teeth, unnaturally large for a child. Her eyes blazed,
and she moved like lightening.

Even Milo couldn’t keep up with her, and she
kept biting him as he tried to pin her down. The biting wasn’t a
genuine attempt to drink his blood. She just snarled and snapped at
everything like a crazed animal.

Bobby stood on the bed with his back pressed
against the wall. A nasty bite on his arm dripped blood all over
the sheets, and he just stared wide eyed at Milo wrestling with
Daisy.

I pushed Milo out of the way, and I wrapped
my arms around her before she could dive at Bobby, who still seemed
to be her main target.

The fury and determination of a child’s
tantrum but backed with vampire strength was a truly formidable
thing. The way she wriggled made it impossible to hold her in my
arms. She turned her head and nearly bit my shoulder, but I grabbed
a clump of her hair on the back of her head.

She twisted around, leaving behind chunks of
her hair in my hand, and I had to take more drastic measures. I
slammed her head down onto the floor, pressing her face to the hard
wood, and I knelt on her back.

I felt guilty about it because this was a
five-year-old kid I was fighting, but it felt a lot more like
pinning down a piranha. My main consolation was if Milo and I
hadn’t intervened, she definitely would’ve killed Bobby.

“Are you okay?” Milo jumped onto the bed with
Bobby, and Bobby nodded but looked quite freaked out.

Daisy kept trying to bite me and clawed at
the floor. Her pudgy little fingers bled, but she didn’t seem to
notice.

Then all at once, she stopped. She lay
perfectly still and silent, just long enough for me to think that I
had killed her, and she began crying. Not like a whiny brat that
didn’t get their way, but like a scared little kid that had gotten
hurt.

I looked to Milo for help, unsure if I should
get off her and risk her attacking again.

Within seconds of Daisy crying, Mae appeared
in the bedroom.

“What the hell are you doing?” Mae shouted
and pushed me off Daisy. It was much harder than she needed to, and
I went flying into the wall, cracking my skull on the plaster.

Mae scooped Daisy up off the floor, and she
had gone back to looking like an ordinary little girl. She hung
limp in Mae’s arms, big wet tears running down her face as she
sobbed. Her curls were sticking to damp cheeks, and her fingers
hadn’t healed yet.

“She almost ate Bobby!” Milo said, and he
held up Bobby’s bleeding arm.

“I don’t care what she was doing!” Mae held
Daisy fiercely to her, and she glared at us. “She is only a
child!”

“She is not ‘only’ anything,” I countered.
“She’s a vampire, and she just attacked someone unprovoked!”

“Oh, she’s just hungry.” Mae brushed it off.
“And Bobby is a human. She’s not used to being around them
yet.”

“You invited us here and assured us that she
was safe!” Milo shouted indignantly.

“What would you have done if she killed
Bobby? Or if she kills somebody else?”

Mae shook her head, unwilling to look at any
of us. “I’m going to go feed her.” That’s all she had to say on the
subject, so she turned and carried Daisy out of the room.

“That was so ridiculous,” I muttered.

Milo inspected the wound on Bobby’s arm, but
despite the blood, it was fairly shallow. The intoxicating, sweet
scent of him filled the bedroom, and my stomach rumbled. Standing
this close to him, smelling him, reminded me that it had been over
a week since I had eaten.

It had been months since I’d bitten Bobby,
but often times when I was hungry, I found myself craving him in
particular. Maybe it was because he was the only human I had drank
from directly, or maybe it was because we were friendly before I
had fed on him. Either way, I hungered for Bobby’s blood more than
any other human.

Milo had not taken it well when I had bitten
Bobby before, but it had been necessary for a dire situation.
Sharing a human with another vampire was unsettling enough to begin
with, because we can get possessive about our food and those we
care about. Complicating things further, for weeks afterward, Bobby
had followed me around like a puppy. Biting intensified the
feelings that were already shared for each other, so what was
friendly before became a little overwhelmingly affectionate at
times.

Eventually it faded back to something closer
to normal, but truthfully, I did feel fonder and more protective of
Bobby. Not quite what I felt for my little brother, but something
like it.

As Milo looked over Bobby’s wounds, he
wrinkled his nose in disgust, smelling Daisy on the bite.

“You need to get it washed up and put a
bandage on,” Milo said as he let go of Bobby’s arm.

“Good idea,” Bobby said, and he climbed down
off the bed. He glanced down at his pants, splattered with droplets
of blood, and sighed. “I’m gonna have to throw these pants out.
Dammit! I loved these pants.”

Bobby took the whole “getting attacked by
demon-child” thing pretty well, but he actually had been aware of
vampires longer than either Milo or I had. He got involved with
them when he was eighteen, so he had two more years dealing with
this than we did.

Once he went into the bathroom to get cleaned
up, I looked over at Milo. “Mae has completely lost her mind with
this child vampire thing,” I said in a hushed voice.

Milo went over to a mirror to inspect his
healing wounds and to wipe away his blood before it dried. The bite
marks on his shoulders and arms were already little more than
pinpricks.

“Obviously I know that. Daisy almost killed
my boyfriend,” he said. “But what are we gonna do about it? You
want me to go kill her?”

I didn’t know what I wanted him to do, but
Daisy clearly wasn’t safe. This was the first time anything this
extreme had happened since we’d been here, but she was more out of
control than any vampire I’d seen.

I didn’t have a good answer, and Milo didn’t
seem to want to talk about it. I went back to my room to sulk,
since there wasn’t anything better to do. Peter came up a little
while later to fix the bedroom door, and he warned us that Bobby
shouldn’t be left alone anymore.

I was mad at Mae, so I wanted to spend a long
time hiding out in my room, but it was hot and stuffy in there. I
had to get fresh air, so I went downstairs, and Daisy sat in the
dining room. Coloring books and crayons were spread out all over
the round table. Her hair had been tied up with a ribbon, and she
had changed into a frilly pink and white sundress.

Her fingers had healed up completely, making
it possible for her to hold the crayons as she colored. She sang
“Across the Universe” in an angelically perfect voice, and I’m sure
that her Beatles repertoire was all Mae’s influence.

It wasn’t that I didn’t understand where Mae
was coming from. Daisy had been terminally ill, and if Mae hadn’t
turned her, she would’ve died. She was Mae’s great-grandchild, and
she was an adorable, sweet girl… when she wasn’t a terrifying demon
from hell. She was just much too young to have any impulse control,
with a painful demanding hunger and overwhelming power, and she was
going to be stuck looking like a perfect five-year-old for the rest
of her life with all the limitations of an underdeveloped nervous
system and immature emotions.

“Hi, Alice,” Daisy chirped. She kept coloring
and didn’t look up at me, but she’d stopped singing. Under the
table, I could see her legs swinging back and forth.

“Hey,” I said stiffly. I wasn’t the best at
interacting with children, especially ones I had just brutally
fought. “Where is Mae?”

“Hanging up laundry on the clothesline. She
said I could stay inside if I promised not to go anywhere,” Daisy
informed me.

Mae had left her completely unsupervised a
few hours after she’d nearly killed us. Awesome.

“Do you wanna color with me?” Daisy looked
hopefully at me with her honey-colored eyes. She really was a
miniature version of Mae.

“Um, no, that’s okay.” I didn’t want to get
invested in an activity with her, but I stepped closer to the table
to see what she worked on. She had a My Little Pony color
book splayed out next to her, but she drew something on a blank
page that I couldn’t decipher. “What’s that you’re doing?”

“I’m making a card for Bobby cause I hurt
him.” Daisy held up the paper so I could look at it.

From what I could tell, it appeared to be a
poorly drawn pink unicorn with a rainbow behind it. The words
“sorry Bobby” were spelled correctly but with letters turned
around.

“That’s a really nice card.” I forced a smile
at her. “I’m sure he’ll like it.”

“I hope so. I didn’t want to hurt him.” Daisy
sounded sad and stared off for a second, then went back to
coloring. “I need glitter. Peter says he’s going to get me some the
next time he goes to town.”

“That’s pretty nice of him.” I rubbed my arms
and noticed the heat didn’t seem to be bothering her that much. But
when I was a little kid, the heat never seemed to get to me
either.

The screen door slammed shut behind me, and
Mae came into the kitchen. She smiled tightly, so I figured she
hadn’t forgiven me yet. Which made sense because I’d done nothing
that I needed to be forgiven for. I subdued Daisy the only way I
knew how in order to save Bobby’s life, and she hadn’t really been
hurt. She couldn’t really be hurt.

“Daisy told me you were hanging up laundry,”
I said.

“I like the way the fresh air makes the
clothes smell,” Mae replied, her British accent sounding colder
than normal. She wore her loose curls in a bun, and sweat dampened
her sundress. She brushed past me and went over to Daisy, admiring
her pictures and giving her a kiss on the top of her head. “That’s
a beautiful card, love.”

“Thanks.” Daisy grinned up at her. “Alice
says that Bobby will really like it.”

“I’m sure he will.” Mae glanced up at me, and
some of her anger dissolved. She sat down in a chair next to Daisy
and colored a picture of her own. “Daisy ate and took a nap, and
she’s been coloring just fine all evening. She’s fine when she
eats.”

“I’m sure she is.” I couldn’t really argue
with Mae. What could I say while Daisy was right there coloring? So
I changed the subject. “Have you heard anything about the air
conditioning?”

Mae shook her head. “But it’s cooled off
since the sun went down. Outside, it’s not that bad at all.” She
looked up at me. “Peter’s sitting out there.”

Since coming here, I’d tried to spend very
little time alone with him. But the heat was still stifling inside
the house, and I could really use a break, so I went outside.

The one thing I would say about the outback
is that the stars were amazing. Without all the light pollution
from the city, they twinkled above me like nothing I had ever
seen.

I stepped down off the front porch to get a
better look at them. It really was much cooler out here, so I let
the night enchant me for a moment. I heard a sound to my left and
looked over to see Peter sitting on the end of the porch, his legs
dangling over the edge.

“The sky is really brilliant,” I said.

“It is,” Peter agreed. “It’s not something
I’ve gotten accustomed to yet. I’ve spent too much time in the
city.”

I took the few steps over to join him. “Is
that why you came out here?”

“You know why I came out here,” Peter
answered quietly, and he kept staring up at the sky. His face was
impossible to read, the way it always was.

Shortly before he left, Peter had confessed
his love for me, but I couldn’t reciprocate. Well, maybe parts of
me could, but I refused to. Not when I had Jack, and I loved him.
Then everything had happened with Mae and Daisy, and Peter had seen
his chance to escape from me. Again.

“But you like it out here, right?” I asked,
almost willing it to be true. “Away from all the hustle and bustle
of the city life?”

Peter sighed. “The weekly flights to Sydney
to visit the blood bank are irritating, but the silence and
isolation is nice.” He paused, thinking. “I don’t suppose I like it
anywhere very much anymore.”

“Was that some kind of dig at me?” I
asked.

“Alice, I’m not trying to fight with you.”
His eyes glowed green in the darkness, even without any light, and
he let out a long breath. “I can’t win with you. I’m either being
cruel, or I’m asking too much of you. Whatever I say, it’s never
the right thing.”

“You didn’t say anything wrong. I just want
to know that you’re happy.” I paused, then went on, “Are you
happy?”

“Don’t ask me that,” Peter said gently.
“Don’t ask me questions you don’t want to know the answer to.”

“How are Mae and Daisy doing?” I asked, but
honestly, I wasn’t even sure I wanted to know the answer to that
question, either.

“Not well,” he admitted. “Daisy isn’t getting
any of her bloodlust under control, and Mae refuses to admit that
that’s a problem.”

I stiffened. “Daisy has been doing stuff like
today?”

“She’s never around humans, or it would be
far worse.” He lowered his voice, in case Mae might be inside
listening. “Daisy went after a wallaby or a koala a few nights
ago.”

“A wallaby and a koala don’t look anything
alike,” I pointed out.

“It was something small and furry and
gray-ish.” Peter held his hands about a foot apart to demonstrate
the size. “It was a bloody mess by the time I got a hold of
it.”

“She killed it? Why?”

“She tried to eat it,” Peter
whispered.

“No way. That doesn’t even… I thought animal
blood wasn’t edible?”

“It’s not.” He gave me a meaningful look.
“She just gets so... irrational and violent and intense when she’s
hungry, and she can’t even differentiate animal blood from human.
She can’t always tell apart food and inanimate objects. She’s
attacked pillows and stuffed animals and a damn tree stump
once.”

I had been around animals since I turned.
Jack has a dog, Matilda, but I never once wanted to eat her, no
matter how hungry I got. Her blood didn’t even smell right. I
couldn’t even imagine attacking a pillow or a tree stump.

“Holy hell,” I said under my breath.

“She’s attacked both Mae and me on several
occasions,” Peter confessed quietly. “We feed her every day, but
it’s not enough. I know she’s only been a vampire for a few months,
and she was so young to start with, but...” He paused and licked
his lips. “Instead of making progress, I feel like she’s only
regressing. Every day she has less control.”

“What’s gonna happen with her?”

“She’s going to live out here forever, and
we’re going to hope for the best,” he said. “There’s not much else
we can do.”

What had happened today with Bobby wasn’t a
fluke, and as cute and innocent as Daisy looked coloring at the
table, she was equally as dangerous.

I stood outside with Peter for a while
longer, but a tense silence fell over us, and I escaped back into
the house. My bedroom was still too warm to sleep in, so I tried to
put a fan in my window.

Earlier, Peter had brought a giant old metal
box fan up from the basement, and it had to have come with the
house. Spider webs clung all over the fan, and when I tried to
brush one off, I felt the familiar burning sting of a spider bite.
It scurried away, not that I would’ve killed it anyway, and I
stared at the red bump on my hand.

“Did a spider get you?” Bobby grimaced and
leaned in my doorway.

“Yeah. The damn things are everywhere,” I
grumbled.

I went back to trying to get the fan to fit
in my window, and Bobby came in and sat down on my bed, as if I’d
invited him in. Once I got it wedged enough where I thought it
could work, I turned the fan on, and took a step back as dust
sputtered out.

“Nice.” Bobby waved his hand in front of his
face.

“I had to do something before I died of
heatstroke,” I said once the dust explosion settled. The fan seemed
to be working, so I shrugged and lay down on the bed. “I am so sick
of this heat.”

“Tell me about it.” He leaned back against
the wall with his legs crossed underneath him.

His commiserating would’ve been more
convincing if he wasn’t wearing purple jeans and a tee shirt.
Admittedly, the tee shirt was paper thin, and I could see the black
designs of his tattoos through it.

“You’re wearing pants,” I said. “You can’t be
that hot.”

“Yeah, but they’re purple pants,”
Bobby said as if that made some kind of distinction. “Hence, I’m
awesome.”

“Do you even own shorts?” I balled my pillow
up under my head so I could look at him more easily when I was
lying down. “I don’t think I’ve seen you wear any.”

“Just swim trunks. Shorts aren’t my
thing.”

“How does Jack’s wardrobe make you feel?” I
asked, smiling sadly at the thought of him. Jack wore Dickies
shorts almost every day of the year, regardless of the weather. He
was ridiculously fashionable that way.

“It works for him, so more power to him.”
Bobby scratched at the bandage on his arm that covered up Daisy’s
bite, and he wrinkled his nose. “She bit down right into my
nautical star! I bet I have a scar that totally wrecks it.”

Bobby had a sleeve of tattoos that ran all
down his arms, but most of them were black and shades of gray. The
only one with color was a green nautical star on the back of his
arm, and that was the one that Daisy got.

“She bit the back of your arm?” I asked.

He nodded. “Yeah. I don’t even know what she
was thinking. All the good veins are on the underside of my arm.
It’s like she doesn’t know anything about being a vampire.”

“You need to stop picking at it, though, or
it will scar,” I told him, because I didn’t want to think about
Daisy anymore, and because it was true.

Bobby continued scratching at it, so I pushed
his knee gently with my foot, and he stopped. He leaned back,
resting his head on the wall. “Between the spiders and Daisy, this
trip is gonna be the death of me.”

“I really wish I hadn’t let Milo talk me into
it,” I said in agreement. “What is he doing anyway?”

“Sleeping. He says it’s too hot to sleep
during the day,” Bobby said. “He’s probably right. But luckily for
me, I never sleep anyway.” Bobby’s insomnia had made him a perfect
fit for our lifestyle. “I can’t believe I’m wasting my last week
and a half of winter break here. When Milo asked me to go to
Australia, I was thinking Sydney hot spots and kangaroos and coral
reef diving.”

“I know, right? Mae said they were living off
the grid, but I thought we’d at least visit the grid.”

“And just think, you could be wasting your
time here and then going to school as soon as we get back,”
Bobby teased, but I shook my head. “Oh, come on. You should at
least graduate.”

“I didn’t let Milo talk me into going back to
high school, and I’m not going to let you,” I told him.

Milo dropped out of school at the beginning
of his junior year because of the whole turning into a vampire
thing, but he’d gotten it under control enough and could handle
going back. He’d enrolled in some swanky private school in
Minneapolis to finish out the eleventh grade, and classes started
on January twenty-first. The same day, Bobby started the new
semester at his art school.

“So you’re just gonna be a high school drop
out? What are you gonna do with your life?” Bobby asked.

“What am I gonna do if I don’t drop out?” I
countered. “I mean, it’s not like I can do eight years of med
school still looking like I’m eighteen.”

“You can pretend you’re Doogie Howser or
something,” he suggested. “Or you can do something you don’t need
as much school for. Like a dog groomer.”

“A dog groomer? Really? You think I should be
a dog groomer?”

“No. I just haven’t the faintest idea about
what you aspire to be.” Bobby cocked his head at me. “Do you even
aspire to be anything? Or is this the zenith of your existence that
I’m looking at?”

“I don’t know. I have forever to figure it
out,” I hedged his question. Lately, the exact same thing had been
bothering me.

In high school, I hadn’t really been worrying
about grades or school because I didn’t care. Milo had always
buckled down, insisting that an education and a career were
important.

Even though Milo was only sixteen and a
vampire, he still hadn’t changed his mind. He wanted to finish out
his high school career at a nice school, go onto college, and get a
job. He still planned on having a normal life and doing normal
things.

When I first became a vampire, I thought I
had it made. But now that I had nothing but time on my hands, I was
starting to think that I had misjudged this whole eternity
thing.

“Did I just Debbie Downer the whole moment?”
Bobby looked apologetically at me. “You’re being all quiet and sad
now.”

I brushed it off and smiled at him. “Nah, I’m
okay. I was just thinking.”

“You’re not supposed to think. We’re on
vacation!” Bobby said with false bravado. He leaned forward
suddenly, looking excited. “We should do something really fun. We
could chase down kangaroos or something.” His smile widened and his
eyes sparkled. “Or we could see if we could get a dingo to take
our baby.” He said the last part with an exaggerated Australian
accent, trying to channel Meryl Streep.

To bone up for the trip, Bobby had rented
A Cry in the Dark and watched it like ten times. I am
positive there were better movies about Australia, but this one was
his favorite. It was the true story of a woman who was accused of
killing her own baby, but she insisted that a dingo took it.

So, throughout the last month, I had heard
Bobby spout “a dingo took my baby” about a thousand times.

“You’re so annoying.” I rolled my eyes, and
he laughed.

My phone jingled the first three seconds of
“Purple Rain,” and I leapt out of bed. For the majority of the
trip, my phone had sat discarded on my dresser because I could
never get any service.

The “Purple Rain” ringtone just meant that I
had a voicemail, but that meant that it had connected with
something long enough to register that. I rushed to grab it before
the signal dropped.

“Who is it?” Bobby asked, jumping out of bed
after me. We had been stranded without technology for so long that
he was excited vicariously.

“I don’t know.” I tried to call my voicemail,
but the call immediately dropped. “Damn!”

“Go over to the window!”

The closer to the window, the stronger the
signal. I was a little fanatical about having a chance to hear
someone’s voice (in particular Jack’s), so I pushed the screen out
of the window.

“What are you doing?” Bobby asked.

“Getting a signal!” I leaned out the window,
and I finally managed to connect to my voicemail.

I had barely talked to Jack since I’d been
here, and I hadn’t heard from anyone else at all. Jack kept me
updated on Ezra when I talked to him. Leif didn’t have a phone.
Olivia had tried to reach me, but we had never been able to catch
each other when I had signal. Jane was supposed to get out of rehab
sometime soon, so I expected to hear from her.

“You have one new voicemail,” the automated
voice told me, and my heart raced.

“Hey, Alice, this is Jack.” My heart soared,
but even with my happiness, I noticed something wrong with his
voice. It sounded sad and faraway. “I’ve been trying to get you on
the phone. I even tried Milo and Bobby, but…” He sighed, and my
heart clenched. Something was very wrong.

“I didn’t want to do this over the phone. I
mean, I knew I’d have to, but I didn’t want to leave it on a
voicemail…” He trailed off, and Bobby asked something behind me,
but I just waved my hand at him.

“I don’t know how to tell you this, but…
Jane’s dead. I am so sorry, Alice. Jane was murdered last
night.”


Chapter Three

​ The last time I
saw Jane, she promised she would get out of this life.

Back in November, she had been seriously
injured in the fight with the lycans and spent a month in the
hospital recuperating.

We had been friends since we were seven, and
even as we’d gotten older and grown apart, we still cared about
each other and hung out from time to time. Until I had met Jack and
gotten involved with the supernatural, and through some terrible
choices — first on my part, then Milo’s, then Jane’s — Jane had
gotten addicted to vampire bites. Since I was a vampire, for her
safety and sobriety, I knew she would be better off if I severed
all ties.

I hadn’t heard from her for a long time,
until a few nights before Christmas. Bobby had been working his ass
off on some school project, and he aced it. To celebrate that, he
wanted to go out. Milo, Bobby, Jack, and I headed out to V –
the vampire club in downtown Minneapolis. I had been hanging out
there more since I started training with Olivia, and despite
myself, I kinda liked it.

After hearing a dance remix of “Jingle Bell
Rock” far too many times, we decided to leave. It was snowing out,
but in that nice way, like it does in movies, all magical and soft.
With fresh snow, everything seems to look cleaner and brighter, and
since it was after four in the morning, there weren’t many cars
driving around to muck it up.

I was staring up at the sky, watching the
snow fall down. The clouds seemed to glow from the city lights, and
the skyscrapers towered above us. For one brief moment, the whole
world fell silent, and I felt like I was living inside a snow
globe.

The silence was broken by the sound of an
erratic heartbeat, reminding me of a scared rabbit. My throat was
parched, a dull reminder that it had been almost a week since I’d
eaten. But I didn’t go to the clubs looking for food. I didn’t even
feed off humans. Bobby had been the only person I’d bitten, and it
had been a dangerous necessity at the time.

“Oh my god,” Milo said. He was a few feet in
front of me, holding Bobby’s hand, and he stopped short. “Is that
Jane?”

“What are you talking about?” I brushed past
him to see, and Jack followed behind me.

When I saw her, I froze. She stood at the
corner, waiting around the entrance of V. Her legs were pale
and bony, jutting out from her skirt. Her hair was longer than it
had been before, but it hung limply around her gaunt face. She was
shivering, and her eyes darted all over.

“Jane?” I took a few uncertain steps
over to her. Her eyes locked on mine for a split second, then
quickly looked away. “Jane, what are you doing here?”

“Nothing.” She shook her head and turned
around the corner to get away from me.

“Jane!” I repeated and ran after her. Jack,
Milo, and Bobby lagged behind, giving us some space.

“What do you want?” Jane stopped but wouldn’t
make eye contact. A streetlight glowed nearby, and she hid in the
shadows of it.

“Aren’t you supposed to be in the hospital?”
I asked.

When she moved, I tried to check for bite
marks on her neck. I didn’t see any, but that didn’t mean anything.
She had some heavy-duty scar tissue on her throat from repeatedly
being gnawed on by her vampire ex-boyfriend. That meant she could
have fresh bites on her arms and thighs out of sight, where the
flesh was more tender and less damaged.

“I came home yesterday,” Jane replied flatly,
and she twitched.

“What are you doing here?” I whispered.

Another vampire rounded the corner. He didn’t
acknowledge us at all, but Jane stared after him with a hungry
expression on her face. Humans exposed to vampire bites eventually
came to crave us just as much as we craved humans.

“I thought you were done with this,” I said,
pulling Jane from her vampire lust.

“Don’t give me that shit, Bonham,” she
snapped at me. “You left me for dead on the steps of a church.
Don’t pretend like you care about what’s best for me.”

“I did not leave you
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