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      Well, this is a surprise. Less than a month ago, I typed what I’d assumed would be my last post. I’d convinced myself that, on top of everything else I was going through, I shouldn’t be reaching for my phone every half hour to fill complete strangers in on the disaster that’s my life. I thought it self-indulgent, and it probably was. But right now, I need to have control over something, and the blog is pretty much the only thing I actually have any say in. So here I am. Back again.

      Like I said, it’s been nearly a month since my last post. Since I told you how I went against Noah’s wishes and fed him my blood, meaning that when his heart stopped—which it did, only moments later—he lived on. Since I turned him into a vampire. And every day, I know I did the right thing. He might not see it that way when he wakes up, and then it might be a long time until he realises, but I’m certain I did the right thing.

      Don’t worry, I know what a massive hypocrite I am after cutting my mother off for hiding the truth about turning me. I’ve lost count of all the times I yelled at her, saying she should have given me a choice. The very same choice I denied Noah. Of course, that’s not the only reason I cut Mum off. Keeping the fact that I’d unknowingly sired a vampire hidden from me also played a massive part and ultimately led to my dad’s death. That said, I do have a better idea of what it’s like to be in her shoes now. And today, I decided it was time she knew that.

      She comes over a lot now. It’s not like she lives here. She’s got her own place close to the hospital where she’s picked up work, mainly in their Research Department, but given that she’s a qualified medical doctor, she’s been taking some shifts on the wards, trying to get back into the swing of things there, too. With all that on her plate, she still drops in almost daily to check on us, normally in the evenings to give Noah the regular dose of tranquillisers he needs to keep him sedated.

      She’d already checked on him before she came into the kitchen and flicked on the kettle.

      “I’m sorry I held it against you. I don’t think I’ve said it before. I get it now. I understand how you couldn’t let me go, not when there was another way.”

      “Thank you, Merrewyn, but I should’ve been more honest,” she replied. “If I’d told you what I knew from the start, about Collina and the venom, then maybe we wouldn’t be in this mess now. That reminds me, have you drained your venom today? She’s coming by the office to pick it up first thing in the morning.”

      I felt my jaw go ridged at the mention of this but reached into my pocket and pulled out two small plastic containers.

      “Mine and Noah’s,” I said, handing them over. “You know I hate doing this. It’s wrong on so many levels.”

      “I do, but right now, we don’t have a choice. Maybe in a couple of years, when Noah’s awake and the two of you are up to proper strength, he and you can try to find another solution. But right now …”

      “I know. We need to keep Collina on side.”

      Keeping a psychotic vampire happy. That’s what my life has come to. But Mum’s right; to say that Collina is unpredictable is an understatement. This is the vampire who married my ex-boyfriend just so she could gain information to use against me. Then she befriended my brother by pretending she was a second-year medical student and gave him the V that ultimately resulted in Noah’s new state.

      “And I’m on call for the next two days. You’ve remembered that, haven’t you?” Mum continued.

      “I’ve got it.”

      “And we must have a conversation about Noah.”

      Once again, I ground my teeth together. While I didn’t know what she wanted to say, I was almost certain I wasn’t going to like it.

      “You do whatever you think is best,” I replied, deliberately avoiding her eyes.

      “It would help if you would get on board with this, Merrewyn. I don’t like giving him such large doses of sedative. You’re here with him all day. Giving him smaller doses more frequently would be far better. And you’re perfectly capable of doing that and the feeding without relying on me.”

      Maybe I am, but keeping my boyfriend sedated after turning him into a vampire, feels like a step too far, so I’ve made a concerted effort to skip responsibility for that. Cowardly, hypocritical, call me what you want. It’s not like I don’t already call myself the same.

      “Just give him enough to see him through your on-call duty, then you can feed him when you’re back.”

      This was blunt enough for her to know I wasn’t going to engage any further in this conversation.

      As she pocketed our venom, the doorbell rang. A knowing smile lifted her lips and she glanced at her watch.

      “Bang on time,” she said. “I’ll leave you two to it. And when Glen gets in from the library, tell him I’ve put some leftovers in the fridge for him. You need to make sure he’s eating properly and taking care of himself.”

      “I know. Don’t worry; I’m looking after him.”

      A minute later and she was heading out the front door, passing my next visitor, Fin, my first boyfriend, who for the longest time I’d assumed would be the only true love of my life. But that was before Noah swept in and gave it new meaning. And how did I repay the favour? I guess that’s a rhetorical question.

      “Hey,” he said, wrapping his arms around me in a hug.

      It’s strange. I thought I’d feel awkward about any form of physical contact with him, but now I’m not sure how I’d cope without it. Without the warmth and the constant reassurance. I just stayed there, eyes closed, until he released his grip.

      After slipping off his coat, he headed straight upstairs to see his brother, exactly as he always does. Not that Noah’s aware of it.

      For the more than six weeks since I turned him, he’s remained unconscious in my bed with the covers tucked up under his chin, like he’s just taking a nap. An insanely long one. Sometimes, I curl up with him under the blanket and rest my head on his chest, but it’s not like it used to be anymore. There’s no warmth radiating from his skin, no drumming heartbeat I can pretend is my own. It’s like lying against a cold slab of meat, preserved beyond its best-by date. Not a great way of thinking about the love of your life, is it?

      “Have you fed him today?” Fin asked, as I followed him into my room.

      “He doesn’t need it every day. We’ve told you that overfeeding could wake him up.”

      “But we want him to be as strong as possible, surely? Limiting him feels like a dangerous thing to do,”

      “Mum’s done this before, remember? She knows what she’s doing.”

      I didn’t mean to sound abrupt. Fin doesn’t deserve it, not in the slightest. And I know he only asks questions because he feels helpless. Helplessness is our current state of play.

      It was only when he took a seat by the desk and rolled up a shirt sleeve that I remembered what day it was. Despite me asking him not to, Glen had gone against my wishes and asked him to donate blood. He’s only done it once, so far as I’m aware, but I’m pretty sure he’s been giving more on the sly. I thought about making an excuse. Telling him it was unnecessary or that I wasn’t capable of finding a vein myself. But that wasn’t true, and Glen had enough to deal with without me making extra work for him.

      After collecting the necessary bits and pieces from a drawer, I tightened a strap around his arm. Thankfully, the needle went in cleanly first try, and a moment later, the bag was filling. For the first time since he’d entered the house, he seemed to relax. Or so I thought.

      “Are you going to tell me today?” he asked.

      “Tell you what?”

      “Whatever it is that’s been eating away at you ever since you turned Noah?”

      I moved over to straighten the bed. Not that it actually needed it.

      “Of course something’s eating away at me,” I said, avoiding his eyes. “I had to turn my boyfriend into a vampire. That was a hell of a decision to make.”

      “And that’s all it is? Nothing else?”

      I tugged a little too hard on the sheet, exposing Noah’s toes.

      “Isn’t that enough?”

      Once again, my tone was harsher than I’d intended, but Fin’s face only showed concern.

      “Ryn, I know we’re not together. I know there was a lot of your life that I wasn’t part of, and there’s nothing I can do to change that. But it doesn’t mean I’m not here for you now. You might pretend to be okay, but you need someone. We all do. And like it or not, I know when something’s wrong.”

      “I’m fine,” I replied, automatically.

      “And I also know when you’re lying to me.”

      Even though I wasn’t looking at him, I was well aware of his eyes boring into me as I gripped the blanket.

      I’ve said before that whatever hormones are floating in the blood bags I use they end up circulating in me. Well it’s fair to say that my donors have been living on a knife edge these last weeks and, annoyingly, every bit of their angst has been transferred to me, and I certainly didn’t need any more. Whenever I try to relax, images immediately flash in front of my eyes, tearing apart any modicum of calm I’ve achieved. The wide-eyed fear and sense of betrayal on Noah’s face as I forced my blood down his throat. His weak and useless protests as he tried to fight me off. But how do I tell Fin I did that to his brother? That he didn’t want to be this thing I’ve created? And when Noah finally comes around and Fin finds out, he’s going to hate me for what I did. I can’t tell him. I can’t tell anyone.

      “Maybe you could start setting me shorter essays; that would help,” I said, turning around to face him. “And more interesting books to read, too.”

      After that, he didn’t ask again.
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      I’m back. It’s not like I’ve got anything else to do. Except essays, and it turns out I’m really good at avoiding or delaying those.

      Fin didn’t stay much longer after he’d finished giving blood. Sometimes he does and sits by Noah’s bed reading to him, like he’s an elderly hospital patient who’s slipping in and out of sleep and not a young vampire we’re keeping sedated. Other times he stays and talks to me about the years he and I were apart, telling me all about the places he travelled to and the people he met. More often than not, though, neither of us feels like speaking, so we just curl up and watch a film together, hundreds of unspoken words floating between us.

      It’s safe to say I’ve missed you guys. Missed having people to interact with. Several of you have already messaged or commented, saying how glad you are to hear from me again and that you’re sorry for what a mess everything is. Thank you. That helps more than you could imagine. And it’s nice to be getting more questions, too. Some have asked why we’re keeping Noah sedated. As my only plan for tonight involved Amazon Prime and a measly quarter pint of A positive, I guess I can take time out to tell you.

      The first reason is because bloodlust is real. I’ve been lucky enough to only experience it a couple of times, when feeding directly from a human, and I hope I never feel that again. The urge is insatiable, uncontrollable. If I’d been left to it when I was first turned, I could have drained person after person without a second thought. For those of you who’ve read my blog posts from the very beginning, I don’t need to remind you what happened with Christopher after he started feeding on people. Three innocent humans lost their lives in one night. Feeding Noah small amounts regularly, from a non-direct source, while he’s unconscious, should help prevent the sudden shock and thirst that he would otherwise experience when he wakes. Also, it’s giving us a bit of time to think through how the hell we’re going to manage when he comes out of the coma.

      I already mentioned that Mum’s got a job at the hospital attached to our university, where Glen’s training to become a doctor himself. It’s a good thing she has, too. I’ve no idea how we’d be managing right now if we didn’t have access to all the lines, needles and other pieces of equipment we need to keep everything going. Feeding two vampires, keeping Collina happy with our venom and not getting behind in our studies, sometimes feels like we’re running a military operation.

      Unfortunately, while Mum’s been able to get us supplies, she’s not yet involved with the blood drives, which is where she needs to be if she’s going to start stealing for us the way she did back home in the previous seven years of my new life. Hopefully, she’ll get there soon because, as when he is up and about, Noah’s going to need a fair bit more than he’s getting now.

      Which leads us to the second reason we’re keeping him sedated. A dormant vampire needs considerably less blood. However, what I’ve just heard isn’t going to make life any easier on that front. I feel like such a bitch whinging about this because it’s actually amazing news. It’s just hard to see it that way right now, with everything that’s going on and the impact it’s going to have on me, personally. I know I need to face it head on—I’ll tell Mum and the others about it in the morning—but I just have to get my head around it first. I guess that’s why I’m on here, talking to you guys, rather than working on my essays or reading one of the fifteen books the lecturers have assigned us for the year.

      It was just gone ten this evening when my phone buzzed. Other than Glen, Fin and Mum, only one other person ever rings me. Lovisa. Some of you already know she’s my best friend and the first person outside my family who learned what I was One of the few people who has ever seen what I’m capable of when the bloodlust kicks in. Last year, when my dad developed anaemia, quite possibly from all the donations he’d given me, she stepped up and offered herself. Since then, every three months, Glen has driven to London to hook her up to a line and grab me a pint to add to my stash.

      “Hey you!”

      Lovisa is always perky. It would be abnormal if she wasn’t. Tonight, though, she sounded extra upbeat, even for her.

      “How’s uni life? How are the studies going? How’s Noah? Things still good between you two?”

      I bit the inside of my cheek as I considered how to reply. I love Lovisa, and there was a time when I told her everything, but I can’t share this. I’ve tried. Every single occasion I’ve spoken to her, I’ve wanted to but failed. When Noah’s awake and can speak for himself, then I’ll come clean but not now. There would be too many questions that I couldn’t or wouldn’t want to answer.

      “Hi. Everything is great here,” I replied, trying to sound casual then immediately diverting the conversation. “How about you? Are you okay? This is pretty late for a phone call.”

      “I know. I wasn’t gonna ring until the morning, but then I thought you might have an early lecture and I’d have to wait ‘til lunch, but I didn’t know when your lunch break was and I could end up having to wait until tomorrow evening, and we’ve got people round for dinner, and then it would be a whole extra day and—”

      “Do you want to get to the point?” I interrupted. That’s not as rude as it sounds. Lovisa’s rambles can last for hours if left unchecked.

      “Sorry. Yes, of course. I’m just so excited, as you can probably tell. Even though it wasn’t really planned. Well it definitely wasn’t planned. I mean, who would just before a wedding? Still, we’re both super thrilled. And I just wanted you to be the first to know. After my parents, that is.”

      She has a habit of rattling on so much that I completely lose track of what she’s saying. When I was human, it made me feel like I was going insane. But as a vampire, I have a pretty perfect memory, and I knew that she hadn’t got to the point yet.

      “Lovisa! Spit it out, will you?”

      “Yes, sorry! We’re having a baby! Can you believe it? Jamie and I are going to be parents! How insane is that?”

      The words hit me like a wallop straight to the gut. My breath shuddered in my lungs before I finally managed to form words.

      “That’s definitely insane,” I said.

      I must have realised that this could happen. She’s twenty-five and has been talking about having children since we were in primary school together. I just never thought it would happen so soon, given that they’ve been engaged for less than a year.

      “Ryn? Are you still there? Are you okay?”

      I shook myself free of the cloud that had descended on me, reminding myself that this was great news she was telling me, although I would never be able to say the same about myself.

      “Yes!” I said, trying to match her enthusiasm. “Yes, of course. This is amazing. You must be thrilled. Tell me everything.”
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      We had a family meeting this morning before Mum went to work and Glen’s lectures began. Now routine, they take place in the coldest room in the house. The kitchen. Temperatures have been abnormally low recently, so the others were wearing thick woollen jumpers as we sat around the cheap wooden table, while the fridge buzzed loudly in the background. It’s a round table, meaning everyone can look at you as you speak, provided you can get a word in edgeways. These meetings now include Fin, which makes sense, as we can run any decisions affecting Noah straight past him first.

      I’ll be honest, I’d considered hiding what I’d heard from Lovisa, just for a couple of days, to see if I could figure something out on my own. But I’ve learnt that isn’t something I’m particularly good at. I do need help, even if I don’t like to admit it.

      “But that means we’re down to three donors,” Glen said, stating the obvious. “And that’s for you and Noah now. It’s just not going to work.”

      “I know. That’s why I brought it up. I was thinking that maybe, Mum, you could run a blood drive like you used to? You always managed to cream off a good supply from those.”

      My mother has changed a lot in the months since Dad’s death and not just physically. She’s quieter. More willing to listen to our input rather than constantly forcing her opinions on us, or just doing whatever she sees fit without any consultation.

      “I could,” she said, uncertainly, nursing a cup of tea. “But it would take months to organise. I had systems before, and procedures were already in place. I’ve no idea how long it would take to get through all the red tape here. And even then, I wouldn’t know the setup well enough at first to be sure how to steal from it. Certainly not in the amounts that we’re going to need.”

      “Okay then, we need to come up with other options,” I said. “Any ideas? Any at all.”

      Silence descended.

      “Animal blood?” Glen suggested.

      I looked at Mum.

      “For a short time, for Ryn, perhaps. But I don’t know how it would affect Noah. We could always try and see?”

      I shook my head.

      “No, if we don’t know for sure, then we’re not risking it. It has to be human blood, for him at least. Any other suggestions?”

      “What about using your vampire speed and raiding the hospital?” Fin suggested. “If Angela knows where the blood is stored, then you could whizz in and out.”

      “It’s possible,” I said, but I could already see Mum was about to object.

      “The storeroom would be locked. And the blood’s stored in fridges, which will certainly be locked, too. Plus, a break-in would be obvious and then they’d start taking extra precautions.”

      “Okay, so that’s a one-off last resort,” I said.

      “Can it be that, if it’s the only resort we’ve got?” Glen responded.

      The silence that followed was even more desolate than the first and lasted longer. Everyone was waiting, desperate for someone else to have a brain wave, but no one had a thing.

      Just as I was about to start speaking, to say anything to relieve the tension, the front door clicked open, and a moment later, Collina was standing in the kitchen doorway.

      “A party? And you didn’t invite me?”

      In less than a second, I was on my feet and squaring up to her. To look at her, you’d think she was one of the most elegant, demure young women you could ever hope to meet. Perfectly coifed. Constantly poised. Certainly not capable of inflicting harm on anyone. But I know there’s not a scrap of humanity behind those eyes.

      “I thought you’d given back your house key,” I snarled.

      “I did,” she said with a smirk. “The front door just opened.”

      Then she held up a hairpin and sniggered, before pulling out a chair and taking a seat next to Fin. She rested a hand on his knee. He flinched but didn’t move it away.

      “Not even a kiss for your wife?” she smiled.

      “I’ve told you before, it’s not possible to be legally married to someone who’s dead,” he replied.

      “Oh, aren’t we all very serious today? What’s happened? No, don’t tell me,” she said, with a flick of her hair. “You woke Noah up and he devoured a student.”

      “Collina—” I began before she cut me off.

      “It’s fine, I know you didn’t. I was listening in. Breaking into the hospital? Is that really the best you could come up with? You can’t possibly think that would work.”

      I cracked my knuckles beneath the table as I forced myself not to rise to the bait.

      “That was a private conversation. If we’d wanted your opinion, we’d have invited you over.”

      She pouted.

      “But I’m family. A blood relation. Get it? And anyway, I have the perfect solution to all your problems.”

      She leaned back in her chair, tipping it onto two legs. It was more than a little tempting to topple her backwards, but she would have seen it coming. Besides, who knew what she’d have done to me if I’d managed it.

      “And what is this perfect solution?” I said, reluctantly giving in. “What would you have us do?”

      Her smile was so broad that even though her fangs were withheld I could see the venom glistening on their tips, and it made the hairs on my arms stand on end.

      “It’s obvious, isn’t it?” she said. “You come feeding with me.”
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      Wow! That last post got a lot of reaction and none of it positive. Believe me; I do get it. I know it would be insane to trust anything Collina says. And I definitely don’t. That’s why I turned her offer down flat before we sent her on her way. But the fact is, she feeds, and as far as I’m aware, she’s not leaving an obvious trail of dead bodies in her wake. There’s been nothing in the local papers about people turning up in dark alleys, drained of blood. No students have gone missing. Care homes around here have amazing reviews which don’t include elderly people being found with puncture marks in their necks. If Collina has a way of keeping me alive without causing harm to anyone, I’d be an idiot not to take her up on it, wouldn’t I?

      In truth, whether I’m with her or not, she’s still going to go out there and take blood from humans. What difference does it make if I tag along and see how she does it? It doesn’t, none at all. So maybe that’s what I’ll do. I’ll just go and see if it’s safe and that no one gets hurt, then maybe, maybe I’ll try it myself. And if not, then we’re back to the drawing board but no worse off.
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      I know that this isn’t going to be popular, but you know the rules. Send abusive messages and you get banned. End of.

      Anyway, it’s done now. I’ve arranged it. I’m going with Collina to see how she feeds. A good idea? Probably not. Mum and Glen definitely don’t think it is. But I trust myself. And the lower our blood supplies get, the more at risk everyone is. That’s what it comes down to. You’re probably thinking it’s ridiculous, knowing my far-from-great track record feeding straight from humans, but that was a long time ago. There’s too much at stake now for me not to learn how to do it safely.

      So, I’m going this evening.

      Yup, tonight is the night when Collina shows me the ropes.
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      This is officially the first time I’ve written a post from inside a toilet cubicle. And trust me, this is going to be short. The smell alone is more than enough reason to ensure I won’t be here for long.

      Before I left home, I kissed Noah’s cold forehead, brushing aside strands of hair that no longer grows. It’s hard to explain why I felt I had to tell him where I was going, but some part of me needed him to know, despite the fact I had no plan to tell his brother. My relationship with Fin is weird, to put it mildly. I know he wants to be there for me as much as he can, and I want to lean on him. But every friendship has boundaries and I’m terrified of crossing one of ours.

      “I’m sorry. I’m so sorry I have to do this,” I whispered to Noah. “It’ll be for the best. You’ll see. I’ll stay safe. I’ll make sure we’re all safe.”

      Collina was already waiting for me outside.

      “I thought I told you to dress up?” she said, running her eyes up and down my standard choice of ripped jeans and a white vest top.

      “This is me dressed up,” I replied.

      “Then we’ll have to go somewhere more casual than I’d originally planned,” she said, with a sniff.

      Unlike most of the students in this town, I’ve never been part of the whole drinking-and-clubbing scene. When Noah and I were fifty percent a normal, breathing couple, I was happiest spending the evenings in with him. It wasn’t like we could work our way through a cocktail menu anyway. And lately, I’ve had more pressing issues than getting down on a dance floor.

      “What kind of music do you like?” Collina asked, as we walked. “No, hang on a minute, I know. I’ve read it on your blog. You’re a rock girl, aren’t you? That makes sense with all the drumming, I suppose. There are some good dive bars we can hit for that, although if anyone spills anything down this top, I’m billing you for the dry cleaning.”

      Her words were peripheral, as I pretty much ignore everything she says nowadays but this evening even more so. Since the moment I made the decision to come with her, my mind has been entirely focused on what that means. I’ve fed from humans twice, assuming you don’t count the time I nicked Glen with my fangs. I lost control completely with Christopher. I killed him or near enough. The fact that he had vampire blood in his system when his heart stopped beating was all that saved him, or not, depending on how you look at it. In the end, he still ended up dead.

      Noah is the only other person I’ve drunk from. He
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