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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

​ Jack smiled
at me from across the glass chessboard, and any thoughts I had
about the game were completely lost. Since I made the
transformation from seventeen-year-old human girl to full-fledged
vampire three weeks ago, the ability to focus on anything had
become much harder.

My new senses made Jack even more amazing.
When he moved his hand to touch a pawn, the light, tangy scent of
him and his blood washed over me. He was even more attractive than
I’d ever known, and I’d spent far too many hours just gazing at
him.

“Ahem,” Milo cleared his throat more
loudly than necessary, considering he could grab my attention by
changing the way he breathed.

Every sound was so much more magnified than
it was before. While I couldn’t hear a butterfly flapping its
wings, my hearing had dramatically improved. When it came to heart
beats and blood, I was particularly sensitive.

“I thought you wanted to learn to play
chess,” Milo said.

He sat behind us, perched in an overstuffed
chair with one of his legs hanging over the arm. In human years, he
was a year and a half younger than me, but he’d been a vampire
longer than I had. With dark, wide eyes, he managed to look deep
and mysterious, while as a human, he had just looked innocent and
naive. The change sat with him immensely.

“I know,” I said, and my embarrassment amused
Jack. “Just go over what a rook is one more time.”

Milo sighed. “You’re not even trying at all,
Alice.”

“Be serious,” Jack chimed in, his tone very
dutiful.

Our relationship currently bordered on
unhealthy obsession, but that had to do with me turning and our
recent bonding. Everyone assured us that it would eventually lessen
to an acceptable level.

Without any effort on my part, my body would
automatically tilt towards him. Under the glass chess table, he had
started brushing his foot against my leg, trying to get me to pay
attention to him. His touch, even through a sock against my calf,
did insane things to me. My heart fluttered unabashedly, but at
least I could hear his doing the same.

“Okay, I totally know what you’re doing.”
Milo sounded disgusted.

I pulled my leg back. “Sorry!”

“You’re no fun,” Jack grumbled but made no
attempt to touch me again.

Jack’s brother Ezra insisted we keep some
distance for a while. My emotions tended to get the best of me.
Anything passionate, like hunger or lust, overpowered everything,
and I could actually kill Jack if we got frisky. So, we almost
constantly had baby-sitters, in the form of Milo, Ezra, or Ezra’s
wife Mae.

Jack decided that he wasn’t the best one to
teach me chess, so he bowed out and let Milo take his place. Milo
explained the rules to me again while Jack made himself comfortable
on the couch.

His giant white Great Pyrenees, Matilda,
brought her rope over to him so he would play with her. Even though
he had moved away from us, my attention remained fixed on him.

“Alice!” Milo snapped his fingers in front of
my face, trying to draw my eyes away from Jack. “I’m going to send
him out of the room if you don’t knock it off.”

“Sorry!” I repeated.

Jack laughed, and that did nothing to help
the situation. With sandy, disheveled hair, dancing blue eyes, and
flawless, tan skin, Jack was attractive in his own right, but it
was his amazing laughter that always got me. It was the clearest,
most perfect sound I had ever heard.

Milo stood up, preparing to make good on his
threat, but Ezra walked into the living room.

Handsome in a way that only a vampire could
be, Ezra had presence like no other. Usually, he was imposing in a
calming, peaceful sorta way, but today his russet eyes were
unusually anxious. Mae followed close behind, her normal happy
demeanor absent. She wrung her hands as they approached Jack, Milo,
and me.

“There’s been some trouble,” Ezra said in his
deep voice, edged with his faded British accent. “I’ve got to go
take care of some things.”

“What trouble? What are you talking about?”
Milo asked, and his voice raised an octave, the way it did when he
was nervous. When he had first turned, I’d been afraid he would
lose too many of his human traits, but for the most part, they
seemed intact.

Ezra exchanged a look with Mae, but she shook
her head. Jack had dropped the dog toy, and Matilda kept pushing it
against his hand to get him to play with her again, but he ignored
her.

“Peter,” Ezra answered finally.

At the mention of his brother’s name, Jack’s
entire body tensed so much he frightened Matilda away.

I was still surprised at how little I felt
when the topic of Peter was brought up. The painful bond I had with
him no longer existed, but I doubted that I could ever entirely
sever my feelings for him.

“Is he coming back?” Milo moved closer to me,
as if I still needed protection.

Jack dropped his eyes to the floor, and he
battled to keep his anger under control. He’d never forgive Peter
for nearly killing me when I’d been mortal.

“No, he’s not coming back.” Ezra shook his
head but kept his eyes on Jack, gauging his reaction to the news.
“I don’t think he’ll ever come back.”

“He won’t if he knows what’s good for him,”
Jack growled in a voice so low it barely sounded like his own.

“Jack, he’s still your brother,” Mae reminded
him.

Jack rolled his eyes and leaned back in the
chair. “He was never my brother!”

Peter was 150 years older than Jack, so they
weren’t related in the human sense of the word. Peter had been the
one to turn Jack, so his blood had fused to Jack’s, creating a bond
between them that was much stronger than any normal familial
relation. Before that, Ezra had turned Peter, making a steadfast
bond between the three of them.

Until I came along.

“It doesn’t matter how you feel about him,”
Ezra told Jack, but there was an underlying hurt. “He’s in very
real danger, and I’ve got to go help him.”

“What kind of danger?” I asked, and I felt
Jack’s eyes flit over to me but I refused to look back at him.

“He’s…” Ezra furrowed his brow. “He’s killing
vampires.”

“Yeah, that sounds like Peter,” Jack
muttered.

“I thought he’d gone off the grid,” I
said.

Three weeks ago, Jack turned me into a
vampire, and Peter took off. Peter did that frequently, but usually
Ezra had a way of getting in touch with him. This time, Peter
disappeared, and despite his best attempts, Ezra had been unable to
reach him.

“He has. But his actions have... become so
egregious that word has travelled through vampire channels,” Ezra
elaborated. “I received a phone call that others are seeking
revenge on him. I plan to locate Peter and attempt to reason with
him.”

Jack sneered at everyone’s concern. “Peter
has killed vampires before, and he’s fought in wars. If there’s one
thing Peter knows, it’s how to handle himself.”

“This is different.” Ezra’s worried eyes grew
more somber. “There’s reason to believe he’s on a suicide
mission.”

“I’ll go with you.” I stood up abruptly and
knocked over the chessboard. My mind hadn’t yet caught up to what
my body could do.

“You’ll what?” Jack asked with a
raised eyebrow.

We hadn’t talked about Peter at all since I
had turned, but apparently, we were not quite on the same page. But
that didn’t change the fact that I knew exactly what I needed to do
now.

“I’ll go with you, Ezra,” I repeated.


Chapter Two

​ I bent down
to pick up the chess pieces, but Milo swatted my hands away.

“I’ll do it,” Milo said, pulling glass pawns
out of my hand. “You get busy letting them talk sense into
you.”

“Alice.” Jack’s expression remained
more confused than severe, but his breathing got heavier.

Part of me did still care for Peter, and not
because it had once been ingrained in me. Peter had been wronged in
all of this, too, and though he definitely behaved badly — very,
very badly in terms of attempting to murder me. But considering he
was a vampire in an incredibly complex situation, it didn’t seem
fair to me he’d been ostracized by his family while Jack and I had
been embraced.

“Alice, you don’t need to go with,” Mae
said.

“I know I wouldn’t be any good in a fight,
but maybe I could get through to him,” I said.

Mae turned to Ezra, looking expectantly at
him to shoot me down, and I think that’s the only reason that Jack
hadn’t freaked out yet. They all assumed Ezra would thank me for my
sentiments but tell me that it was better if I stayed home.

“She has a point,” Ezra said carefully, and
that’s when everybody got upset.

Mae touched his arm and tried to plead with
him that I was far too young to go anywhere, let alone on a crusade
to save Peter from a suicide mission. Jack jumped to his feet, but
he couldn’t seem to decide whether he was angrier with me or Ezra,
or maybe Peter. Milo finished setting up the chess set and smacked
me on the arm.

“Ow!” I scowled, rubbing my arm.
“What’d you do that for?”

“Because you’re an idiot and I can!” He was a
rather over-protective younger brother, but he had always been the
sensible one.

I knew it was stupid, but as soon as Ezra had
said that Peter was in danger, my heart flipped. If anything bad
happened to him, it was my fault. If I left his family alone, the
way he repeatedly begged me to, then he wouldn’t have run off into
the mess that he’s in.

“Ezra, you can’t seriously be thinking of
taking her with you,” Jack said.

His fists clenched at his sides, and his eyes
were frightened. It killed him that I cared anything for Peter, and
it might literally kill him if anything happened to me.

“I can keep her safe, and she might be the
best chance I have for talking Peter down.” Ezra held his hands
palm out towards Jack, trying to calm him. “I have to try
anything.”

“I am so sick of this!” Jack shouted. “I
should’ve just killed him when I had the chance!”

“Jack!” Mae yelled. “You don’t mean that!
Don’t say things like that!”

“I would love to stay and have this argument
with you, but we really need to get on a flight out of here,” Ezra
boomed over us all. “Alice, if you’re coming with, you need to pack
for the cold. I’ll go book the flight and get our passports ready.”
He turned to walk down the hall to his den, ending the
conversation.

“Ezra!” Jack made a step after him,
but Mae stopped him.

“I’ll talk to him. You take care of her.” Mae
nodded towards me.

She hurried after Ezra, and Jack turned to
me. He looked at me for a moment, trying to think of precisely what
he wanted to say to me, and I took a deep breath before he could
mount his argument.

“You’re not going to talk me out of this,
Jack.”

I brushed past him so I could run upstairs to
my room — to our room — but both he and Milo followed right
on my trail. With my quick, clumsy steps, it was amazing that I
didn’t fall down the stairs, and if I had, that would’ve done very
little for my case.

Jack had been sleeping in Ezra’s den
downstairs since I had turned, but all his things were still in
here since it was his bedroom. The closet was full of both our
clothes, and my wardrobe had expanded since I had moved in. Ezra
and Mae had set me up with an expense account and credit cards a
few weeks ago, and my new vampire body required all new
clothes.

I went into the massive walk-in closet,
rummaging around for bags. Jack had hot pink luggage, but I didn’t
have time to question it and pulled them out. He stood in the
doorway, and Milo was behind him, both of them glaring at me.

“You’re actually packing?” Milo asked. “You
can’t really be considering going with Ezra.”

“He’s right. This is stupid,” Jack agreed.
“It’s ridiculous and dangerous, and you don’t even know where
you’re going. How can you even pack for that?”

“Ezra said it would be cold,” I reminded
them.

I loaded my bag with sweaters and jeans and
socks. Vampires didn’t really feel cold, and in fact, we preferred
it to heat. But if we were to walk around in a blizzard wearing a
tee shirt and shorts, humans would question it, so we dressed to
fit in.

“Jack, just forbid her from going or
something!” Milo said.

“I can’t forbid her from doing anything,”
Jack replied tiredly, but he definitely wished he could. “And if I
tried, it would just make her want to do it more.”

I threw a pair of boots in the bag and then
struggled to zip it up. Obviously, I was much stronger than the
stupid metal zipper, but I hadn’t figured out how to use my
strength at all.

“Here.” Jack knelt on the floor next to me so
he could zip up my bag for me.

“Thank you.”

“Alice, why do you even wanna go?” Jack
asked.

“We wronged him, too, Jack,” I told him
quietly, and he rolled his eyes.

“He nearly killed you, Alice!” Jack
shouted.

“He didn’t mean to,” I insisted, and that was
only half a lie.

Peter never really wanted to hurt me, but he
didn’t know what to do about anything. When I asked him to end my
life, he refused, so I bit my lip hard enough to draw blood, and I
knew that he wouldn’t be able to reject biting me then. I had
forced him into it, and Jack rushed in to stop him from finishing
the job.

“But he did, Alice! All he ever did was push
you away and hurt you! What about that is so endearing to you?”

“He didn’t ask for any of this, Jack! He
didn’t ask to feel the way he did about me, and he just wanted it
to stop! And now he’s alone and suicidal somewhere because of me! I
can’t just let him die!”

My intensity only hurt and bewildered Jack
more. He leaned back, resting against a row of shelves filled with
his Converse. His face had gone lax, and I knew he had resigned
himself to me going, but that didn’t mean he felt okay about
it.

“Jack, listen to me.” I took his hand, and
his sad, blue eyes met mine. “Ezra’s not going to let anything bad
happen to me. And I love you, okay?”

“I don’t want you to go, Alice,” Jack said
simply. “Please, don’t go.”

Seeing him like that, so desperate for me to
stay, broke my heart. I never wanted to hurt him. If Ezra shot me
down, I wouldn’t have fought to go, but he agreed, so he thought
that I could help. Causing Jack a few moments of misery in our long
eternity together seemed worth it to save his brother’s life. Even
if it hurt for now.

“I’m sorry, Jack.”

Downstairs, Ezra called my name and said we
had to get going. I pursed my lips, watching Jack. Part of me
expected him to yell and demand that I stay, but that was never his
style. He lowered his eyes and rubbed his thumb along the back of
my hand, making my skin tremble.

“I’ll drive you,” Jack whispered and
straightened up.

“What?” Milo asked incredulously. “You’re
letting her go?”

Jack still held my hand, so he helped me to
my feet. He leaned over and picked up my bag so he could carry it
downstairs.

“What am I supposed to do?” Jack gave Milo a
helpless shrug as we walked past him.

“I told you! Forbid her from going!” Milo
grew nervous and fidgety, traits that were increasingly uncommon
with his new-found vampire confidence.

“Yeah, you try forbidding her,” Jack
muttered.

He held my hand as we went downstairs where
Mae and Ezra waited with his luggage. On the dining table, a small
duffel bag was full of special containers.

We survived mostly on blood donations, thanks
to a set of clinics that vampires ran. People donated blood
thinking it was for transfusions in humans, but really, they were
sustaining almost the entire species of vampires.

When traveling with blood, we used special
equipment. Airport security would find it suspect if Ezra boarded
the plane with bags of blood. He used metal cans that looked like
shaving cream, lined to make it impossible for dogs to sniff out.
We could each only take one can with us, but it just had to be
enough to last me the flight. We’d get more when we landed.

Ezra stood next to Mae, sifting through the
papers to make sure they were all in order. As soon as I had
turned, he got all the documentation set up so I could live my life
with them without any suspicion. That meant things like a driver’s
license, birth certificate, and passport.

That had been a source of contention since I
had insisted on keeping my last name Bonham instead of changing it
to Townsend, like the rest of them. Nobody had actually cared
except for Jack, but he didn’t understand why I wouldn’t want his
last name, especially since that was Milo’s last name too.

Someday, I’m sure it would change, but for
now, I wanted to hang onto every part of myself that I could, even
if it was just my name.

On the plus side, Ezra changed my age to
eighteen, so it’d be easier for me to do things if I wasn’t a
minor. They did the same thing with Milo, even though he was only
sixteen, but he looked closer to nineteen.

All of Ezra’s information said that he was
twenty-nine, even though he had actually been twenty-six when he
turned, but it was that way with all of them. Jack was really
twenty-four, but his license said he was twenty-seven, and Mae’s
said that she was thirty-one, even though she was three years
younger than that when she turned.

They’d lived this life, this name in this
house, for years already. They wouldn’t be able to pull off their
ages for much longer, though, which meant that they were going to
have to move very soon. As it was, Jack didn’t really pass for
twenty-seven, and he would never make it as thirty.

“When was the last time you ate?” Ezra asked
me but didn’t look up from my passport. It was brand new, and he
inspected it for any mistakes.

“Um, yesterday,” I said.

There was a constant thirst with me, but it
wasn’t the same as being thirsty when I was human. My mouth wasn’t
parched, and my stomach didn’t feel empty like I was hungry,
either. It was just a need inside me, coming from everywhere
and nowhere all at once.

The closest feeling I could recall is when I
ran too fast in gym, and my muscles would start to ache from the
oxygen depletion. It would be this slow, swelling cramp that
permeated through me.

So far, I managed to have reasonable control
over my bloodlust. Both Milo and I had a stronger grasp of that
than most vampires, something that bewildered Ezra and Mae. Our
relationship to vampires constantly surprised them, and Ezra
thought there was something deeper going on than merely my bond
with Peter and Jack.

“Hmm.” Ezra eyed me over. “I don’t want you
to get tired just yet. We’ll have to wait until you’re on the
flight. Do you think you can handle being around people that much
on an empty stomach?”

“I think so,” I said, but I wasn’t as certain
as I tried to sound.

Since I was so newly turned, blood had a very
strong effect on me. Eating felt amazing, but after, I’d be very
drowsy and out of it. Usually, I’d just pass out and sleep it off
for a while. Eventually, drinking blood should give me more energy
instead of knocking me out, but that would not be for some
time.

On top of that, I had very little experience
being around people. I found myself attracted to Jack’s blood, and
his pulse was significantly weaker than humans. Their blood smelled
stronger, pounded harder, and would be far more enticing. I had
shown a lot of self-control so far, but in all honesty, I’d had
very little temptation.

“Good.” Ezra nodded once, then looked at Mae.
“Is everything packed then?”

“Yes.” She bit her lip when she met his gaze,
and she didn’t want him to go any more than Jack wanted me to.

“Well, then.” He smiled wanly at me. “Are you
ready?”

I nodded again. He put all the papers in the
front pocket of his suitcase and grabbed his bags. Up until that
point, I think Milo expected Ezra to tell me that I had to stay
behind, but when he saw that we were really serious, he balked
loudly.

“You can’t really be going!” Milo flared with
agitation, and Mae put her hand on his back, rubbing it to soothe
him. “You’re going to get her killed!”

“Milo, that’s enough,” Mae said.

“But… but…” Milo stammered and turned to her
for help.

“Milo.” Ezra cut him off decisively, and
Milo’s face crumpled. “Just say goodbye to your sister before we
go.”

He cried when he hugged me, which didn’t make
things easier. Mae kissed Ezra with tears in her eyes, and once
again asked him if there was anything that could get him to stay
but he didn’t reply. Sniffling, she hugged me and made me promise
to be safe, to always run at the first sign of trouble, and to call
her constantly, whether anything was wrong or not.

When we left, she had her arm wrapped around
Milo, and they stood in the entryway, looking terribly forlorn.
Jack hadn’t said anything, and he continued his silence on the car
ride to the airport. Ezra seemed lost in his own thoughts, trying
to figure something out.

The Minneapolis airport was a bustle of human
activity. The cold October air felt good on my skin as we walked
from the parking lot to the airport, but everything was already
filled with the warm, tantalizing scent of blood.

My heart sped up a little, and Jack took my
hand, squeezing it to reassure me. Once inside, the feeling only
got worse, and I tried to think of sad things, like dead bunnies or
that one episode of Futurama, to keep my appetite under
wraps.

Ezra went to the desk to pick up our tickets
while Jack stood with me, waiting in the crowd. He was unusually
still, but that was for my benefit. I felt everything he felt, so
he tried to be calm and soothing so I wouldn’t get agitated or
hungry.

“I’m going to have to go soon,” I said,
looking up at him sadly.

“I know.”

The people around us paused to stare. Before,
when I had been out with Jack in public, it drove me crazy the way
everyone fawned all over him. Now, I had the same enchanting
vampire power, and it was incredibly odd having a private moment in
front of an audience.

Jack touched my face, his hand warming my
cheek, and I leaned into it. Leaving, even for a short time, would
be so painful, but it was the only thing I could do. I couldn’t
live with myself if I didn’t do everything to help Peter.

Gently, he pressed his lips against mine, and
his luscious heartbeat through my skin. He kept it soft and very
PG, because I didn’t want to get out of control in a crowded
airport. Still, nothing was sweeter than his kisses, and I couldn’t
help but want more.

“The plane is going to board soon,” Ezra
interrupted us, not unkindly. “We need to get through baggage
claims and security.”

Reluctantly, I pulled myself from Jack. His
eyes locked on mine, and my heart screamed. It finally dawned on me
what I was about to do. Separating myself from Jack to sleep was
uncomfortable. Being miles and miles away for I don’t even know how
long… that sounded unbearable.

“I’ll take good care of her,” Ezra promised
when Jack seemed unwilling to let me go.

Ezra took my hand in his, partially to help
coax me away from Jack and partially so he could keep tabs on me.
This was not the most ideal place for a new vampire’s first big
outing, and everyone knew that.

Jack let go of my hand, and as Ezra carefully
guided me through the crowds past the first set of metal detectors,
my eyes never left Jack’s. He stood in the middle of the airport,
staring after me, like some tragic music video, and I wondered what
exactly I had gotten myself into when I became a vampire.


Chapter Three

​ My
transformation from human to vampire had been so incredibly brutal
that the English language wasn’t fit to describe it.

My body died and ate itself. My organs
shifted around, feeling as if my intestines had been replaced with
living, moving snakes that squirmed inside of me. I spent hours
upon hours vomiting. I was in a constant state of fevered delirium.
My body ached on a cellular level. Even touching my hair would
cause excruciating pain.

It wasn’t until I finally drank blood for the
first time, cold from a bag, that everything began to take a turn
for the better. The pain subsided and was replaced by pleasure.

All my senses were heightened, and I couldn’t
believe how glorious everything really was. There were more colors,
tastes, and textures in the spectrum than I ever imagined.

I felt Jack when he entered the room, and not
like before. My heart always knew exactly how far he was from me.
The way plants strained for the sun, I strained for him.

I had changed. My skin was smoother, my hair
silkier, my eyes brighter. I had a new elegance to how I looked,
and I had shot up from 5’2” to a whopping 5’5” tall.

The change wasn’t as drastic as it had been
with Milo, more like I had simply gone through a makeover, but I
definitely looked better.

Once I was fully conscious, fed, and the pain
had gone away, I wanted to fill in the missing gap. The last thing
I remembered before surrendering into the transformation was that I
had just drank Jack’s blood, and he was about to battle Peter.

But there we were, in Jack’s room, with him
by my side, and we both seemed alright.

“What happened?” I had asked, forcing myself
to sit up.

“When?” Jack played dumb. He sat at the end
of his bed, watching me.

“How are we both alive?” I asked, and he
laughed, completely distracting me.

His laughter, which had always had power over
me, rippled through me. It was almost too miraculous to really
comprehend the actual sound.

Jack smirked at me. “You look totally in awe
right now.”

“I am but… don’t change the subject.” I
blinked to focus myself. “How are we alive? Is Peter…”

Jack’s lips tightened into a thin line at the
mention of him. Though, probably it wasn’t the sound of his name
quite as much as my underlying concern for Peter.

“No. He’s alive.” He let his words hang in
the air, and I waited for him to elaborate, but he didn’t.

“How? How are we all alive?” I
asked.

“I broke the bond.” The glimmer returned to
his eyes and an easy smile spread across his face, enchanting me.
“When you drank my blood, whatever tie you had with Peter was
severed.”

That should’ve been obvious. When I thought
of Peter, I didn’t have that physical ache for him or that fluttery
feeling in my heart I once had. While I had concern for his
well-being, the only things I felt physically were a dull bloodlust
and a pull towards Jack.

“So we’re… bonded now?” I spoke
cautiously, afraid it was too good to be true.

After all this time trying to figure a way
around it, around Peter, it almost seemed impossible to believe
that while I was sleeping, it had happened.

“What do you think?” Jack smiled crookedly at
me. Breathing him in, feeling the way my body felt magnetized to
his, I knew we were bonded.

My first big clue was when Jack had opened
his veins in the den, and I had been unable to resist the scent of
his blood. It tasted wonderful, and my mouth watered at the thought
of it. But no vampires’ blood should be that appealing to humans.
People aren’t meant to have bloodlust, but I had — for
Jack.

“So then what happened?” I continued,
ignoring the delirious happiness taking over me. My heart sped up
and my thirst intensified, but I wanted my curiosity satisfied
before I dealt with my other pressing needs.

“I don’t know.” Jack furrowed his brow, but
more out of displeasure over the subject. “I was in the den with
you, and Peter went crazy in the other room. I was afraid he would
hurt you, so I ran out to find out what happened. He was destroying
the house, and Ezra could barely contain him. But he didn’t seem to
care about me when I came out.”

“If he didn’t want to hurt you, why was he so
angry?”

“He felt it break.” He lowered his eyes from
mine. “The bond. If you hadn’t been out, you would’ve felt it. And
if you hadn’t bonded with me, you’d still be feeling it.
Apparently, it’s… incredibly painful.”

“Why?” I asked.

“I don’t know.” He shifted and hesitated
before continuing. “Physically, I guess it’s similar to turning, on
a much smaller scale. But… something happens emotionally too. And
Peter was so riled up from everything else that had been going
on.”

Jack didn’t like talking about the fact that
Peter had actually cared for me. He didn’t want to believe it
because of how Peter treated me and how much Jack loved me. If he
admitted that maybe Peter did care, then what Jack had been doing
with me suddenly became a betrayal, and Jack did not see it that
way.

“So where is he now?” I asked.

“Nobody knows. He’s just gone, for good this
time.” Jack shrugged, as if it was of no consequence to him.

“Good,” I lied and hoped he didn’t notice.
Then I swatted his arm, probably harder than I meant to from the
surprised grimace on his face.

“Thanks?”

“That’s for being so reckless!” I yelled at
him. “You were going to kill yourself! If the bond hadn’t been
snapped or whatever, you would’ve been murdered!”

“I didn’t have a choice,” Jack said, and he
suppressed a laugh at my mini-outburst. “There was a good chance
that I would die no matter what I did. In case you haven’t noticed,
I’m a lover, not a fighter.”

“That’s not an excuse,” I said, but a smile
started to curl up on my lips.

“I needed to know you were safe. That was the
only thing that mattered to me,” he said earnestly and placed his
hand on mine.

Heat instantly spread through me, making my
heart flutter. I lunged forward, kissing him and pressing my body
against his. He gave into it for a moment, but hunger threatened to
completely take control of me. Just when I was about to let it, he
pushed me back from him, and that’s when I got the big sex
talk.

After a few days of getting my bloodlust
under control, Ezra thought it would be good if I went about
cleaning up what was left of my human life. That meant doing fun
things, like going with Jack to my mom’s house so we could have
this incredibly intense fight when I said that I was moving in with
Jack, again. She tried to convince me to stay, then cried a
lot, called me names and told me she loved me.

When it was all said and done, she stormed
off into the night. I packed up my things, and since I felt
incredible guilt, I “borrowed” money from Jack to leave her. Maybe
she wouldn’t have to work so hard, and at least that would be
something.

Milo called her after I left, as he had been
infrequently doing since he moved out. He got to make up all sorts
of fancy stories about a boarding school in New York, and that
seemed to cheer her up a bit.

I formally dropped out of high school, which
I enjoyed. Milo insisted that we both take our high school
equivalency later so we could go to college if we wanted, and I
agreed to it, but I didn’t really have any intention of doing it.
As far as I was concerned, I could spend the rest of my life as a
trophy wife, and that was fine by me.

There was the issue with my “best friend”
Jane, but I didn’t know how to resolve that. When I went to the
high school, she saw me and instantly figured out what had
happened. I still looked like me, but I was hotter than I had been
before.

It was during the day, so I was incredibly
tired. We exchanged a few heated words, and she ended the
conversation with the flippant, “I hope you have a good death,
Bonham.”

Meanwhile, my life as a vampire was pretty
damn awesome. There were missteps of getting the handle on walking,
moving, breathing, eating… all the basic skills I had taken for
granted before. But I was completely and totally in love with Jack,
and I had just started spending the rest of eternity with him.

What could I possibly have to feel bad
about?


Chapter Four

​ When the
plane started to take off, I thought I might throw up. My fingers
squeezed the arms of the seat so tightly that I’d break them if I
wasn’t careful. I’d never flown before, and it scared the hell out
of me.

This amused Ezra, apparently. He chuckled
warmly at my stricken expression as the engines came on, making all
sorts of whirring and clicking noises that sounded like death to
me. I looked out the window at the dark night around us and
imagined the plane crashing into the runway and bursting into
flames.

“First time flier?” A woman across the aisle
looked over at us.

“She’ll be fine,” Ezra cut her off shortly,
and I was too busy being terrified to comment on his rudeness. When
he looked back at me, he smiled.

“You could say something comforting,” I
suggested in a thin, anxious voice.

“Why? This is distracting you from thinking
about other things going on around you,” Ezra said. “It’s a
three-hour flight to New York, and I’d like to wait for you to eat
until the next flight.”

By “other things” he meant the other
passengers, who flooded the red-eye with the scent of their blood,
and the plane wasn’t even that full. I’d had just eaten yesterday,
which meant I wouldn’t technically need to eat for another
five or six days, but I wasn’t great at controlling my hunger.

“Mmm, sounds great,” I muttered.
Unfortunately, he had a point. My current level of fear made it
almost impossible to notice my thirst.

“Really, you should be enjoying this,” he
said with a wry smile. “There’s only a small window left where
you’ll be able to feel fear like this.”

“Oh, yeah, this is totally awesome,” I
agreed sarcastically.

“Let me share some wisdom with you.” He
leaned over, lowering his voice so it would be inaudible to anyone
around us. “Even if the plane does crash, you will survive.
You’re immortal now.”

It hadn’t dawned on me yet. I was a vampire,
and I wasn’t going to die in a plane crash.

My fingers relaxed on the arm rest. Still,
whenever we hit turbulence, I’d grip onto Ezra for dear life, but
he’d just chuckle.

I tried to enjoy the rest of the flight, but
it was dark, and even with my improved vision, there wasn’t much to
see out the window. Ezra brought some books on tracking, and he
went through them, even though I’m sure he’d read them before. He’d
probably read everything ever written.

“Where are we going anyway?” I asked him
quietly. Most other passengers were sleeping, and I didn’t want to
wake them.

“New York City,” Ezra replied without looking
up from his book. “And then to Finland.”

“Finland?” I raised my eyebrow,
completely caught off guard by his answer. “Peter is in
Finland?”

“I believe so.” He flipped a page.
“Scandinavia has always been his favorite place to hide out,
especially in winter. There’s hardly daylight for months, and the
temperatures are usually below freezing.”

“So we’re just going there because that’s
where he usually goes?” I still couldn’t wrap my mind around
Peter hanging out in Finland. That just didn’t sound… exotic
enough?

“No. Peter’s had a run-in in Finland. I don’t
know exactly where he is, but I’m certain he’s there,” Ezra
said.

“A ‘run-in?’ What happened?”

“I’m not entirely sure,” he said at length.
“And I’d rather not speculate.”

“You’d rather not speculate?” I repeated.
“I’m on a plane flying half-way across the world, and not only do
you not know where we’re going, but you’d rather not even speculate
on why we’re going?”

“Finland is not half-way around the world,”
Ezra corrected me.

“Whatever.” I sunk down in my seat and
crossed my arms over my chest. “I can’t speak Finnish.”

“You don’t need to. I can.” He flipped
another page in his book, and I sighed.

“You’re gonna be a hoot to travel with if
you’re like this the whole time,” I muttered, and he laughed to
himself.

I borrowed a book from Ezra so I had
something to do with the rest the flight. After a couple hours of
reading about native Finnish wildlife, I vowed to get as many
magazines and books as I could when we landed at JFK. That was my
plan until we actually started de-boarding the plane, and Ezra
grasped my hand in his.

“There’s a layover here,” Ezra told me
quietly as we walked. “You can’t eat until we get on the next
plane, because you’re a mess when you eat. I need you to stay by me
and never let go of my hand, no matter what. Is that clear?”

“Yeah but….” I was about to ask him why, but
then we were stepping beyond the plane, and the smell hit me for
the first time.

There hadn’t been that many people in the
Minneapolis airport. In fact, there might not even be that many
people in all of Minneapolis. JFK terminal was a city unto itself,
full of hot, sweaty people pressed up against each other.

Suddenly, my thirst appeared with a
vengeance.

Waiting in the airport was torture. Most of
the time, I had to grip Ezra’s hand so tightly, I don’t know how I
didn’t break a bone or something. I sat rigidly, my eyes locked on
my shoes in front of me.

Ezra sat next to me, a leg crossed over his
knee, with a magazine open on his lap and telling me all about
Martha Stewart’s recommendations for making Halloween treats. He
was trying to keep me calm and focused, but hearing about making
Rice Krispies treats orange made me want to vomit.

Going through security was very hard, but
Ezra told me to keep saying the alphabet backwards in my head. It
didn’t really soften the burning thirst inside of me, and I kept my
eyes locked on the throbbing pulse in the security guard’s neck,
but I didn’t bite him. So I counted that as a success.

On the plane, Ezra gave me the window seat
and belted me in, which made both of us feel better. I closed my
eyes and tried not to think of Jack. He lurked painfully in my
thoughts and only made my bloodlust increase. The whole situation
felt very precarious, and I started to think that I wasn’t ready
for this trip.

When the engines of the plane revved, Ezra
leaned over and whispered, “If the plane crashes, it’ll be in the
ocean. The ocean’s full of sharks, and they can kill us. You
actually have something to be afraid of this time.”

“Is that supposed to comfort me?” I asked
through gritted teeth.

“No, not at all. I wanted to scare you so
you’d stop thinking about… things.” He squeezed my hand back, and
that felt reassuring somehow. “But it’s still true. Sharks are
brutal.”

The instant we were free to move about, Ezra
grabbed the cans of blood from the overhead bin and led me back to
the restrooms. We got a lot of weird looks from the other
passengers and the flight crew, but nobody stopped us. I doubted
that any humans ever stopped Ezra. He was too beautiful and
confident.

There was hardly enough room in the bathroom
for one person, let alone two, so he swiftly lifted me up and set
me on the sink. He set the cans on my lap, and I imagined that I
could smell it and trembled with hunger.

“You are so pale,” Ezra murmured to himself.
He pushed a strand of hair off my face and looked at me fully in
the eyes, inspecting them for their level of hunger. “I’m going to
give you two cans, okay?”

“Yeah, whatever, fine,” I said quickly. I
didn’t care at all what he said as long as I got the blood.

“This is gonna hit you hard, but I need you
to walk back out to your seat, okay?” Ezra said. “And you can pass
out as soon as you sit down.”

“Okay!” I snapped.

He pursed his lips but unscrewed the can. The
small room instantly filled with the scent, and I ripped it from
his hands and guzzled it down. As soon as it slid down my throat,
ease grew in my muscles. Even though the blood was very cold, it
spread hot through my body.

Before I even finished the first can, Ezra
opened another one. He wanted me to get them down me as fast as
possible, so we had a chance of me making it back to my seat before
I blitzed out.

After I drank them both, he shoved the empty
cans in the garbage. I licked my lips clean, but he inspected me
for any blood on my face. The world already had that hazy glow to
it, and a wonderful tranquil feeling threatened to take over.

With Ezra so close to me, I had the strangest
urge to kiss him. That was just the blood talking, so I lowered my
head before I could act on it.

We walked back to our seats, him with his arm
on me to steady me. It took all my strength to keep from stumbling
or doing anything ridiculous. All the colors seemed to shine
brighter. My green sweater looked like grass, and I wanted to pet
it, but Ezra was sliding me into the seat.

“How are you feeling?” he whispered as he
buckled me back in.

“Dreamy,” I murmured with a dazed
smile on my lips.

Before he could put the bag back in the
overhead compartment, I passed out. Even with his new threats about
sharks and the gnawing ache for Jack, I slept soundlessly the
entire way to Finland.

Ezra shook me awake, and while I’d been
sleeping, he’d gotten me a pillow and blanket. He had a blanket
folded on his lap, and I wondered if he’d slept at all.

“We’re about to touch down in Helsinki,” Ezra
informed me.

“Really?” I yawned and stretched, then looked
out my
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