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        Time: 11 p.m.

      

      

      

      Be honest now, how many of you believed I was gone forever? I’m not gonna lie, I thought about it for a while. I actually nearly deleted the whole blog account more than once, but it turns out, I can’t stay away. What can I say? I missed you guys.

      Besides, there’s so much to talk about. Literally loads. I’m practically a changed vampire. Not changed in the fact that I’m a human again. Nope, I’m definitely still dead, but you know what I mean. I’m doing stuff now. Compared to this time last year, I’m living a completely different life, and there’s so much I want to tell you about.

      But … before I talk about my amazing new life, there are a couple of things I should probably get out there first.

      In case you’re new here, I thoroughly recommend you look back to the blog post #1 on the 2nd of March, and start reading there. You’ll get all the gory details of my life imploding in those previous blogs, and trust me, some of them are seriously gory. But it’s been a while, and I’m sure lots of you will ask for it, so here’s a quick recap.

      Seven years ago, when it became clear that my cancer had come back and was terminal, my mum secretly arranged to have me turned into a vampire. To make matters worse, she also hid the fact that, during the one time I left the house in all those years, I managed to sire my own vampire offspring. (Not sure what the name would be for that. If you have any ideas, please let me know in the comments.)

      Anyway, it turned out that Mum had taken this unlucky man, Christopher, and kept him prisoner in one of our barns for five whole years, feeding him just enough blood to stop him desiccating but too weak to escape! How psychotic is that? Anyway, he eventually did get out, and my dad paid the price for what had been done to him. Yeah, that was pretty messed up. Watching your dad have his neck snapped by a monster that you created sure can fuck with your head.

      Glen, my baby brother, told Mum to leave. He was a star rugby player and a straight-A student with a talent for computer hacking before all this went down. But now he’s struggling. Sure, he got through his A levels, but every other night, he wakes up screaming from the nightmares he’s been left with.

      We don’t talk about Mum, don’t even bring up her name. She cost Dad his life, and she robbed Glen of seven years of his childhood while she fixated on me. That’s not something either of us will be able to forgive. Thankfully, now that he and I have moved out of the family home and into our uni house on the other side of the country, there’s no chance of bumping into her. And there’s no way she’d be stupid enough to turn up here. Not now.

      So yes, the big move! Can you believe it actually happened? I’m hoping this year here in Wales will be the fresh start Glen needs. The sea air, the rolling hills. Not to mention studying medicine to keep him seriously busy. He’ll have more than enough to keep his mind off of the horrors we experienced.

      With my blood reserves in dangerously low supply and the fact I only have three people I can call on for donations, he’s been helping at the University Clinic a few days a week in the hope that he’ll get to be involved in some of the blood drives, although he’s going to have to cut that down once term begins. Obviously, I feel shitty. Once again, Glen’s life has been railroaded by my needs. But I think he’s been enjoying the volunteering, and hopefully, he’ll enjoy his course, too and maybe make a couple of friends or even start dating again.

      Another thing that’s really got him down is his break-up. I don’t know if you remember, he was seeing this guy, and they’d been together for ages. He was Glen’s first real boyfriend and they’d been confident they could make it work long distance, but then Joe decided he didn’t want to spend his first year at university tied down. Arsehole. He was never good enough for Glen in the first place, but it still sucks. So, for the first time in nearly a decade, I have a boyfriend and Glen’s heartbroken, not that he begrudges Noah and me being happy. Of course he doesn’t. But it’s so hard seeing him in such a bad place. I wish there was some way I could help him.

      Before I tell you all about Noah, which I know you are desperate to hear, I need to mention the house we’re living in, because … I love it! No longer are we isolated in the middle of nowhere in the English countryside. We’re the proud tenants of a damp, three-bedroom terraced house in the excessively rainy town of Aberllaren. It’s wonderful. Well, it’s actually horrible, but it’s all ours.

      Glen went ahead of me and stayed in temporary digs. He had to fight like crazy to get this place, because first years are supposed to live in halls. Every day he was down at the University Housing Office banging on about how they had to make allowances for my special needs—the photosensitivity that is, not the vampire bit, obviously—and that it would be a violation of my human rights if they didn’t. He forged doctors’ notes, old medical records, anything and everything needed to convince them that I had to be with him in private accommodation and could not, under any circumstances, share with another student. Anyway, after days of battling, it worked, and here we are.

      So we’ve been in residence over two weeks now. It’s not ideal yet, but we’re getting there. The University supplied blackout blinds for the windows, although we’re still missing one for the back door, which has a massive pane of glass in it. I can avoid it, but Glen’s not letting it go. Trust me, he’s not someone to get on the wrong side of when he gets a bee in his bonnet. Understandably, he really wants to get it all sorted before lectures start. Lectures! I can’t believe how amazing that sounds. I’m going to go to lectures, write essays and get a degree! Don’t worry, I do understand there’s a long way to go yet, but this is a start.

      I’m going to be studying English Literature. But next week, I have to pick my electives for the year and sign up to the modules I want. Then the following week, I’ll be in class! It’s unbelievable! I still can’t get my head around the fact that it’s all happening, that I’m actually going to do this. Honestly, I’ve been going out of my mind with excitement. I don’t even really care what classes I’m in.

      Okay, that’s enough of me getting over excited. If your comments last time taught me anything, then I know what you’re waiting to hear about: Noah. Assuming you guys are as nosey as you were when I set up this blog, I might as well get in there first and tell you about us before all the questions start.

      He is amazing! Chilled. Loving. Fine with the fact I’m a vampire. All in all the perfect boyfriend. I just wish he was a bit closer.

      While packing up and relocating was relatively easy for me, it was tough on him. When we met, he was living in East London, and the commute to our house wasn’t too bad. But to get to where I am now is over a five-hour drive, and that’s not sustainable with how much we want to see of each other.

      So, he’s been looking at moving to Bristol, where there are great prospects for an artist and is a darn sight closer. Still, he helped Glen and me with the move, and he’s managed to come up this weekend. In fact, he’s asleep next to me as I type this. I’d say it’s as close to the perfect relationship as possible …

      Well, almost.

      You know what, when I started writing this again, I promised myself I wasn’t going to go down the route of telling you every little detail of my life, but I just find it so easy to open up here. I can’t really talk to Glen about this stuff and Lovisa, (remember her? Lives in London, works in finance, getting married), is so caught up with wedding plans that I didn’t want to put this on her, either. So, I might as well confess all to you. There’s just one little thing missing from our relationship.

      Sex.
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      Okay, that wasn’t the place I intended leaving off yesterday, only Noah was stirring in bed and started complaining about the light from my phone, so I had to turn it off.

      As I said, we sleep in the same bed, and we engage in some pretty hot-and-heavy kissing and cuddling, but that one final step seems to be eluding us.

      And as you know, I don’t have loads of experience in that area, having been turned into a vampire and spirited away by my parents before my ex-boyfriend, Fin, (Noah’s older brother, just in case you forgot), and I took things that far. So, I’m hoping that maybe you could help put my mind at ease on this one thing …

      Last night, we curled up watching an action film on the TV. (I think I’ve said before, Noah is a massive action-film fan.) Anyway, he started stroking my arm, and that’s when I stopped thinking about the film or university or anything else, really, and we started making out on the sofa. Kissing him … well it’s incredible. All my vampire senses go into overdrive as I drink him in, (not literally). His smell, the heat from his skin, the beat of his heart.

      And so my hands wandered down to his belt buckle. (Is this TMI? I don’t care. It’s my blog.) He didn’t stop me, but he moved his lips up to my ear, where he continued to kiss me, before whispering.

      “We’re taking this slow, remember?”

      Any passion I’d been feeling immediately dropped away. There’s something about the prospect of going all the way that causes him to freeze.

      “Admit it,” I said, sitting up and flicking my hair away from him. “You don’t want to sleep with me because I’m a vampire,”

      Knowing that the film was now a lost cause, he picked up the remote and turned it off.

      “I do want to have sex with you,” he said, scooping me up in his arms and lifting me onto his lap. “Believe me, this is just as hard on me as it is on you.”

      “Really, because you—”

      “Trust me. It’s hard. And it has nothing to do with the fact you’re a vampire. If anything, I’m weirdly turned on by it. I find it sexy how damn strong you are.”

      I started running my fingers down the back of his neck.

      “Then maybe we should head upstairs—”

      He pulled my hands away and linked them with his.

      “But whatever you say, you’ve a lot going on at the minute. All the stuff with your mum and dad—”

      I pulled my hands back.

      “No, you do not get to do that.”

      “Ryn, just listen—”

      “No, you don’t get to bring them into this.”

      “All I’m saying is you’ve had a lot to deal with. I don’t want to add to that.”

      “Having sex will not add to my stress,” I protested, going back to his belt. “Having sex will relieve it. If you really lo—”

      And that’s when I stopped talking. Because, along with not having sex, there’s one other thing missing in our relationship. The fact is, we still haven’t said those words. The guy let me drain his blood and dump him half dead at a hospital, but still hasn’t told me he loves me. Maybe I’m overreacting. Maybe four months isn’t such a long time. I can’t remember how long Fin and I had been together when we said I love you, but I do remember that, in the end I was the one who said it first; I was so sick of waiting.

      But Noah’s different. After all we’ve been through together, he should have said it to me by now, right? Look, I know I could say the words first, like I did with Fin. But I was young then … and human. I don’t know why that matters, but it does. All I keep thinking is, what if he doesn’t say it back? What if I say it and he just leaves me hanging there, in an awkward silence? Or even worse, replies with one of those lame, Oh, well, thanks. I really like you too, lines? That’d be gutting. World-crumblingly gutting. And it’s not like he hasn’t slept with plenty of other girls before me. I know he has, even if he won’t admit it. ARGH!!! I hate how much head space this is taking up right now.

      “Look, I just worry that there are emotions you haven’t fully processed yet. Feelings about your mum, for instance,” he said.

      “She was a liar and a manipulator. She’s gone from my life, and I’m fine with that. I’m better than fine, actually. It’s all good. I just wish I’d found out earlier what she did, so I could have started this life on my own then.”

      “Exactly,” he replied, giving me a weirdly knowing look. “That’s precisely what I’m talking about.”

      “What, the fact I’m fine?”

      “You’re not fine. You’re mad. Understandably so. But you pretend you’re okay when you patently can’t be. Look at Glen.”

      “Glen’s a mess.”

      “Glen’s acting normally. He’s grieving. He’s hurt and angry.”

      “Maybe it’s the vampire part of me. Maybe it makes me calmer when a family member tries to completely ruin my life.”

      His look progressed to withering. I do get it. I understand why he thinks I’m not letting myself feel things fully. It’s probably because I’ve become really good at compartmentalising, that’s all.

      I was about to say as much to him, when I heard the front gate swing open.

      “Glen’s home,” I said.

      It was a couple of seconds before the key turned in the lock, loud enough for Noah’s human hearing to pick up.

      “I’m not sure I like that you can do that,” he said, with his trademark grin.

      “Hey,” Glen called through from the hall.

      “How was volunteering?” I called back to him.

      “Not bad,” he replied, appearing in the doorway.

      “It’s quite late,” I said.

      “I went for a run. I’m probably not going to get much of a chance when lectures start.”

      “Any news about blood drives?” I asked.

      He shrugged.

      “They say they’ll organise one at some point before Christmas, but that could be months away.”

      This news wasn’t exactly ideal. I could sense a cloud descending on us, so made the decision to shoo it away before it could settle.

      “Noah’s here,” I pointed out, rather unnecessarily considering I was sitting on his lap.

      Glen nodded, his expression still pensive and pained.

      “Give me five minutes, and then I’ll get everything set up for you. Did anyone drop off the curtain for the back door, by the way?”

      “Nope, not yet.”

      “You know I can put up the bag myself,” I said, “and Noah knows how to, as well.”

      “It’s better if I do it,” he replied, then disappeared upstairs.

      Noah sighed.

      “He’s still trying to control everything?” he said.

      “Yup.”

      A silence expanded between us before he spoke again.

      “I guess we should do what he says. Time for me to earn my keep.”

      Before Mum left, she’d stolen one last sizable donation of blood bags, a blatant attempt to buy our forgiveness. It didn’t work, but I took them anyway. Previously, that amount would have been enough to keep me going for months. But that was in my old life. The one where I didn’t do much or go outside frequently. (Once again, for those of you who are new to this, you should probably go back and read some of the older posts. There are loads of FAQs there, like: Can you go out in the sun? Yes, if I’m completely covered and have sunscreen on, but I dehydrate really quickly.) But now I do, and I find myself needing more and more.

      “You know you can feed directly from me?” Noah offered, as the shower ran upstairs. “It might be easier in the long run. And Glen can arm himself with a tranquilliser in case you go too far.”

      “We’re short on tranqs as it is,” I replied, thankful for a genuine reason to reject his offer. “Mum used to get us those too, remember?”

      “Okay, your call. I guess I better get ready to hook up.”

      It’s not the most romantic part of his visits, but between him, Lovisa and Glen, I’ve been able to get enough that I don’t start to feel too bad or have to resort to anything drastic.

      “Are you sure he’s okay to do this again?” I asked Glen, as he patted the inside of Noah’s arm in search of a vein. “I don’t want him to pass out or anything. It’s only been three and a half weeks since last time.”

      “Don’t worry. I’m good,” Noah said, lying back on the sofa.

      “He’ll be fine,” Glen assured me.

      We only take a pint at a time, but even with the three of them, they’re still donating more often than they should. A pint. That much used to do me for nearly two weeks, but nowadays I’m lucky if it lasts one. Fortunately, we still have nearly a dozen of Mum’s bags. So, with the two or three a month from Glen, Noah and Lovisa, I’ll be able to manage a few months more. Hopefully by then, Glen will be helping out at some blood drives. If not, things are gonna get tricky. Mind you, it won’t be as easy for him to misappropriate donations as it was for my mother, who’d been in charge.

      Once we were done, Glen headed for bed, and with the film now abandoned, Noah and I went upstairs, too. We’ve got into the habit that he sits on the bed up against the headboard with his sketch pad, doodling whatever comes to mind, and I rest against his knees and read. Or I sometimes take myself off to the spare room, where my electric drum kit is set up, put on my headphones and hammer out a few riffs, then curl up with him when I’m done, my head on his chest until he falls asleep. So it’s pretty awesome, even if we’re not having sex, although there does tend to be a fair bit of other stuff going on.

      Unfortunately, there wasn’t much time for cuddles or anything else this morning, as Noah had to be up at five to get back to London.

      “I’m hoping to get the rest of my gear back from my old place this week,” he said, as he held me close, his hands hooked around the back of my neck. “Otherwise, I’ll have to go and do some serious shopping.”

      “I can’t believe your old flatmate is still holding onto stuff that’s yours,” I said, shaking my head. “That’s stealing. Do you want me to go and show him my fangs?”

      While my life had undoubtedly been the main source of drama recently, Noah’s wasn’t without its own. Not long after we started dating, he was forced to move out of his rented house and his old flatmate was now making it difficult for him to get some of his art supplies and other things out. Meanwhile, he’s been stuck couch surfing, (when he’s not at ours). You’d think his flatmate would want rid of Noah’s belongings, so someone else could move in, but hey, you can’t account for crazy.

      With a chuckle, he brushed a strand of hair behind my ear and kissed the spot just below my temple.

      “I don’t think exposing you’re a vampire for the sake of a couple of guitars and a few other bits and bobs, is the best idea,” he said. “Don’t worry. I’ll be fine.”

      “When will you be able to visit again?”

      “I’m not sure. But as soon as I can. Promise.”

      

      And that’s it. That’s where we’re at. I’m living as close to a normal life as I could ever have dreamed possible. And that’s definitely how things are going to stay, if I get my way. If only I can find a way to make Glen happier …
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      Yay! Questions! I love this. I’m so glad I turned the comments back on. I hadn’t realised how much I’d missed interacting with you lot, until I saw your notifications. It’s so sweet of you all, wishing Noah and me the best. And thank you for reminding me that a guy who wants to take things slow is a rare beast. Deep down, I knew that, and I know how lucky I am. So … with me feeling a fair bit better about my situation, let’s get to answering some of your questions.

      

      WHAT IS IT LIKE LIVING IN YOUR OWN PLACE?

      

      Several of you asked this. First off, Glen and I have essentially been doing this since Mum left home, so it’s really only the location that’s changed.

      We’re obviously having to be very careful with finances. Our student loans aren’t huge, and while we’ve got some money that our grandparents left us when they passed away, it was meant to be used for big things, you know, like house deposits or whatever. So, we’re trying not to dip into that too often. Fortunately, my grocery bill is nil, although medical supplies can add up.

      The town is pretty quiet at the minute, so I’ve been able to go out and about quite easily. I suspect all that will change when the rest of the students arrive at the end of the week. Hopefully, though, once I’ve start making friends, I’ll be able to socialise a bit. I think clubs will be a no-go area for me at first, although I will have to test myself with over a hundred people in a lecture theatre to cope with, but at least they won’t be bumping into me, with their hearts hammering and hormones racing. There are quite a few little bars I’d like to check out.

      Excitingly, I’ve started cooking. Obviously I don’t eat what I make, but weirdly, that doesn’t bother me at all. I’ve got a few specialities down already. I’ve made fajitas a couple of times and a great spag bol. In fact, my plan today is to try … wait for it … a lasagne. From scratch. Well, nearly from scratch. I’m not going to make the pasta and it might be easier to buy the sauce in a jar, but it’ll be close to homemade. Better than a ready meal, anyway. It’s my way of trying to make it up to Glen for all the time he’s spending volunteering at the Clinic and running back and forth to the Housing Office, trying to get the curtain situation sorted. I said I’d go myself, but I swear he’s convinced that the minute someone disagrees with me, I’m going to pop out my fangs and pin them against a wall. (Yup, Noah told him about that little incident.) Brothers, ay? They worry about the silliest of things.

      So, after finishing this post, I’ll be off to the shops, covered in sunscreen, shopping list in hand. Maybe, if it turns out well enough, I’ll turn this into a food blog, too. Bloodsuckers and Bananas? Vampires and Vol-au-vents? The name would need a little work. Anyway, I shall let you know how it goes.

      Okay, I got somewhat side-tracked there. Really sorry. Let’s get back.

      

      DID YOU INFORM CHRISTOPHER’S FAMILY ABOUT HIS DEATH?

      

      God, questions about him aren’t really where I was hoping to go. But I suppose this is valid, so I should answer it. If you’re not new to the blog, you’ll remember that when Glen killed Christopher—the vampire I unknowingly sired—we left his corpse where it was, in Colchester Castle. That might sound careless, if you haven’t read the other posts, but trust me, there was a lot going on. Glen wiped all the CCTV camera footage, so there was no evidence of us being there, but with all the glass cabinets that had been smashed up during our fight, something violent had obviously taken place.  Unsurprisingly though, the police didn’t have a clue what that was. We know this because Glen hacked into their database at least twice a day to check. The Castle staff put signs up outside saying it was closed for renovations and the case was closed in less than two weeks. It turns out that Christopher had never been registered as a missing person. Five years he’d been gone, and no one even cared. I suppose I should be happy about that. But I’m not. Honestly, it makes my heart ache even thinking about it. No one deserves to leave this world completely forgotten.

      But that’s the end of the story for him. Sorry I can’t give you more.

      

      SO WHO KILLED THE OLD LADY IN LOVISA’S APARTMENT BLOCK?

      

      Understandably, a lot of you have asked this, and it’s something I’ve spent a ton of time thinking about myself. I’m 99% certain that on the night I was at Lovisa’s engagement party, a vampire was in the same building; and it seems likely that was who killed the old woman. But it couldn’t have been Christopher. He was still locked in our barn at that point. As to who it was, your guess is as good as mine. But it wasn’t me and it wasn’t him. That’s all I know.

      

      ARE YOU GOING TO LOOK FOR OTHER VAMPIRES?

      

      This is a tricky one, and I’ve debated the idea with myself constantly after what happened, but I’ve come to a decision, and the answer is not yet. I’m not saying I won’t look into it again eventually, but I have enough going on right now, and the last thing I want to do is bring more drama into Glen’s life. He deserves a little respite. We both do. I’ve not given up the idea, though. I might just give it a decade or two. After all, if anyone’s got time, it’s me.

      

      Speaking of which, it’s time for me to get going. It’s nice and cloudy outside, which is my favourite type of weather for heading out. Don’t worry, I’ll let you know how the lasagne goes. I might even include a picture, if it’s any good.
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      FUCK!!!! Breathe Merrewyn, breathe, before your fangs pop out. Inhale, exhale. Inhale, exhale. I don’t know why I’m writing this down. I should be doing something, and all I’m doing is standing in the kitchen, trying to block the fridge. Why the fuck won’t Glen answer his bloody phone!!!!!
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      So much for a drama-free life. But as there’s nothing I can do to sort it out right now, I thought I might as well get on here and fill you in on what’s just happened.

      Now, I’m sure some of you are waiting for me to say that I overreacted and that my meltdown on the previous post was completely disproportionate to the gravity of the situation. You’re probably expecting me to tell you that everything’s now sorted. Well, that would be a lie. I did not overreact, and my response was not disproportionate. It was truly proportionate. Nothing is sorted, and I am nowhere near fine. I just hope that Glen can figure this out. Otherwise, everything will go to rat shit, and we’ll have to leave. There’s no way we can live like this. None at all.

      Okay, I need to backtrack a bit.

      As you know, my one aim this morning was to prepare the perfect lasagne. That was it. A lovely surprise meal for Glen, to make his life a little less terrible and show how much I appreciate all the things he’s done for me. (Lasagne vs staking a vampire. I know it’s not exactly an even trade, but I’m trying.) To be honest, perfect may have been an overstretch. Decent was all I was aiming for.

      After finishing my post, I had every intention of heading straight out, but
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