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A Preview Angel with Attitude

The Editor’s Diary
AS SOON AS THE BLOOD TOUCHED MY TONGUE, THE PAIN VANISHED . . . 

It was like fine champagne; strawberries and cream; Kahlua chocolate sauce on French vanilla ice cream; ambrosia—food of the gods. Pick one.

  Thierry’s arm was tense for a moment, but he slowly relaxed. I looked up at him. His eyes were dark, and he wore an unfathomable expression on his face.

  “Enough, Sarah,” he said, and his voice was ragged. He squeezed my arm and roughly brought me up to my feet.

  I thought he was going to push me away and leave the room, but instead he grabbed my shoulders to pull me against him and crushed his lips against mine, drinking me in as I’d just done to him. I wrapped my arms around his waist and kissed him back, deeply, so deeply that I thought I might drown . . .

  Okay, maybe being a vampire wasn’t so bad after all.

Make sure you turn to the back of this book  to preview Michelle Rowen’s next novel, 

Angel with Attitude.
To my parents
for their love, support, and tons of patience with a brat like me.
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Chapter 1
For a dead woman, I felt surprisingly good.
I figured I had to be dead, since the first thing I noticed after opening my eyes was someone burying me in the cold ground. I was only in a few inches deep, but steady shovelfuls of dirt were landing on my chest, creating a rapidly growing mound.
The air smelled of moss and worms . . . and cheap cologne.
Cheap cologne?
I craned my neck to look around. An ornately carved gravestone stood not five feet away from my eyes. I blinked. It was dark, but I was pretty sure it wasn’t my name carved on it.
The next dirt sandwich hit me squarely in the face.
“Hey!” I managed before I started to cough. I freed my right hand from under the heavy pile to wipe at my face.
“Oh, you’re awake,” a surprised male voice said from my left.
“What the hell is going on?”
“You’re awake and asking questions.” He sounded dismayed. “I was afraid of this.”
Something sharp and metallic hit the ground behind my head. Sounded like a shovel. Then the owner of the voice crouched down and moved his pale, thin face close to me.
“Hello there,” he said.
It was Gordon Richards, my blind date from earlier that evening, although I’d already recognized his voice. And his cologne. Whiny and nasal, it gave the impression of belonging to a very needy person. The voice, not the cologne, that is. The longer the date had gone on, the more I’d realized that the voice didn’t lie.
“Hi?” I started to squirm around. “Get me out of here, you lunatic, before I call the cops.”
He frowned. “But the dirt is an important part of the healing process.”
“Healing process? I’ll give you a healing process as soon as I get out of here.”
“Sorry.” Gordon began to push the dirt off me, and I struggled to pull myself free of the loose earth. He offered his hand to help me stand, but I ignored it and managed to get to my feet all by myself.
I attempted to brush the dirt off my new, not to mention very expensive, silk dress and tried not to panic. My three-quarter-length burgundy leather coat could be easily wiped off, but I knew immediately that the dress was ruined. Although, I think it was safe to say that was the least of my problems at the moment. 
This guy was obviously psychotic. 
I took a good look around. Just as I’d suspected, thanks to the big clue of the gravestone, we were standing in the middle of a cemetery. My blind date had just attempted to bury me in a cemetery. Filled with dead people. And bugs.
I shuddered, then I looked at him standing patiently nearby.
“Well, thanks so much for the date.” I tried to make my voice as relaxed as possible. Calm, cool, and not ready to freak out. Yet. “I guess I’d better be heading home now.”
“What exactly do you remember?”
I forced a reluctant smile. “That I had a lovely time. And that I’ll have to thank Amy for setting this up. Yes, she won’t be hearing the end of this anytime soon. I can promise you that. Anyhow, super meeting you.” I made a move to leave, but he grabbed my arm and pulled me back to face him.
“What’s the last thing you remember?” Gordon asked, harsher now. “It’s important.”
I swallowed hard. “We had a lovely dinner. Then we went for a walk”—I glanced around—“but not here. Over by the river and the bridge, the Bloor Viaduct. We were looking down at the river, and um . . . you were saying something. . . .”
“How lovely you are,” he murmured as he ran a hand down my coat sleeve.
I gritted my teeth and jerked away from his touch. Why hadn’t I ever signed up for that self-defense course Amy was always begging me to join with her? My eyes narrowed at the thought. Amy. She was so dead for getting me into this.
“Right.” I tried to turn my gritted teeth into a pleasant smile. “Me being lovely. Or whatever. And then . . .” I frowned as I tried to remember, but things seemed a bit fuzzy.
“I offered you eternity.”
Uh-huh. I did remember that part. That was the moment when I decided that the date was officially over. And then—
My eyes widened as I looked at him. “Then you bit me, you weirdo.”
Gordon looked very apologetic. “It’ll heal quick. I promise.”
I touched my neck and then pulled my hand away, staring with horror at the blood left behind.
“You bit me on the neck? What kind of a sorry-ass vampire wannabe are you, anyhow?”
I grabbed for my dirt-covered purse that lay by my feet. I kept a can of pepper spray in it for protection, or at least I used to. Did I still have it? Did those things have an expiration date? Didn’t matter. If I had to, I’d just use it to bash him over the head.
“I’m not a wannabe.” He actually had the audacity to look insulted. “I am a vampire.” 
Psycho, I thought. Total psycho.
“Look,” I said tentatively, “you’ve had your fun. I’m not all that into the role-playing scene, or whatever this is, but the bite doesn’t seem to be too bad. I think. So, let’s just say no harm done and leave it at that, okay?”
“From the moment I saw you last month at the hot-dog stand outside your office, I knew that you had to be mine, Sarah.” He smiled wistfully.
His teeth did look a little bit pointy, now that I was paying closer attention, but it was probably just the moonlight playing tricks. Still, unnerving to say the least. Also unnerving was the fact that somebody had secretly watched me getting my near-daily Italian-sausage fix. Creepy.
“You had to have me, huh?” I stared at him for a moment. “And you couldn’t just do what everyone else does and try to get me drunk?”
Usually, making a joke made me feel better. At the moment, it was all I could do to keep my voice from trembling. 
“It took forever to get into your friend’s good graces so she’d set us up on this date, but it was worth the wait. Now you’re mine. We’ll be together forever.”
Without another word I turned and started walking briskly away from him. Still calm. Still in complete control. Just like my panty hose.
Gordon yelled after me a couple of times and then ran, catching up to me in only two or three steps. He grabbed my elbow and spun me around to face him.
“It’s rude to walk away when someone’s offering you eternity.” I didn’t like the way he was looking at me now. Not in the slightest. And his voice didn’t sound needy and desperate anymore.
I yanked my arm away from him. “Keep it. I don’t want it.” 
He grabbed me again. Despite his scrawny appearance, his grip was crushing.
“Let go of me . . . ,” I began, but then he hit me hard across my face with the back of his hand. My vision exploded in multicolor waves and my teeth loosened slightly in their sockets as the impact shook me right to my toes.
“It’s too late to take it back, bitch.” His snarl showed the full length of his sharp fangs. “The bite on your neck makes you mine. It’s a no-return policy.”
Then he appeared to come back to his senses. His face relaxed and his eyebrows knitted together into a frown as he reached toward me. I scurried back out of his range, eyes wide, pressing my hand against my stinging cheek.
“Oh, God, I’m so sorry,” he sputtered as he moved closer to me. “I didn’t mean to do that. What the hell was I thinking?”
I wrapped my other hand around the cool can of pepper spray at the very bottom of my purse. My eyes were still unfocused, but I managed to yank the can out and spray him long and hard in the eyes. He howled in pain and clawed at his face.
I turned on my heels and did what any self-respecting girl with a neck wound does when she finds herself in a cemetery after midnight with a crazy guy who thinks he’s a vampire.
Ran like hell.
Crazy. Yup. Definitely bipolar, and very likely in need of some serious therapy. It was probably something that happened to him in childhood that had turned him into such a loon. I’d minored in psychology during the year I spent at the University of Toronto before dropping out. Loony. That was the professional verdict. In serious need of help.
Just like I was at the moment. I ran through the cemetery. Big cemetery. Where the hell was the road?
Finally I saw the stone entry gates straight ahead of me. I heard Gordon, not that far behind, yelling for me to slow down. Yeah, like that was going to happen. Not bloody likely.
The three-inch heel on one of my black leather slingbacks chose that moment to snap off. Those shoes had cost me the better part of last month’s paycheck, so it was a little disappointing, to say the least, that they couldn’t take a little pressure. I crashed to the ground in a heap, but sprang up just as quickly, like one of those Bozo the Clown punching bags. The adrenaline coursing through my veins was definitely helpful, but I felt light-headed. The loss of blood from the bite on my neck was finally catching up to me. Maybe it was more serious than I’d originally thought.
I pulled off what was left of the shoe, spun around, and threw it in the direction of my pursuer.
“Ow!” he yelled as the slingback met its mark.
Since it was impossible for me to run lopsided, I sent the other shoe sailing in the same direction like a small, expensive, Italian-leather missile. That one missed the target, so I hurled a few choice expletives behind it.
“Come on!” Gordon called after me. “Sarah, baby, we can work this out!”
I ran through the entrance of the cemetery and straight into something firm and unyielding. I looked up. It was something tall, muscular, and blue-eyed. A streetlamp shone above him like a beacon from heaven itself.
“Whoa there, miss,” the unyielding stranger said. “Slow down.”
I was gasping for breath after my sprint. “Oh, thank God! You have to help me.”
The man’s gaze slid from my neck wound over to my date from hell, who had almost reached us.
“Don’t worry about a thing, darlin’,” he said and smiled. His teeth were shiny white in the moonlight.
Two more men emerged from the shadows, one as thin as a rail with stringy blond hair, the other big and burly with so many tattoos that they peeked out at the edge of his neck past his dark shirt and jacket. I hadn’t noticed anyone else around until they’d moved. 
Hey, the more the merrier.
The man with the shiny teeth gently pushed me aside. “You wait right there, darlin’. We’ll deal with you in a moment.”
I nodded and exhaled deeply. Wow, it was just my luck that these fine gentlemen were out for a walk in the cemetery.
After midnight.
I frowned. What the hell were they doing here, anyhow? Seemed like quite the lucky coincidence, if you asked me. But since it was working out in my favor, I kept my questions to myself.
Gordon skidded to a halt in front of us, blinking rapidly and rubbing his eyes from the shot of pepper spray. There was a small red mark on his forehead—probably from the shoe.
I had my arms wrapped around myself to keep from shivering. I was dressed for a date, not a jog through a cemetery in late November. If I’d known that was in the cards, I would have at least worn a nice scarf. I felt ill, too: from the fear, from the loss of blood . . . and possibly from the fajita I’d had earlier for dinner.
“Why were you running?” Gordon looked confused. “I wasn’t going to hurt you.”
“Bite me,” I told him. He was so going to get charged with assault. I might even have to put a restraining order on his sorry ass. “Oh, wait a minute, you already did bite me, didn’t you . . . you psycho!”
He rolled his eyes. “You’re really going to have to get over that if this relationship is going to have half a chance.”
Gordon finally noticed that we weren’t alone. “Oh” was all he said as the men approached him. “Look, guys, this isn’t what it looks like.”
I glared at him and then tried to smile at “White-teeth.” He sure was cute. Maybe my night was turning out better than I’d thought. “Look, if you guys just want to help me find a cab, I’d really like to go home. Make sure he doesn’t come near me again, and I’ll owe you one.”
White-teeth smiled broadly. “Look what we have here, boys. Girlfriend and boyfriend vampire in a bit of a squabble.”
“He’s not my boyfriend,” I assured him.
“I’m not a vampire,” Gordon said quietly.
“That’s funny. He told me he was a vampire just a minute ago. That’s why he bit me.” I rubbed my neck tenderly. “He’s definitely crazy.”
“Yeah. Crazy,” White-teeth said before turning to his friends. “How many is this tonight?”
The stringy-haired guy piped up, “It’s been a great night. Maybe five? No, six.”
“Listen, guys”—Gordon looked scared to death—“we can work something out. I have money—”
White-teeth punched Gordon in the stomach. He clutched at his belly and fell to his knees, coughing and sputtering.
“Hey,” I said, frowning hard. “I don’t think that’s necessary. Look, all I want is for you guys to help me get home. That’s all.”
“Shut up,” White-teeth snapped at me. Gordon struggled to his feet, only to get punched again, this time in the jaw.
That’s no way to treat a crazy person. They need supervision, not violence.
I marched over to White-teeth and grabbed his arm. “That’s enough. There’s no reason to be such a big bully. . . .”
He looked at me for a moment, then smiled. “Darlin’, you need to learn your place.” He pushed me hard enough to make me fall backward, and I yelped in pain as my ankle twisted.
Something glinted in the hands of my so-called rescuers, catching the moonlight. Some kind of metal. Knives. “Stringy-hair” held a switchblade, and “Burly” had a small ax. I also noticed they had sharp wooden spikes tucked into loops on their belts.
Then Gordon screamed. White-teeth was so close to him now that they seemed to be slow dancing, shuffling around in a partial circle. White-teeth moved back and I saw the handle of a knife sticking out of Gordon’s stomach. 
“But I told you I had money,” he gasped.
White-teeth extended his hand like a doctor might, waiting for his next tool. A wooden spike was slapped down into it.
I opened my mouth to say something, to stop this before it went too far, but the only sound that came out was a tiny squeak.
“But, vampire, this is so much more fun than money,” White-teeth said and arched his arm upward, slicing into Gordon’s torso.
I brought a hand to my mouth in stunned horror and scrambled backward on the ground. A bolt of pain went through my ankle as I tried and failed to get to my feet. My heart beat wildly. All three men joined in then, taking turns hacking and stabbing and slicing my date. They were so busy with Gordon that they appeared to have forgotten I was even there. I was beginning to think that was a good thing.
Finally I was able to stand up unsteadily. But I felt frozen in place as I watched the straight-out-of-a-horror-movie scene before me. I’d changed my mind. Didn’t want their help anymore. Nope. And what had he said before? They’d deal with me in a moment? 
Gordon was no longer screaming or begging for his life. He’d stopped moaning. Stopped moving. In fact, he appeared to be disintegrating. The more they stabbed at his prone body, the less there seemed to be of him, until finally there was nothing but his empty clothes lying in the middle of a nasty dark stain on the road.
Then White-teeth turned to me. I shuffled backward a painful step at a time. My brain was screaming for me to run, and I finally decided that was the best idea I’d had all night. I turned around, but Stringy-hair had quietly moved to stand behind me. He grinned as he put his now-bloody wooden spike back in his belt, then grabbed my wrists to pull me closer to him. I tried to twist away.
“Where do you think you’re going, vampire?” His breath smelled like rotten eggs.
I wanted to argue, to tell him I wasn’t a vampire because vampires didn’t exist. I also wanted to tell him to invest in a good mouthwash. But I still couldn’t find my voice. A hot tear slipped down my cheek as I looked at the other two men and took in a shuddery gulp of air. I had a funny feeling these guys wanted to add more stains to my ruined dress than the grass and the dirt that were already on it.
I wished I had another shoe to throw.
“Look at her; she’s petrified,” White-teeth said with amusement.
“She’s new,” Burly answered. “It’s almost cruel to exterminate her so soon. She looks like she might be fun. Check out those legs. Can’t it wait till the morning?”
White-teeth’s smile widened. “Yeah. Maybe we can wait a bit. What do you say, darlin’? Want to buy yourself a little time?”
“In your dreams,” I managed to hiss at him.
He laughed. “There is only one answer, darlin’, and that is whatever I say it is. Now come here, or else.”
I decided I’d rather have the “or else.” The man who’d seemed so attractive when I’d first bumped into him, my potential hero, now was grotesquely ugly to me. His face was splattered with Gordon’s blood.
I tried to pull away from Stringy-hair, but he held tight to my wrists, leering at me.
“Nice try,” he said, grinning.
I shrugged at him, then kneed him hard in the groin. He let go of my wrists immediately. I glanced over my shoulder at White-teeth, then, ignoring the searing pain in my ankle, darted away from them.
While Stringy-hair moaned in agony, Burly made an annoyed noise and said, “It’s never easy, is it?” Then boots slapped against the pavement as they started to chase after me.
Everything looked different late at night, and there was barely any light to help me figure out where the hell I was. I knew the Bloor Viaduct, a tall bridge that went over the Don River, wasn’t too far away. If I could get to the other side of the bridge, I could find a phone, find somebody who could help me.
How much longer I could keep running was the question. My lungs burned, and with my twisted ankle I was doing more of a fast limp than an all-out run. Also, my feet, without the protection of any shoes, were screaming for me to stop. But I knew if I stopped, that would be it. They’d kill me like they’d killed Gordon. Or worse. I shuddered when I thought of how that stringy-haired freak had leered at me. I had to keep running. There was no other choice.
I was actually surprised the men hadn’t caught up to me. In fact, I didn’t even hear them behind me anymore. My pace slowed, but only for a moment. I braved a quick glance over my shoulder.
I was now in the middle of a park. I could hear traffic, so that meant I wasn’t far from Bloor Street, but I couldn’t see anything but trees surrounding me. I was all alone.
I skidded to a halt and was breathing so fast and shallow I was certain that I’d begin to hyperventilate.
They must have given up. Maybe I’d been too fast for them. I had been going to the gym a little more than normal lately, to get into bikini shape for my big, expensive trip to Puerto Vallarta. Amy and I had been planning it for nearly a year, and now it was just a month away. That had to be it. I was in amazing shape. Just as fit and dangerous as that chick from the Terminator movies.
Then I heard the rev of an engine and the squealing of tires. A Jeep lurched onto the road in the distance, spraying gravel under its wheels.
Outrun that, Terminator, I thought as the panic rose again in my chest.
Dammit.
I could hear them, the men I’d stupidly thought I’d escaped. They were hooting and hollering as they bore down on me. This must have been their idea of a good time.
I finally made it to the bridge. In the distance I could see the Toronto skyline.
I kept running, ignoring the pain. The concrete sidewalk that ran along one side of the bridge felt cool through my torn nylons and cut-up feet. I looked around, hoping that somebody might stop to help me, but car after car whizzed by without even slowing down for a second glance. When I stepped out into the bridge’s traffic to try to flag someone down, a driver blasted his horn and swerved, narrowly missing me. I scrambled back onto the sidewalk.
It looked like it was just going to be me, White-teeth, and the boys.
And the dark shadow of a figure balanced on one of the bridge’s metal suspension beams. He stood on the other side of what was called the “veil”—thin, evenly spaced metal rods put up to prevent anyone from climbing over the barrier and leaping to their death. But I saw that a section of the veil was now warped, stretched wide enough to allow someone to get through. This was where I quickly scrambled up and squeezed through so I stood near the stranger, my back against the barrier. Behind me, I heard the Jeep skid to a halt and the doors slam as the men got out to chase after me on foot.
“Hey!” I called out to the figure. He wore a long coat that whipped about in the cold wind. He looked like an ornament on the front of a pirate ship. Or maybe even Kate Winslet flying at the front of the Titanic—only not as perky. And certainly not as female.
“Go away.” His deep voice was sullen.
“Holy crap, this is high up, isn’t it?” I inched closer to where he stood on the beam. “Help me!”
“Help yourself. Can you not see I’m planning to kill myself here?” the man said, looking down at the dark water far below us.
“Help me first and then kill yourself,” I reasoned.
I was close enough to glimpse his face. He looked to be in his mid-thirties and was dressed from head to toe in black. If I actually had a moment to consider his looks in my current life-or-death situation, I’d say he was really hot. But he looked completely miserable. Whether he looked miserable because he wanted to kill himself or because he’d been interrupted, I wasn’t sure.
“A friend of yours?” White-teeth’s voice came from behind me, just on the other side of the veil of bars.
I braced myself and turned my head to look at him. “A good friend. And he’s going to kick your ass if you don’t leave me the hell alone.”
He gave me a very unfriendly smile. “That I’d like to see.”
From his perch, the stranger glanced at us without much interest. He seemed oblivious to the fact that we were hundreds of feet in the air. I saw his gaze move to my neck, and I touched it gingerly.
“Vampire hunters,” he said.
“Who wants to know?” White-teeth took a cigar from his leather jacket pocket and lit it. He must have felt he had all the time in the world.
I carefully inched even closer to the stranger. Even though he was suicidal and therefore probably just as crazy as anyone else I’d had the misfortune of meeting that evening, he was currently my best bet to get out of this in one piece.
“It doesn’t matter who I am,” the stranger replied to White-teeth. “You are invading my personal space. Kindly take your business elsewhere.”
White-teeth glowered at him. “We’ve just come to claim this little piece of vampire ass and we’ll be on our way, so you can get back to”—he looked around—“whatever it was you were doing.”
I grabbed the hem of the stranger’s coat and held on for dear life. “Don’t let them hurt me. Please.”
He yanked his coat away from me. “I don’t want anything to do with this.”
“Too late.”
White-teeth had started to squeeze through a section in the cement at knee level that wasn’t protected by the veil, his cigar clenched between his teeth. “Here I was going to be a gentleman and kill you quick. Well, sort of quick. Now I’m going to take all the time in the world to tear you apart. You’re going to feel every second of it.”
White-teeth was halfway through and reached out for me. I yanked away from him, spun around, and kicked him with my bare foot. There was a sickeningly wet squish as my big toe met his left eye. It was the most disgusting thing I’d ever felt.
He screamed in pain and clutched at his face. The cigar fell out of his mouth and down to the river below. I lost my footing, but before I could fall, the stranger reached out and grabbed me around my waist, pulling me safely against him.
“Thank you.” I barely got the words out, my teeth were chattering so hard. “I thought you weren’t going to help me.”
“Reflex,” he said.
The two vampire hunters who weren’t currently howling in pain—although Stringy-hair looked a little tender from the groin incident—pulled their injured friend away from the opening and started to climb through themselves.
The stranger looked down at the black water. “I suppose we’ll have to jump.”
I raised my eyebrows and clung to him as the hunters grabbed at my legs. “Wasn’t that your original plan? And wasn’t your original plan to kill yourself?”
“With my luck tonight, the fall won’t kill me,” he replied, bringing an arm around my waist. “But you just might.”
He pushed off from the bridge and we fell for what felt like a very long time before disappearing into the cold black water.
Chapter 2
I struggled to keep up with the stranger after we scrambled like drowned rats out of the freezing-cold Don River and up a steep grassy hill. He walked so fast it was as if he didn’t want me to follow him. But what else was I supposed to do? He’d just saved my life. The least he could do was make sure I was still in one piece. One scared, shaking, drippy piece.
So far there hadn’t been any sign of the creeps who’d tried to kill me. Maybe we’d lost them. I guess they didn’t want to jump into the water after us. Can’t say I blamed them for that.
That was one hell of a fall. How we’d survived was another story, but it didn’t really matter. I was okay. Now I was in need of a phone, a taxi, a police report, and a long, hot shower. Not necessarily in that order.
“Hey, wait up!” I called after “Mr. Tall-Dark-and-Dripping-Wet.”
All I’d seen of him after our impromptu swim was the back of his head moving swiftly away from me, so I was surprised when he actually stopped in his tracks. His broad shoulders went up and down as if he’d just let out a long sigh. 
He turned to face me. “What now?”
“Where are you going?”
“Home. I suggest you do the same. Go find your sire and be on your way.”
“My what?” 
“Your sire.”
“What’s that?”
He nodded toward my neck. “Whoever gave you that hickey there. You’ll need your sire to show you the ropes.”
I touched my neck and winced. “Those bastards killed the guy who did this.” I got a lump in my throat as I said it. What they’d done to Gordon played like an instant replay over and over in my mind. A few tears made a reappearance and I wiped them away with my wet sleeve. “He was a jerk, a total nutcase, but he didn’t deserve . . . that. They killed him and they were going to do the same to me. It was horrible.”
“They killed your sire,” the stranger repeated. He didn’t say anything else. He just stared at me.
I began to feel uncomfortable. Well, more than I already was, that is. I decided that going home was an excellent idea. I could call the cops from there.
“Did you drink from him?” he finally asked.
“What?”
He sighed. “Did you drink from your sire before he was slain?”
“I had a few margaritas with dinner.”
“That’s not what I mean.”
I blinked. “Then no. No drinking was done after dinner. Look, thanks for . . .” I didn’t know exactly what to call our plunge to safety. I glanced back in the direction of the bridge. “For the thing back there.”
He didn’t answer.
I shoved my hands into the soggy pockets of my leather jacket. Dirt was one thing, but water was another. It was probably ruined now, too. Just my damn luck. I forced a feeble grin before I started walking away from the stranger.
“Wait,” he called after I’d gone half a block. “Are you certain that your sire is dead?”
“Positive,” I said grimly. I pictured the empty clothes in my mind. What had happened to the body? Probably just my eyes playing tricks on me. It was a dark night, and the margaritas with dinner had been doubles.
“What’s your name?” He walked toward me.
I hesitated before answering. I’d had enough. I just wanted to go home now. “Sarah,” I said. “Sarah Dearly.”
His expression was tense, as if he was fighting an inner battle of some kind. I shouldn’t be hanging out with this guy, I thought to myself. I didn’t care if he did save my life. He was trying to kill himself, or at least that’s what he had said. Not normal, sane behavior, in any case.
“Did your sire explain anything to you before he was murdered?”
“I don’t know why you keep calling him my sire. He was my date. A blind date, if you want to know the truth.”
“Fine. Did your . . . date . . . explain anything to you?”
“About what?” 
“About your neck and what it means.”
I absently reached up to touch my wound and flinched.
“He said that he was a vampire and now I was one, too.”
The stranger nodded. “Well, that’s a start. And then?”
“Then I sprayed him with pepper spray and ran away. He was out of his mind.”
He frowned at me. “He wasn’t lying.”
“No, I’m sure he believed what he was saying. That’s one of the signs of being crazy, isn’t it?”
The stranger came nearer to me, and I studied him up close for the first time. His handsome face was very pale in the moonlight and his eyes appeared to be silver, able to reflect what little light there was the way a cat’s might.
When he spoke, I noticed the fangs.
“You are a vampire, Sarah. He wasn’t crazy.”
I had the can of pepper spray from my wet purse back in my hand in a flash. I held it up to his face. “Get away from me right now.”
“Your only link to your new world has been killed. You need to listen to me if you want to survive.”
“Vampires don’t exist.” My voice was firm, but my insides felt like jelly.
“Yes, we do.”
I pressed down on the spray’s trigger button, but it flew out of my hand as the stranger effortlessly knocked it away. He grabbed my shoulders and I started fighting for my life, scratching and clawing at him like a wild animal.
“Stop it,” he said. “I’m not going to hurt you.”
It was impossible to fight him. He was so strong that I could barely move. Hot tears coursed down my cheeks and I was exhausted from fighting, from running, from denying what I was hearing.
My neck throbbed. I let my arms drop loosely to my sides. My head began to swim and I saw colors exploding as they had when Gordon hit me. I tried to focus on the stranger, his arms now the only thing keeping me from falling backward onto the cold, hard pavement.
“It’s okay.” His voice suddenly sounded miles away. Distant and fading. “I’ll take care of you.”
The world went black.
.
I opened my eyes. I was sprawled on a leather sofa in a dark, unfamiliar room. I sat up slowly. My head ached as if I had the worst hangover of my life.
That sure was one crazy dream.
I looked around. Where the hell am I?
There was a rustle to my left and a door opened. The stranger emerged from what looked like a kitchen area. He held a glass of water in his hand and he didn’t smile when he saw I was awake.
Ah. Must still be dreaming. Sure felt real, though.
“Who are you?” I moved as far away from him as the sofa would allow. My voice croaked as if I’d been asleep for a while. Which was strange, since I’d never dreamed that I was sleeping before.
“My name is Thierry de Bennicoeur,” he said.
“French.”
“Originally.”
“You don’t have an accent.”
“Not anymore.”
“And you’re a vampire.”
“Yes.”
“Where are we?”
“My house.”
He was a man of few words. I searched my mind for something else to say. If I stayed silent too long, I might start panicking again. I didn’t care if this was a dream; it was a weird one.
“Why were you trying to kill yourself?” I asked absently.
He stared at me for a moment but ignored the question. “How do you feel right now?”
“Like I went out drinking and a bus hit me. I want to go home.” I made a move to stand up, but the flashing pain in my head stopped me cold. Were you supposed to feel pain in a dream? Didn’t seem right.
“We need to take care of something first,” Thierry said.
“What?” I glanced at him and my eyes widened when I saw a sharp knife in his hand. “What the hell are you planning on doing with that?”
He raised an eyebrow at my panicked tone. My eyes widened even more when I saw him drag the blade across his wrist.
Holy shit! He was going to finish killing himself right in front of me. That was so sick.
I felt so weak that all I could do was whimper as I saw blood flow from his cut. He held his wrist over the glass of water and let his blood drip into it. Then he produced a spoon and stirred the contents.
“If your first drink is not directly from your sire, then it’s best for it to be a little weak,” he explained.
I stared with disbelief at the diluted blood. Then I looked at his wrist. The wound was rapidly disappearing until there was no more than a small pink line where the cut had been.
“Drink.” He offered me the glass.
I waved it away. “I’d rather have a diet Coke, if you don’t mind.”
He placed the glass down on the shiny black coffee table and stood up. “Let me explain a few things to you, Sarah Dearly. Number one: Your sire didn’t finish making you a vampire before he was killed. The wound on your neck proves that. If he’d finished properly, it would be nearly healed by now. Number two: to finish the job, you need to ingest the blood of a full-strength vampire. Since I don’t see any other volunteers around, I figured it was up to me. So don’t be difficult.”
“I’m not drinking anybody’s blood,” I said firmly.
He shrugged. “Then you’ll die before the end of the night. There is a toxin in a vampire’s fangs that will infect its victim when the sire drinks deeply and fully of their blood. The toxin is what makes one a vampire. If your . . . date . . . had simply wanted a small taste of you, then it would be a moot point. However, by your symptoms, his intention was obviously to make you one of us. The toxin now in your body needs to be counteracted with this.” He indicated the glass of pink water. “Simple as that.”
I frowned hard and touched my neck. “But why would he do that? Bite me? I don’t want to be an evil, bloodsucking vampire.” I looked at him. “No offense intended.”
“Your experience is unfortunate, yes. Your sire didn’t follow the unwritten rules, which state that one does not bring over an unwilling fledgling. And vampires are not evil.”
“Yes, they are.”
“No, they are not. Not as a rule, anyhow. Some are, some aren’t. Just like humans. How one was as a human will govern their behavior when they become a vampire.”
I was still frowning. “That doesn’t make any sense.”
He sighed. “I don’t know why I even bothered trying to help you. It’s obvious you won’t last.”
“What do you mean I won’t last?” I was weak and scared and still almost completely convinced this was all just a bizarrely vivid dream, but I could still feel insulted.
He counted on his fingers. “Your sire is dead. You seem to attract hunters like a magnet. And you know absolutely nothing about vampires.”
I frowned at him and crossed my arms. “I’ll have you know I know loads about vampires. Anne Rice is one of my favorite authors.”
Thierry grimaced. “That will get you far.”
I felt a rise of anger chase away my fear. “I don’t need anybody’s help. I’m fine all by myself. I didn’t ask for you to bring me back to your”—I looked around at the sparse decor—“subterranean love nest, mister. And for another thing—”
White-hot pain exploded through my entire body. I clutched at the side of the couch and tore at the smooth leather with my French-manicured fingernails. “Oh, God. Oh, my God,” I moaned in agony. “What’s happening to me?”
“You’re dying,” he said matter-of-factly. “But it should be over before dawn, so don’t worry.”
“Dying?” I yelped. I was starting to believe him. Another wave of pain hit me and I doubled over and slid down to the floor. “Help me,” I managed, fear slicing through me like a knife through butter. “Why are you just standing there? Do something!”
“I can’t do anything more.” His handsome face was blank. “I gave you the blood. I can’t drink it for you.”
The pink-tinged water sat innocently on the coffee table as I suffered next to it. After another burst of agony I grabbed the cold glass, brought it to my trembling lips, and glugged the whole thing down.
The pain stopped immediately. It was like Gatorade-for-vampires. I lay on my back on Thierry’s hardwood floor and stared at the ceiling for a couple of minutes. Then I pushed myself into a sitting position and took in a long, deep breath while I tried to compose myself.
“More?” Thierry offered.
“No, I’m good.”
“You should go home now. It’ll be dawn before too long.”
I nodded with a firm shake of my head. “Can’t go out in the sun anymore, right? I’ll be burned to a crisp?”
He almost looked amused with me. “Is that from the school of Anne Rice? Sunlight is not good for vampires, correct. You’ll feel your strongest at night. During the day the sun will make you feel weaker and it will seem at times overbearingly bright, but I promise that you won’t burn up.”
“Really? Well, that’s good to know.”
“If it bothers you too much while you’re still new, I suggest you try to travel about the city using the underground tunnel system; what do they call it here in Toronto? The PATH?”
“And how long will I be considered new?”
“Fifty years or so.”
“Oh.” I thought about that. I’d be considered new till my seventy-eighth birthday. I’d be as old as Uncle Jim, who recently said a final good-bye to Canadian winters to move permanently down to Florida. “So it’s true that vampires live forever?”
He frowned. “We don’t die of the usual human ailments and we essentially stop aging from the point we are sired, if that’s what you mean.”
Interesting. Completely implausible, but very interesting.
“So how old are you?” I asked.
He took the empty glass away from me and returned it to the kitchen. Through the open doorway I could see him rinse it under the sink, and then place it neatly into a stainless-steel dishwasher before he answered me.
“Old.”
“How old?”
“Well over six hundred.”
My mouth dropped open. “Wow. I mean, you look good for six hundred. I would have thought you’d be all crusty and falling apart by that age. That’s amazing.”
He looked away with an odd expression on his handsome, noncrusty face. “Yes, amazing.” There was zero enthusiasm in his voice.
“I guess it’s just going to take me a little while to get used to being undead.”
“Un-what?”
“Undead. An animated corpse. A vampire.” I shrugged at him. “Duh.”
He looked exasperated with me. “Are you breathing?”
I frowned and concentrated to make sure I was still inhaling and exhaling.
Yup.
“Of course I am.”
“And, is your heart still beating?”
I put a hand over my chest. There it was, the steady thumping of my heart. A little erratic, but still beating. “Yeah.”
“And my heart, does it beat?”
I frowned at him, then raised a hand to press against his very firm, very warm, and very male chest. It took me a moment before I remembered why I was touching him. Oh, yeah, the heart thing.
I nodded. “Yes.”
He took a step back from me and my hand fell to my side. “So what does that tell you?”
“Not undead?”
“Correct.”
I stood up. Considering what I’d endured tonight, I felt okay. “I guess I’ll go. Can you call me a cab, or”—I tried to smile and actually succeeded—“or can I turn into a bat and fly home now?”
He studied me for a moment. “I’ll call you a cab.”
He made the call, and we waited in uncomfortable silence for ten minutes.
I was a little disappointed about the bat thing. That would have been cool.
Hands down, this was the weirdest dream I’d ever had. Even weirder than the one in which I’d married a hobbit and moved to Mars. Too bad, too, because this Thierry guy was majorly cute in a sullenly suicidal way. Maybe I’d seen him in a magazine at the hair salon the other day and he’d been burned into my subconscious for later use. 
But it was definitely a dream. I mean, vampires? Hunters? My blind date being shish-kebabbed and then vanishing into a little puddle of goo? Puh-lease. Total “dream city.” I was just surprised it hadn’t occurred to me while all the drama had been in progress. I could have saved myself a lot of unneeded, wrinkle-causing stress.
When the cabdriver finally showed up, I stood up from the sofa on my shoeless feet and realized that my ankle no longer hurt. Guess it wasn’t a sprain, after all. I picked up my purse from the floor and grabbed my coat that Thierry had carefully placed on the back of a chair to dry. He’d taken it off me while I’d been sleeping. Even damp, my silk dress wasn’t see-through, so I had decided not to make a fuss about it.
I smiled at Thierry. “Thanks for all your help. Even though I’ll wake up tomorrow and know for sure this has all been just a dream, at least it’s been a very interesting one.” I started to move past him, but he grabbed my arm.
“You’re not dreaming, Sarah. You must take this very seriously. Things are different for you now, whether you like it or not.”
I shrugged. “I don’t feel any different.”
“But you are. With the hunters around, you must take your safety into consideration. You’ve already seen tonight what they consider fun and games.” He felt around in his pockets and produced a business card. “Take this.” He pressed it into my palm. “Go to that address tomorrow evening for help in starting your new life.”
I slid the card into my purse without even looking at it. “Thanks, Thierry, really. Take care of yourself, okay?”
I wanted to say: “Don’t go killing yourself,” but figured that might be a tad rude.
His intense silver eyes flashed at me. “You too.” 
He held the door open, and I made my way out and into the back of the taxi.
“One-eleven Ashburn Avenue,” I told the driver, and he pulled away from the curb. I turned around in my seat. The door to Thierry’s high-end townhome was already closed, and the lights in the front windows went off. I’d probably never see him again.
I pulled the business card out of my soggy purse.
MIDNIGHT ECLIPSE TANNING SALON.
Must be the wrong one, I thought, and shuffled through the contents of my bag. Hairbrush, wallet, lipstick, tampon. But there was only the one business card.
Midnight Eclipse Tanning Salon was the place to go to start my new life?
I shrugged inwardly. I was going to Mexico next month. Now that I thought about it, it would be nice to get a base tan before I left.
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