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Summary: Emma has admittedly made
some bad decisions in her life, but she was positive that being
with Teren Adams wasn’t one of them. He was everything she’d ever
wanted in a man – kind, caring, loyal, loving, and on occasion, a
hopeless romantic. True, he was also a vampire, or partially so,
and had recently joined the ranks of the undead, but to Emma, that
was inconsequential. She was his, he was hers, and she could not
wait to be his bride, to mother his children, and to stay by his
side for as long as her mortal life would allow her to. At
least…that was the plan.
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Chapter 1 A
New Life…or Two


Seven months. That was the last time my life was completely
normal. So much can change in such a short amount of time. Back
then, I’d been relatively content with my life – great friends,
great family, great job. Okay, a promising potential for a great
job. But an emptiness had been with me too. If I was going to be
honest with myself, I was lonely, very lonely. Not that I’d never
dated, I had, but I’d never felt connected with any of them. Not
the investment banker, who would only talk about the changing stock
market climate, not the yoga instructor, who tried to convert me to
veganism daily, and definitely not the pretty-boy model, who, as I
discovered one day when I walked in on him, wasn’t aware of the
definition of monogamy.

 

Yes, they were all normal and none of them for me. My knight in
shining armor had ended up being a vampire, well, a little bit
vampire, as he likes to put it. His great-grandmother had been
turned into one while she was nine months pregnant. That change had
brought on labor and she’d birthed her baby before the change
completely affected the infant. His grandmother was born
half-vampire. She had then gone on to marry a human and conceived
and birthed a baby, before the vampirism had stopped her human
heart and she became one of the walking dead. That baby, his
mother, had also married a human and had a child, before her
mortality was also claimed. That baby had grown up to be the man of
my dreams, my partial vampire, who could walk around during the day
in full sunshine and suck a cow dry at night - Teren Adams.

 

That man was now, unfortunately, part of the mysterious undead
world as well. His “conversion” had just happened recently and it
had been terrifying for both of us. We’d been abducted by some
deranged lunatic who’d assumed that Teren was devoid of all
humanity, just because he was partially a mythical creature, a
mythical creature that had a reputation for being dangerous to
humans - a reputation not completely undeserving. Vampires
were dangerous and they did prey on humans. Full
vampires were extremely dangerous - faster, stronger, and with
extra abilities that the mixed breeds didn’t have, like “trancing”,
a form of compulsion that could bend a human’s will to their own.
But taking a life was still a choice, even for full vampires, and
Teren’s family chose not to. Well, most of his family did. His
grandmother had made a couple mistakes in her vampiric youth…and
his great-grandmother, well, she killed because she wanted to. She
killed people that most of society would deem as deserving of such
a death, but still, it was one thing to think that, and quite
another to know it was happening…and who was doing it.

 

Not that I had room to talk anymore. I’d taken a life. It had
been the only way to get us both safely away from our
abductor. It had been survival – us or him – but it haunted me
nonetheless. And, being honest with myself again, I’d struck an
incapacitated man, exposing his blood to the air so my near-death,
starved vampire would eat. I’d made the choice between a madman and
the love of my life. And while the act itself walked my nightmares,
the choice did not. Given the same situation again, I’d choose to
take the same actions. I’d choose Teren Adams every time. No
contest.

 

And I had chosen him…for the rest of my mortal life. We
were engaged. I was going to walk down the aisle and marry this
amazing man, who no longer had a heartbeat. But that fact didn’t
bother me anymore. It was inconsequential. I didn’t know where love
came from, but it didn’t come from that organ. Teren’s may be still
and lifeless, but his love for me truly knew no bounds. We’d do
anything for each other. We already had. I’d killed and Teren had
chosen not to – even though every part of his body had been
screaming at him to take my blood, he’d chosen not to.

 

That was one quirky little side effect of his conversion…hunger.
No, that just isn’t a strong enough word to describe the level of
thirst attacking his body. It wasn’t just that he could use a
little something to eat. No, it was a primal, animalistic need to
devour – to consume everything in his path until he was satiated.
And I’d been forced directly into his path. Yet somehow, somehow
he’d resisted that life or death urge to drink my blood. He’d
refused me…he’d even refused our attacker, instead choosing to die.
Choosing death over taking the life of another. That was my man and
that was why I had no fear of becoming his wife…and the mother of
his children.

 

That was another obstacle that had been placed in our way. He
could only give me a child while he was still human, still
producing human hormones and nutrients that were vital to giving
life, even on the male end of things. I’d resisted his family’s
pressure for us to conceive at first, and really, I don’t think I
could be blamed for that. They’d practically shoved the idea of a
baby down my throat upon our first visit to their home, a sprawling
ranch near the base of Mount Diablo, an “open air pantry” as Teren
referred to it.

 

I’d been angry when I first heard their plan for us. Of course,
the way I’d found out hadn’t exactly been subtle or welcoming. The
idea had practically been an ultimatum – do this or we’ll find
someone else who will.  But Teren and I had only been together
one month at the time and I may have been dating a vampire, but I
wasn’t crazy. I wasn’t having a kid with a virtual stranger, just
because some insistent, black-haired bloodsuckers told me to.

 

I’d broken up with Teren after that. The news, combined with the
fact that he was slated to die within the year, had just been too
much for my sensible head. I couldn’t process it and I’d left him.
That hadn’t lasted long though. The pull I’d felt to him was
entirely too great, and I hadn’t even made it a week before I was
rushing back to his arms. It had taken a couple months after that,
but I’d eventually agreed to have his child. And boy, once we had
agreed to it, we attempted to make it happen with zealotry. Of
course, being under the proverbial gun will do that to you. We’d
only had a few months until he’d be incapable of making a baby, and
we didn’t waste any precious time trying.

 

Even still, we’d thought we’d failed. I hadn’t believed I was
pregnant when the cruel man who’d absconded with us had injected
Teren with some strange liquid he’d created, a liquid that had
forced Teren to change. At that moment, I thought I’d lost Teren,
and any chance of having his baby. But through some miracle, or
maybe fate, I had been pregnant and just not realized it
yet. It was weeks later when Teren had been the first of us to
realize it. In a moment of intimacy, he’d heard the tiny, fast and
fluttery heartbeat with those amazingly perceptive ears of his. He
hadn’t understood at first and the beats had been odd to him, until
he’d understood why. He hadn’t been hearing one heartbeat…he’d been
hearing two. My amazing man had not only managed to knock me up in
time, he’d knocked me up twice.

 

So here I was – a twenty-five year old human girl, hopelessly in
love with a twenty-six year old dead vampire, a fact that no one
besides my sister knew, and getting married within the month to
him, so that I was his wife in every sense of the word before our
vampiric twins arrived - a fact that absolutely no one outside of
his family knew about.

 

 Should be interesting.

 

“Teren?” I loudly called over my shoulder, pushing aside my
sudden flood of memories.

He instantly breezed into the room, a toothbrush in hand and a
disgruntled expression on his face. “You don’t need to yell,
Emma.”

 

I smiled at his irritated look, realizing that he was right. If
I needed to speak with him, I really didn’t have to put much more
effort into it other than just talking as if he were in the room
right beside me, and not where he had been, in the opulent bathroom
adjoining his parents’ “guest” bedroom. Super ears. One of his many
vampiric traits and one that made living in a house full of
vampires feel sort of like we all shared one communal bedroom. Not
exactly an aphrodisiac.

 

“Sorry,” I whispered.

 

He shook his head and smiled at me. “What is it?” he asked,
before sticking the toothbrush back in his mouth and continuing to
brush those pearly, pointy whites. I watched him for a second,
amused that even the undead cared about oral hygiene, and wondering
if he flicked out his super long canines when he brushed. I’d never
seen him do it, but that didn’t mean he didn’t.

 

Remembering what I wanted to talk to him about, I frowned. “Are
you sure about this?” I sat on the edge of the most luxurious
king-sized bed known to man and put my hands back on the satiny
sheets. We’d just gotten up from a recent tumble on those sheets
and hadn’t gotten around to making the bed yet. As Teren’s athletic
body walked around the edge of the bed to sit beside mine, I
briefly considered dragging him down for another tumble on those
sheets, super ears be damned.

 

He sat down beside me, removing his toothbrush and setting it on
the nightstand. Putting a hand on my knee he turned back to me with
a furrowed brow. “What do you mean?” His hand went to my stomach
and his incredible, pale blue eyes followed the movement. His
fingers traced a wide oval over the top of my t-shirt and I smiled
at the look of peace on his face.

 

Since we’d found out I was pregnant a week ago, on Teren’s
birthday, he’d started touching me like this often. He looked
almost reverent whenever he did it. He’d resisted the idea of
having children, of bringing more partial vampires into the world,
but now, I think he was more in love with the idea than I was. And
I was pretty in love. As my eyes dropped to watch his fingers
lovingly caress my soon-to-be expanded stomach, I started to wonder
what our children would look like. Would they have my wavy, brown
hair and light brown eyes, or would they stick to the Adams genes
and have pitch-black hair and startling blue eyes. As I considered
that every child born into Teren’s family had inherited the dark
hair/light eyes combo (along with pointy teeth and a hunger for
plasma), I started to think that the odds were pretty good that
they’d look exactly like Teren. I was completely fine with
that.

 

His calm eyes looked up and swept over my face. “Do you mean
having children…or getting married?” He cocked an eyebrow and
grinned crookedly. “Because, it’s a little late for both. Or so
I’ve been told.”

 

I grinned at the reference to the sort-of ultimatum I’d given
him when I’d found out I was pregnant. In not so many words, I’d
basically told him if I was having his kids, he was putting a ring
on my finger. He’d been fine with that, as I knew he would be. I
lightly smacked his shoulder. He laughed and I frowned,
remembering, yet again, my real question. “No, going back to San
Francisco, going back to work and people and…life.”

 

He leaned back and blinked. “Yeah…why wouldn’t I want to go
back?”

 

I cocked my head at him, giving him an incredulous look.
“Um…because you died?”

 

He gave me a cocky, lopsided grin and I resisted the urge to
pull him on top of me. “It will be fine, Emma.” He laughed and
shook his head. “No one will know my heart isn’t what is keeping me
upright.”

 

I frowned as I considered that, wondering what exactly in his
vampire blood was animating him, but then shoved that
thought aside. It didn’t matter. Something was keeping him here
with me and that’s all I needed to know. I sighed and hoped
rejoining the world was as seamless as he made it sound.

 

His hand left my stomach and came around to my hip, squeezing me
softly.  “You’re stressing…it will be fine.” I sighed again,
knowing he could read my body without me even having to say a word.
My pulse, my sweat, my smell, everything about me gave me away,
especially now, since his already sensitive senses were heightened.
He’d only changed over a few weeks ago, but he’d already gotten
good at honing into my moods, memorizing what the different
indicators meant when combined together. That helped to skip a few
steps when I was ready for some…loving, but it could be a little
annoying when I wanted to stress without him bugging me about
it.

 

He sighed and brought his hand to my cheek. As always, his cool
skin gave me a slight shiver before I adapted to it. “What do you
see when you look at me, Emma?”

 

My lips twisted into a wry grin. “A sexy, baby daddy
corpse.”

 

He rolled his eyes and shook his head, his hand on my cheek
moving to run back through my hair. “If you didn’t know about the
walking dead part.”

 

I laughed and bit my lip as I studied the attractive man beside
me. Finally, I sighed and ran a hand down his chest, his skin cold
to the touch, even through his t-shirt. “I see a smart, successful,
funny, attractive, twenty-something year old man, who nearly glows
with life and vitality.” I cocked my head at him. “You’re quite a
catch.”

 

He chuckled and leaned into me, placing his lips gently on mine.
“You are too,” he whispered, his cool lips brushing against my warm
ones. My heart started beating faster and he smiled wider at
hearing it.  He pulled away, looking satisfied. “It will be
fine.”

 

I frowned, both at the nagging doubt in my head and the absence
of his lips. “But…what are you going to do at work?”

 

Teren worked for Gate magazine, as a writer in the life and
style section. Several San Franciscoans were learning how to enjoy
day-to-day living in the beautiful City by the Bay from a dead man.
I loved the irony in that. He appeared to love it too as an amused
smile lit his face. “Well, I’m going to write fascinating and
entertaining articles about daily life in beautiful San Fran.”

 

 Funny. Teren had a bit of a smartass streak in him, one
that I generally found amusing, but as I was sort of trying to have
an earnest conversation, was currently starting to irritate
me.  He cocked his head and twisted his lips, reading the
emotion on my face. “Everything will be just like it was before we
left, Emma.” He smiled and shrugged his shoulders. “Well, that’s
not entirely true. I may tell everyone that I’m engaged…and about
to be a dad.”

 

I straightened on the bed and grabbed his hand, squeezing it
tight. “No, don’t do that.”

 

He frowned at me and pulled away to look over my rigid posture.
“Why not?” He leaned in, a devilish smile on his face.
“Embarrassed?”

 

A small laugh escaped me against my will and relaxing, I lightly
smacked his chest. “No.” I sighed and laid my head on his shoulder.
“But, they’ll want to shake your hand or something, to congratulate
you.” My hand still enclosed in his tightened even more. I really
didn’t want anyone feeling that cool skin and getting
suspicious.

 

Not sharing my concerns, Teren laughed and I sat up straight to
glare at him. He grinned and shook his head. “So…”

 

I frowned at his still smiling face. “Well, you’re not exactly
room temperature. People are going to notice that.”

 

He frowned too. “I’m not going to be lovingly caressing my
coworkers, Emma. It’s mainly just me alone in an office all day,
writing or researching.”

 

I frowned deeper at another smartass comment interrupting my
semi-serious conversation. “What if they want to do that guy hug
thing?”

 

He raised his eyebrows. “Guy hug thing?” I smacked his shoulder
at the amusement on his face and he continued, ignoring my
physicality. “It’s still winter, I can explain the coldness away
with the weather.” I opened my mouth to object and he raised a
hand, stopping me. “I know, we live in California, it gets warm
here, but, Emma, some people are just naturally cold. It will raise
less suspicion than you think.”

 

I shook my head. “Still, even for a regular human, you’re a cold
man.”

 

He smirked at me and tilted his head at me. “Only on the
outside.”

 

I sighed, remembering how his relaxed attitude about his secret
had gotten us nearly killed before. He looked over my face and
sighed too. “I know, Emma. I’ll be careful. I won’t touch people
more than necessary. I’ll fake breathing. I’ll act completely
human, just like I’ve always tried to.” His hand came back up to my
cheek as my eyes started to water. His getting exposed again scared
me more than I ever thought it was possible to be scared. “I will
be careful.” He shook his head. “But I need this…I need to feel
normal.” He squatted down to look me directly in the eye. “You know
this.”

 

I sniffed, but a tear ran down my cheek anyway. I still had
nightmares of that terrifying man who’d taken us, and what I’d done
to escape him. A part of me never wanted to go back home. A part of
me wanted to stay here, at his parents’ ranch, safely surrounded by
vampires that would die to protect me, and the children inside of
me. And a part of me, wanted to be stronger than the scared little
girl that I was starting to sound like.

 

His thumb brushed away my tear and I exhaled slowly. I nodded
and he leaned in to kiss me again. As he pulled away, one final
objection poured from my mouth, “What if you need to eat?” That was
one thing he definitely couldn’t do around humans.

 

He grinned and shook his head. “I can get food, Emma. And I
don’t need to eat at work. I can wait until I’m home,” his hand
came down to rub my stomach again, “with you.”

 

I bit my lip at the thought of moving in with him as soon as we
got back. That definitely made leaving here a bonus, but yet
another thought struck me and I let it out, knowing it was better
to have my fears verbalized than bottled up inside me. “What if you
have to eat…with humans? A business lunch or
something?”

 

He frowned and turned his head away from me. Maybe he hadn’t
thought about that yet. He didn’t exactly have a functioning
digestive tract anymore. He couldn’t scarf down the bloody steaks
he used to enjoy before his conversion. He stood and ran a hand
through his hair. “Well…” He twisted to look at me still on the
bed, watching him. He gave me a tired smile. “I’ll think of
something.”

 

I sighed, but let it drop. I couldn’t expect him to have all the
answers, but I did expect him to think of all of the questions. My
hand drifted to my stomach, wishing I could hear their heartbeats
like Teren sometimes could, wishing I could feel them move already,
so I’d know they were okay. We had so much more to lose now, we
both needed to be careful.

 

I stood and wrapped my arms around his trim waist. He sighed
contently and pulled me in closer. I had to imagine that to him, I
was sort of a heat source. I probably felt pretty good wrapped
around him. That’s what I liked to think, anyway. I closed my eyes
and laid my head on his silent chest, happy that I could still do
that, happy we were still together, despite all the odds.

 

I leaned up to kiss him, torn yet again on staying here a little
longer (and tossing him down on that impressive bed) or getting
back to the real world. I exhaled lightly as our lips moved
together, the light stubble that he preferred to keep along his jaw
line, wonderfully scratchy against my sensitive skin. It really
wasn’t much of a choice. We had to go back. For one, my “vacation”
time was over. I’d exhausted every amount of paid time off I had,
coming out to the ranch to help Teren through the scary process of
converting. I needed to be back at work tomorrow morning.

 

That will be weird to go back to. I’ve been gone for over six
weeks, just over seven really. From what my friend Tracey had told
me over the phone, my boss had been going through temps like
Kleenex. The most successful one had only made it a week. While it
made me happy that my job at the accounting firm I worked at had
missed me, I was also not looking forward to the mound of work I’d
need to catch up on. I had a feeling I’d need another vacation
soon.

 

Oh well, at least I had a wedding to look forward to planning.
An impromptu wedding. A few weeks away from now wedding.
We’d decided to get married the week before Christmas…which meant I
had just about a month to get everything ready. But, since I did
have a household of eager vampires waiting to help out, I was
pretty sure it would go smoothly. Well, the planning anyway, I was
still a little unsure of the actual ceremony. My family and a few
close friends would be staying at the ranch for the wedding
weekend. The ranch of mixed-vampires and that one impertinent full
vampire. She was the one I was most worried about. Halina.

 

As Teren’s kiss intensified, his cool hands slipping under my
shirt and running up my bare back, I worried about the eldest
vampire being in proximity to people close to me.  I wasn’t
worried that she would hurt them, I was pretty sure she’d be on a
tight leash, well, as tight a leash as you can keep on a vampire,
but I was fairly certain she’d get a huge kick out of scaring the
crap out of all of them. She immensely enjoyed intimidating people,
and she sure intimidated the heck out of me.

 

And how would the vampires eat while my family was here? They
usually sat at the table with Teren’s human father, Jack, and drank
blood from a carafe that kept it warm. They couldn’t exactly do
that with my mom and friends in the room. Especially since the
tiniest amount of blood on their tongues made their fangs drop
down. That was kind of a clue that even my mom would pick up
on.

 

So, if eating at the table was out, I guess they’d be roaming
the countryside for food, picking off some of their cattle in the
farthest away fields. I felt a little bad about making them have to
do that, although, it probably wasn’t too big a deal for them. Even
if Teren liked to deny it, all the vamps had an instinct to hunt,
buried deep inside them. I’d seen them all do it, the night of
Teren’s conversion. Sure, they’d been hunting stupid cattle that
hadn’t even moved, but the look on their faces as they circled and
attacked, well, it had been terrifying and exhilarating to
watch.

 

Abruptly Teren pulled away from my mouth, his cool tongue
breaking apart from mine. At the absence of his caress, my head
snapped back to what we were currently doing. He twisted his lips
and cocked an eyebrow at me. “Am I…bothering you?” he asked,
annoyance and amusement in his voice.

 

I laughed and pulled him tighter, shaking my head. “No, I’m
sorry. Just…being reflective today.”

 

He sighed as he looked me over; the crystal-clear blueness of
his eyes in stark contrast to the darkness of his hair. “You’re
really still worried? Don’t you want to be home?”

 

He looked down at the floor, to where I’m assuming his mother
was, and then across the hall, to where I knew his grandmother was
hiding out the daylight. Another vamp trait, or maybe it was just
an Adams trait - they could all sense each other. It was more
profound the closer they got, and while he stayed in the same house
as them, he always knew exactly what rooms they were in. It came in
handy sometimes, like when I needed to know where he was on this
massive ranch – I only had to find the closest vamp and they could
point me in the right direction. It also came in handy if say, we
were kidnapped and driven to the middle of nowhere and I needed to
drive us back to this ranch, only I had no clue where it was. Yeah,
unfortunately, it also came in handy that way too.

 

Teren’s eyes came back to mine. “Wouldn’t you like to be
somewhere…more private?”

 

My arms around his waist tightened and I sighed contentedly this
time. “Yes, I would. I know…I’m stressing. It will be fine.”

 

He kissed my nose. “Yes, it will be.” He released me and grabbed
our bags, tossing them on the bed and starting the process of
packing…and it was a process, I’d brought a lot of stuff with me.
Over his shoulder he tossed, “Besides, it’s not like I’m going to
be letting the guys at work lovingly rest their heads against my
chest.” He turned and grinned back at me.

 

I smirked. “Funny. You better not let any of the women at work
do that either.” I raised an eyebrow at him and then playfully
walked up and smacked his ass.

 

He fully turned to me, his fangs dropping down as he did.
“Careful, human.” His eyes flicked up and down me in a way that
made my flesh heat, even standing a foot apart like we were. He
cocked his head, listening to my heart start to beat faster. He
looked so strong and powerful and just plain sexy, all vamped out
like that, and I couldn’t help but get a little turned on watching
him. Of course, the pregnancy hormones flooding through my body may
have had something to do with that too. He closed his eyes and
inhaled. “Oh, Emma…we really should get going.”

 

He opened his eyes and I could clearly see the passion in them,
it made my breath quicker. “Maybe you should go wait downstairs
with my mom. I’m sure she’d love to make you something to eat.”

 

I smiled at his reaction to my reaction; we were both feeding
each other’s desires. “Maybe I’m not hungry for food just yet. Are
you?” I stepped up to him, pressing my entire body along the length
of his. He sucked in a quick (and unnecessary) breath as our parts
lined up.

 

Slowly, and with a level of seductiveness that would have made
any stripper proud, I pulled down the loose neckline of my shirt.
It was stretchy enough that I successfully pulled it off my
shoulder. I was talented enough that I grabbed my bra strap with
it. Teren eyed my bare shoulder with a passion derived from two
instincts – the need to eat and the need to have sex. I lifted my
shoulder to him, encouraging both.

 

A low growl came from deep in his chest, sending an ache
straight through me. His eyes flicked to mine and he bared his
teeth slightly, the edge of his lips curling into a self-assured
smile. I felt the heat flood through me and I was pretty sure if he
didn’t put his hands on me soon, I might explode. Finally, one came
around to my backside, pulling me even tighter to his oh-so-ready
body. The other, came to the corner of my shirt, pulling it back
farther. Then his lips lowered to my skin. Then his teeth pierced
the flesh. Then he groaned deep and sucked hard, his hands pulling
me against him. That was when I groaned and decided every thought
in my head could wait until later…much later.

 

When our second tumble for the day on those sheets was finished,
and I was spent and satisfied, I laid my head on his chest, hearing
the echo of my still surging heartbeat through his skin. As his
skin was slightly warmer after so much prolonged contact with mine,
it was almost like he was alive again. I smiled as I listened to
the reverberation. He sighed and stroked my hair, equally spent,
but having no physical sign of exhaustion with him. I peeked up at
his face, memorizing the soft, satisfied smile as he lay with his
eyes closed. I rubbed a trace amount of blood off his lip, noting
and immediately disregarding the slight ache in my shoulder. So
worth it.

 

He smiled wider at my touch and kissed my fingers before they
pulled away. I traced a lazy circular pattern in his chest as I
debated getting up and getting ready for the day…again. I stretched
in the silky sheets and debated staying in this bed…forever.
Eventually he opened his eyes and stirred, seemingly torn as
well.

 

I grinned and propped my elbows on his chest, holding him down,
symbolically, if not physically. Physically, I had been no match
for his strength before his changeover. Now, my gesture was as
meaningless as a fly trying to hold down a horse. He stayed on his
back and smiled up at me however, willing to play the role of
captive, if only for me.

 

I cocked my head, my long hair brushing over his bare skin. “Do
you feel different?”

 

He chuckled and tucked a piece of hair around my ear. “Yes. Now
I feel tired…and very satisfied.” He practically purred those last
words and a shiver went through me that had nothing to do with his
other hand resting on the small of my back.

 

I playfully smacked his shoulder. “I wasn’t talking about the
sex, smartass. I was talking about your conversion. Do you feel
different, now that you’re dead?”

 

He chuckled at my reaction, knowing full well what I’d been
talking about all along. Biting his lip, he looked up at the
ceiling, his face more serious. “Actually, I do.” He lightly shook
his head before bringing his eyes back to mine. “I wasn’t expecting
that, but, I feel…” he shrugged his shoulders, “more alive.”

 

My face scrunched into a confused look and he chuckled again. “I
know, that sounds weird. But, it’s true. I feel everything around
me more intensely.” His eyes looked past me as he examined the
world in a way I’d never really be able to. “I can differentiate
every separate particle of the air. I can see colors I didn’t even
know existed before. I can hear sounds that have never been
audible.”  His eyes came back to mine. “And I can taste…” he
inhaled and closed his eyes, “everything.” He opened them and gazed
at me with a look of wonder on his face. “You wouldn’t believe how
beautiful the world is like this, Emma.”

 

He looked around the room again as I stroked his chest and tried
to grasp how he saw the world, how he saw me. How odd that a being
no longer living in the world, would feel more connected to it. I
felt a little like old technology compared to him, like how a black
and white TV must feel when it’s placed beside an HD flat screen,
if inanimate objects had feelings, of course.

 

 He sighed and shook his head. “It’s strange. It’s like the
senses swap around with each other. Like I can taste sound and hear
color, and touch emotion.” His eyes came back to mine, wistfully.
“I wish you could experience this.”

 

I sighed and sank my chin to his chest. Sometimes I wished that
too, but there was just no guaranteed way to make me a partial
vampire like him, and giving up all of my humanity, and having to
live in shadows and darkness, just wasn’t something I was willing
to do. Plus, I couldn’t right now anyway. Not with two lives inside
of me, depending on my still beating heart to keep them alive and
nourished.

 

I kissed his cooling skin, feeling the hard muscle encased
beneath it. Laying my cheek down on that solid chest, I smiled up
at him. “I’ll just have to experience you. That’s enough.” He
smiled and kissed my forehead.

 

Eventually we did pick ourselves up and keep our hands off each
other long enough to get all our stuff together.  Hand in
hand, we walked down an elaborate dual staircase, the kind of
staircase that debutantes would be paraded down as they were
announced to the world. The seemingly simple living vampires had a
taste for the finer side of life. That made me smile, but I sort of
understood it. In a way, Teren’s family was kind of recluses,
keeping to themselves and away from almost everyone else. If I
never really left my home, I’d want it to be the best home money
could buy too.

 

Smiling at each other, we walked into a sunny and bright with
life dining room. Teren’s father, Jack, was sipping his coffee at
the table and reading a paper. He looked up at us when we entered
the room. “Morning, kids. Just get up?”

 

I blushed faintly, knowing that Jack was the only one awake in
the house not aware of how long Teren and I had been “up” and
nodded in response. Teren chuckled and squeezed my hand, pulling
out a chair for me with his other one.

 

Jack smiled at his son’s gallantry and then went back to
drinking his coffee, happily oblivious to our bedroom antics. I
loved that about Jack and felt even closer to the man I considered
a father figure in my life as well. He didn’t look much like Teren,
what with his brown but graying hair and warm brown eyes, but he
was as warm and gentlemanly as his son, and Teren’s manners were no
great surprise after spending a little time around his role
model.

 

Teren kissed my neck but didn’t join me at the table. He usually
didn’t, not since he’d stopped eating. Being around food didn’t
bother him or anything, he just usually took the time while I was
eating breakfast to visit with his mother or his grandmother, since
just sitting there and watching me eat was a little boring.

 

I hadn’t been seated for more than ten seconds before Teren’s
mother, Alanna, whisked out of the kitchen with a plate of food for
me. She loved playing hostess and since she’d lost a human to feed
when Teren died, I think she’d started making up for it by piling
on the food for me. Even before she’d known I was expecting, she’d
piled on the food, and now that she did know about it, that habit
had gotten even worse and the plate before me was mammoth, loaded
high with pancakes and a rich-looking molasses syrup. A mound of
fresh fruit and about three sides of bacon made up the rest of the
platter-sized plate. I knew better than to object though.

 

“Thank you, Al…Mom.” Alanna had insisted I treat her like family
from day one. It was still an odd thing to do, but I was trying. I
suppose it would feel more natural once we shared a common last
name.

 

Alanna gave me a brilliant smile, her exact same shade of blue
eyes as Teren, catching a shaft of morning light and sparkling in
the rays. The sun didn’t bother her, too much. She could be in it
for short periods of time with no adverse consequences, unlike the
other women. Teren’s grandmother could tolerate being in a hazy
with light room, but, although she wouldn’t die from direct
exposure, sunlight certainly hurt her. Halina, on the other hand,
would fry to a crisp. She couldn’t even be in a room with rays of
light and stayed holed up in her underground lair until sundown.
One of the downsides of vampirism. And one that faded with each
mixed generation. It made me obscenely happy that our children
would get to play in the park in the afternoons, just like all the
other kids. I wanted to give them as normal a life as possible. I
understood Teren’s need to be like everyone else, so much better
now.

 

Alanna swished over to her son’s side, locking her arm around
his. Her long, black hair was free down her back except for two
long strands in front that were pulled back from her face. Her
black as night hair also perfectly matched her son’s and as Teren
smiled down at her, I could sense the deep connection they had. It
was more than just a close mother/son bond. It was a species bond
as well. Alanna completely understood her son, because she was
exactly like him. She knew what it felt like to changeover. She
understood his thirst. She shared his desire to keep their secret
hidden. She saw the world in the same amazing way he did.

 

Their bond was so tight, I suppose it would make an ordinary
wife-to-be jealous. I suppose I wasn’t ordinary though. For me, it
lightened my heart. I knew I wouldn’t be a part of Teren’s life
forever, not with how long he could potentially live, and I wanted
him to have strong bonds with other people, especially other people
with an equally long lifespan. I didn’t want him to be
alone…ever.

 

Which meant I also had to be peacekeeper sometimes. For, as
close as they were, Alanna and Teren were also a lot alike, and
that meant they occasionally butted heads. Usually, it was because
Alanna was trying to protect him, and he didn’t feel like he needed
to be. I tended to agree with Alanna; Teren could be a stubborn ass
sometimes.

 

Looking up at him, Alanna spoke a phrase in another language.
All the vampires could speak Russian, something Halina had taught
them. She’d been born and raised there, having moved out here as a
little girl. I guess it had pleased her to keep her native tongue
alive, and she’d taught her daughter who had taught Alanna, who in
turn taught Teren. Jack had told me he could pick out certain words
and phrases, but foreign languages weren’t as easy for him to grasp
as it was for the vampires, and he’d never really felt the need to
learn it. “Let them have their secret language,” he’d jokingly told
me once.

 

Not liking secrets, I was determined to be fluent in the
complicated sounding language. I’d been picking up words and
phrases as well, and from what I could tell, Alanna had just told
her son “good morning” and then something that included the word
“blood”. I’d picked up that one early on, as they talked about
blood a lot, for obvious reasons. He nodded at her and I figured
she was just being a mom and letting him know there was food in the
fridge, if he wanted some. Some things never change, regardless of
species.

 

Turning back to my plate, suddenly ravenous, I picked up my fork
and started, in a very unladylike way, shoving forkfuls of pancake
into my mouth. Teren behind me chuckled and bent down to kiss my
chipmunk-like full cheek. “You’re hungry now, I see,” he
whispered in my ear.

 

I choked on my food, knowing his mom had just heard that…and
knew exactly what he meant by it. I shot him a glare, my still full
cheeks feeling hot. He gave me an innocent expression and I heard
Alanna lightly laugh as she walked over to give Jack a kiss. Jack
looked up at her laughter, but not understanding it, went back to
reading his paper. I took the opportunity to smack Teren in the
thigh.

 

He swiftly kissed my cheek again. “I’m going to get a little
snack.” He gave me a not so innocent look. “I find myself
completely drained this morning.”

 

I rolled my eyes and shook my head as he laughed again and
turned to walk into the adjoining kitchen. I watched him leave, his
body as lean, muscular and appealing in his worn-in jeans and long
sleeve t-shirt, as it had been completely bare, and thought about
him drinking in there. It didn’t bother me like it used to.
Obviously, since I let him do it from me, but, I did worry about
him getting enough to eat when we went back home. I knew he’d never
hurt anyone, his will power had been tested to the extremes a few
weeks ago and he’d proven without a shadow of a doubt that he had
an extraordinary level of control, but, I didn’t want him to go
hungry. I was a mom now too. Well, almost. But those instincts were
there and I didn’t want him to suffer. It’s not like we’d be living
on a ranch with plenty of opportunities for him to feed. He’d
pretty much have to rely on buying small livestock at farmer’s
markets. He’d be eating a lot of chickens.

 

I focused back on my plate and tried not to worry about it. He
could always run out here if he got really hungry. The ranch was
about an hour from our home - in a car. On foot, Teren could
probably make it in fifteen. 

 

Teren was still in the kitchen, and I was halfway though my
massive stack of cakes, when something weird happened to me. My
stomach started to churn. I set my fork down and pressed a hand on
my belly. A horrible, familiar sensation swept through me and I
stood up. My head started to swim as well and I started to panic a
little bit.

 

I knew the sensation rising in my stomach and throat – every
person over the age of four recognizes it. My stomach was calling a
halt to the act of eating, and was now going to “evacuate the
pool”, so to speak. I looked around, my hand coming up to my mouth
to clasp it shut. My mind could only comprehend ‘I don’t feel
good’, and I couldn’t think past that, to where the damn bathroom
was in this massive home. Suddenly getting scared that I’d lose it
on the expensive looking dining room table, I started backing
up…and lightly crying.

 

Jack had just started to look up at me, when Teren instantly
blurred into the room. His fangs were still out, his teeth slightly
red from his breakfast, and his face extremely concerned. “Emma?” I
knew he could sense my body’s discomfort, but wouldn’t know why. He
looked a little terrified.

 

“Bathroom,” I squeaked out under my hand. He heard and
understood, picking me up and sweeping me down the hall to the
other end of the house, where a bathroom fit for a queen was
situated. I barely had time to note the stale air of a room that
obviously was hardly ever used, before I dashed to the bowl and
nosily launched my entire stomach contents into it.

 

Teren’s cool hands came up to my back, feeling like heaven-sent
icepacks on my suddenly overheated skin. He pulled aside my hair as
I amazingly lost it again, and then he cupped my cheek, cleaning me
off with a towel he’d grabbed at some point.

 

“Thanks,” I muttered, as I leaned my face into his cool,
wonderful skin.

 

“You alright?” The concern was thick in his voice and I opened
my eyes to look at him. He sat on his knees beside me, looking like
he wished he could do more for me. I understood feeling helpless, I
had certainly felt that when he’d been horribly injured. Of course,
that had been much more serious than morning sickness.

 

I smiled as my stomach settled and slung my arms around his cool
neck, straddling his lap. His arms held me tight and I relaxed into
the calming coolness. “Morning sickness,” I whispered, loving those
words and hating them at the same time. I didn’t enjoy throwing up,
but I did enjoy the reason I was throwing up. I looked up
at him and grinned. “I don’t think the kids like pancakes.”

 

He laughed and kissed my forehead, squeezing me a little tighter
than he usually did. I must have looked pretty horrible, he still
seemed pretty worried. “I’m fine, Teren…all normal pregnancy
stuff.”

 

He rested his head against mine and nodded. “I know…I still
worry about you though.”

 

I pulled back and put a hand on his cheek, understanding that as
well. I constantly worried about him. “I know.”

 

He helped me stand and as we opened the elaborate door handle of
the marble and gold leaf decorated room I’d just spewed in, Alanna
stepped into the doorway with Teren’s grandmother, Imogen, right
behind her, cringing a bit in the too bright for her sunlight.

 

I smiled tiredly at their show of concern. “I’m fine,” I
immediately said, feeling a little stupid at everyone jumping up
because I got sick. “Imogen, go rest upstairs, please. You
shouldn’t be down here. I’m fine, really.”

 

Imogen didn’t look to buy my bravado. “Are you sure, dear? Is
there anything we can do for you?” She wrung her hands as her face
winced. The light in the hallway had been subdued with heavy
curtains, most likely thanks to Alanna, but it was still causing
the vampire pain.

 

To reassure her, and a nervous looking Alanna beside her, I
quickly muttered that I was fine again and threw on a tired smile.
With Teren supporting my elbow and helping me walk through the
door, like I was partially invalid, I thought I probably looked
pretty pathetic. Wanting them to feel okay about me, I straightened
and stepped away from him. He made to reach for me, but I gave him
a warning glance. He understood and let me be, knowing I was no
damsel in distress that needed my hand held because I’d gotten a
little woozy.

 

Alanna and Imogen looked a little better as I walked as
confidently from the room as I could, but I was feeling a little
dehydrated and my hands shook a bit. They both followed me back to
the dining room, Alanna darkening the room for her mom and Jack
looking up at the assemblage parading me back to the table, most
likely wondering what all the fuss was about. While I went from
standing to sitting, Alanna swept away my plate and came back with
a tall glass of water. I downed it, wishing they’d all stop
worrying, but understanding why they were. What I carried was
important, as important as a child was to anyone, but also
important, because I carried the last of their line. Teren’s dead
body could no longer contribute to the making of new life, and
these children would be the last I ever carried of his, the last I
ever carried, period. If I lost them…

 

I couldn’t even think about that.

 

After my water, my color came back and with reassuring pats and
belly rubs, the vampire women finally left me alone. Teren squatted
in front of me, his hands on my cheeks again as his sky blue eyes
searched mine. “Let’s go home,” he whispered. I nodded into his
hands, thinking that was the best plan I’d heard all
morning. 










Chapter 2
Back to the Real World


After a couple more large glasses of
water, followed by a couple more visits to that impressive bathroom
- the regular kinds of visits, not the upchuck kind - I felt like
myself again. Teren stuck close to my side, his eyes rarely leaving
me. The concerned look in his brow never really left him either,
even when I sat at the table, making small talk with his father,
both of us laughing over one of Teren’s childhood tales.

 

A few minutes later, he excused himself to pack the car. A
couple of minutes after that, when he was done, he came back for
me, insisting that he should take me home so I could rest. I rolled
my eyes and smirked at him, since I felt one hundred percent fine,
but grudgingly agreed, since I did have unpacking and washing and
mail and bills and phone calls and ugh…maybe I would just
lie on the couch.

 

With swift hugs for Jack, Alanna and Imogen, and apologies that
we couldn’t stay to say goodbye to a sleeping Halina, we made our
way to Teren’s Prius and began the bumpy journey down their super
long gravel driveway.

 

It felt odd to be leaving, especially since I hadn’t even been
in a car in nearly two months. I flashed on the last time I’d been
in a car, Teren’s car even, but immediately pushed it aside. I
didn’t want to connect Teren’s vehicle to that awful event. I
didn’t want to be reminded of it every time we went somewhere.

 

As we pulled onto the highway that led home, I sighed contently
and put my hand on Teren’s thigh. He placed his hand over mine and
laced our fingers together. Even though the move was a tender one,
I felt the rigid way he held my hand. If I didn’t know any better,
I’d say it was almost protective, or possessive.

 

I brought my other hand over to lay it on top of his, making a
Teren hand-sandwich. “You alright?” I asked as I clamped our skin
together.

 

He looked over at me, a tight smile on his lips. “Sure, I’m
fine.”

 

As he looked back to the road, I could see the tension in his
jaw and neck; whatever he really was, it was not ‘fine’.
“Teren…”

 

My tone clearly indicated that I didn’t buy his answer and
wanted the truth. He sighed and looked over at me again. His eyes
watered as he stared at me and I scrunched my brow at seeing his
emotion start to bubble up. He shook his head, just a little. “What
if something happens to you?”

 

I scrunched my brow even further, not making the conversational
leap with him. Seeing my confusion he explained himself better, his
eyes drifting back to the road, still looking sad and worried.
“Pregnancy is hard…some women don’t make it…”

 

Understanding, my hand went to his cheek, bringing his eyes back
to mine. Knowing his vampiric reflexes could handle driving without
both eyes on the road, I made him meet my gaze. “I will be fine.
This morning was completely normal.” I couldn’t help but note the
contradiction of me now assuring him that everything was fine, now
that we were talking about my safety and not his. Things were
different when your concern was for another’s life, and not your
own.

 

He nodded, shaking his head free from my grasp and looking away
from me again, towards the road that he knew so well, he could
probably drive it blindfolded. “I know, Emma. I know today was
fine…but what about tomorrow, or the next day?” He shook his head
and looked back at me. “There’s so much that can go wrong, and I
can’t… If I lose…” He stopped talking and swallowed painfully, his
eyes darting to my stomach and then back up to me.

 

I swallowed back my own emotion and leaned over to kiss his
neck. “I know, Teren. I know.” He was terrified of losing any of
us. That’s the downside of loving someone so much. You throw your
heart out there and hope nothing will yank it away and tear it into
shreds. He couldn’t predict what would happen to me, and he was
right, pregnancy wasn’t always a cause for celebration…sometimes
pregnancies ended badly. But you couldn’t go through life waiting
for bad things to happen. I’m pretty sure that’s how people go mad.
I also noted the contradiction in that, and made a mental note to
not worry about Teren being exposed so much. Well, I’d try not
to.

 

I rested my head on his shoulder. “Today I’m fine, Teren. Today,
we’re all fine.” I sighed and felt him nod and sigh as well. That’s
all we had to go on, all any of us had to go on…and it was
enough.

 

Before I knew it, we were back at my adorably cute, slim home.
It was a Victorian townhouse. One of those that wedged right up to
its neighbor’s, so you could easily walk across all the roofs, if
you were so inclined. It had been my grandmother’s home and she’d
left it to my mom when she’d passed away. Mom had kept it, for the
investment and the sentiment, and I rented it from her at an
outstandingly good rate. It was blue with cute white shutters and a
perfectly charming red door. I’d sort of miss it when I eventually
moved in with Teren.

 

He helped me bring in all my stuff and even ran a load of
laundry for me while I put the clean clothes away. As I smiled,
listening to him bustle around downstairs in my laundry room, I
thought he was a pretty amazing boyfriend and would surely be an
equally amazing husband. Feeling content and happy, and not worried
for once, I whispered, “I love you, you know.”

 

Just as I was putting away my last pair of just slightly soiled
boots, he breezed into my doorway. His cool arms slipped around my
waist and a rough chin lightly scraped against my skin, as he
rested his head in the crook of my neck. “I love you too, you
know.”

 

I grinned, a small laugh escaping me, and twisted in his arms.
Looking over his handsome face, a small frown came to my lips. “I’m
going to miss you.”

 

He frowned as well, as he tried to understand what I meant.
“Miss me? Am I going somewhere?”

 

A crooked grin came to my mouth, but then I sighed and ran my
hands down his shirt. “Yes, you’re going home, to get ready to go
back to work.”

 

He tilted his head as he processed that. “Yeah, I suppose I
should.” He lightly shook his head. “You’re not coming with
me?”

 

I bit my lip at seeing the clear disappointment on his face. It
was deeply endearing how much he obviously wanted me with him. I
sighed though and shook my head. “I can’t. I should get ready
too…and I’ve got a lot of stuff around here to catch up on.”

 

He looked around my bedroom, his eyes focused beyond the walls.
He was probably thinking about all the things he had to catch up on
as well, including picking up his pup from my mom’s house. Thinking
about that, I put a hand to his cheek, bringing his attention back
to me. “I could come with you to pick up Spike though? Divert my
mom’s attention, in case she wants to hug and kiss you to death.” I
laughed at my joke and grinned as I thought about seeing my mom and
sister again. I’d talked to them often, but hadn’t actually seen
them in awhile.

 

He grinned and ran a finger down my cheek. “Actually, I talked
with your mom before we left.” He lightly chuckled and shook his
head. “She asked if she could keep Spike until we all got together
for dinner on Tuesday. I think she’s fallen for him.” He winked at
me after he said that.

 

I laughed and then leaned back in his arms as that sank in.
“Dinner? Tuesday?”  Mom, my sister Ashley, and I, all got
together for weekly dinners at a local café that we really loved.
We’d been doing it for years and once Teren and I had started
getting serious, he’d joined the party.

 

He nodded and tilted his head. “Yeah…she assumed the Tuesday
night dinners would continue, once you got back.” He narrowed his
eyes at me, his brow furrowing a bit while he studied my reaction.
“I assumed they would too…was I wrong?”

 

I shook my head, clearing my expression. “No, no of course we’ll
start doing that again. I just…” I looked up at him. “What are you
going to do?”

 

He looked down to the floor, his arms around my waist tightening
slightly while he considered his options. Finally, he lifted his
head and sighed. With a shrug he said, “I guess I’ll be running
late at work, and join you just after dessert.”

 

I stared at his face for a moment, a sudden sadness hitting me
that we couldn’t have a normal, happy meal with my family, not if
he’d just be sitting there and watching everyone else eat. How
would we explain that? I brought a hand up to his face and he
closed his eyes at the contact, leaning into the warmth of my skin.
“That won’t work forever, Teren.”

 

He opened his eyes and sighed. “I know.”

 

He both stared at each for a moment longer and then he leaned in
to give me a goodbye kiss. I allowed myself to get lost in it, to
forget the downside of dating a vampire and remember that there
were advantages too. And Teren made forgetting pretty easy – he was
an unbelievable kisser. His mouth and tongue could do things that I
was beginning to believe were part of his supernatural ability, for
no human I’d ever kissed had made me feel it through every cell in
my body. As my fingers were sliding through his thick hair and the
backs of my legs were bumping up against my bed, he started
chuckling. I broke contact with him, a little surprised to find my
heart was racing and my breath was noticeably faster. Like I said,
great kisser.

 

His hands came up to cup my cheeks, gently pushing me back from
where I’d been attempting to find those lips again. “I should get
going.” He chuckled again, his eyes sweeping over my room. “Let,
you get to work on your affairs.”

 

My body could have cared less about my affairs and I knew he was
completely aware of that. I tried to kiss him again, but he held me
back, a smug look on his face. I sighed irritably and pulled away.
“Fine.”  Using all my willpower to step away from him, I gave
him a scathing glare. “You don’t play fair.”

 

He laughed and reached out for me. I ignored the gesture.
Smirking at me, he shook his head and walked over to give me a
platonic kiss on the cheek. In my ear he whispered, “You drive me
crazy, every second of every day. You have no idea how much I’ll be
missing you tonight.” He stepped into me, his body pressing against
my side. I closed my eyes and held my breath. His breath, cool on
my ear and neck, gave me delightful shivers. “If I can make you
feel, just once, what I feel constantly…well, I think that’s very
fair.”

 

His lips had just closed around my ear lobe when I groaned and
turned my head to find him. But he wasn’t there. Feeling like my
head and body were in some weird, semi-drugged state, I blinked and
looked around my empty bedroom. Faintly, I could hear laughing
coming from downstairs and then my front door opening.

 

“Jerk!” I yelled through the open door where my honey had just
blurred away, leaving me all riled up and alone. Only soft
chuckling answered me as my front door closed.

 

I sighed and shook my head as I heard the electric hum of his
car pulling away. Sighing yet again, I decided forgoing all the
things on my to-do list and doing the one thing my body really
wanted now. I took a bath.

 

Monday morning began with me fighting the urge to throw my alarm
clock across the room. It had been a long time since I’d needed to
use one. While Teren’s and my time on the ranch wasn’t exactly Club
Med, it had been a true vacation in the sense that we hadn’t needed
to be awake at a certain hour. We’d usually woken at breakfast
time, so I could partake in Alanna’s wonderful cooking, but it had
been a leisurely, relaxing wakeup. Not the jarring,
forced-from-sleep annoyance that was an alarm going off by my
ear.

 

Grunting some sort of nonverbal objection, I turned it off and
stood up to get ready for the day. I dusted off and got into my
work clothes, a nice formfitting pantsuit with an adorably fitted
jacket, and curled my wavy hair, leaving it loose around my
shoulders. With a nice pair of heels and my jacket open, showing
off my deep cut, lacy top (which was about as sexy as I could dress
at work, without getting a warning from the HR department), I
grabbed a quick breakfast and hopped into my cute little yellow VW
bug. I smiled as I drove it to work; I’d missed my cheery little
car.

 

I started feeling a little less cheery as I pulled into the
parking lot and my stomach started questioning my meal choice. I
sat in my car, breathing slowly and carefully through my mouth. I
prayed for my stomach to settle down and accept the food I’d given
it. Seriously…we needed to work together on this, or this pregnancy
was going to be a long one.

 

Finally, my body agreed with my head and the nausea passed. With
one last quick exhale, I slapped on my professional face and headed
for the doors. I was assaulted long before I ever got to my
cubicle. A striking blonde squealed and wrapped her arms around me.
The sudden movement jarred me back a step and my stomach firmly
objected the quick shift in direction.

 

As my face surely went through several shades of green, I hugged
the woman hugging me for dear life, praying yet again, not to lose
it. The beautiful woman pulled away from me, a happy glow on her
pixyish face. “Emma! God, we’ve missed you. How was your
vacation?”

 

I breathed as nonchalantly as I could through my mouth, as I
quickly threw on a bright smile. “It was great, Tracey. How were
things here?”

 

She tossed her hand out in a casual manner. “Oh, the same.” We
continued down the aisle way to my office, my stomach relaxing into
normalcy as we walked and Tracey subtly pointing at various people
that we worked with. “Stressed over a bad investment. Wife had a
baby last week. Bitchy…just ‘cuz. Having an affair…” she pointed at
a petite brunette and then looked around until she spotted a
middle-aged man near the break room, “with him.” She turned back to
me and barely contained a giggle. “I totally heard them going at it
in the supply closet last week.”

 

I quickly looked away from the woman as she met eyes with me,
shaking my head at Tracey and her stream of gossip. As we reached
my home away from home, she leaned against my wall. “How is Teren’s
dad?” Her face turned down into a perfect frown.

 

I turned into my office here at Sampson, Neilson and Peterson,
and opened the bottom drawer of my desk to shove my still pretty
full purse in it. I hadn’t gotten any better at not carrying my
life around with me. I smiled at Tracey’s question, as I
straightened and turned back to her. Teren’s dad falling ill was
the excuse we’d given everybody for our extended time away. It had
worked pretty well as a reason for Teren to be gone for such a long
time. I mean, it wasn’t like we could tell everyone that Teren was
dying and reanimating, and he’d needed to be away from innocent
people when he did it.

 

“He’s…as good as new.” I shrugged my shoulders as Tracey smiled.
“You’d never even know that anything had ever been wrong with him.”
I started to giggle a little, as I thought of Teren and not his
dad. You really wouldn’t know he’d passed away, at least, not by
looking at him. Tracey cocked her head at my seemingly
inappropriate laugh, but didn’t say anything. I had a habit of
laughing at odd times and my friends were just used to that about
me.

 

“That’s great, Emma. Tell Teren I’m glad his dad is
alright.”

 

A loud throat clearing behind Tracey shifted both of our
attentions that way.  Behind her was a large, dowdy looking
woman who always reminded me of an unpleasant version of a fifties
sitcom wife. She always dressed in long skirts and shapeless
blouses and even had a large string of pearls around her plump
neck. Her brown hair, that had mostly turned gray ages ago, was
always pulled into a tight, unforgiving bun that complimented her
general attitude. She tended to have a perpetual scowl, and seemed
to look at everyone as if they were doing something
inappropriate. 

 

Clarice. She was unfortunately my boss, and was currently
looking at Tracey with undisguised malice. She was not Tracey’s
boss. “Don’t you have somewhere to be?” she grumbled to her.

 

Tracey grinned back at me. “Have fun. Glad your back.” She
smirked at Clarice and then left me alone with the sour woman.

 

“So, you remembered where the building was. Kudos.” She handed
me what had to be a two foot stack of paperwork. As I grabbed it,
she pointed to an equally large stack of papers already sitting on
my desk. “These are all new clients that came in while you were
gone.” Her flat lips sort of turned up into a grin. “Familiarize
yourself, and get them all entered into the system.”

 

And with that, she turned and left. No, we missed you, welcome
back. No, did you have a good time. No, did everything turn out
okay? No, did your boyfriend knock you up while you were gone?
Nope, nothing but professionalism from Clarice.

 

I sighed and sat down, adding the large stack to the stack
already there. I knew coming back would be a lot of work, but,
damn. The accounting firm I worked at was an up and coming one and
it seemed like they’d taken off, right as I’d left. As I started
sifting through the paperwork, I hoped I’d run into an interesting
file – maybe a celebrity or socialite or something.

 

Just as I was wondering how Teren was fairing at his first day
back at the magazine, I heard my phone buzzing in my purse. Clarice
tended to frown on cell phones at the desk, but quickly looking
into her office directly across from mine and seeing her absent,
most likely helping her boss, Mr. Peterson, I took advantage and
opened the drawer to rifle through my bag and find it.

 

Pulling out my cutely pink flip phone, I saw a text from Teren.
‘Miss you. How’s it going?’

 

I glanced up at her office again and then quickly typed back a
response. ‘Miss you too. I’m drowning in paperwork.
You?’

 

My phone buzzed in my hand, a second after I’d hit send.
‘Good, just finished my article. No fondling yet.’ I
smiled and shook my head, both at the fact that he’d already
whipped out an article, and that he was still teasing me about my
admittedly overcautious fears. Just as I was about to respond, my
phone buzzed again. ‘Are you coming over tonight? I can’t sleep
alone again.’

 

I quietly giggled at that and bit my lip, only responding with,
‘Yes.’

 

His response was again a quick one, and I smiled at the image of
him sitting at his desk and speed typing messages to me. ‘Good,
I missed you…and the kids. Anymore sickness?’

 

I sighed at his loving concern for me. ‘No…almost threw up
on Tracey, but luckily didn’t. She wishes your dad well.’

 

I pictured him laughing at my answer as his reply flashed on my
phone. ‘I would have loved to hear how you’d explain away
ralphing on her. I’m glad you’re okay. I’ll add Tracey’s wishes to
my coworkers. My dad will get a big head, with how much sympathy
he’s been receiving today.’

 

I sighed happily as I thought of my tall, dark and sort of
dreamy, undead man. Just as I was going to tell him I should get
back to work, the phone buzzed again. ‘So…what are you
wearing?’

 

I laughed out loud to that and was startled to almost
incontinence when a stack of even more papers slapped down on my
desk. Breathing heavier, I raised my eyes to Clarice’s narrowed
ones. “Since you have free time,” she nearly sneered, “here’s some
reports I need copied…now.”

 

“Sorry, yes, Clarice.” I gave her an apologetic smile as she
huffily sauntered back to her desk. Typing Teren a quick goodbye
and shoving my phone back in my purse, I got back to my expanded
work pile.

 

By the end of the day, I couldn’t believe how tired I was. I’d
nearly forgotten what a full eight hours of work entailed. True,
Teren and I had helped out on the ranch, and I’d fallen asleep from
exhaustion more than once during our stay there, but there was
something different about being outside in the fresh country air,
helping to wrangle cattle with an assortment of super speedy,
unnaturally strong vampires, than being in a small, fluorescently
lit office space with paperwork up to your eyebrows. I knew it
would get better as I got more caught up, but at the moment,
shoveling cow poop again sounded fabulous.

 

Tracey popped around to my side of the cubicle, no sign of
fatigue on her sprightly face, and asked if I’d be coming back to
the gym as well. Tracey and I had been taking kickboxing there a
couple times a week for of a couple of years now. While I loved the
workout, and the feeling of self-assurance it gave me, I was really
too tired to contemplate moving that aggressively right now.

 

“No, I think I’ll pass tonight.” I yawned halfway through my
sentence and Tracey laughed at me.

 

“Alright, Ben will be bummed.” She winked at me. “He’s subbing
tonight.”

 

I grinned at the look of love on her face. She had met Ben while
he’d been subbing for our regular teacher during a kickboxing
class. They’d hit it off right away and, despite a rocky patch,
when Tracey had stupidly broken up with him while she needlessly
suffered over figuring out what was only too obvious - that she was
head over heels for him, they were still together.

 

I yawned and grabbed my purse. “Tell him I said hi…Teren too.”
Ben and Teren had hit it off right way too and were friends, I
guess. As close as Teren was friends with anyone who didn’t know
his secret. He had a natural tendency to keep people just slightly
away from him. Honestly, he did that with me too sometimes, which
had led to some pretty spectacular fights in these last seven
months, but I did understand his reluctance to let people in; he
never knew for sure who was going to stick around.

 

Tracey laughed at my yawn again and nodded. “I will. See you
tomorrow, Emma.”

 

I watched her leave and another yawn escaped me. Wondering why I
was so tired, I looked down at my still flat stomach. “Are you guys
making me tired?” I murmured to myself.

 

A throat clearing made me look up, startled that someone may
have heard that. I wasn’t prepared to tell the world I was
pregnant. I’d sort of like to get through the wedding part
first…and I was still a little reluctant to bring that up too. Not
that I was embarrassed, no way, but we were getting married fast,
and I was only too aware that super fast weddings usually meant one
thing, and I was fairly certain that if anyone asked me directly if
I were pregnant, I’d blush and giggle and squeal like an
imbecile.

 

Clarice narrowed her eyes at me and shook her head. “You didn’t
get as much done as I’d hoped…but you did a good job with what you
managed to finish, I suppose. Don’t be late tomorrow.” With that,
she waddled down the hall to the exit.

 

I couldn’t help but smile, both that she hadn’t heard me talking
to the embryos in my belly and that she’d just given me a
compliment. True, it was very backhanded, but that’s what you got
with Clarice – a tiny drop of honey with a huge dollop of vinegar.
To keep working here, and remain sane, you learned to grasp that
sweetness wherever you found it.

 

Still smiling at the rare words of approval, I drove myself
directly to Teren’s place. His car was in his half circle drive
when I got there, and I’d no sooner shut off my car than he was
standing at my door, opening it for me. I smiled at his super
senses and his super sweetness, and let him pull me into a huge
hug. I sighed as his arms wrapped around me, glad that our first
days back had gone well, and considering that he hadn’t been staked
at work, I’d say they went very well.

 

We pulled apart from each other and I let my eyes travel down
his well dressed body. It had been awhile since I’d seen him in
anything but worn jeans and boots, and while he looked amazing in
those clothes, I’d almost forgotten how nicely he cleaned up. His
khaki slacks and crisp, light blue dress shirt were distractingly
tight on him. He was…yummy.

 

I bit my lip as I looked over the man who would eternally
look…yummy. His hand came up to my cheek as my gaze traveled
farther down his body. “You okay?” he whispered. That brought my
attention back to his face and I looked up to see him frowning at
me, concern in the blue depths. “You look exhausted,” he added.

 

I sighed and smiled, leaning in to give him a quick kiss. “Yeah,
I guess I am.” My fingers resting along his neck started threading
through the short layers of hair in the back. He smiled as he gazed
down at me. “I’ve been on vacation for too long, there was just a
lot to take care of today.”

 

He cocked his head at me and then swiftly swept me into his
arms. I squeaked in surprise and then giggled and hugged him
tighter. “Well, let me take care of you now then.”

 

I settled my head into the crook of his neck and sighed
contently. “Okay…”

 

He chuckled and walked with me to his impressive home, not as
impressive as his parents’ spread, but still, for highly sought
after San Francisco real estate, it was a nice place. He
effortlessly walked me up to the wrought iron and wood front door
of his two-story home and held me with one arm, while opening the
door with the other. I laughed that he hadn’t had to adjust me at
all while he did that. Being around his strength, made me sort of
feel like I was weightless, and that was a very good thing for a
soon-to-be-mammoth girl to feel.

 

He kicked the door closed behind us and walked me to the most
comfortable couch in the world. He laid me down on the massive,
white leather behemoth and wrapped me in a blanket, after kissing
my forehead and removing my shoes. I smiled at his sweetness and
grabbed his arm as he started to move away. The chill of his skin
crept up my fingers, but the thrill of touching him made that chill
feel warm as it traveled up my arm.

 

He smiled as he looked down on me all snuggled on his couch.
“I’m just going to make you something to eat,” he said softly.

 

I nodded and tilted my head up and he obligatorily leaned in to
kiss me. “What about you,” I muttered as his lips pulled away.

 

“I was hungry after work, so I already ate,” he said as he
straightened.

 

I cocked my head, wondering what he’d had for dinner. His family
generally seemed to only eat a few pints once a day, but Teren was
still pretty new, and needed to eat a couple times throughout the
day. It wouldn’t hurt him or anything if he didn’t, he just
got…grumpy, and tired. At the ranch, that wasn’t a big deal, there
was lots of food, but here? He smiled at my silent concern. “Mom
sent me home with a care package. I’m good for awhile.”

 

I smiled and shook my head, realizing that, of course, his
mother would take care of him. Actually, it wouldn’t surprise me if
she came by weekly with a stash for him. She was just a caretaker
like that. I instantly stopped worrying about what he’d find to
eat. His family would never let him starve. I sighed happily and
relaxed back into the couch, closing my eyes and letting that
feeling of exhaustion sweep over me.

 

I was awoken from a particularly steamy dream awhile later, by
the smell of pasta directly under my nose. I cracked open my eyes
and smiled widely at a plate of something rich, creamy and
incredibly fattening piled high in front of my face. Teren gave me
a half-smile as he watched me come alive again.

 

“I was wondering if I should wake you, or join you.” His
half-grin turned a little devilish. “That sounded like a good
dream.”

 

I blushed and took the plate from him, straightening on his
couch. Immediately plowing into the food as my stomach rumbled, I
smiled around the fork in my mouth. “It was…maybe I’ll show you
later.”

 

His eyes widened at that and he chuckled before taking a sip
from a goblet in his hands. I watched him drink a few sips of what
looked like really deep, red wine. I knew it wasn’t though,
especially with how his teeth had dropped down. He leaned back on
the couch, watching me eat as well. I sighed and brought my
shoeless feet into his lap. He grinned and rubbed them while
sipping his blood.

 

I pointed to his glass with my fork. “You saved some?”

 

He shrugged and pointed with his glass to my plate. “I told you
once before that we’d still eat together. I meant it.” He smiled
sweetly and took another small sip.

 

I shook my head at his cuteness and continued shoveling food
into my mouth, conscious of the fact that I wasn’t nearly as cute.
I didn’t care though – I was starving. Before I knew it, the pasta
was gone and I was considering licking the sauce from the plate;
Teren could cook, even dead he was amazing.

 

He laughed as he gauged the expression on my face. “I’m glad you
liked it.” His brows drew together as he took my empty plate from
me. “I only hope you can keep it down.” He said that with concern
in his voice and I grinned at hearing it.

 

I put a hand on my stomach and smiled. “Yes, I think they’re
very happy with Daddy.” He gave me a breathtaking grin and leaned
down to kiss me for a moment. As he pulled away, I was suddenly
equally happy with him, but in a very different way.

 

He cocked his head, taking in my body language, and lightly
shook his head as he straightened. “I’m gonna clean up.” He pointed
at me with his empty glass. “You…rest.” He grinned and turned,
making his way through the arch in his living room that led to a
kitchen most women would die for.

 

I sat on that couch, snuggled in my blanket, for as long as my
body would allow, but he was right when he’d said my dream had been
a good one. And he was really right when he’d offered to join me.
With my stomach full and content, and my body feeling awake and
carefree, I decided I’d rested enough and I wanted to be a little
more…active.

 

I got up stealthily and crept into the kitchen, hoping to catch
him by surprise. Although that was pretty improbable, he didn’t
react to my entrance and continued absentmindedly rinsing some
dishes before putting them in the dishwasher. Thinking I’d actually
done it, I tiptoed across the tile floor and was just preparing to
throw my arms around his waist, when he spoke.

 

“Aren’t you supposed to be resting?” His lips twisted into an
amused smile at my attempt to sneak up on him and I sighed
irritably and casually slung my arms around his waist, my element
of surprise gone. Darn super ears.

 

“You’re no fun,” I muttered into the back of his shirt and felt
him laugh softly.

 

Suddenly, he twisted in my arms and wrapped his around my waist.
“I’m plenty fun.” He raised an eyebrow at me. “You’re just
noisy.”

 

I smirked at that, but then his lips lowered to mine and I
remembered what I’d come in here for in the first place. Groaning a
little, I leaned into his embrace and deepened our kiss. His hands
around my waist tightened as mine snuck up to run through his hair.
He angled his mouth, sweeping more of that marvelous tongue along
mine and another groan left me, as my body started to heat.

 

His hands reached down to cup my backside and a low rumble
sounded in his chest. Loving what that noise did to my already
aroused body, I pressed my hips flush to his, finding him equally
aroused by me. Our lips never stopping, my hands slid down to his
shirt, casually popping open the buttons. When I had the last one
free, I slid the fabric over his cool shoulders. His hands came up
to help me, his fingers pulling the shirt free from his slacks.

 

We pulled apart and I took the opportunity to take in the
muscled perfection of his chest. My fingertips lightly traced
across the tan skin and while nothing physically happened, by the
quick intake of breath, I was sure he’d have goose bumps if his
skin were normal.

 

As his lips lowered to my neck, his hands pulled off my jacket.
I sighed at his caress and tilted my head, giving him all the
access he needed to explore the surging vein he loved so much. He
growled again as his tongue flicked over the surface, stoking the
already nearly unbearable ache building in me.

 

My hands ran up his back as his ran over my lacy camisole,
feeling my breasts through that seductive fabric. Suddenly, he
pushed me back into the island counter behind me. I gasped as the
hardness of him roughly pressed up against me, trapping me against
the hardness behind. I brought my leg up his thigh, wanting him
inside of me already. He pulled back to look at me, passion
clouding the perfect paleness of his eyes. He took a split second
to tear off my shirt and then a slow smile lit his lips as he
stared unabashedly at the black, lacy bra I was wearing.

 

Watching his eyes drink me in, I calmly reached around and
unclasped the bra, letting it spring free and drop to the floor.
His smile dropped and his face looked a little wondrous. I smiled
at his reaction, even after all this time, and urged his face down
to me, to feel what was his. He went freely, his lips closing over
a nipple and gently sucking. My leg clasped him tighter as his name
fell off my tongue. My hand in his hair tightened as he switched
sides, his hand pulling my hips firmly into him. I swear he was
even harder, as hard as the granite counter pressing against my
ass.

 

Oh hell…

 

As I closed my eyes and let my head fall back, I was vaguely
aware of him lifting me up and my legs automatically encircling his
waist. Then I felt air rapidly rushing past me. By the time I
opened my eyes, we were in his bedroom, and he was pulling back his
covers and lying me down on his silky sheets. A slight shiver went
through me as the cool fabric hit my back, while his cool skin
rested on my stomach. I ignored being enveloped by the chill and
pulled him tighter to me, eagerly finding his mouth again.

 

His hands worked at my pants, undoing and removing them in a
matter of seconds. Mine worked on his more clumsily. He pulled away
from my body for a fraction of a second and when he returned, I
could feel the cool, naked length of him pressed against the warm
length of me. Desire and a surging anticipatory energy shot through
me at what I knew was coming. My breath came faster, my lips on his
more insistent, as my fingers tugged at the last barrier between
us, the tiny scrap around my hips that was passing for
underwear.

 

He looked down my body and groaned, his fingers joining mine as
he tugged the material off. In our eagerness, the delicate fabric
ripped and I cringed at the slightly painful sensation, and then
groaned at the hotness of him destroying my underwear. He chuckled
and tossed the ruined pieces aside. “Sorry,” he muttered, before
his lips lowered back to my breast.

 

I was about to say ‘don’t worry about it’, when a couple long
fingers slid between my thighs. I lost the ability for coherent
speech after that. Making vague erotic noises, I closed my eyes and
reveled in that wonderfully chilly touch. He eventually warmed to
my considerably hotter temperature and those talented fingers began
working into a rhythm inside me that was quickly going to bring me
to climax. Just as I was panting and clutching at his shoulders, he
removed them.

 

I gasped and sought his lips, needing him now more than ever. He
kissed me ferociously, his cool erection digging into my hip. His
lips separated from mine and ran down my shoulder. He glanced up at
me, an almost feral passion in his eyes, and then he dragged his
tongue over the healing wounds in my shoulder. He closed his eyes
and shuddered, his teeth dropping to sharp fangs as he remembered
drinking from me.

 

I bit my lip and squirmed as I watched him, wanting him to bite
again, but knowing he wouldn’t, not so soon after feeding on me. He
opened his eyes, his teeth automatically retracting as he did. I
grabbed his cheek. “No, leave them out.” He cocked his head at me
and in a low, breathy voice I added, “It’s…hot.”

 

He dropped his mouth open, his fangs following and he crashed
his lips back to mine, careful to not hurt me with his sharp
canines. I was less careful and nearly attacked him with my need.
Then he blurringly fast flipped us over, so I was straddling him.
With his superhuman strength, he deadweight lifted my hips and
lowered me directly onto him. An animalistic growl escaped him and
a loud moan escaped me.

 

I still wasn’t used to the coolness of him filling me. It was
such a shockingly erotic experience, that every time it brought me
right to the edge of having an orgasm – and on occasion, it did.
His body eventually would acclimate to mine, but that first thrust
was something so incredible, it shocked me every time. Sometimes I
wished his body wouldn’t warm with mine. The hot/cold sensation was
that remarkable.

 

He sat up with me as I straddled him, my knees along his hips.
He laid his head against my chest as I rocked against him, slow at
first and then with a growing urgency.  As his body warmed
along the outside of me, my body heated to near inferno levels from
the inside. His strong hands eventually came down to grasp my hips,
pulling me onto his body even farther. He filled me so deeply that
I almost couldn’t take it. My release came hard and fast, and I
clenched around him, inside and outside. The cry escaping my mouth
hardly did the explosion within me justice.

 

Just as I hit the very peak of it, when I was sure I actually
would explode, his body stiffened under me and he let out a long,
low groan. His head rocked back and forth along my chest as he came
inside of me. He was so deep, I couldn’t feel it, but I knew he was
doing it and I clutched him tighter and kissed his cheek,
whispering how much I loved him as I came down off my high.

 

After my gently rocking hips slowed, we slumped against each
other, almost holding the other up. Then he exhaled and lifted his
head to look at me, his earlier passion replaced by a calm, deep
love, his fangs still extended, either for my benefit, or simply
forgotten about at this point. “I love you,” he whispered, before
kissing me softly.

 

“I love you too,” I whispered back.

 

He gently pulled me off of him and rolled me to my back. I
settled down into his silky sheets and held my arms open for him.
He smiled, his fangs retracting, and gently laid his torso on top
of me, his legs twining with mine. I cradled his head and pulled
him down to my chest. He exhaled a cool breath, making my skin
pebble, and nestled his head between my breasts. With an almost
contented, purring noise, he wrapped his arms under me, holding me
tight.

 

Just when I felt my heart shifting back to normal, my breath
following and sleep beckoning, he popped up on his hands, crouched
low over my body. I startled at his sudden movement and furrowed my
brow, puzzled. Teren wasn’t looking at me though; his head was
tilted to the side and he was staring past me, listening. Just as I
was going to ask him what was wrong, his eyes shifted focus and
stared at mine.

 

“Did you hear that?” he whispered.

 

I scrunched my brow almost comically. Aside from my own breath,
I heard nothing. “What?” Abruptly he sat up straight, and I
shivered as his warm-compared-to-the-air body was ripped away from
me. “Teren?”

 

His head shifted to stare at the door and then back to me. With
an intensely serious face he whispered, “Stay here,” and then he
blurred from the room, grabbing his pants as he streaked away.

 

I sat up, pulling the sheets around my body, irritated at my
post-coital bliss being snatched away from me, and worried about
what could have riled him up. “Damn it,” I muttered, to no one in
particular. 










Chapter 3
Some Secrets Are Just Hard to Keep


The sun had set outside, but a nearby
streetlamp cast a reddish light through Teren’s open windows,
bathing everything in his room with an almost fire lit glow. I
stood, biting my lip and wondering if I really should stay where he
told me to, or if I should investigate as well. I knew I wouldn’t
be able to pinpoint the mysterious sound like Teren could, but I
was pretty handy in bad situations, if that’s what this was.

 

A knot tightened in my stomach and I started to worry about him.
Sure, he was stronger now than before his conversion, and he was
much harder to kill, since he could now do the super-healy thing
that I’d been so eager to see when we was alive, but he wasn’t
invincible. And we knew with certainty that there were whack jobs
out there who wanted him removed from this world, just because of
what he was. Some people couldn’t look past the prejudices.

 

Shivering and rubbing my bare arms, I walked over to his closet
and pulled down one of his dress shirts. It was long on me,
completely covering my backside and hitting my legs mid-thigh, and
cut the slight coldness in the air considerably. I glanced around
his closet (that I’d soon be taking over) and looked for anything
weapon-like. All I saw were clothes; Teren really didn’t have much
in the way of self defense.

 

I tiptoed back to the bedroom, not sure why I was being quiet,
but feeling the need to be that way anyway. The red-orange light of
the lamp outside flashed on various hard objects around the room -
the TV remote, a particularly thick book he was reading on his
nightstand, his laptop sitting on a chair tucked under his window.
I didn’t see anything great, but if we were going down
tonight, we going down swinging. I settled on an umbrella propped
up by his bathroom door and grabbed it. With a hand on my stomach,
I decided that I‘d do what my vampire fiancé had requested of me,
and stay put, for the children’s sake. I backed into the bathroom,
wanting an easier to defend spot and crouched low, holding my cheap
umbrella like it was a sturdy baseball bat.

 

I don’t know how long I waited, but it felt like an eternity.
Teren could search every nook and cranny of this house in a matter
of minutes, so the longer I waited, the longer I was positive
something horrible had happened to him. As time ticked ominously by
and my legs started protesting the rigid posture I was keeping them
in, tears started stinging my eyes. It couldn’t end like this. I
couldn’t have just made love to him and then lost him, all in a
matter of moments. He was supposed to be mine forever. That was the
deal. We were fated. We were destined to a long life of love,
happiness, children and grandchildren. That was what getting
through his hard changeover meant for us – that we were free to
love each other peacefully, for the rest of my life. Not for him to
be whisked away from me forever because he “heard something”.

 

I felt the tears brimming as my overactive imagination started
playing out the different scenarios where some intruder had gotten
the best of him. In my head, I watched him die a hundred times
over. I felt the tears travel down my cheeks as I listened for any
sounds that he was okay.

 

Just as my arms were starting to shake from the tension I was
maintaining in them, the bathroom door started to swing open. Panic
and fear made me cock back my makeshift weapon and I swung it
around as soon as the figure walked into my sanctuary. In my
self-riled turmoil, I didn’t even register who I was swinging at
until he reached up and calmly grabbed the stupidly fragile
umbrella. It bent a little as he yanked it out of my hands.

 

“What are you doing, Emma?”

 

Teren was standing right in front of me, half-dressed and
tilting his head at me, like he thought I’d possibly gone mental in
his absence. As I felt a sob rise in my throat, I started to
believe that maybe I had gone mental. I brought my hands to my
face, relief mixing with the icy edge of fear still lingering in my
system. His eyes widened at seeing me on the verge of breaking down
and he instantly had me in his arms, swooping me up to cradle me
like a child.

 

“Baby, it’s okay. You’re okay. You’re okay.” He repeated it over
and over while he walked me back to his bed. A hand continuously
stroked down my back while he placed dozens of kisses along my
forehead. I held back the stupid tears, but they were coming
regardless. He laid me down and got in next to me. I embarrassingly
cinched him tight when he moved to cover me with his blankets. Once
I was safe and cocooned in his bed, my arms firmly around him, his
hands came up to my cheeks. Sweeping his thumbs over them, trying
to dry my concerned tears, his face took on a look of confused
compassion. “Emma?” he whispered.

 

Between hiccups and stuttered breaths, I managed to get out, “I
thought…something…happened…to you.”

 

Understanding, he swept me into a tight embrace, his hands
rubbing over my back again. “Oh god, I’m sorry, Emma. “ He pulled
back, searching my eyes. “I’m fine, baby. Okay?”

 

I nodded, willing my body to calm down. Before I could protest
or stop him, he blindingly fast hopped out of bed and securely
closed his heavy curtains. The room blackened as he held me in his
arms again. He kept his eyes open, staring deep into mine, and the
phosphorescent glow on the whites of his eyes became brighter as
the room slowly became darker. That was another vampire effect –
the glowing eyes. It was only apparent if they were somewhere
really dark, say hunting their prey late at night, and had an
almost hypnotic-like calming effect, to relax that prey into
submission, as if they needed the extra help getting humans to
submit to their power.

 

It did have a calming influence though and my mind started
blanking as that light absorbed me into his peace. I felt my heart
even and my breath slow to the low and long ones people take while
they’re sleeping. I was so relaxed, that if he had told me to close
my eyes and go to sleep, I probably would have. But he didn’t try
any hypnotic parlor tricks on me - he knew better than that.
Instead he twisted to turn on the lamp on his nightstand.

 

“Better?” he asked, as I blinked in the sudden brightness.

 

Taking in his back to normal blue eyes, I nodded. “Yes, sorry I
freaked out.”

 

He shook his head and kissed my nose. “I’m sorry I worried you.
I just thought I heard…” His voice drifted off and he bit his lip.
After a second he shook his head and sighed softly. “I must have
been hearing things though.” He shrugged. “I searched everywhere,
inside and outside, but I couldn’t find anything…out of place.” He
shrugged again and held me close, cradling my head to his chest.
“I’m so sorry I worried you, Emma.”

 

I nodded against his skin, amazed at how quickly I’d imagined
the worst. “You didn’t do anything wrong, Teren. I guess I’m still
a little…frazzled…by what happened to us.” I said that last part
barely above a whisper, hating to even talk about it.

 

He pulled away from me, resting his forehead against mine. “I
would never…let anyone harm you, Emma. You or the kids. Ever.” He
practically growled that and I relaxed as the strength in his voice
gave me confidence. He wouldn’t, and things were different now. He
was different - stronger, and any hunter we encountered here on
out, would have their hands full with Teren Adams.

 

I leaned up and gave him a soft kiss. “I know, baby. I feel safe
with you.” I whispered, as I laid my head back down on his
chest.

 

“And you are safe with me,” he whispered as I closed my
eyes.

 

My earlier exhaustion crept up on me and, adding it to my
emotionally draining last few moments, I was half-asleep when I
responded with, “I know…”

 

Then I was fully asleep.

 

The next morning had me awaking with the scratchy stubble of
Teren’s jaw rubbing against my neck as he kissed me. He whispered
that he had to go to work, but I could stay and sleep in a little
if I wanted, since he’d run to my house and picked up some stuff
for me…including another pair of underwear. I chuckled, thinking
about last night and considering the fact that when he said “run”,
he probably meant that literally.

 

With a swift kiss, we parted ways for the day. Teren worked an
hour before me and was a much nicer alarm clock than I’d had
yesterday. I smiled as I stretched out on his luxurious bed and
considered what waking up like this every day would be like.

 

After awhile, I got up and walked to the bathroom, still dressed
in Teren’s shirt. Flashes of freaking out in this bathroom came to
me and I tried to push it back to the farthest part of my brain. As
strong as I tried to be, what had happened to us had been traumatic
and the side effects still showed themselves sometimes. I knew I
wasn’t alone either. As strong as Teren tried to be, when he said
things like he had last night, the conviction in his voice betrayed
his true fear. He was worried that he would let me down, that he
wouldn’t be able to stop someone from hurting me again. In a way, I
suppose he felt like he’d let me down before. I didn’t feel that
way. There’s no way either one of us could have been prepared for
what that maniac had put us through.

 

I dressed for my day, smiling at the rose Teren had placed upon
my stack of fresh clothes, and shaking my head at the tiny scraps
of fabric he’d picked out for my undergarments. Still shaking my
head, I put on the red thong with its matching demi-bra and garter
belts (that’s right, he picked out garter belts) and covered up all
the sexiness with a relatively chaste looking long gray skirt and
fitted black blouse. Fixing my hair and makeup, I was on the road,
snacking on a bagel, in no time.

 

My day at work was as exhausting as my first day back, with
Tracey asking more questions about life on a ranch, which, I gave
her pretty honest answers about, since the day to day activities
there really had nothing supernatural about them. As we conversed
throughout the day, I considered telling her about the wedding. I
imagined how excited she’d be, and how much of a help she’d be in
the whole planning process. Of course, she’d be a bridesmaid and of
course, she’d have an opinion on the dress. I held off though,
wanting to tell my family first, and since tonight was our weekly
dinner, I’d have the perfect opportunity to tell them.

 

I spent the rest of my shift daydreaming about dresses and
flowers and Teren’s magnificent body all decked out in a tux.
Before I knew it, Clarice was grunting some sort of a goodbye,
murmuring that she wished I’d get caught up already, and Tracey was
calling out goodnight and telling me to say hi to my sister for
her.

 

I called my sister before I left, making sure tonight was still
on and letting her know that Teren would be late. She knew the real
reason why he wouldn’t be joining us for a meal, she knew exactly
what Teren was, but she also lived with our mother and could let
Mom know for me, thus sparing me a direct lie. As I pulled into the
café a short while later, I called Teren, letting him know I was
here and meeting with everyone, and telling him I wished he was
here too.

 

He shared my sentiment and told me he’d wait an hour or so and
then join us. I sighed as I hung up the phone with him and cracked
open my car door. It wasn’t that I couldn’t handle being without
him for an evening or anything, I just liked having him around, and
wished he could partake in things that normal guys could, like
dinners with the  in-laws.

 

The hostess greeted me by name, told me she was glad I was back,
and then actually gave me a brief hug. My family had been coming
here for awhile and everyone knew us. I smiled that my absence over
the past few weeks had been noticed, and I’d been missed.

 

I’d beaten my mom and sister to the café, so she ushered me back
to our usual table and set me up with a glass of water while I
waited. I sighed and took a long drink of my water, suddenly
feeling parched. My eyes aching, I leaned my head back on the
cushion of the bench seat and listened to the soothing jazz playing
softly in the background.

 

I felt the cushion beside me compress and opened my eyes as I
turned my head. “Rise and shine, sleepy.” A horrifically scarred
face smiled warmly at me and an ache went through me at how long
I’d gone without seeing that face.

 

“Hey, Ash.” I exclaimed as I hugged her eagerly.

 

My arms wrapped around her body and I noticed, but immediately
ignored, the hard sections of her skin where the scarring on her
face was continued. She had a lot of scarring, most of her body
really. She’d barely managed to survive a horrid fire as a child, a
fire that our father hadn’t survived. The effects of that were
lasting ones, even after dozens of surgeries, but her physical
appearance was only that – physical. It did nothing to dampen her
spirit or dissuade her of her dream of being a nurse in the burn
unit, to help others go through what she’d painfully gone through.
She was in her second year of school and nothing would keep her
from that goal - not the stares, not the whispers, and not the lack
of a love life. But, as she pulled apart from me and I saw the glow
in her eyes, the same warm brown as mine, I couldn’t help but see
what Teren had very correctly informed me of once – she was happy.
Despite all that life had thrown at her, she was happy.

 

“I missed you,” I said softly, as I ran a hand down the side of
her head that could still grow hair. That hair matched my color
too. I couldn’t help but think that we’d be near twins if her scars
were gone.

 

She snuggled into my side. “I missed you too.”

 

A plump, happy looking woman took the seat opposite us and
beamed at her daughters. I beamed right back at her, missing her
just as much as I’d missed my sister. Phone calls were great and
all, but it wasn’t the same as being in the same room with someone,
and I was used to seeing these two at least weekly, if not more. I
reached out and grabbed her hand, thinking that her graying hair
had gone a little grayer in my absence.

 

“We missed you, honey. How was the ranch?” Her eyes lit up at
the romantic notion she probably had of life on a working ranch. I
thought about the time I’d scraped off dead skin from between a
cow’s toes, but decided to not burst her idyllic picture.

 

“It was great Mom, and Teren’s dad is doing so much better.”

 

She leaned back and grinned at me, pride clear on her face as
she thought about her daughter stoically helping out an ill man and
his young wife. I felt a little guilty that my mom had to be told
the cover story, but she didn’t know the truth and couldn’t know
it. Unlike my sister, she wouldn’t handle the fact of me with a
vampire very well. She was a mom, and she’d always be a mom, and I
didn’t want her hair going even grayer over constantly worrying
over my safety. And even though, I could now agree that her fears
were justified ones, letting her in on the secret would only hurt
her. In this case, the lie was better, so I slapped a grin on my
face and committed myself to telling it.

 

We talked about the aspects I could talk about, while our usual
waitress, Debby, came up and joined our conversation. Everyone
laughed and enjoyed my stories. A general “aah” went over the crowd
as I reminisced about Teren helping a cow deliver her calf. Tears
may have sprung up as I thought back to that night a couple weeks
ago. Not over him birthing cattle, although that had been awfully
sweet…gross, but sweet. No, my tears were over the tiny growing
babies in my belly, and the thought of Teren helping to birth them.
At least he’d have experience.

 

As Debby left with our food orders – and I’d shockingly ordered
something other than my standard Panini, which had caused a moment
of stunned silence to go around our group, the conversation drifted
back to Teren. As my mom asked what had held him up at work, I gave
her a vague response of “a deadline”. Since he worked for a
magazine, that excuse came in awful handy, even though I don’t
think Teren had ever been under the gun for a deadline in his life.
He was…fast.

 

We all dug into our food when it arrived moments later. My
stomach rumbled at the heaping plate of pasta before me and then it
churned for just a second. I inhaled slowly through my nose,
staring at a circular stain in the table to distract myself. I
could not throw up here; that would certainly raise some questions.
And as Ashley was seated on the edge of the bench and her scarred
body wouldn’t be able to scoot out of the way quick enough, if I
was going to vomit, I was going to do it right here at the table. I
closed my eyes at that thought and begged my body to return to
normal.

 

“Are you alright, Emma?” My mother asked from across the
table.

 

I made myself open my eyes and look at her confidently.  I
was sure I was paler, but I hoped my smile was distracting enough
that she wouldn’t notice. “Of course, Mom.” I also made myself pick
up my fork and dig into the food, even though my stomach was
warning me not to. Praying I wasn’t making a tactical error, I
swallowed a huge mouthful.

 

Mom nodded and went back to her omelet, continuing on with a
story about her friend’s daughter running off with a married man. I
listened to her story, concentrating on the sounds of the words,
and eventually my stomach stopped protesting. Then, as if something
had switched inside me, my stomach became ravenous and I inhaled my
food noisily. Mom and Ash both cocked an eyebrow at me and blushing
slightly, I murmured, “I missed lunch.”

 

Moments later our plates were taken away and we relaxed with
cups of coffee. Well, two cups of coffee. Having given up coffee
treats when I’d been trying to get pregnant, I was now more partial
to hot chocolate. Sipping our beverages and chatting about Ashley’s
school load, we were distracted by a squeal down the aisle. We all
turned to look and my mouth fell open as my heart shifted into
overdrive.

 

Teren had just shown up and Debby was thrilled to see him.
Personally, I think she was always a little too thrilled to see
him, especially considering that she was married, but what had me
full on alarmed was the fact that she had thrown her arms around
him like she hadn’t seen him in ten years. All I could think was –
‘she’s touching him…she’ll know.’

 

Feeling panicked and on edge, I started to stand at the table.
My stomach rose right into my throat when after squealing how great
it was to see him, she proclaimed, “Boy, but you’re cold.”

 

I unconsciously tried to squeak past my sister in an attempt to
free him from Debby’s grasp. In my nerve-heightened state, I didn’t
even realize I was squishing her, I was only aware of something
getting in-between him and me.

 

“Emma, ow.” I heard Ashley’s voice say that, but my gaze was
locked on Teren.

 

My mother’s firm voice broke through my panic. “Oh, Emma, sit
down. You know Debby’s a flirt, but Teren wouldn’t do anything with
her…see.”

 

I glanced down at Mom staring over her shoulder at Teren and
Debby. My gaze drifted back up to Teren and our overeager waitress,
and I could see what Mom meant. Teren had successfully separated
himself from her and was laughing slightly as he gave her a playful
warning gesture with his finger. Feeling a little stupid at my
overreaction, I slowly sat back down into my seat as he slipped
around the boisterous woman.

 

Mom and Ashley stood to greet him and I tensed again; more
people were about to touch him. With a dazzling smile and apologies
for being late, he gave my mom an oh-so-brief hug before engulfing
Ashley in a long bear hug. Mom accepted her brief hug and smiled
widely at his show of affection for Ashley. Teren had a natural
kinship with the disfigured woman and their connection was a deep
one. Ash also knew that he had died, so he could touch her for as
long as he wanted…within reason, of course.

 

I relaxed as everybody broke apart and started to sit back down.
So much for my silent promise to not worry so much about him. Oh
well, tomorrow is always another shot. Ash shifted to sit with Mom
and Teren sat by my side, leaning close to kiss my cheek and
whisper his agreement to my silent goal. “Stop stressing…it’s not
good for the babies.”

 

I bit my lip and giggled, reflexively putting a hand on my
stomach. He laughed with me and grabbed my free hand, interlacing
our fingers. I heard Mom sigh and I looked across the table at her.
“You two are so…” she sighed again and lightly shook her head.
“True love….it’s so nice to see. It reminds me of my own.”

 

I swallowed after she said that and looked down. She meant her
and my dad. Even though he had been gone for years, over ten of
them, she still considered herself married to him. She even still
wore the wedding ring. I’d already given up on trying to convince
her that Dad would be fine if she moved on. She just wasn’t
interested. 

 

Teren squeezed my hand while Mom asked him if he was hungry. I
looked up at him as he shook his head and met eyes with my mom.
“No, thank you. I slurped down a quick meal earlier.” He grinned
crookedly after he said that and flashed a quick glance at Ashley.
She giggled a little into her hand. Mom shrugged and let it go, not
understanding what he really meant by that.

 

I shook my head and discreetly rolled my eyes. We settled into
small talk, with Mom asking him even more questions about the
ranch, and I started to get a little antsy. I didn’t want to make
small talk about ranch life, now that he was here. I wanted to tell
them. I wanted to finally let everyone know we were engaged and
getting married within a month.

 

Teren, maybe super sensing my growing irritability, shifted the
conversation for me. Placing our laced hands on the table and
looking at me adoringly, he calmly said, “Since we’re all together
again, Emma and I have some news.”

 

I glanced at my mom and sister, who both looked equally confused
and intrigued, and cleared my throat. Teren didn’t expand on his
sentence, only tenderly stroked the back of my hand with his thumb
and continued to gaze at me lovingly, letting me break the news to
my family. Mom and Ash shifted their gazes to me accordingly.
“Well,” I looked at each one, savoring the moment and feeling tears
well up as I did. “Teren and I are getting married,” I
whispered.

 

My mom practically erupted in her joy. Her hands reached out for
me and she engulfed me in as much of a hug as she could across the
table. My sister clenched Teren’s arm and told us both
congratulations. My mother’s theatrics got the attention of Debby
and she sauntered back to see what the fuss was about. With tears
dripping down her cheeks, Mom told her that I was getting married.
The way she put it, Teren was almost inconsequential – it was her
daughter’s wedding - and I couldn’t help but grin at Mom’s
happiness.

 

Debby smiled, a little halfheartedly if you asked me, and
congratulated us. Offering a round of wine on the house, I
politely, but firmly told her no. Joking around, she muttered,
“What? You pregnant, honey.”

 

I bit my lip and felt my cheeks go bright red. I started shaking
my head no, trying to laugh off the question, but I hadn’t been
expecting someone to ask that just now and I was a little thrown.
Teren squeezed my hand and looked at me curiously, maybe wondering
if I wanted this bit shared or not. I looked back at him, not sure
what I wanted either.

 

Finally, Mom broke the building tension. “Oh my god, you are!” I
looked back at her, denial ready on my lips, but tears had started
streaming down my cheeks and a huge smile had broken out on my
face. I heard Ashley gasp beside her and Teren started to lightly
chuckle. I hadn’t even really had a chance to refute the accusation
yet.

 

Sputtering on any sort of coherent refusal, I ended up sighing
and saying, “That’s not why we’re getting married.”  My mom
brought her hands to her face and Ashley’s mouth dropped wide open.
Both of their eyes dropped to where my stomach was hidden under the
table and I started chuckling. Debby congratulated us again and
went off in search of some sparkling cider to celebrate.

 

Mom and Ash were still dazed when she left. I cocked an eyebrow
at their odd, silent reactions. “Mom? You…okay?” I asked slowly. I
always thought Mom would be a little shocked, but okay with it. Her
silence was starting to unnerve me.

 

Finally she dropped her hands and stood up. “Get over here, I
need to hug you.”

 

Ashley came out of her startlement and stood up, crying now as
well. Teren got out of the women’s way, a small smile on his face
as he stepped back from the table, and my sister attacked me when I
stood up. “I can’t believe you made it in time,” she whispered in
my ear. I nodded into her shoulder, disbelieving it as well. A sob
escaped me when she rubbed my back and said, “I’m so happy for you,
Emma.”

 

I could only tearfully nod again as she pulled away, and then
Mom was engulfing me. I had to take a step back at the
ferociousness of it. She started sobbing lightly and I laughed as I
held her. “Mom, really, it’s okay.”

 

She pulled back and cupped my cheeks. “I know, dear. I’m just so
happy for you, the both of you.” Her eyes flicked over to Teren and
then back to mine. A huge grin broke across her face. “I can’t
believe I’m going to be a grandma!”

 

She hugged me while Ashley gave Teren another hug and then she
let me go, to hug him as well. This hug was not a brief one, as
Teren firmly and warmly, wrapped his arms around my mom. When she
pulled back, she muttered, “Wow, you are cold,” as she wiped her
eyes. Then her focus was on me again and she didn’t mention it
again. Teren raised an eyebrow at me and I sighed that he was
right, once again; no one was suspicious about his temperature.

 

Debby found some cider and gave us each a glass. Taking one for
herself, we all toasted Teren's and my new life together. I
watched Teren secretly, as he faked taking a sip and then
discretely poured some of his drink into a pot behind him. I smiled
into my glass at his deception.

 

“So you two crazy lovebirds, when’s the wedding?” Debby asked as
she finished her glass.

 

I took the last sip of mine and shrugged. “December 19th.”

 

Every female head in our congratulatory circle twisted to stare
at me. “What?” They all said together.

 

I looked at each one, not sure why they all looked more shocked
now than when I’d admitted I was pregnant. “What?” I asked
cautiously.

 

They all looked at each other briefly and then Debby responded
for the group. “You cannot plan a decent wedding in a month. Trust
me on that.” Debby had been married a couple times, so I suppose
she would know things like that.

 

I smiled and shook my head, thinking that the majority of the
details were probably already being handled by Teren’s
super-efficient family, a family that also had impeccable taste and
would lavish me in a fairytale wedding that would outdo whatever
I’d come up with. “It’s fine.” I looked across at Teren and
stretched out my hand for him, which he took with a smile.
“Besides, we have a lot of help anyway.” I shrugged. “I’ll
practically only need to show up.”

 

Before Debby could respond to that, my sister gave me a sly grin
and added, “Yeah, and she wouldn’t want to be all huge at her
wedding anyway, so quicker probably is better.”

 

Teren laughed at that and my hand snaked out to smack my
sister’s arm. “Thanks, Ash.” She grinned and laughed and then
hugged me again.

 

After sitting back down and talking about the wedding details
and then the baby details and then more wedding details, I was
finally yawning and exhausted, ready for bed. Teren put his arm
around me as we all made our way out of the café. I smiled and
nestled into his side as we followed Mom to her car to get his
beloved pooch.

 

We found Spike with his head out the window, panting merrily.
The collie’s entire body started vibrating with happiness when he
saw Teren.  Mom reluctantly opened the door and Teren clapped
his hands once and squatted to Spike’s level, calling his name.
Spike dashed over to him…and then stopped. My heart started surging
as I considered that Teren’s temperature may not give him away, but
his dog might. Collies were smart, and Spike could clearly tell
that something was off about his owner. I wasn’t entirely sure what
he would do, but I pictured him biting Teren, leaving him with a
vicious wound that my mom would want to inspect. I then imagined
that wound healing right before her eyes. That…would not be
good.

 

Teren frowned as Spike stood a couple paces from him, sniffing
the air and holding his shaggy body absolutely still. Mom started
to walk towards the dog, but Ash held her hand out, stopping her. I
wasn’t sure, but Spike didn’t look too friendly at the moment and
he may lash out at her by mistake if she spooked him. And right
now, all of his attention was on trying to piece together the new
oddness of his master.

 

Teren dropped to his knees and patted them, calling to Spike in
a soothing voice. He looked a little worried, like maybe he’d lost
his favorite pet. With obvious caution in his body, Spike leaned in
with his nose, his foot slowly following. He did it a couple more
times while Teren’s encouragement picked up pace. Eventually he got
close enough for Teren to lightly touch him. He flinched away from
the contact for a second, and then his nose practically inhaled
Teren’s hand. After a moment or two, he gave him a soft lick, and
then seemed to relax and leaned his slightly shaking body into
Teren’s. Teren wrapped him in a big hug, scuffing up his shaggy
fur, his face elated that his pup hadn’t rejected him. Spike in
turn, had decided to give Teren a mini bath and was licking him
profusely. I laughed at the sight of a boy and his dog.

 

When everything with Spike seemed back to normal, Mom came up
and stroked the slight curve of his tail. “Wow, I thought he was
going to bite you for a second there.”

 

Teren’s face twitched, just fractionally, and then he pulled it
into an effortless smile. “Yeah, I know.” Standing and scratching a
joyous Spike’s back he added, “It’s like he’s forgotten me already.
He must really like you. Thank you for watching him for me.”

 

Mom nodded, tears in her eyes as she gave Spike a last quick
hug, and I shook my head, knowing that visits with Mom from now on
would be as much about seeing Spike as it was seeing us. We waved
to Mom and Ash as they took off together and then we piled Spike
into Teren’s car and planned to part ways.

 

He frowned at me as I opened the door to my bug. “You are coming
over, right?”

 

I grinned and gave him a soft kiss. Glancing over at where Spike
was barking at Teren in his closed up car, I playfully said, “Well,
I’m not sure. I wouldn’t want to interrupt anything between you
two.”

 

Teren rolled his eyes and slung his arms around my waist. “You
preempt the dog…although he will probably want to sleep between us
tonight.”

 

He laughed and I bit my lip, watching his handsome, stubbly face
in the orangish glow of the parking lot lights. The glow of his
eyes was muted to near nothingness in the refracted light around
us, but I could see it, or at least, I imagined I could see it. I
pictured seeing it in its full glory in his dark bedroom and bit my
lip harder.

 

I leaned up to kiss him again. “Yes, I just need to run home and
grab some stuff.” I pulled away and gave him a serious expression.
“We really should get me moved in soon.”

 

He smiled cockily at me and winked. “I could get you moved in,
in a couple of hours.” He leaned in to whisper into my ear, his
cool breath sending a shiver down my spine. “I’m really fast.”

 

I giggled and released myself from his grasp. “True.” I let my
eyes roam down his body, a little seductively, and I could see that
he’d stopped faking his breathing by the time I reached his eyes
again. “But you do know how to take your time too.” My voice was
intentionally husky when I said that and his mouth dropped open a
little. Inwardly, I smiled that I could still do that to him.
Outwardly, I bit my lip again and kept up the foreplay.

 

He took a step towards me, looking like he wanted to take me
right here in the parking lot, and although it wouldn’t be our
first time having sex in a sort of public place, I was more in the
mood for a nice, big private bed. I put a hand on his chest and
stopped him, then quickly dropped down into my seat. He frowned and
leaned on my door frame. “So, you’ll be quick?” he asked, a little
impatiently. I nodded and pulled on my door to close it. He stopped
me at the last moment, cracking open the door. “And you’ll…keep on
what you’re wearing now?”

 

His lips curled into a devilish smile and I shook my head at how
darn attractive he was. I also gave him a devilish smile right back
as I pictured his delight in seeing me in the underwear he’d picked
out this morning. “Oh, yes.” I tilted my head and leaned forward,
he leaned in as well. “Although, I may come back with a little less
on than before.”

 

I wiggled a piece of my shirt and his eyes darted down to my
body. “And you say I don’t play fair,” he muttered. I laughed and
successfully managed to close my door.

 

Once I got home, I packed the largest bag that I could pack
quickly and trudged it back to my car in record time. When I showed
up at his door a half hour later, I surprised him by doing what I
said I’d do. While he blurred my bag away to his room, I slipped my
coat off and hung it up in his entryway closet. When he blurred
back down, he nearly fell over (which made me happier than I should
probably admit), and openly stared at my body, only clothed in
black high heels and the racy little red number that he’d picked
out that morning. His eyes drifted from my breasts to my heels and
then locked onto the garter belts. They stayed there for a total of
five seconds, and then he snatched me up and blurred me away to
that monstrously comfortable bed.

 










Chapter 4
Plans and Proposals


Now that the cat was out of the bag
and my family knew, both about the upcoming wedding and the
upcoming baby, the planning process began in earnest. Mom wanted to
help out, so I put her in touch with Alanna, and the two of them
started making plans for flowers and music and food. I smiled at
them bonding over such a happy event, and tried not to worry about
my mom meeting Teren’s family. It would be fine. Both sides were
filled with good people, and they would surely get along, despite
their differences.

 

The only thing that had started to bother me was the guest list.
It kept getting bigger and bigger. I nearly fought with mom over
wanting to keep it just immediate friends and family, but she swore
that she’d promised such and such a cousin that they could come to
my wedding, since we’d gone to theirs and after a dozen or so
incidents like that, the guest list had grown to nearly a hundred.
That thought started giving me panic attacks. The more people that
came to the ranch, the greater the risk of exposure. Alanna and
Teren kept assuring me that it was fine, that the bulk would only
be coming out Saturday evening, for the actual ceremony, and then
leaving. But it still made me unnaturally nervous.

 

So much so, that I’d started considering changing the location.
But, have you ever tried to reserve a spot with only a couple weeks
notice? Yeah, it’s surprisingly difficult, even in December. After
a dozen or so phone calls, and Teren complaining that I’d hurt his
mom’s feelings, I gave up. It would just have to be at the ranch
and I’d have to find a way to relax. Teren reminding me that Halina
could do mind wipes, if needed, helped a bit with that.

 

When the wedding planning looked on track, my mother shifted to
baby planning. She bugged me about getting in to see a doctor,
insisting that prenatal care was vital, and I should have gone in
as soon as I’d suspected. I sighed and told her everything was fine
and I didn’t need to go, but she gave me the ‘this is my grandchild
and you will go’ face and I’d finally told her I would
make an appointment as soon as I could.

 

Honestly, I wanted to make sure they were okay too, I just
didn’t feel right about nurses and doctors poking and prodding my
body. Teren assured me that it was fine, that as long as they
didn’t directly test the embryos, everything would look normal to
humans, as my blood had no trace of vampirism in it. I bit my lip,
but conceded to the expert and made an appointment. I really was
looking forward to hearing the heartbeats like Teren could. Plus, I
could finally tell everyone that we were expecting twins. I
couldn’t exactly spill that fact without seeing a doctor first. I
couldn’t exactly tell everyone – ’How do I know? Oh, well, Teren
can hear the different heartbeats.’

 

Teren came with me on that first visit and held my hand. We did
get to hear the heartbeats, and of course, I cried. Teren smiled at
hearing what he could sometimes hear anyway, clearly happy that my
senses could experience it now too. Then, the doctor surprised us
both by doing an ultrasound. Even though I was only a couple of
months along and the babies were only about the size of kumquats
(or so the doctor told me), they had a machine that could take a
look-see from the inside. It was cold (but then, I was used to
that) and slightly uncomfortable, but when that image popped up on
the screen…it was beyond any feeling I’d ever had before.

 

I twisted my head to look over at Teren, whose eyes were glued
to the black and white monitor, his mouth dropped open in awe. The
doctor pointed out a section of the grayness that was moving, fast
and fluttery – a heartbeat. I knew Teren could still hear the
heartbeat in the near silent room and I knew his mind was
connecting the sound to the image. His very faintly glowing eyes
started to water as he watched the screen. Then the doctor twisted
the device and confirmed what Teren already knew, that there was
indeed a second heartbeat. We acted surprised, which wasn’t hard
for me, since I was a blubbering mess anyway. Then that miraculous
doctor measured something on the screen and told us I was around
ten weeks along, putting my conception date in October, right
around the time of our abduction, and my due date near the end of
June. He also told me that everything looked normal. I cried again
after hearing that. Not that I’d been worried something wasn’t
normal (aside from a little nausea and maybe some more tender than
usual breasts, I did feel fine) but hearing a trained professional
say that is wondrously calming.

 

As we left, I immediately called my mom to tell her the news,
and to tell her that she was right, going to the doctor had been
one of the best ideas she ever had.

 

Trying to not let ourselves get overwhelmed by all the newness
in our lives, not too much later we resumed our weekly
get-togethers with Tracey and Hot Ben, so nicknamed because he was
Abercrombie and Fitch model gorgeous. He was surprisingly sweet
though, and definitely a good match for Tracey.  I was still
nervous about it, the first time we were all slated to meet up.
Maybe the flood of hormones was making me an unnaturally strong
worrywart?

 

“Are you sure about this, Teren?” I flopped down on his bed -
our bed, as we’d officially moved in all my stuff last weekend -
and stretched out on the covers.

 

He glanced back at me, his bare back invitingly sexy as he
rummaged in his drawers for a casual shirt. I smiled at his new
dresser set. Since all of my clothes had pretty much taken up his
massive walk-in closet, we’d had to go buy him some new furniture.
He smiled at my smile and tossed back, “Sure about what?” before
continuing with his quest.

 

I sighed and flopped over to my stomach, lightly banging my feet
together as I rested my head in my hands. “Hanging out with Tracey
and Ben. I mean, you’re only a couple months old, isn’t it a little
early to be social.”

 

Finding a shirt, he straightened and gave me a wry look. “I’m
not an infant. It will be fine.” He slipped the shirt over his
body, hiding that magnificence from me and I sighed again.
Flattening it out over his chest, he added, “Besides, we’re not
going out to dinner…it’s just a movie.” He shrugged and then walked
over to sit on the bed.

 

I stretched out one hand to him and he grabbed it. I brought the
back of his hand to my cheek and sighed as his cool skin gave me a
momentary shiver. “Yeah, I know…but still.”

 

He leaned over and gave me a kiss. “Remember about that
stressing thing…it will be fine.” He pulled back and smiled widely.
“And, we have something important to ask them, remember?” He tilted
his head and raised an eyebrow and I smiled. We hadn’t told them
about the wedding, or the babies. We’d wanted to wait until we
could get them together and ask them to stand up there with us.

 

I rolled over to my side, bringing the back of his hand to my
heart. He smiled wider and I imagined he could probably feel my
heartbeat through his sensitive skin. “I know, it will be great. I
guess I’m just nervous about the hugging and congratulating
part.”

 

He smirked at me. “It’s not like I’ll be running my hand up
Tracey’s shirt, she’ll barely notice.”

 

I smacked his arm and he laughed. “You better not.” I smirked as
well and then a thought struck me. I grabbed his hand on my chest
with both of mine and started rubbing the dead skin vigorously.

 

He tilted his head and furrowed his brow. “What are you
doing?”

 

I grinned as I continued the friction on his hand. “An
experiment. You tend to warm up the more you touch me, so I thought
maybe I could warm you up before you touch Ben and Tracey.”

 

He rolled his eyes and shook his head, then gave me a lopsided
grin. “I could think of warmer places to shove my hand,” he huskily
told me.

 

I stopped rubbing his hand and debated whether I should smack
him or kiss him. Deciding we didn’t have time for the latter, I
smacked him on the arm. He laughed while I brought his hand to my
cheek. I sighed at the slightly warmer feel of it and he smiled
watching me. “There, nearly human.”

 

He shook his head, adoration in his eyes. “That’s my motto,” he
murmured. He leaned down to kiss me and I let myself get lost in it
for a moment. But then we started getting too lost in it and I had
to push him back when he started to move over the top off me.
Pulling away from his mouth, I muttered, “We have a show time to
make.” It came out a little breathlessly.

 

Pressing against me he muttered, “We have time.”

 

I bit my lip, but laughed and pushed him away from me. He gave
me a disappointed face and I laughed harder, pushing him all the
way off me. “You really are so incredibly easy,” I giggled as he
helped me stand.

 

He made an affronted noise and grabbed his wallet from his
nightstand. “I’ll have you know,” he pointed down to his jeans,
“these are actually very difficult to get into.” He gave me a
lopsided grin. “In fact, only one girl can.”

 

I laughed and walked over to him, slinging my arms around his
neck. “Good,” I said, giving him a soft kiss.

 

He pulled back, his pale eyes sparkling, just a bit too
mischievously. “Yeah, I promise I won’t tell her about you.”

 

I gasped and brought my arm back to smack him soundly in the
chest, but he blurred out of the room. “Chicken,” I yelled out the
open door. I heard laughter answer me, but he was probably already
downstairs. “Smartass,” I muttered, knowing full well he heard
me.

 

We pulled into the theater lot a moment later and holding hands,
strolled into the lobby. We spotted Tracey and Hot Ben instantly,
as they had their mouths all over each other, and grinning, we
walked over to say hi.

 

Tracey waved hello to us when she noticed our approach and I
clenched Teren’s hand tighter. We approached the eerily, equally
attractive couple, his sculpted face and highlighted hair a
compliment to her curves and blonde flowing mane. The two of them
were almost more pleasing to look at when they stood together.
Tracey’s big blue eyes brightened when she took in Teren; she
hadn’t seen him in awhile. Ben either, for that matter, and, as he
and Teren were sort of friends, he was the first to greet him.

 

“Hey, man, glad you’re back.” He clapped Teren on the shoulder,
one arm still around Tracey. I exhaled and relaxed a smidge.

 

Tracey giggled and leaned over to give Teren a quick one-armed
hug. “Oh,” she squeaked, “cold outside, isn’t it?” She brought her
hand to Hot Ben’s chest and rested her head against his shoulder.
“I’m glad your dad’s okay, Teren,” she said, and Ben nodded beside
her.

 

“Yeah, if he ever needs help again,” he smiled dazzlingly, “I’d
love to try working on a ranch.”

 

Teren grinned and shot me a look. “Thank you, but I think that,
uh…problem, won’t come up again.” I started to laugh, and switched
it to a cough into my hand. Teren squeezed my waist and I relaxed
into his side, happy that everyone was oblivious to what that
really meant, and happy that the horrid moment he’d just joked
about, was a moment that we finally could joke about. A
moment that was gratefully over. “Shall we?” Teren indicated the
ticket line and laughing at being together again, we bought our
tickets.

 

After the movie, we headed to a bar, where we all sat in a noisy
corner and Teren faked sipping his dark bottled beer. As you
couldn’t see through the glass at how much was left, no one
suspected that he wasn’t actually drinking it. Relaxing even more,
as our deception started getting easier, and honestly, Tracey and
Ben started getting drunker, I decided it was time to up that
joyous feeling.

 

To interrupt the conversations around me, I noisily clinked a
spoon from a nearby table against my Shirley Temple glass. Tracey
and Hot Ben stopped giggling into each other’s sides and turned
their heads to look at me. Teren grinned and chuckled as he knew
what I was about to do.

 

“Um…guys.” They both grinned and blinked at me and I thought we
may have to give them a ride home. “Teren and I have some news.” We
looked at each other and he smiled softly and grabbed my hand. Not
looking back at Tracey and Hot Ben, I said to Teren, “We’re getting
married.”

 

I heard the incredibly loud shriek from Tracey and watched Teren
wince and close his eyes; that probably had been exceedingly loud
to him. Twisting my head, I watched a half-drunk Tracey try and
maul me over the table. Laughing, I stood up so she could hug me.
She jumped up and down, squealing, and every head in the bar turned
at the commotion. Trying to shush her, I added, “We’d like you guys
to stand up with us.”

 

At that point, she collapsed into my arms and started sobbing; I
took that as a yes. Ben more calmly stood up to hug me around his
girlfriend, and then clasped Teren’s hand, who was now standing by
my side, watching Tracey sob in my arms with an amused grin on his
face. Ben congratulated us both and said he’d be honored. Tracey
finally pulled back at that and slurringly said that she’d be
honored too. Then she looked behind me at Teren and started sobbing
all over again as she let go of me and reached out for him. I
tensed, but honestly, she was so tipsy, he could have had icicles
dripping from his nose and she wouldn’t have noticed. She clung to
him, sobbing on his shoulder and murmuring congratulations, until
Ben finally pulled her back to her seat.

 

Sniffing and wiping her nose, she hiccupped and asked, “When are
you guys going to do it? Spring? Summer?”

 

I grinned in my excitement and said, “The nineteenth.”

 

She looked at me blankly. “Of which month?”

 

I frowned and furrowed my brow. “Of this month.”

 

He face dropped as her mouth fell open. “This month? Jesus,
Emma, that’s only a couple of weeks away. How about a longer heads
up.” She shook her head and took a sip of her drink. Pausing, she
muttered, “Why so fast? You pregnant or something?”

 

I flushed and attempted to shake my head, but she saw the color
in my cheeks and sputtered on her drink. “Holy shit, you are!”

 

I sighed that I was a complete failure at keeping my secret off
my face. I guess I was just too thrilled about it. Giving up, I
shrugged and grinned as idiotically as I wanted to. “Yes, I
am.”

 

Her earlier exclamation was near silent in comparison to her new
one. I thought we might get kicked out with the angry glares we
were getting, and Teren actually brought his hands up to rub his
temples. I suspected his hearing may be slightly less supernatural
after tonight.

 

She didn’t even give me the chance to let me stand again before
she stumbled over to my side and sat on my seat with me, flinging
her arms around me and crying again. “I knew it was weird that you
were drinking a Shirley Temple.”

 

I laughed and hugged her back, glad that most of our secrets
were out. Ben stood up to give Teren a brief hug, not commenting on
his chilliness, and then we spent the rest of the night going over
the upcoming nuptials.

 

As our foursome was walking back to Teren’s car later, after
he’d agreed that we should take the sloppily drunk Tracey, and the
slightly less drunk Ben, home, Teren suddenly stopped walking and
looked down an alley. Furrowing his brow and cocking his head, he
ignored the sounds of the two giggling people in our group and
focused on something down the alley. My heart started beating
harder as I whispered, “What is it?”

 

“I don’t…” His blue eyes narrowed and he took a step towards the
dark crack between the two buildings.

 

Panicked, I grabbed his elbow. He twisted to look at me and I
roughly shook my head at him. “Don’t you dare, Teren. You stay
here…with me.” I searched his eyes until he finally nodded.

 

Looking back to the alley, he shook his head. “I don’t hear it
anymore anyway.”

 

As Tracey and Hot Ben laughed and bumped into the back of us, I
asked him, “What did you hear?”

 

He grabbed my hand and shook his head, starting to walk down the
street to his car. “I’m not sure, it was really faint.” I swallowed
- really faint to Teren was really faint. He noticed my
reaction and grinned nonchalantly, bringing me closer to his side.
“It was probably nothing.” His other hand went to his head. ”I’m
practically deaf now anyway.” He made a motion like he was trying
to clean out his ear and I laughed, my fears momentarily tempered
by his humor.

 

I drove Teren’s Prius with Tracey beside me while Teren followed
us in Hot Ben’s SUV. Tracey chatted the entire time we drove them
to Ben’s house. She briefly talked about my pregnancy, a little
belligerently angry that I didn’t tell her immediately, and then
she switched to the wedding. She had seen a bridesmaid dress last
week that would be perfect, and she wanted to go buy it tomorrow. I
told her that was fine; I didn’t care what her and my sister wore,
I didn’t even care what colors they wore. She giggled and described
it in detail. I laughed a little when she told me it was blood red.
How perfect. I told her I’d call Ashley and we’d all go and find
one for her too.

 

After dropping them off at Hot Ben’s apartment, and making sure
the drunken couple would be okay for the rest of the night (which,
as they started getting handsy in the entryway, I thought the rest
of their night would be just fine), Teren and I made our way home.
We got a little handsy in the entryway as well, and actually ended
up stumbling half-dressed into his obligatory piano room, having a
bit of an intimate moment on the bench in front of his baby
grand.

 

We fell asleep down there, with our feet up on the bench and a
blanket from a nearby chair draped across our bare bodies. After
the intensity died down, Spike had found us and nestled in-between
us, and I sighed happily in my sleep at our odd little family.

 

The next morning, I awoke to a steaming cup of cocoa placed on
the floor by my head. An amused Teren was squatting behind it when
I cracked my eyes open. He indicated where I was sprawled out on
the floor, half of me underneath the piano bench and Spike nestled
close into my side. “You move all this way…to have a slumber party
on my floor?”

 

I grinned and chuckled as I stretched out the kinks in my body,
Spike stirring beside me and licking my shoulder. “I didn’t hear
you complaining last night,” I muttered between yawns.

 

He smirked and leaned down to kiss me. “I had nothing to
complain about.” He sighed as he pulled away. “I have to go…I’ll
see you tonight.”

 

He kissed me again and I playfully pulled him into me. He
grunted as he lost his balance and the top half of him fell on the
top half of me. He started laughing as Spike yelped and darted out
of the room, but my appetite had sprung back up and I wasn’t in a
laughing mood. I wasn’t letting up with the affectionate kisses
either. His laughter died as well, as his humor switched to
something else. He eagerly returned my ardent touches, his hands
moving under the blanket to caress my bare skin. That hand went
straight down to between my thighs and slid against me. I was ready
for him again, already, and I moaned in his mouth as he worked his
hand over me. Dropping his head to my shoulder he muttered, “Emma…I
don’t have time for this…”

 

My response was a nonverbal one as I groaned and arched against
his hand, feeling the heat his icy touch created, rising in me
already. His body leaning against mine shifted so he could press
his hips against my leg. His mouth came back to mine, nearly
attacking me, and as his hand continued stoking my fire, he brought
his thumb into the equation, circling it around my sensitive core
as his fingers worked inside of me. I gasped and pulled at the top
half of him leaning over me. My hands were everywhere - in his
hair, pulling on his clothes, trying to pull him on top of me, even
though that stupid bench was in the way.

 

He murmured something about really needing to go and as I was
nearly exploding, I breathlessly begged, “Please, don’t…stop.”

 

He groaned and slipped another finger in and I cried out as the
pleasure ripped through me. His breath fast in my ear, he panted,
“This is killing me. I need…something, Emma.”

 

Without thinking about it, I brought my wrist to his mouth. He
didn’t hesitate at what I offered him. His free hand held my arm
and he bit down, easily puncturing the skin. That was all I needed
too. My release instantly burst through me, and I cried out with
the force of it. He made several short moaning noises as he drank
while I came. As his fingers and mouth slowed, I felt drained and
satisfied, on multiple levels. Eventually he licked the wounds
closed on my wrist and removed his fingers from inside my body; he
licked those too. Still breathing slightly heavy, he pulled back to
gaze at me with unfocused eyes.

 

My own breath heavy, I ran a hand down his face, wiping a speck
of blood off his lip. “Holy hell, Teren. Can we wake up like that
every day?”

 

He grinned and laughed, leaning in for a quick peck as his teeth
retracted. “Now, I really do have to go. I love you.”

 

I held onto his arm as he stood. “I love you too.” He grinned as
he looked down on me, lightly shaking his head as he turned to
leave the room. He called out another goodbye and then I heard the
door shutting. I sighed as I reached over for my miraculously not
toppled over hot chocolate, thinking I really, really loved living
here.

 

Later at work, I broke the news of my upcoming wedding to
Clarice and the rest of my coworkers. I broke the news because a
still bubbly (even with a hangover) Tracey wouldn’t shut up about
it. Clarice overheard us talking about dress shopping later and I
cheerily confessed my plans. She gave me a three second smile
before flatly saying, “You don’t have any more vacation time, so I
hope you weren’t planning on a honeymoon.”

 

Mentally I rolled my eyes, but I happily replied with, “No, we
sort of already had our honeymoon.” I smiled at the memory of all
the weeks we’d spent at the ranch and Clarice walked away,
muttering something about that being a good thing. I did not
mention to her that I’d be taking maternity leave before the year
was up, and I made Tracey promise to do the same. I sort of had the
feeling that that would drive Clarice over the edge.

 

After work, Tracey and I carpooled in my cute bug and we picked
up my sister before heading to the dress shop. It was a quaint
little wedding boutique and I bit my lip as we walked past the pure
white beauties in the window. Tracey and Ashley both laughed at my
reaction and Ash muttered that it was sort of hypocritical for me
to wear white, when I was already pregnant. I smacked her arm while
Tracey laughed her agreeance.

 

Smiling, we all entered the shop together. Ash and Tracey
quickly found the dress Trace had picked out, and both had squealed
with delight when they found a similar one for Ashley to try on. I
was a little nervous for my sister, but the floor length dress had
long sleeves and a high neckline, and would cover most of her
scarred body. I was a little surprised that Tracey had even liked
the conservative style when I saw it on the rack, but then they
both tried them on, and I understood. It was very form fitted, and
clung to their bodies in such a way, that they both may as well
have been naked. We had my sister’s altered, so it was just a tad
looser on her, and then I started trying on dresses, just for
fun.

 

It was the third one I tried and I knew it was the one.
It lightly trailed on the floor with a short train behind it. The
sleeves were an intricate, see-through lace design with pearls
stitched along the seams. The front was almost corset looking, but
the respectable kind, with crisscrossing strips of satin
emphasizing all of the assets that Teren adored, especially now
that those assets had started to swell out a little. The back had a
cutout shape of a heart between my shoulder blades and a row of
pears lining my spine. The whole thing was elegant and a touch sexy
and cost more than all my pantsuits combined. But it was perfect,
and already fit me with no real adjustments needed. It seemed like
a no brainer to me, so I ended up leaving that wedding boutique
with dresses for the girls and a dress for me.

 

I had Ash hide the dress for me at her place, which was my old
place. After I’d moved out, Teren and I had eagerly helped her move
in. My mom had objected at first, claiming the steep stairs were
too challenging for her, as some of her joints were a little stiff,
but Ash had rolled her eyes and told her that she was nearly twenty
and wanted to try living on her own. Mom couldn’t really object to
that, so she’d halfheartedly helped us change her over.

 

Ash loved it. She loved the independence and loved having
friends from school over at any hour, not having to worry about
waking Mom, and she’d confessed that she hoped to have a boy or two
over. I smiled at that and hoped she did too. I hated the idea of
her looks keeping her from the love she so deserved. That fear had
led me to ask Teren to change her once, which he’d adamantly
refused. But as I listened to her talk and heard the growing
confidence in her voice, I suddenly heard a woman emerging from
inside that scarred body, and I was positive that someday, some man
would hear that woman too, and love her regardless.

 

I was smiling over that thought as I came back to my new modern
looking two-story home, with a breathtaking view of the ocean, out
the wall of windows in the living room. Sunsets here were truly
spectacular and I couldn’t wait for the late days of summer, so
Teren and I could sit out here every evening and enjoy them
together. A thrill shot through me as I realized that Teren and I
would be married by then, we’d be husband and wife. Then a frown
hit me. I’d also be the size of a house by then. We’d have to check
the weight limit on his deck.

 

Teren disrupted my thoughts by easily picking me up and carting
me off to the kitchen. He plopped me down at a chair by the kitchen
table and asked about my shopping trip while he prepped a plate for
me. My stomach rumbled as I eyed the steaming pile of lasagna
before me, and not waiting for him to join me, I hungrily dug in,
telling him all the details about the trip that I could. I
mentioned I found a dress for me, but kept back the details of it.
He could wait.

 

He laughed at my hunger as he poured a glass of blood for
himself from the steaming carafe, eerily similar to the kind his
mom used at the ranch. He sat next to me, leaning back casually in
his chair as he sipped his dinner. I watched him while I ate,
wondering how a liquid diet could possibly be as satisfying as the
calorie-leaden food currently plopping into mine. He watched me
with an odd grin as I watched him. Taking a break from inhaling my
food, I asked, “Do you miss it?”

 

He tilted his head as he took another sip. “Miss what?”

 

I raised a forkful of cheesy goodness. “Food. Real food. Well,
human food.”  Human food which I continued to shovel down my
throat with abandon.

 

He grinned lopsidedly and then shook his head. “No.” His pale
eyes pulled away from my mouth to look into mine. “Surprisingly,
no, I don’t miss it.” He shrugged his shoulders and indicated my
plate with his glass. “It doesn’t even sound good anymore.”

 

I smiled that at least he didn’t miss something that he couldn’t
have anymore. I mean, he couldn’t exactly digest the incredibly
heavy food I was starting to get full on. “Well, that’s good that
you don’t have to endure a lifelong…yearning.” I shrugged and then
laughed at my choice of words.

 

He laughed too and took a long drink of the blood, closing his
eyes as he relished it. Slowly he opened them, the blue depths
looking as satisfied as mine probably did. “No, I don’t yearn…for
that.” He grinned devilishly, his fangs only intensifying the look,
and I felt a flush creep into my cheeks.

 

He took a long draw of his drink and then smiled contently.
“Besides, you wouldn’t believe how good this is.” He closed his
eyes and inhaled a deep breath. A concerned look entered his face
as he cracked an eye open. “Not as tasty as you, of course.”

 

I laughed around a mouthful of food that he was actually
concerned that I’d be offended that he enjoyed his cow drink more
than he enjoyed me. I raised my wrist, the bandage on it reminding
me vividly of this morning. A slow smile spread on his face as he
remembered it too. “Oh, I know that, Teren. Don’t worry, you make
that painfully clear.” I smirked on the end of that and he chuckled
as he took another sip.

 

Then his eyes grew speculative and he cocked his head at me.
Slowly he said, “Do you… Would you…want to try it?” He extended his
glass to me.

 

My eyes widened at that and my stomach tightened. Ew. Why would
he think I wanted to try that? “No, Teren…gross.” His eyebrow
lifted at that and I quickly amended with, “No offense.” He
laughed, and started to pull his glass back.

 

As he did, a fragrance hit me that I’d never smelled before. I
grabbed his hand, and pulled the glass back to me. I inhaled the
top of it while Teren scrunched his brows again. It smelled better
than the meal I was ingesting. My mouth started to water as I
imagined that thick, warm, fragrant liquid running down my throat.
Grossed out at my own desires, I shoved his hand away from me and
plugged my nose to keep that delicious smell back. “Oh my god,
Teren.”

 

He tilted his head as he took a sip. “That bad?” he asked.

 

I shook my head. “No…that good.” I made a disgusted face and he
laughed at seeing it.

 

Extending the glass again, he said, “Are you sure you don’t want
to try it?”

 

I forcefully shook my head. “Ew, no.” He shook his head,
chuckling at me while I frowned at his reaction. “Hey, it’s not me
that wants it.” I placed a hand on my stomach, hoping the hormones
in my body were really what were causing my craving. “These little
bloodsuckers are the culprits.”

 

He busted out laughing at that and stood at the table to lean
over and give me a deep kiss. The blood on his tongue…was fabulous,
and I hated myself for enjoying it.  Pulling away, he sat back
down and tilted back the rest of his dinner. “You’re adorable,
Emma.” He gave me a love filled gaze. “Don’t ever change,” he
whispered. I did flush at that and smiled shyly as I finished the
rest of my meal.

 

When I was done, Teren cleaned up after me, sweeping my plate
away as speedily as his mom did. Before I could stand to join him
in the adjoining kitchen, he’d blurred back to the table and set a
box right in front of me. I stared at it, seeing the small, velvet
encased container, knowing perfectly well what fit inside boxes
that size. My eyes started to water as I continued to stare at the
thing.

 

Teren squatted by my side, his voice soft in my ear while I was
entranced. “It has occurred to me, that in the rush of all of this,
I’ve missed a step.” His hand reached out for mine but I still
couldn’t tear my eyes away from that box. My heart was
hammering.

 

“I love you so much, Emma. I know we’ve rushed things, but I
wouldn’t change a second of our time together.” I finally tore my
eyes away and looked at him, a tear finally dropping to my cheek.
His eyes were overly wet as he gazed back at me. The level of love
on his face took my breath away. 

 

He rubbed the back of my hand as he searched my face. “I know we
don’t have the kind of time together that I wish we could have.” He
shook his head lightly. “I would keep you for all of eternity, if I
could, if I could keep you just like you are.” His other hand came
up to rest on my heart and I understood the reference. He meant if
he could keep me mostly human, like I was now, but immortal, like
him. I swallowed back the emotion as more tears fell on my cheeks.
A tear fell from his as he continued. “But, even still, I will live
every day that you have, trying to make you happy. And I won’t ever
take our time together for granted.”

 

He swallowed as another tear dropped from his eye. With an
achingly adorable smile, he moved his hand from my heart and opened
the tiny box. In it, was the most incredible ring I’d ever seen.
The diamond was round, flawless, and huge. The platinum band it was
set in was lined on either side, all the way around the band, with
small, blood-red rubies. I let out a soft sob at the symbolism. The
ring was the perfect representation of him and me. Gently sliding
the ring up the finger of my left hand, he whispered, “Will you
marry me, Emma Taylor?”

 

I could barely speak through the sobs, but my nodding and
throwing myself into his lap was pretty much answer enough. I was a
little startled at how emotional the actual proposal was to me, to
both of us really. I mean, we’d already decided to get married, and
picked a date, and I even picked out a dress today. But him placing
that ring on my finger…something about that, made it all finally
seem real, and I could not stop the torrent of tears.

 

God, I love this man.

 










Chapter 5
What Some People Will Do, To Appear Normal


Between my mom and Ashley coming over
three to four times a week to go over wedding details (and visit
Spike), finally catching up on the backlog at work, tracking the
babies progression daily on a baby calendar (they were the size of
limes now), and somehow fitting in Christmas shopping, those first
couple weeks of December flew by.

 

Teren and I had gone out to the ranch the weekend before,
helping Alanna make sure everything was prepped, but upon arrival,
we’d realized that our visit really wasn’t necessary. Well, I
realized that. Teren had been telling me the whole trip up that we
were just going for a friendly visit, that they’d have everything
good to go already. And they had. Alanna showed me the rooms
containing all the decorations, just waiting for the following
weekend. She showed me the flowers that she and the girls had
arranged and were being stored in their massive fridge, since they
didn’t need to keep a whole lot of food in there. I shook my head
when they told me that their hired hand, Peter, had even become an
ordained minister…just so he could marry us. They really had
thought of everything.

 

We’d spent the entire weekend just relaxing, visiting with his
family and talking about the two biggest events upcoming in my life
- the wedding and the children. They had all taken turns with their
heads against my stomach, relishing the sound of life within me. I
again felt that jealousy that they could hear what I couldn’t, but
I pushed it back. I’d hear those heartbeats again soon enough.

 

That last week before the wedding weekend had been filled with
tracking RSVPs, getting the final accessories and having everyone’s
dresses fitted one last time. As I felt like I was slightly bigger
than when I’d tried it on, I worried that my dress wouldn’t fit me.
Luckily, it had, and Ashley had carefully packed it in her bag for
the trip.

 

Before I could really stress about the upcoming ceremony, it was
the Thursday morning before the wedding. It was also my last day of
work before the wedding. Much to Clarice’s annoyance, Tracey had
gifted me one of her days off, and she and I were done in eight
short little hours. The entire wedding party - Ash, Tracey, and Hot
Ben - were going to spend the entire weekend out at the ranch with
us. I was a touch nervous about that, but what had my stomach in
knots on this beautiful, crisp December morning, was the fact that
the girls were taking me out for a bit of ‘last time your single’
girl fun and Ben and some of Teren’s coworkers…were taking him
out.

 

I wasn’t in the least bit worried that he’d do the whole ‘one
last screw before your tied down’ thing, Teren was much too loyal
for that, but I was worried about him “drinking” all night with a
group of guys. I obviously had an excuse not to drink, but Teren
didn’t really, and bachelor parties usually didn’t stop until the
groom was passed out in his own vomit.

 

I had no idea what he was going to do.

 

When I asked him about it before he left for work, he shook his
head at me and said, “I’ve been acting human for a really long
time, Emma.” With a raised eyebrow he added, “I even know how to
play drunk.”  I sighed as he left, but mentally grinned,
wishing I could watch Teren act like an idiot to fool his friends.
Shaking my head, I prepared for my last day of work as Emma
Taylor.

 

Clarice made no comment over the fact (no surprise, really), and
I wondered if she even remembered why I was taking a long weekend.
Tracey however, brought it up every five minutes and was
practically giddy as she described the club she wanted to take me
to tonight. Ashley went to lunch with us and blushed heavily when
Tracey started gushing about these male dancers she’d seen there a
few months ago. I sighed and rolled my eyes, already a little tired
at the prospect.

 

But I should have known that Tracey would make the
night…memorable for me. She’d gotten us as all wedding veils to
wear - her, Ashley, my mom (which really made the night interesting
for me, at seeing my mom drool over hot, nearly naked guys), a few
other friends from work and the gym, and me -  and positioned
us all right in front of the stage.

 

Now, I wasn’t one to get all hot and bothered over a guy
thrusting his hips in front of my face…even if the body was
ridiculously defined, but watching my friends and family get
sloppily drunk , and more and more friendly with said guys, was
enough to have me in a nearly constant stage of gut busting
laughter. It got especially intense, when the tallest,
darkest-skinned man I’d ever seen, came over with a remarkably
attractive Latino, and started dual grinding my mom. Oh my god,
I’ve never laughed so hard.

 

When the most attractive man in the place focused his attentions
on my wildly blushing sister, I nearly cried for her. I could tell
at the way her eyes never left him that she liked him, and he never
once looked at her any differently than any of the other women,
even admittedly hot Tracey. He treated Ashley the same, or maybe
even a little better, as everyone else. I tipped him obscenely well
for that.

 

As the night went on, and I took my bachelorette attentions with
as much dignity as I could, sipping on my plain ginger ale, I
started to wonder how Teren was fairing with Hot Ben and the guys.
I thought about texting him, but then thought better of it. That
might look like I was checking up on him to his friends, like I
didn’t trust him or something. And I couldn’t have trusted him
more. My concern had nothing to do with a woman.

 

As we piled into the limo Tracey had rented for the night, and I
checked my phone to check the time, I saw several awaiting texts
that I’d missed while in the loud club. With nervous knots in my
stomach, I opened them as Tracey plopped down beside me.

 

“Who’s that from?” she muttered drunkenly, as she looked over my
shoulder.

 

I tried to shield the phone, but I was too worried to really do
it very well. I just knew something was wrong. I opened the first
one without answering Tracey. It simply read, ‘I love you. Have
a good night.’

 

I smiled and relaxed fractionally as I opened the second one.
‘Love you, just got to the club.’ They had gone to a strip
club, of course.

 

The next one made me smile. ‘Ben bought shots…and lap
dances. I turned down the latter.’

 

“Hey, what’s that say about Ben?” Tracey asked over my shoulder
and I quickly opened the next one.

 

‘Miss yuo…’ I grinned at his purposely misspelled
message. Tracey frowned. “Either I’m drunk, or he’s drunk.” She
giggled at his next message. ‘I cnnot wait be you
husbnd.’

 

She lightly bumped against my shoulder as the rest of our group
clued in on what we were doing. “What’s up, Em?” Ashley asked.

 

Tracey answered for me, “Teren drunk texted her.” Ashley raised
her eyebrows at that, knowing perfectly well that Teren couldn’t
get “drunk.” I lightly smiled and shook my head at her, reading the
next one. Tracey busted up laughing and I turned bright red.
‘Cnt wait to fuk you.’

 

Oh, I was so smacking him for that one. Teren didn’t generally
talk to me like that…and, while I kind of liked it, I knew he’d
done it mainly to amuse my girlfriends. Drunk texting. Just another
form of his near constant charade to convince the world he was just
a typical guy. How little the world knew.

 

Tracey beside me was doubled over with laughter as she repeated
the text to the entire car. Everyone joined in on the laughs, my
mom including, which made my blush deepen and I considered reading
the rest when I was alone. Tracey jerked the phone away though and
typed in a quick reply. I could only imagine what she’d just told
him. Before I could get the phone back, she opened and read the
last one. ‘Ben’s sick…going home.’

 

I smiled when I saw the message was just ten minutes ago, he’d
be home when I got home. Tracey frowned though. “Ben’s sick?” She
looked over at me, peeved. “How am I supposed to have drunk sex, if
he’s sick?” She stuck her lip out as she handed me back my phone.
“Jerk off,” she muttered, crossing her arms over her chest.

 

The laughing car turned their attention to her and I relaxed.
Teren was right, he could fake being drunk, and, except
for Hot Ben, everything was fine.

 

When I finally did get home, I found him in our bedroom with his
head tilted to the side, listening intently to something. I knew it
wasn’t me, since I was clearly in the room with him, and I furrowed
my brow for a second. Then he shifted his attention to me and the
look of concentration faded as he grinned at me like an idiot. My
confusion fell off of me as I took in the adorable look on his
face. I raised an eyebrow curiously, as I set my purse down on my
nightstand. “What?” I said quietly.

 

His grin not leaving him, he raised his phone in his hand, the
text Tracey had sent open on the screen. Not looking the least bit
drunk, since of course, he wasn’t, his grin turned devilish.
“Really? You’re gonna do…that, to me tonight?”

 

I causally walked up to him standing next to our bed and glanced
at his phone. Seeing what Tracey had told him I’d do, my cheeks
heated, but looking back at his eager face, I tilted my head and
gave him a seductive grin. Not answering him, I simply dropped to
my knees.

 

Teren had the most adorable grin on his face as we got ready to
leave for the ranch early the next morning. I really wasn’t sure if
his grin was because we were getting married tomorrow, or because
of what I’d done for him last night. I couldn’t keep the grin off
my face as I thought about that. Tracey would be so proud of
me.

 

We picked up my sister and then met the others at a gas station
on the edge of town. Tracey had on the darkest sunglasses I’d ever
seen, and her face was the look of someone who’d already thrown up
a couple times this morning. I did sympathize with her; I’d thrown
up a couple times this morning as well, just for completely
different reasons. We leaned up against each other companionably as
Teren filled up his car.

 

Ashley slung her arm through mine, looking tired, but not nearly
as green as Tracey; she hadn’t nearly overdone it as much as Trace,
or Hot Ben for that matter. The three of us girls watched Teren
laugh at Ben and smack him on the shoulder. Ben winced in pain, his
eyes covered by equally dark glasses and a hand on his stomach,
like he was going to lose it on Teren’s shoes. I laughed,
remembering what Teren had confessed to me this morning. He’d
sneakily switched out all of his drinks for Hot Ben’s empty ones.
The rest of the guys had either been so drunk, or distracted by the
nearly nude girls, that no one had even noticed.

 

Ben had unknowingly drunken all of his drinks and Teren’s as
well. It was a miracle that boy could still stand. I told Teren it
was a good thing Tracey was never going to find out about that;
she’d stake him for sure.

 

Eventually, Teren explained to a slow looking Ben the general
area of where we were going, and Ben shuffled off to his car with
an equally slow looking Tracey. As Ashley and I got back in Teren’s
car, I hoped that Ben could maintain focus long enough to not lose
Teren on the highway.

 

Surprisingly, we all made it to the ranch together. As both cars
drove down the super long gravel driveway, we passed under the
huge, white wooden arch proclaiming the family name and I sighed
contently, knowing I’d soon be a part of that family. Maybe
recognizing what my sigh meant, my sister reached up from the seat
behind me and slung her arms around my neck. We both giggled while
Teren smiled at us.

 

As we got closer to the spread, I shook my head lightly and took
in the beauty that was the Adams ranch. Sitting between the
foothills, at the base of Mount Diablo, it was as close to idyllic
as one could get.  Green trees filled in the cracks between
the valleys, where water obviously gathered in streams and pools.
Teren and Ben would probably be spending some time this weekend
fishing in those watery spots, regardless of the chill in the air.
Boys would tolerate all sorts of adverse conditions for their
hobbies. Men were weird that way.

 

Various colored cows lazily munched on some long tan grass,
watching us as we passed. Farther in the fields, we could see even
more cows basking in the early morning rays. That was one thing the
family kept fully stocked on at all times – cattle, food for more
than one species.

 

As we pulled into the driveway, I heard Ashley whistle lowly.
“Wow, I don’t think I’ll ever get used to this place.”

 

I smiled back at her as Teren parked his car beside Halina’s
sporty European car. I knew exactly what she meant. The place was
breathtaking…and huge. It consisted of three buildings, forming a U
shape around a pool area in the back.  The side buildings were
low and long one-stories, while the main building was a huge
two-story dwelling that dwarfed Teren’s place. Every building was
capped with Spanish tile roofs that gleamed blood-red in the sun,
symbolic and perfect. The rest of the building was made up of warm,
honeyed wood and white stucco walls, embedded with smooth river
rocks along the bottom, so it resembled a seamless stone wall, sort
of castle-like, and also perfectly symbolic. If any of the humans
visiting this weekend realized what kind of people they were really
visiting, they’d have found it as humorous as I did, I was
sure.

 

We stepped out of the car as Ben parked beside Teren. He and
Tracey stepped out of their car with comically slack jaws. Teren
grinned and I giggled at their faces. I suppose I’d looked like
that on my first visit too. Locking arms with Ashley, I walked over
to a still stunned Tracey. She looked at Teren oddly and then
looked over at me, whispering, “You never told me Teren was
loaded.”

 

I saw Teren’s lip twitch and knew he’d heard that. I grinned and
shook my head at her bewildered face. “Because it doesn’t matter,
Trace.” I watched his lips widen as he flashed his eyes to me
in-between a conversation with Ben.

 

Ashley laughed at Tracey’s still confused face. Finally Tracey
shook her head and said, “Why the hell are you still working for
that bitch? You could probably buy the company.”

 

Teren laughed, switching it to a cough mid-chuckle, and I
grabbed Tracey’s arm leading her to the house she couldn’t seem to
get over. “They’re not that rich…besides, it’s his dad’s
money.” I wasn’t entirely sure how his family had amassed such an
amount, or whose it was technically, although they seemed to live a
communal lifestyle…or a “nest” lifestyle, to put it in vampire
terms, and probably considered whatever they had to be everyone’s.
It was sort of a sweet way to live. Assuming everyone liked each
other, which luckily, his entire family immensely loved each other,
nearly worshipped each other. That was sweet too.

 

We all followed the granite steps to the huge wooden overhang
above the front doors and I noticed the potted roses trailing up
each one of the massive support beams holding the structure up. I
grinned at the white beauties that the vampire women had put up for
me. Nervous-excited energy flitted through me at the thought of
tomorrow. Teren reached over and grabbed my hand, hearing my body’s
change, and registering that I was nervous or excited or maybe
both. He smiled at me encouragingly and moved his other hand to
open the door.

 

The door swung in before he had a chance and I suppressed a grin
at his mom’s impatience. Ben took a step back with the
unexpectedness of that, and his face went a shade of green over his
sudden movement. Groaning, he put a hand on his stomach and I
narrowed my eyes, praying he didn’t toss his cookies on my
beautiful new roses.

 

He kept it together though, and slapped on a gorgeous smile that
almost made him seem normal, and not on the verge of being sick. I
shook my head and turned to greet Teren’s…my…family.

 

“Emma,” Alanna beamed, as she, for the first time ever, ignored
her son and swept me into her arms first. Her long black hair
swished around my body as she humanly slow wrapped me in her cool
embrace. I returned the gesture, feeling tears sting my eyes
already. Oh, boy, I was never going to make it through this
weekend.

 

She pulled back from me, eyeing me warmly, and then shifted her
attention to Teren. He grinned and greeted her just as warmly as
she’d greeted me. Yes, one thing this family had in spades, was
love for each other. 

 

When she pulled away from him, he swiftly hugged his dad
standing at Alanna’s side, and then swished his arm out to indicate
our friends. “Mom, Dad, this is Tracey and Ben, and of course, you
remember Emma’s sister, Ashley.” Ashley had visited me at the ranch
not too long after Teren’s conversion. Alanna and Jack gave her
soft smiles of acknowledgement before he finished his
introductions. “Guys, this is my father, Jack, and his wife, my
step-mother, Alanna.”

 

Tracey and Ben threw on polite smiles as they shook Jack’s hand
and I mentally reminded myself about Teren’s cover story. Alanna,
Imogen and Halina, all looked too young to be his mother,
grandmother and especially, his great-grandmother, so, to the
outside world his birth mother had died a few years ago and his
father had remarried, to a younger woman no less. Imogen and Halina
were being “sold” as Alanna’s sisters. That story would work for
several years, I suppose, until eventually Teren’s never-ending
youth would have to have him be Alanna’s sibling as well. That
would be a weird lie to say, she was just too much a mom to me.

 

Tracey was looking back and forth between Alanna and Teren, a
clearly confused look on her still sickly face. I understood.
Alanna and Teren were nearly carbon copies of each other; the
resemblance was almost eerie. But he’d just established that he and
Alanna weren’t blood related. Tracey was trying to figure that out.
I smiled, picturing her astonishment when she met the other
vampires; they were all eerily similar. That was one unfortunate
part of the story. You just had to buy that they weren’t related to
Teren, even though they looked just like him. Again, I suppose
Teren could be altered in the story to be their brother…and again,
weird.

 

With Jack looking ecstatic at having another fishing partner in
the house, he clasped Hot Ben on the back, which made Ben wince
horribly, and we were all led into the foyer. Tracey let out a low
“wow” as she looked around the house. I smiled as I looked around
too. The grand double staircase, the beautiful French doors that
opened up into the impressive living room, the art along the walls,
including the achingly stunning sunset that Halina had painted, and
the naked, crying woman fountain in the center; it was beautiful
and meticulous and classy, much like Alanna.

 

I noticed the details that weren’t there the last time I’d
visited, as Alanna started walking the group to a side hallway that
led to one of the different buildings (apparently, the guests
weren’t staying in the main building, which was probably for the
best). Alanna had set more potted roses along the banisters; the
pot bases a swirled black and white marble, with faint streaks of
red in them. The roses themselves alternated between deep red and a
white as pure as snow…or vampire skin. The roses had been strung
along the railings, so they looped around them, all the way to the
top, the colors mingling beautifully. White and red pillar candles
lined the edges of every single step, and when they were lit, I’d
imagined that the entire staircase would glow. Even more candles
and roses were spaced throughout the room, a few petals floating in
the fountain, and I shook my head as we left it. It was
impressive…and only the entryway.

 

We passed through a covered breezeway, into one of the side
buildings that the vampires never really seemed to use. I suppose
that they planned on eventually filling all the rooms with
grandchildren - great-great-great-great-etc-grandchildren. That was
one of the things about living eternally – you had to plan for
events really far out there. It sort of blew my mind. I
wasn’t even sure what I’d be doing in the next six months, let
alone the next sixty or six hundred years, although that last one
wouldn’t really be a problem for me, as there was no way this human
girl would live that long.

 

Alanna showed us into a room she’d set up for Tracey and Hot
Ben. They both thanked her and laid down on the bed, face first. I
chuckled at our tired, hung-over friends. As Alanna left with
Ashley to show her to her room, Teren laughed at Ben, smacking his
feet and telling him he’d go get his bags for him. Ben muttered
something about Teren being an ass, for not being even just a
little hung-over too, and then started snoring. I shook my head at
the still drunk looking model and his equally still drunk looking
girlfriend, and wished them both a speedy recovery from last
night’s festivities.

 

Teren lickety-split got their things (which they didn’t notice,
both having fallen back asleep) and then rushed to get Ashley’s as
well. He blurred into her room, not having to hide any of his
abilities from her, and she grinned and thanked him as she
experimentally bounced up and down on the luxurious bed she was
sitting on. Teren set down two black dress bags and cocked an
eyebrow at me. I told him to not worry about it, and he grinned,
knowing my dress was in one. I tilted my head as I studied the
gorgeous man I was about to marry – that jet black hair and pale
blue eyes, set off by impossibly sexy stubble - he was
supernaturally perfect.

 

He leaned in to kiss me and then excused himself so Ash and I
could excitedly whisper about the wedding. Alanna joined us, and
after assuring me that Teren was bonding with his dad at their
favorite fishing hole, I showed Alanna the dress. She oohed and
aahed, and started crying pinkish tears in her joy. She hugged me
again and patted my slightly larger belly, exclaiming how amazing
I’d look, and how excited she was to have me join her family. As I
clasped her chilly hand, I felt exactly the same.

 

Eventually, Tracey and Hot Ben woke from their “nap” and
stumbled out to find everybody. Alanna pointed Ben to the general
vicinity of where Teren was fishing with Jack, and Ben’s face
brightened considerably. Looking like his normal handsome self, he
grabbed some spare equipment and gave Tracey a quick kiss goodbye,
before following Alanna outback, to where the jeeps were
located.

 

Tracey had taken one look out her window after resting, and knew
exactly what us girls were going to do while the boys played in the
chilly waters.  She’d decided that we were all sipping mojitos
in the hot tub. Okay, she and Ash were sipping mojitos in the hot
tub. I was sipping caffeine-free Coke and dangling my feet over the
edge. The doctor had told me that anything hotter than bath water
wasn’t good for the kids, and after all I’d gone through to get
knocked up, I wasn’t taking any risks.

 

Ash would normally never wear a suit, but she felt comfortable
around Tracey and I, and super comfortable around the vamps, and
gleefully changed into a very modest one piece, while Tracey
changed into scraps of material that I’m sure were illegal in
several States.

 

They ducked out to the pool while I headed to the kitchen to
prepare their drinks. I could hear Tracey’s exclamation when she
saw it, from all the way inside. I giggled, remembering how
impressed I’d been with it too when I’d first seen it. The pool
area was exquisite. Flat river rocks made up a patio that
seamlessly surrounded an Olympic sized pool, hot tub, and
barbequing area. There just weren’t enough words to describe how
natural and incredible this place really was. I hoped the ranch
stayed in their family forever.

 

Alanna joined me, after seeing Hot Ben off, and slung a cool arm
around my waist as I opened the fridge to look for some beverages
that humans could drink. Alanna smiled and opened a drawer above
the fridge, where several bottles of alcohol were tucked away. I
was a little surprised at first, until she explained that Jack
liked to have a drink or two with the hired hands, and Teren used
to join them sometimes, back when he could drink.

 

As Alanna automatically started making mojitos, having heard
Tracey’s request, I leaned back on the counter and watched her
lightening fast hands work. “Are you guys going to be okay this
weekend, Mom? I mean, you won’t go hungry or anything?”

 

She gave me a smile that I’d used her preferred form of address
without having to correct myself, and then looked back to her work.
“Of course, dear. We have ways to eat secretly.”

 

I worried my lip and looked out the window, to where I could see
the rolling hills full of herds of cattle. “Yeah, well, I really
appreciate all of the trouble that you’ve all gone to.”

 

She stopped and placed a hand on my shoulder, her youthful face
warm and open. “It’s no trouble, Emma. You’re family.” My hand
automatically went to my stomach and her eyes tracked the movement.
With a small smile, she shook her head. “That’s not what makes you
family, sweetheart.” I tilted my head, but she continued, that warm
smile never leaving her. “You have my son’s heart…that’s what makes
you family.”

 

She removed her hand and picked up a tray to put the drinks on.
I felt my eyes water at her statement. That feeling only
intensified with her next one. Picking up the tray, she shook her
head again. “You have no idea how long he looked for you.”

 

I swallowed, a tear falling down my cheek anyway. “Probably as
long as I looked for him.”A goofy grin broke out on my face, along
with more tears, and I silently cursed my hormonal body. My current
state didn’t mix well with those darn emotional vampires.

 

Alanna had pink tears in her eyes too, and she gave me a swift
hug with her free arm. Both of us swiping our eyes, we headed out
to the back. Seeing the area for myself, I gasped and felt my mouth
drop open. A large, white wedding tent had been stretched out
between the two buildings and dozens, no, hundreds of twinkling
lights were strung underneath the canvas. Outdoor heaters had been
set up around the perimeter, waiting to warm up the humans that
would be bothered by a chilly December evening, and a Plexiglas
floor had been constructed over the pool, effectively creating a
huge open area where once only swimming had taken place. You could
see the calm water under that glass, highlighted by blue underwater
lamps. Walking on that glass, it would seem like you were walking
right on top of the water.

 

Dozens of balloons in reds, whites and black were tied off at
the four corners of the massive tent, and to every available
surface around the patio. Candles and roses, also in the weddings
colors, made up nearly every other flat surface. Tables lined the
area on the edges of the pool and the pool-floor itself was already
set up with rows upon rows of awaiting folding chairs. The far end
of the tent held a low bench with candles and roses and a wooden
arch directly over it was draped in the twining flowers. I blinked
away more tears as I realized what I was looking at – the spot
where Teren and I would be married.

 

Feeling Alanna’s encouraging pat on my back, I closed my mouth
and muttered something along the lines of “it’s beautiful”. It was
all new, too – none of this had been here when we’d visited last
weekend. The hot tub was behind the tent, and as the sides of the
canopy were tied open, I could see through it, to where Tracey and
Ash were laughing in the massive tub of near boiling water.

 

Tracey noticed me walking up and exclaimed, “Isn’t this amazing,
Emma!” She shook her head in open delight. “Your wedding is going
to be so beautiful.” Her eyes misted as she said that, and I saw a
brief moment of wistfulness pass her features. I started to wonder
if she and Hot Ben would get through this weekend without “the
talk”.

 

As I took off my shoes and rolled up my pant legs, Alanna handed
the girls their drinks. I watched Tracey, amused, as she took it
and cautiously took a sip. She had to still be hurting some from
last night. As the searing water hit my feet, I sighed contently.
Alanna finished by handing me my Coke, and then cocked her head to
the side, listening. I strained, but didn’t hear what her super
ears could. Tracey took no notice about it, but Ashley watched her
as intently as I did.

 

She smiled at me. “I’ll be back to check on you girls in a
bit.”

 

The day was cold but clear, and a flash of sunlight played on
her dark hair as she turned to leave. I wanted to ask her what it
was, but she couldn’t really explain it in front of Tracey anyway,
so I didn’t ask. I would just have to trust the vampires.

 

As I was banging my legs against the back of the tub and
reveling in the mixture of chilly air and hot water, I started to
truly relax. Everything was going perfectly…and everything would.
This weekend was going to be fabulous. And I was going to come out
of it…an Adams.

 

The cause of Alanna’s earlier distraction became apparent when
maybe ten or fifteen minutes later, my mom showed up in the
backyard. I bounded up to greet my mom, as Alanna excused herself
to get her something to drink. I also knew that Alanna needed to
back inside, away from the bright sun. She could be outside for
stretches, but it did eventually get uncomfortable for her.

 

“Mom, you’re here!” I exclaimed, hugging the plump woman tight.
Mom hadn’t been going to show up until tomorrow morning, giving us
“kids” a chance to celebrate alone.

 

She grinned and hugged me back. “Yeah, I ducked out of work
early. I know you’re having a bonding friend moment,” she pulled
back to look at me, tears in her eyes, “but I wanted my girl.”

 

I shook my head, tears in my eyes as well. “It’s fine. I’m glad
you came.” I felt the tears slide down my cheeks and thought that
maybe the vampires weren’t the only emotional ones. “I’m so glad
you’re here.” I nearly sobbed that and rolled my own eyes.

 

Mom only sniffled and then laughed. Pulling apart from me, she
swiped her eyes. “You’re a little emotional, aren’t you?” Everyone
laughed at that, me included.

 

Swiping my eyes, I muttered, “Yeah, darn pregnancy.”

 

Mom patted my stomach, a broad smile on her face. “And that only
gets worse.”

 

I sighed and then hugged her again. A little while later, Tracey
and Ash had had enough of the steamy water and scrambled out of the
tub and into thick, warm robes. Mom looked around the fairytale
like backyard and kept muttering, “It’s so beautiful, Emma.”

 

I nodded, agreeing with her, and showed her the areas of the
house I could, while Tracey and Ash changed back into regular
clothes. She was amazed at the glass walled living room that had a
spectacular view of Mount Diablo. And she gaped at the stone
fireplace, the stones along the flue meticulously positioned in
such a way that they resembled a flame. But those reactions were
nothing to the reaction I got when I showed her the kitchen.

 

Alanna’s kitchen was to die for, especially if, like my mom, you
loved to cook. She opened every dark mahogany drawer, examined
everything in the double fridge (that mainly was holding flowers –
no blood, thank goodness) and exclaimed loudly at the walk in
freezer (which also thankfully had no blood, any visible blood at
least). Alanna joined our tour and pointed out all the intricate
details of the kitchen that only a fellow cook would appreciate. I
tuned them out as they started going over recipes.

 

If my mom thought Teren’s step-mother was odd, or a little too
identical to not be related to him, you’d never know by her body
language. She leaned in close to the woman as they animatedly
talked over casserole recipes, and I tensed when Mom touched her
shoulder, but then instantly relaxed. Mom was too caught up in the
conversation to note Alanna’s “differences”.  I sighed,
relaxing even more.

 

Mom didn’t bother with the rest of the tour, content with Alanna
in their favorite room. The two of them started preparing a feast
for dinner tonight, just as the boys came back from fishing. Tracey
mauled Hot Ben and I embraced Teren. Jack gave Alanna a warm hug
and handed her the few fish the boys had managed to catch. It
wasn’t much, it not exactly being fishing season, but Alanna looked
like he’d just handed her a diamond bracelet, and gave him a huge
hug, and then Teren.

 

“Thank you, boys,” she proclaimed brightly, as she and Mom
started talking about ways to prepare it.

 

I smiled and relaxed into Teren’s arms, comfortable that this
weekend was going to be fine.

 

While Alanna and Jack kept Mom occupied in the kitchen, the rest
of us slipped into the living room. Tracey and Ben felt the need to
make sure Teren and I got started in our marriage the “correct”
way. I tried to pat my baby-filled stomach and explain that “we got
it”, but Tracey was having way too much fun describing, in detail,
every kinky act that she felt we needed to try on our wedding
night. My sister blushed horribly and sipped her drink, silent, but
listening intently. I blushed, knowing every vampire could hear
Tracey, but not knowing how to tell her to shut up in front of my
in-laws.

 

Teren only shook his head and laughed, occasionally looking
embarrassed, occasionally giving me sly glances. I wanted to smack
him at those eager looks, but resisted, especially when those sly
glances started affecting me. Ben laughed at our obvious
discomfort, and then interjected a few ideas of his own.

 

Just when I’d had enough of their outlandish, and in some
instances, painful sounding, suggestions, a cool voice sounded over
our shoulders.

 

“No, that position is better if her legs are held higher.”

 

I tensed, but every head shifted to look at the newcomer. Halina
sauntered into our midst, the sun having set while we were talking.
The entrance to her lair was actually in the living room with us,
hidden as a closet, but no one had noticed her opening the door,
too engrossed in Tracey’s latest suggestion. They all gaped at her,
both at her sudden appearance, and her startling similarity to
Alanna…and Teren. And her outfit probably didn’t hurt either, at
least for Ben’s stares. She was wearing a form fitting,
long-sleeved dress that stopped just below her ass. It was horribly
provocative and nothing appropriate for ranch wear…and completely
Halina.

 

Hot Ben’s eyes drifted down to her long, snow-white exposed legs
and I thought that he’d get smacked if Tracey was paying more
attention. She wasn’t though. Her eyes were drifting between Halina
and Teren, trying to figure out the familial connection.

 

Teren stood and gave her a swift hug, happy to see his
great-grandmother, but needing to look as if he was only greeting
his step-mother’s younger sister. Ah, the never-ending charade.

 

“Guys, this is Alanna’s little sister, Halina.” Teren grinned
widely, barely suppressing a laugh, and I could instantly see why.
Behind his back, where only I could see it, Halina pinched his
thigh, hard. On a human, it probably would have incapacitated him.
The oldest woman in the house apparently did not like being
referred to as the “little” sister.

 

Hot Ben instantly stood and extended a hand to her. That got
Tracey’s attention, and her eyes pulled away from Halina to glare
at him. As he had a stupid ‘wow, you’re hot’ look on his face, I
thought they may have more than one uncomfortable conversation this
weekend.

 

Halina smiled at him crookedly, obviously enjoying his reaction
to her. And I suppose it would be even more apparent to her. Since
she was one hundred percent vampire, she had the most acute senses
of all of them. And she enjoyed men. She enjoyed their attentions,
just as much as she enjoyed terrifying them. As she listened to
his…blood flow increasing, while shaking his hand and purring his
name back to him, I could only imagine how satisfied she was with
that.

 

“A pleasure,” she drawled out, her eyes dragging over his
body.

 

Tracey immediately stepped between them, breaking their contact,
and waved at Halina, not wanting to touch her. Tracey looked a bit
afraid under the mask of bravado she had on, and I thought that
maybe some part of her was sensing what I’d sensed the first time
I’d met Halina, that she was dangerous. It was a nearly primal
feeling to not want to be in her presence. Of course, Tracey
wouldn’t understand why, so she’d brush it off as jealousy or
something, but it was so much more than that.

 

“Hey…Tracey. Ben’s other half,” she added with a slight
smile.

 

Ben made some sort of noise behind her and Tracey nonchalantly
elbowed him. Yeah, definitely a conversation later. I cringed when
I realized that Halina would hear it…and love them arguing about
her. Then Halina’s eyes drifted to my sister. Her entire demeanor
changed. The cold, calculating vixen that had just mentally
undressed Hot Ben, was suddenly a nineteen year old girl, embracing
her long lost best friend. She swept Ashley into a warm hug, both
of them giggling like they were finally reuniting at summer camp. I
shook my head as I watched them.

 

They’d bonded when Ashley had visited. In a surprising way,
Halina had taken to my sister, and she had nearly the same
protective instinct towards her that Teren did. Halina hadn’t
chosen this life, and had lost a lot when it had been forced upon
her, namely her beloved husband. But also, the normalcy of working
hard on their farm during the day and watching the sun set every
night, the potential to fill that farm with children. Although she
hid it well, the absence of that life crushed her daily. My sister
had also had a fate not wanted thrust upon her. Her horrific
scarring and the death of our father had set her on a path that
most people wouldn’t wish on anyone.

 

The two brutal fates had bonded the women, almost tighter than
blood could have.

 

Tracey was openly glaring at Hot Ben while my sister and Halina
caught up. I laughed and started to go over to tell her not to fret
too much about it, Halina just had that affect on men (thank god,
Teren was related), but the last vampire finally made her
appearance before I could take a step.

 

Teren and Halina both looked over a few seconds before she
entered the room, but no one noticed their seeming precognition.
Halina slung an arm around my sister and turned to watch her
daughter enter the room. Imogen walked straight up to me and swept
me into a hug. In her exuberance she actually lifted me a good foot
in the air. It looked a little odd, considering the woman was no
bigger than I was, but my friends were too busy staring at her
appearance to notice. She set me down and I pulled back in her arms
to look at her. She had on the long skirt and proper blouse that
she preferred to wear, her hair neatly pulled back into a braided
up-do, but the face, that perfectly ageless, vampire face, was yet
another copy of the family genes. 

 

Teren walked up and gave her a polite hug, again downplaying
their closeness, and introduced her to the group, “This is Alanna’s
twin sister, Imogen.” I startled at that, before smoothing my
features. I hadn’t known the story involved the mother/daughter
being twins, I imagined the two of them loved that, they were very
close. I bit my lip, a little irritated at myself for not knowing
all the lies I’d have to tell, and then a little irritated at how
many lies I had to memorize.  Oh well, it was the life I’d
signed up for.

 

Teren pointed out Ben and Tracey, who greeted Imogen with
friendly waves. Imogen was attractive, they all were, but she
exuded an older vibe, like the grandmother she was, and not the raw
sex appeal that just seemed to effortlessly drift off Halina, so
Hot Ben’s eyes didn’t stay focused on Imogen for very long. After
his greeting, he was back to ogling Halina, who played with a
strand of her wildly free hair and gave him a look that clearly
said, ‘I have chains in my room, wanna see?’

 

Under my breath, I muttered, “Stop it right now, Halina. Tracey
is my best friend. If you try and sleep with him…I won’t let you
come to the wedding.” No human in the room heard me, but Imogen
cracked a smile and Teren chuckled beside me.

 

Halina openly pouted. Then she fixed her face into a wry smile
and adjusted her super-short dress. Raising an eyebrow at me, she
muttered, “There is no ‘try’ about it, but…fine.” She glanced
briefly at him and then sighed softly before turning to leave. Ben
and Tracey looked really confused by her seemingly random
statement, but Ash looked over at me and cracked a smile, guessing
what I’d said to her.

 

She got to the doorframe and paused, putting a hand on the wall
and seductively leaning into it. Ben openly watched her and Tracey
finally smacked his chest, bringing his attention back to her.
Halina smirked at the exchange and looked over at me. “Plenty of
other fish anyway,” she muttered. Shifting her gaze to Imogen and
then Teren she brightly said, “I’m going out to eat. Have fun
at…dinner.” She smiled oddly at that and then left the room.

 

My face went pale white, and I clenched Teren’s hand. I didn’t
like the thought of her “going out to eat”. That usually meant
exactly what it sounded like, and I didn’t want her anywhere near
my hometown, hungry. “Teren,” I whispered, stress in my voice.

 

He leaned over to kiss my cheek, whispering in my ear as he did,
“She won’t kill. I made her promise.” He pulled back and gave me a
serious expression. I swallowed, but nodded.

 

She won’t kill. I knew that stipulation was only a temporary
one. Halina enjoyed what she did, and even though she only took the
lives of people she deemed dead already, i.e., child molesters,
rapists, general scum bags, it was still taking a life and it still
knotted my stomach. I knew Teren had somehow coached a promise out
of her to please me this weekend, and I also knew that the
“promise” wouldn’t extend as long as I’d like it to.

 

Imogen gave me a soft smile and shrugged her shoulders. Imogen
had deep regrets over her own few kills and wouldn’t do it again,
but they each sort of took an ‘it’s your choice’ stance on the
matter. Especially when it came to Halina. But then again, as Teren
had told me once before, “Have you ever tried to stop a full
vampire from doing something they want to do?”

 

As I relaxed a bit, accepting that tonight some poor schlub was
going to lose a pint or so, but at least not his life, walking away
from the encounter in a forced state of forgetfulness from her mind
control, the second part of Halina’s last statement started to
worry me. Dinner. I’d completely forgotten about dinner. As Alanna
and my mom came back into the room and announced that it was ready,
I remembered it. Crap. Three non-eating vampires, faking eating
dinner, around three not-in-the-loop humans. I had no idea what
they were going to do.

 

It turned out that what they were going to do, was sit down at
the table with everyone else. I looked at Teren seated beside me
and squeezed his hand nervously, but he only looked back with
perfectly calm eyes. Whatever they had planned, it was something
they were all in on, and all comfortable with. As I looked from him
to Imogen, sitting across from us, next to Ashley, to Alanna,
setting the table with my mother, I saw no tension in the vampire
faces, only a calm peace.

 

I shifted my eyes to Jack, the one human who knew that something
was up, and he looked peaceful sitting back in his chair and making
polite conversation with Hot Ben on his left. I watched the
middle-aged man, the graying hair and the warm brown eyes, but
didn’t see any stress in his features. Not until Alanna came up and
put a hand on his shoulder as she set down his glass of water.

 

When she did that, he looked up at her, and a brief look passed
between them. The look in his eye worried me some. It wasn’t the
nervous tension that I was feeling; no fear was in his face that
they’d somehow be discovered. No, the look in his eye was one of
deep sympathy. Like he knew she was about to do something that was
going to be unpleasant for her, and he felt badly about it. She
briefly smiled at him, leaning down to kiss his cheek and whisper
in his ear.

 

Imogen and Teren looked at her, Teren taking a deep, calming
breath, and I felt tears sting my eyes. Whatever they were going to
do, was not going to be fun for them, and they were all still
resigned to do it anyway. For me.

 

I wanted to stand up and beg them not to. I wanted to tell
Alanna to bring out the carafe. I wanted them to feel comfortable
in their own home. And I again debated moving this entire event
somewhere else. I didn’t want them hurting themselves for me.

 

As my hormonal eyes started to spill over, Teren turned my face
to his and began kissing me. The humans at the table whistled
encouragement, but I still felt like sobbing. His fingers
discretely wiped away my tears as he whispered in-between our lips.
“Don’t stress. We do this for you willingly. We love you.” He
pulled back, his fingers once again sweeping dry my face. As Tracey
hollered her approval, he leaned in and whispered in my ear. “We
will be fine. Just enjoy your evening.”

 

I gave him pleading eyes, wanting to know exactly what they were
willingly doing for me, but I couldn’t speak. He sighed at the look
on my face and leaned over to kiss the other side, whispering in my
other ear, “Please, make what we’re about to do…worth it.”

 

He pulled back, giving me a pointed look and raising an eyebrow.
I swallowed and nodded, looking at him and then Imogen and finally
Alanna, as she and Mom finally finished setting the table. I
suddenly realized why Halina was really skipping this meal. She
didn’t want to partake in whatever they were about to do.

 

My mom chuckled as she sat down beside me and I slapped on a
bright, fake smile. She patted my knee and looked over me to Teren.
“Just can’t keep your hands off each other, can you?” She sighed a
little dreamily. “It was like that for me and your father before
our wedding too.”

 

Imogen perked up and gave my mom a sympathetic glance. She
didn’t mention her own husband’s death, her “character” never
having been married, but encouraged my mom to talk about her long
lost husband, maybe living vicariously through her grief. Mom did,
and the entire table shifted to follow the conversation.

 

My eyes drifted around everyone at this mammoth, elaborate
table, the platters of steaks, freshly caught fish, mashed potatoes
and green beans, slightly separating everyone. And then, during a
pause in the story, Alanna began dishing up plates of food,
brushing aside my mom’s attempts to continue helping her.

 

My mouth dropped open as every vampire in the room was given a
plate of food…human food. I couldn’t even conceal my astonishment
as I watched them in horror. They were all given a steak, a
spoonful of potatoes, a small helping of the fish Ben and Teren had
caught earlier, and a forkful of beans.  Once they were all
served and Alanna had seated herself at the other end of the table,
they all began cutting their food. My eyes were as wide as saucers
as Teren grabbed a fork loaded with a hunk of meat and held it in
front of his lips. His eyes looking nervous, but his voice steady,
he told me, “Eat up, Emma.” He popped the food in his mouth and
gave me a quavering smile. “It’s delicious.”

 

He pointedly glanced at the plate of food Alanna had set in
front of me when I still hadn’t done anything. I tore my eyes away
from the sight of him eating, and made myself concentrate on my
plate. My mom and Tracey talked obliviously while Jack watched his
wife with worried eyes. Ben went on and on about how good the fish
was, and Ashley looked around at all the eating vampires with a
look of puzzled amazement that probably matched mine. But unlike
me, she shrugged, assuming it was just something they could do, and
joined in a conversation with Mom.

 

I cut my food and woodenly popped some in my mouth. I really
wasn’t sure if it was something they could do or not. I watched
Teren and the girls eat, and felt a knot of apprehension at the
look of near disgust on their faces. I wasn’t sure what human food
tasted like anymore to him, but I knew he had no desire for it, and
I imagined it was much like eating a plate of dog food, or maybe
worse, dog vomit or something.

 

Tears stung my eyes again, but I pushed it back. They seemed to
be eating fine and if it really was only that it tasted badly,
well, they could handle that for one night, right?

 

As the meal progressed, and eventually everyone finished their
wonderful food, a light and happy feeling fell upon the table. It
would seem that dinner had successfully gone by with no one the
wiser to my new family’s situation. I relaxed back into Teren’s
side, but he held himself rigidly in his chair. Alarmed at the
tension in his body, I subtly turned to watch him. His face was
trying to stay smooth, but I could see the way he clenched his jaw,
the way his eyes winced every once and awhile. He was in pain. He
was sitting there, calmly having a conversation with Ben, in pain.
I clenched his hand, but he didn’t look at me.

 

That was when I noticed the faces on the other vampires. They
were all in pain, horrible, horrible pain. I could see it in their
body language. To me, it was written all over their faces. Seeing
the look on Jack’s face, his eyes overly moist, I could see he
clearly saw it too. It was a little miraculous to me that the rest
of the room couldn’t tell.

 

As Alanna hadn’t moved to clear the table – a startling
indicator all by itself, my mom offered, and began clearing things
away. Alanna smiled softly and thanked her. At this point, Imogen
stood and politely excused herself. No human took notice of her
leaving, but my eyes couldn’t stay off of her. She walked slowly
and stiffly from the room, sort of resembling the way Ash walked.
She was gone for just a few moments before Alanna and Teren closed
their eyes at the same time, a look of compassion passing their
faces.

 

That look terrified me. They were hearing something I probably
wouldn’t want to hear, something Imogen was doing that they would
each have to do. I suddenly closed my eyes, understanding. The
vampires could eat food, obviously, they still had mouths and
stomachs after all, but they couldn’t digest it. So…the food had to
come out. The same way it came in.

 

I squeezed Teren’s hand, my eyes watering. He opened his and
looked down on me, giving me a tight smile. He nodded and I nodded
back. We both knew now, we were both on the same page.

 

Alanna excused herself as Mom started bringing in pie.  I
wanted to cry at the sight, tell Mom that no more food was needed,
but I made myself smile and thank her. Made their sacrifice worth
it.

 

Teren sat there the entire time we ate, no longer talking, his
brow scrunched in un-disguisable pain. I wanted to scream at him to
just go, get rid of it, since it was hurting him, but no one else
would understand that, and I was way too riled up to secretly
whisper it to him. Finally, Hot Ben seemed to notice his
discomfort. “You alright, Teren?” He raised an eyebrow at him and
tilted his head. I could have kissed Ben.

 

Teren cracked open his eyes. “Actually…I feel a little odd. I
think I’ll turn in.” He slowly stood and calmly said goodnight to
everyone. I watched him leave the room and had to force myself to
not run upstairs to be with him. I looked over at Jack and saw the
same level of restraint on his face.

 

None of the vampires returned to the table after that.

 

As Mom and Ashley and Tracey cleared the dishes and made some
coffee for Ben and Jack, I excused myself to check on Teren. Jack
gave me a sympathetic look and briefly nodded at me. He apparently
knew what I’d find, and knew it would be bad.

 

My stomach clenched with each step up to our room. I hated what
he’d done to himself, all to maintain the image of humanity. I
hated that he had to hide, but at the same time, understood it. As
I reached the top of the dual staircase, I put a hand on my
stomach, wondering if this was the future I was condemning our
children too. I suddenly understood one of the reasons why Teren
hadn’t wanted to continue this…trait.

 

Softly and cautiously, I opened the door. I wasn’t sure what to
expect. Looking around our opulent guest room here at the ranch, I
blinked in the soft light of the lamps, surprised. It was empty.
Just as I was wondering if maybe he went somewhere else, I heard
him.

 

It wasn’t hard. I could clearly hear him cry out, although it
was coming out muffled, like he was screaming into a pillow or
something. It was coming from the bathroom, so I ran in there. My
mouth dropped open and my heart leapt into my throat when I saw
him. He was covered in blood. Panic seized me, until I watched him
heave a pile of blood onto the tile floor. It wasn’t coming from a
wound, it was coming…from him. My panic tripled as I knelt beside
him. I wanted to yell for help, but there was no one to yell for.
All the vamps were going through this, and the humans that knew the
secret, were entertaining the humans who didn’t. There was no one
to help Teren, but me.

 

He was curled into a fetal position and clutching his stomach,
groaning into a blood soaked towel, in-between vomiting up more
blood. His fangs were extended, having dropped down at the presence
of blood, even his own. I’d never imagined so much blood could
leave a person’s body. I started crying and shaking as I held him.
He was so out of it he couldn’t speak, only continued screaming
into anything that would muffle the noise, and heaving up more
blood, food having long ago left his system.

 

His body apparently had had a severe reaction to the food being
put inside it. His sickness was about quadruple what my morning
sickness was. As blood ruined his clothes and mine, I held him
tight, stroking his back and murmuring that I loved him, and
everything would be okay. I wasn’t even sure if he heard me. I
wasn’t even sure if everything was okay. I had no idea how
to help him.

 

Worrying that my family would come check on us, and then
understanding why Jack wasn’t immediately at Alanna’s side –
someone had to run interference -  I cried lightly into
Teren’s back as he continued his muffled screaming and heaving, not
knowing what else to do.

 

Shaking near uncontrollably, the vomiting eventually stopped. A
while later, the cries stopped as well. I held him in my arms, our
bodies coated in the blood he’d released - it was cold and sticky,
and smelled awful, all pooled together like it was. I fought down
my own nausea as I stroked back his hair and kissed his temples. I
don’t know how much longer I held him in that chilly, bloody
bathroom, as he shook in my arms, but eventually a body breezed
into the room.

 

“Teren…how long did you let it go?” I startled as Halina knelt
beside him, her face both irritated and worried. She lifted his
weak head and his eyes lolled back before he could focus on her,
his fangs red from his own blood.

 

“Will he be okay?” I whispered, hope filling me that someone who
understood what was happening to him, could help him.

 

She muttered something in Russian as she examined him. “Yes,”
she looked back at me, “We’re harder than that to kill.”
Running her hand over his face, she muttered, “But he didn’t have
to let it get this bad.” With a wry look, she added, “And he could
have made this mess in the toilet.”

 

A soft laugh escaped him and I nearly sobbed in relief. He
hadn’t responded to me once since I’d come in here.

 

Halina started cleaning him up and then helped him stand up. He
was weak, but managed to get on two feet. She started walking him
away, more carrying him than helping him. They walked into the
bedroom and then she surprisingly turned to the window. Picking
Teren up and slinging him over her shoulder, like he weighed
nothing, I watched her open the window and prepare to jump.
Confused, I exclaimed, “Wait, where are you going with him?
Shouldn’t he rest?”

 

She paused and looked back at me, her face hard. “No, he needs
to eat. They all…need to eat, now.” Deep understanding rang through
me, as I suddenly saw the real reason Halina had skipped
dinner.

 

It wasn’t that she wanted a bite in town. It wasn’t that she
didn’t want to go through what Teren and the others just had. It
was that one of them needed to stay strong, to help the others.
Their love for each other was overwhelming, as was my guilt, that
they’d felt the need to do this in the first place. I couldn’t
imagine having the foreknowledge of how painful something you were
going to do was, and then doing it anyway. It would be like
knowingly shoving your hand in a fire. But, as my hand
automatically drifted down to the twins in my belly, I reconsidered
that. The end result of my situation certainly wasn’t going to be
easy, but sometimes, the ends justify the means.

 

I nodded at Halina and watched her step up onto the window
ledge; I guess they couldn’t really just walk out the front door,
what with Teren soaked in blood like he was. Before she jumped, she
turned back and looked me over. Shaking her head, she muttered,
“Shower, change, and then go tell your friends that he’s fine and
he’s sleeping.” She raised an eyebrow at me pointedly. “You’re
going to be a member of this family. You must now play your
part.”

 

I nodded again and then she turned back to the window and
jumped. They were gone by the time I looked outside. 

*** End of Sample***
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