
Chapter 1

It was my last year of high school, and I had plans.  I was going to find a boyfriend, go to a few 

dances, and though I hadn’t told my mom yet, take some beginning paramedic courses in the spring.  I 

wasn’t entirely sure what I wanted to do with my life – wasn’t that what college was for? – but I liked 

the idea of being a hero, like my dad, saving lives every day.  That had been the plan anyway, but a 

sleep over and a late night dare had changed all that.

A lot. 

“Megan, time for school,” Mom called up the stairs.

I peeked out the window, squinting at the sunlight glinting off the windshield of my Jeep.  It 

was too damn sunny for me to get from my house to the Jeep without third degree burns – or worse.

“Honey?”  

My newly sensitive ears could hear the soft brush of her socks on the carpet as she walked up 

the stairs.  I crawled back into bed and did my best to look tired and sick.  It wasn’t hard.  My skin was 

pale, and I hadn't been eating well.  If I didn’t let her get a good look at me, she might buy that I was 

sick.  Another thought tickled at the back of my mind.  I could just make her think I was sick.  I shoved 

the thought away in disgust.  I wasn’t going to use mind control on my mom.

The door creaked open and Mom walked in.  My heart would have been racing… if it still 

could.

“Megan?” Mom said again.

I groaned and pulled the covers down off my head.  “Mmmm?”

“It’s time for school.  You didn’t come down for breakfast,” Mom said, her voice flat.  

“I don’t feel well.”

“Honey…”

“I don’t.”  I tried to make my voice sound hoarse.  

“You’ve been eating so poorly.  Just try and eat then go to school.  I’ll write a note for you.”



I faked a cough.

Mom sighed.  “You’ve been sick so much recently.  Maybe you should go to the doctor.”

“No, it’s just a cold.”  I hadn’t been sick that much.  We rarely saw the sun this time of year and 

as long as I wore sunglasses, a hat and long sleeves I didn’t burn.  It was just really uncomfortable. 

“It’s beautiful outside, for a change.  Go outside and get some fresh air.”

I panicked at the thought.  “No, I just want to sleep.”  And I did, so very much.  It was hard 

enough to be awake at all on cloudy days – sunny ones were pure torture.

“Meg.”

My stomach sank at the worry in Mom’s voice but I couldn’t tell her what was wrong.  It wasn't 

just that she wouldn’t understand – I didn't want to end up in the freaking loony bin when I claimed I 

was something that didn’t really exist.

“Alright honey.  Sleep well.  I’ll call in sick for you.”

“Thanks.”  It helped that I had never played sick in the past.

She shut my door and left, quiet footsteps strangely loud in my ears.

I sighed and pulled the blanket over my head again.

This had all started several weeks ago at my best friend’s ill-fated birthday party.  Well, ill-fated 

for me anyway.  Steph had a great time.

It was a stupid game, one that almost everyone I knew played at least once in their lives: truth 

or dare.  Afraid of the truth I had chosen the dare – spend the rest of the night in the graveyard that was 

near Steph’s house.  Easy enough, right?  Well, it had been up until the point where I was attacked, and 

killed.  It wasn't something you normally walked away from, but – for better or for worse – I had.

Vampires were in books, online, and on TV, but I’d never believed they were real.  Still, it 

hadn’t been hard to figure out what had happened to me.  Dealing with it was another story.  It had 

taken several almost disastrous mishaps – going for a walk in the bright sunshine had been particularly 

painful – to convince me.  Now, the cloudy New England days that had been the bane of my existence 



were the only reason I could have a semblance of a normal life.

* * *

Predictably I was feeling better that night.  I waited until my mom had been asleep for a while 

before I dressed, pulling on the same pair of jeans I’d worn earlier and a sweater over a fresh t-shirt. 

My hiking boots completed the practical outfit.  I liked practical – especially for hunting.  Then I slid 

open my window and climbed on its ledge.  I crouched there for a moment before ducking to slip 

through the small opening, inhaling the crisp fall air.  I shut my eyes, letting my senses stretch out, 

getting in tune with the night.  No one was around.  I couldn’t fly, at least not yet, but I could slow my 

fall, allowing me to jump lightly to the ground out of a third floor bedroom window. 

I stalked out into the night, ravenous, and unable to resist the hunger, I allowed it to drive me – 

guide me, to prey.  Tonight, as with most nights, I headed to the next town over.  It was less likely that I 

would run into anyone who knew me.  

There were bars in the college town, and bars meant easy prey… even for someone under-aged. 

Mind control powers were handy and I wouldn’t stand out amongst the other young patrons.   

I started to run, faster in death, or undeath, than anyone alive.  My new speed was one of the 

few advantages to being a vampire.  Especially since I couldn’t take my Jeep.  It was more likely that 

I’d get caught if I took it since Mom would notice its absence if she got up at night.  

The ground sped past, and trees flashed by, their shadows unable to hide their mysteries from 

my sharp eyes.  The night sounds – laughter here, the snap of a twig over there – and the scents all 

assaulted my senses.  That had been the hardest thing to get used to, the extra sensory input.  Well, that 

and having to drink blood.

I was revolted and enraptured by the thought of what I was about to do, drinking someone’s 

blood, taking away a little bit of their life to sustain my own.  I wasn't a killer – I couldn't bring myself 

to go that far, and saw no reason to.  The alcohol in their blood didn’t affect me, and it did half the 

work for me.  Their intoxicated minds gave my new mind control powers just enough of an edge that I 



could make them forget.

I reveled in the power, and was terrified of it.  

The bar was crowded.  Loud country music and the reek of stale beer assaulted my senses as I 

flashed my ID at the bouncer, batted my eyes and tweaked his brain.  He nodded and waved me in.  I 

pushed into the tightly packed mass of humanity and started hunting for likely prey.  There was a small 

dance floor in the back, and several giggling women were trying to line dance.  I didn’t know enough 

about country dancing to know what they were attempting, and I didn’t really care.  

I needed someone male, alone and drunk for this to work properly in my head.  Getting that 

close to a girl was just something I couldn’t yet bring myself to do.  I spotted a potential subject in the 

back.  He was in his early twenties, cute, and drinking heavily.  I started his way, and jumped when a 

hand touched my shoulder.  Some cool huntress of the night I was… 

“Yes?” I said turning to face the owner of the hand.  Young enough to still be in college, he had 

dark brown hair and eyes, and a nice tan.  His winning smile made me feel butterflies all the way down 

to my toes.

“I’ve seen you in here before.  I’m Gary.”  

He smiled again, apparently just trying to be friendly, but he wasn’t drunk enough to suit my 

needs.

“Hi.  I’m Bridget,” I said, not wanting to give him my real name.  I did smile back, unable to 

resist his grin.

Then something he said clicked.  He’d seen me in here before.  Damn.  That was sloppy.  It 

looked like I wasn't going to find dinner here tonight.  

“Can I buy you a drink?”

“No, thanks.  I was looking for someone and they aren’t here.  I need to get going,” I 

improvised.

“Maybe next time?”



“Maybe.  It was nice to meet you.”  I smiled at him and headed for the door, watching Gary out 

of the corner of my eye.  He went over to a table with a couple other guys his age and gestured once at 

me before shrugging.  

I put them out of my mind, hunger driving me to the sports bar and my next meal.

* * *

The next day was typical cloudy New England, which meant I had to drag myself out of bed 

and go to school.  I got up, after only a few hours of sleep, with just enough time to shower.  I didn’t 

need a lot of sleep to function, though I never felt rested until the sun set.

“Bye Mom!”  I dashed out the door, running late.

“Bye Megan.  Are you going to eat?”  I could hear her hurrying from the kitchen.

“No time.  I’ll get something at school.  I’m late.”

I threw my Jeep into reverse and backed out of the driveway before Mom could say anything 

else.  She watched me from the doorway, frowning.  

Guilt stabbed me at the endless deception, but what was I supposed to do?

I suffered through my classes in silence, the press of people around me, the coppery smell of 

blood underlying the odor of deodorant, perfume and sweat, and my general low-level hunger making 

it uncomfortable for me to be around my fellow students.  I was almost used to it now, but I didn’t 

believe I’d ever get used to thinking of my classmates as food.  

Finally the lunch bell rang and I picked a corner to hide in.  Unfortunately, my friends found 

me.

“Meg, you’ve been avoiding us for weeks.  What’s going on?” Steph said sitting down next to 

me.

I inhaled her light perfume, a scent that did nothing to cover the smell of the blood flowing in 

her veins.  I could hear her heartbeat, slightly elevated from the walk up the stairs.  I wrenched my 

thoughts away from her blood and stared at the ground in front of me.  This was one of the reasons I 



was avoiding my friends.  I didn’t like my reaction to them.  They were my friends, not some nameless 

guy in a bar.  I had a hard enough time with that.  I would never hurt my friends, but the desire was still 

there.

Ann sat down on the other side of me, finishing her lunch.  

A group of cheerleaders flounced by, giggling over the latest gossip.  I caught a hint of longing 

from Ann - her taste changed and after a moment I knew what that meant.  Cheerleading was 

something her plump 5’2” frame was never going to allow her to do and I was surprised at the strong 

feelings I got from her.  I knew she wanted to be popular but I hadn’t ever felt her desire before.  I 

fidgeted, uncomfortable with the new insight I had into Ann’s feelings, but I was intrigued too.

Curious I shifted my focus to Steph.  She was also watching the cheerleaders giggle their 

way across the commons, but from her I could smell contempt.  In contrast to Ann, Steph was tall and 

athletic with stylish shoulder length strawberry blond hair, stunning blue eyes and pale skin with a light 

dusting of freckles across her nose.  She could have been a cheerleader but had no desire to hang with 

that crowd.  I knew Ann felt plain next to Steph, but, then again, so did I. 

I was somewhere in the middle, not tall, not short, unremarkable brown hair and unremarkable 

brown eyes.  It was fine with me, I didn’t need to be noticed.  At one point I had tried to be popular and 

get boys, and it had started to work.  Now it was safer to hide.

“Meg?” Steph said again when I didn’t answer her question.

“Huh?  Sorry.  I've just... been feeling sick.  Not that social today I guess.”

“You look pale.  Your mom called the other day and said you hadn’t been eating well.”

They had no idea.

I shrugged.

“Want to have a sleepover this weekend?” Ann asked.  “We haven’t had much time to hang out 

since Steph’s party.”

I almost laughed.  “Yeah, maybe.”



“Cool.”

“Did you hear what happened last night?” Ann whispered, a small grin on her face.

“What?” I asked, a trill of fear running down my spine.  I knew a few things that had happened 

last night that I didn’t want her to know about.

“No, what?” Steph leaned forward slightly, interested in the gossip.

“I guess Derek had a fake ID.  He and some friends were at the sports bar watching the game. 

Well, that was their excuse to their parents anyway.  Derek had a lot to drink and left with some girl. 

Only he can’t really remember what happened.”

I clenched my fist.  I had gone to the sports bar and left with some guy.  I had thought he’d been 

alone, but maybe not.

“Yeah, he ended up having to go to the hospital, drank too much and kept babbling about 

something that was following him.”

Steph gave me a concerned look.  “How’d you find out?” She asked Ann after turning away 

from me.

“His brother told me in first period.”  Ann shook her head, but she didn’t seem all that 

concerned about Derek.

“Is he ok?” I finally asked through clenched teeth.

“Yeah, why?  He just needed an IV for a while.”

I took a deep breath.  “Good.”  What if it had been him?  What if he had remembered more than 

his brother said?  I still wasn’t very good at my mind control.  Shit.  What if he saw me and recognized 

me.  I didn’t know what to do.

Ann gave me a concerned look before smiling brightly again, glad to be the bearer of interesting 

news.  

“So, what’s really up?” Steph asked me after an extended silence.

“What?”  The sudden change in subject confused me, breaking through my mini panic session.



“Something’s obviously wrong with you Meg.  What’s up?”

They were my best friends, but how could I tell them?  I was saved by the bell, as it were, its 

loud klaxon ring piercing my skull.

“Gotta go to class.”

“Yeah, see ya.  I’ll call you,” Steph said.

“Ok.  Later guys.”

I joined the throng of students hurrying to class – grateful to delay the inevitable questioning a 

bit longer though I had no idea what to do about Derek.  And what did his brother mean about being 

followed?  I hadn’t followed him, I’d gone home.  I fought the sick feeling in my stomach, and tried to 

focus on getting through my day.

* * *


