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Turning someone into a vampire wasn’t supposed to be rocket science, right? Or at least that was what Calder thought anyway. Instead, now he’s in way over his head as he tries his best to navigate through how to save Aiden once more. It appears Aiden’s body is resisting the vampirism virus. With Aiden unable to drink blood and his heart trying to come back to life only to fail time and time again I would venture to say Calder is becoming more than a little worried about the situation. 

Aiden is really starting to wonder if being buried alive was some type of foreshadowing for the current events that are now his life.  Of course, he’s a bit of a pessimist so we can’t really consider his opinion just yet.  There’s still got to be some kind of hope especially with Calder doing everything he can.  All I do know is that Aiden being sick is turning him into the biggest brat in the history of brats.

Follow them along on their little journey to find a cure for Aiden as they banter and bicker the whole way through.  
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Trigger Warnings

Dear readers, 

While this book is meant to be more of a cozy mystery type of book about vampires it is still for a mature audience.  I don’t like putting this in as a warning, but I also know that everyone has their preferences.  This book is about a blooming relationship between two males.  If that’s not your cup of tea, please see your way to the exit.  Thank you. 

This book is intended for a mature audience and may be troubling for some readers.  This book contains graphic sexual content and language.  Homophobic scene.  Due to the content in this book reader’s discretion is advised.

Kinks/fetishes within the book include, but are not limited to:  

Sex without a condom.  Light Daddy dom vibes.  



If these are triggers for you then please do not read.  Thank you.
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Being dead wasn’t what I had thought it would be. I don’t feel panicked. I’m just floating around in endless darkness. Shouldn’t there be white fluffy clouds, or maybe the eternal hell fire? I mean, I don’t think I was that bad of a person, but I also didn’t know how the rating system worked for souls. Maybe I’m stuck in limbo? 

If this is the afterlife it was rather boring.  Though being dead doesn’t seem all that bad.  It sucks that I missed out on my horror movie marathon with Eve.  I’m sure she fed Sin.  I hope like hell they’re getting along.  I hope Eve keeps Sin safe.  

The only time the darkness becomes overwhelming and terrifying is when the warmth goes away.  Right now, the warmth is here, and I can breathe a little easier.  It’s a reassuring feeling.  And the darkness smells good.  I’m sure that makes no sense, but I guess if I’m dead I no longer need to make any sense.  I no longer need to conform to society's demands of normalcy.

The darkness smells sweet and almost smoky, like burnt strawberries.  Strawberries, I don’t know why that seems familiar, but it somehow gets stuck inside my mind.  Who would have thought that death would have a smell?  And I would have thought it would have been more brimstone and rotting decay.  Strange.

I’m not afraid.  That’s strange, right?  Shouldn’t I be more afraid to be dead?  Maybe in the next life, I’ll finally get to finish that comic book that I always wanted to draw.  Maybe I’ll even get to have people in my life that love me.  Yeah, that would be nice.        
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My brain feels like mush as I wake. I’m half awake and clearly in zombie mode as I arch my back to stretch. My dick is throbbing and straining against the soft fabric. I wiggle my hips against the hard warmth underneath me. A part of me wants to just snuggle further against the warmth and go back to sleep. 

Why is my bed so hard, and whose dick am I gripping, because it sure the hell isn’t mine…  Something is nagging at the back of my mind like warning bells going off.  A soft groan filters into my still half-asleep brain.  I feel groggy as I blink my eyes open slowly.

Looking down at myself I find I’m somehow wearing silk candy corn pajamas.  I don’t own candy corn pjs…  

“Fuck, keep going, please little bat,” a gravelly voice moans out.  My stomach clenches and my cock jerks at the sound of that voice.  The voice is rough with sleep and pleasure and has a warm sensation burning through my entire body.

I look up to find bright blood-red half-lidded eyes staring down at me.  I blink again trying to make sure I’m not going insane.  Did I bring him home with me last night?  His tongue flicks out swiping along his plush bottom lip causing my cock to throb and my hips to flex in response.

“Cool contacts,” I mumble, and my voice sounds weird and gruff.  I clear my throat feeling like warmed over death.  He gives me a strange, confused look, “I’m not wearing contacts.” 

I blink my eyes slowly as my brain tries to register what the hell is going on.  Suddenly I realize that my leg is thrown over his hip resting between his legs and my hips are flush against his thick warm thigh.  My hand is shoved down his pajama pants and wrapped tightly around his hard length.  

Finally, my brain seems to come back online, and I freeze.  I release his dick so fast as I scramble to get away from the stranger in my bed.

“What the hell are you doing in my bed,” I shriek as I fall off the other side of the bed and land on the hardwood floor.

“Ouch,” I grunt out as I rub my tailbone.  I don’t have hardwood floors… 

My eyes are wide as I look around trying to frantically take in my surroundings.  This isn’t my fucking room!  Whose fucking room is it then?  How the hell did I get here?  A head full of messy brown hair looks over the side of the bed and down at me with a sheepish look.

“This is my room,” he mumbles like he can read the expression on my face.

“How the fuck did I get in your room!  In your bed,” I scream like I’ve been abducted by aliens.

“Calm down, little bat,” he grumbles, “it’s too early for you to be screaming like a banshee at me.”

“Little bat,” I ask as I cock an eyebrow at him.

“Well, I have no idea what your name is…” his words trail off as if waiting for me to respond to his unspoken question.  When I don’t answer him, he grumbles out, “Plus the nickname kinda suits you.  Don’t you think?” 

I swallow thickly as I stare up at him not knowing what the hell to say.

“Don’t worry.  I’m not going to hurt you,” he murmurs as he starts to crawl off the bed to get down onto the floor with me.  

He leans forward so close to me that his nose softly grazes mine, and I try to flinch away in the small space.  I slam the back of my head into the wall behind me in the process to get away.

“ew,” I whine as I rub the back of my head and choose to glare at the stranger in front of me.

“Good to know,” I grit out with a little frustrated huff as I cross my arms over my chest, “did you… change me?”  He definitely doesn’t know about personal space, but who am I to talk when I was trying to mount him in my sleep?  His face almost looks like he’s about to have a stroke as he wheezes out, “How did you know?”

“Um,” I give him a what the fuck look as I pinch the fabric of the sleeve of my pajamas.  

His whole expression suddenly changes on a dime as he nods enthusiastically and a grin splits his face, “Oh… OH…  I wanted to make sure you were comfortable!”  His hand runs up my arm, and I push back from him.  He pouts at me but doesn’t say anything about it.

“Riiight,” I mumble rubbing the back of my neck, “well, I’m just gonna go now… thanks for the… uh, weird ass experience, I guess,” I say a little weary as I go to stand up.

“You can’t go,” he says as his face drops into a serious expression, and he grabs me pulling me back down with more force than I thought he was capable of.

Dread makes my stomach clench.  Oh my god is he like a stalker or some shit?  There’s no way in hell I have this level of bad luck!  What the fuck?

“Why can’t I leave,” I ask hesitantly as I try my best to keep my glare to a bare minimum.  He swipes both of his hands through his hair and my gaze gets caught on his muscles flexing with the movement.  He fidgets like he’s becoming more nervous by the second, “weelll, see I kinda turned you last night when I found you in the coffin.  You kinda died…”

“What do you mean turned me?”  My eyes find his blood-red gaze once more.

“You know like,” and instead of finishing his sentence he takes his pointer fingers and makes fake fangs as he hisses.  It would have been absurdly cute as hell if I wasn’t currently fighting against a straight-up panic attack.

The last thing I remember from the other night was screaming my lungs out as I was being buried alive in a fucking coffin.  I will probably have nightmares for the rest of my life and some crazy PTSD whenever I’m stuck in cramped spaces.  I remember strawberries and red eyes.  Fuck, his eyes.

I thought I was going to die alone and forgotten buried in someone else’s coffin, because my curiosity got the best of me.  God, that really would have been a horrible way to go.  I mean, I always wanted an exciting death… until I was being buried alive.  But I didn’t… because he… saved me?  My breaths become quick and shallow as I start to hyperventilate.  

He said I died.  

I died.  

I died, and now I’m a fucking vampire!  

My vision darkens and I feel like I’m about to pass the hell out.  Instead, I push everything so far down and ignore the panicky feeling starting to give me indigestion.  I’m going to live in ignorant bliss.    

“Yep, nope,” I scramble to my feet.  Jumping onto the bed away from him and all his crazy talk about vampires.  I just need to get away from everything right now.  Including the sex God so-called vampire giving me golden retriever vibes and heart eyes.  I just need to get back home where I can process all of this.  

There was no fucking way!  I mean, did vampires even exist?  I’ve always wanted the paranormal world to be real, but now that it’s in front of my face it’s all so surreal.  I don’t even know how to deal with it.  How am I supposed to wrap my mind around something this insane?

Everyone’s always like, I wish vampires were real, until one of them was latched onto your neck sucking out your blood.  A memory flashes through my mind of him sinking his fangs into my neck, and instead of feeling mortified I feel turned on.  Maybe I hit my head at some point or something because I shouldn’t be getting turned on over thinking of him biting me.  

I jump off the other side of the bed towards the bedroom door without a backward glance, but somehow, I can still hear the fabric of his clothes rustle when he shifts to get up.  I hear his footsteps echoing as he chases after me.  I’m getting the fuck out of here and pretending none of this ever happened!   

“WAIT,” he shouts in panic from behind me and all I can do is shake my head violently.  Not today, Satan!  I keep running praying to whatever god that might be listening to me that I’m heading towards the front door.

“No fucking way,” I shout back over my shoulder and of course, I manage to trip over my own two fucking feet in the process.  A little undignified shriek escapes me as I start to fall.  Instead of face planting onto the shiny hardwood floor strong arms grab me around the waist pulling me back into a hard chest.

“You can’t leave, little bat,” he growls against the side of my head, “you don’t have a ring, and the sun is up.  You’ll burst into fucking flames.”  His chest is flush against my back, and I can’t even move a muscle with the tight grip he has on me.  

My chest heaves as I try to process the words he’s saying, but all I can concentrate on is how close his body is pressed against me.  I can feel his hard length pressed snugly up against my ass, and some little fucked up part of my brain wants to push back against him.

A needy little part wants to know that if I do will he make that delicious sound he made while I was lying on top of him in his bed?

“Please,” his voice hitches with emotion causing me to pause in my lustful thoughts.  Why does he even care what happens to me?  We don’t even know each other.

My hand at some point grabbed his forearm.  I fixate on my hand wrapped barely around his arm as my breathing slowly turns back to normal.  My fingers trace the thick veins along his forearm.  I take another deep breath through my nose and let it out slowly through my mouth.

“I don’t want you to die,” he murmurs so softly that I doubt he means for me to hear him.

“If you’re telling the truth then I’m already dead,” I whisper back hesitantly barely holding a scoff that wants to break free.

“Yeah, but if I let you walk out that door then you’ll be dead dead,” he huffs in frustration.  His grip tightens further around me.

“Oh God, does this mean I’m enthralled to you, or some shit?”  Yep, the panic is back.  “Am I supposed to call you master now?!?”  My voice sounds shrill even to my ears and I grimace.

“What?  No,” he rushes out to say while shaking his head vigorously.

“Since you popped my mortal cherry does that mean you’re going to pop my other cherry?”  Shut up, Aiden!  Shut the fuck up right now!

“What other cherry,” he asks, and I swear I can hear the amusement in his voice.  That just pisses me off further as I wiggle to get free from his grasp, and I let out a little frustrated growl.  I had no idea what had me blurting out that question… maybe the stress of the situation.  

Maybe my strange fascination with him.  Maybe it was the fact that I woke up in his bed dry humping him.  Instead of shutting my mouth like I know I should have I just kept going.  Clearly, self-preservation was nowhere in sight.

“Oh, do I have to be a certain height to ride this ride?  Or maybe I don’t have the right equipment,” I hiss out suddenly feeling jealous and unsure of myself.  Yep, rational thought jumped out the window and clearly committed social suicide.

I really need to shut the hell up right about now, but I tend to ramble when I get nervous or overwhelmed.  I guess I’m also going to be oversharing today with a stranger.  He releases me slowly and walks around me to look me up and down.

“No, little bat.  I would say you’re the right height and have the equipment I want,” he grits out, and I swear his voice lowers an octave.  

Something is seriously wrong with me especially when a little thrill runs down my spine with the way he’s looking at me.  My chest tightens from embarrassment and nerves.  I open my mouth, but nothing comes out.  I rub the back of my neck as I try to process everything.

“Well, at least I don’t have to worry about walking into the sunlight and turning into a disco ball,” I finally mutter.  When in doubt, dark humor is the perfect coping mechanism.  A cute little snort laugh escapes him and he quickly covers his mouth like he’s embarrassed.

“Nope, you don’t have to worry about being the cause of a ten-car pile-up.  So, I guess there’s that,” he mumbles through his hands with a little shrug.

“Well, good to know,” I say while turning away from him to hide my nerves.  I don’t know how I feel about all of this.  It seems crazy and it’s difficult for me to process.  I’m a fucking vampire…  He makes a strangled noise in the back of his throat and my gaze whips back to him thinking he’s having a problem.  Instead, he’s choking on his laughter.

“Stop laughing at me,” I whine.

“I’m not,” he wheezes out as he waves me off.

“Well, then stop smiling at me,” I grit out.  His smile changes into something cringy.

“You smiled more,” I whine stomping my foot to get my point across as I cross my arms over my chest.

“No, it was more of a grimace,” he mumbles running his hands through his hair and I’m almost positive it’s a nerve tick of his.

“So, you’re grimacing at my suffering?”  I ask as I cock my hip and raise an eyebrow.

“Would you rather me smile at your suffering?”  His eyebrows shoot up in question.

I let out a little grumpy noise and roll my eyes at him like he’s the one being absurd.  A sad expression crosses over his face before he mumbles, “I wish your eyes were still blue.  They were so beautiful, little bat.”  He shakes his head as if reprimanding himself, “I’m sorry where are my manners… I’m Calder Jones.”

“Aiden Whitlock,” I mumble.

“You must be thirsty?”

“Why would I be… oh,” I trip over my words and then take a deep breath trying to calm myself.  Calder gives me a knowing look and grabs ahold of my wrist tugging gently.

“It’s okay to not be okay, Aiden,” the way he says my name makes my brain turn to mush again.

“Let’s get you something to drink, hmm?  I’m sure you’re going to need some blood rather soon,” he explains, and all I can do is nod numbly.   
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Igently lead Aiden by the hand to my kitchen and sit him down on the stool at the counter. My adrenaline is still pumping through me even as I try to remain calm for Aiden’s sake. Chasing Aiden through my house would have probably had my heart racing if it could still beat. I take a deep breath, but all that accomplishes is breathing in Aiden’s intoxicating scent. I have to restrain myself from bending down and sniffing him. 

I’m sure if I do that it’ll creep him the fuck out even more than he already is.  Maybe just one sniff.  I’ll be discreet.  Leaning forward.  He smells almost like French toast causing my mouth to water as I bite back a groan.  My breath picks up at the thought of his taste in my mouth.  

My thoughts turn back to Halloween night.  Everything was such a blur that night that I wasn’t able to savor the flavor of his blood.  I lick my lips as my mouth begins to water with a sudden need for a little taste.

“Are you sniffing me,” Aiden asks hesitantly as he glances up at me from the corner of his eye.  His whole body is tense with his question like he’s not sure what’s going on.

“What?  No,” I scoff a little trying to make it believable, “I would never.”

“Oh… Okay,” he mumbles as instant shame has my stomach clenching with worry that I caused him to feel embarrassed.  Maybe I should come clean.  No, he’ll probably think I’m crazy.  I don’t want him to think that.  First impressions are rather important after all.  

  My anxiety is starting to slowly overwhelm me.  Maybe I was giving myself advice when I told him it’s okay to not be okay because I don’t feel okay.

  Gods, I feel like a cold mess.  I need to do something.  I need to put some distance between us before I do something foolish.  I feel far from okay as my mind prepares itself for his inevitable rejection of me and what I’ve done to him.

The real question that I probably should be focusing on right now, is why do I feel this disturbingly powerful pull towards him?  Is this how it feels when you turn another into a vampire?  Granted I did act in haste, but I never thought it would feel like this.  This overwhelming need to protect him and keep him safe.  

 I glance over at Aiden, and he looks so small and lost that all I want to do is wrap him up in bubble wrap and never let him go.  Rationally I know that’s irrational, but it’s like that saying goes… the heart wants what the heart wants.  Everything about him draws me in like a moth to a flame.  

His pale complexion and his jet-black messy hair.  His small form that makes him seem quite fragile.  Even his pout makes me want to curl up against him like an overgrown cat.

“Is this going to be the only thing I get to eat from now on,” he grumbles looking absolutely miserable.  Officially jolting me out of my little fantasy as he looks over at me.  The pout that he’s currently sporting is ridiculously adorable.  Especially with him in those cute pjs and his hair a mess from sleeping.  

 I’ll keep that to myself though since I’m sure he’s not trying to be adorable right now.  He’s a flight risk and I need to handle him with kid gloves.  Otherwise, I’ll be chasing him throughout my house if I’m not careful.  My cock twitches at the thought.  Maybe that’s not a bad plan after all.  I mean, everyone needs a little exercise now and then to keep the blood flowing.

I shake my head trying to clear it from the lust trying to burn me up.  I blink a couple of times to find Aiden clearly waiting for an answer from me.  His eyes are wide as he chews on his bottom lip like he’s anxious.  He wrings his hands in his lap as he fidgets on the kitchen stool.

“No, little bat.  You’ll have to work up to it since your system has been through a lot, but eventually, you’ll be able to eat regular food even though it does nothing really to sustain you,” I mumble completely distracted as I take him in.

  A woosh of breath leaves him as his hands curl into his unruly mess of hair.  Slightly hunching in on himself, he looks up at me with a half-relieved half nervous expression.  He looks like he’s on the verge of having a meltdown.  Even with him clearly freaking out he’s still the most beautiful creature I’ve ever had the pleasure of seeing.  I knew he was beautiful before but in the light of day, he’s like a living work of art.  

I have to force myself to turn away before I decide to stupidly try to crawl into his lap.  Or Gods forbid kiss that pout that’s still on his lips.  I open the fridge to grab a blood bag, and I notice as I start to turn back toward him that he cringes away at the sight of it.  I run my hand through my hair as I wrack my brain for what I can do to hide the blood from him.

I turn back towards my cupboards and reach into the one that I keep my cups in.  Quickly pulling out a bright green glass and pouring the blood bag into the glass hoping that it will disguise it a little.  I set it in front of Aiden giving him an encouraging smile that doesn’t seem to do much to curb his stormy disposition.  

He doesn’t reach for it like I had hoped so I push it across the counter with my index finger.  I hold my smile in place and hope it looks friendly and inviting.  He looks up at me almost in horror, and I have to bite down on the inside of my cheek to keep my laughter from tumbling out.    

“Just try it,” I say rolling my eyes at the expression on his face, “I can get you one of those crazy straws if it’ll help?”  He gives a little dignified sniff and pulls the cup closer to himself before glaring down at the liquid sloshing in the glass cup.  

“I don’t need a fancy straw.  It won’t hide the fact that I’m going to be sucking down blood from a cup,” he whines, sounding truly put out.  I bite down even harder on the inside of my cheek trying to keep my smile at bay.  I don’t want him to think I’m laughing at him.  

He tilts forward to take a small sip causing his raven black hair to fall across his brow.  A little breathy moan of delight escapes him and does all kinds of things to my insides.  That sound goes straight to my dick and my entire body tenses at it.  

My cock decides at that moment to perk up with interest.  My fingers twitch with the need to push his hair back out of his face and see the delight in his eyes.  I shift awkwardly behind the counter trying to hide my growing erection.  My hand grips the counter as if I need something to hold on to.

“I thought you said I can’t be in sunlight since I don’t have a ring,” he asks cocking a snarky eyebrow at me like he somehow caught me in a lie.  I would never lie to him about something that important.  I would never put his safety at risk, but he doesn’t know me enough to know that yet.

“My house is safeguarded from the sun.  The windows are special UV-resistant glass,” I murmur watching a drop of blood roll down his chin, “just a precaution since my ring needs to be charged every now and again.”  I want to lean forward and lick it.  I just barely stop myself as I grip the edge of the countertop tighter until my knuckles groan and protest.

His blood-red eyes shift down to his pajamas completely oblivious to my current predicament.  He plucks at the silky fabric with delicate fingers, “why did you put me in pajamas?”  The black nail polish glinting in the light, and I find myself wondering what his small hand would look like wrapped around my cock.

  I bite down on the inside of my cheek and try to focus on what he’s saying again.  It’s becoming a pattern at this point.  He sounds truly scandalized that I changed him which has a surprised laugh escaping me.  He sends me a glare for my outburst.

“Did you want me to leave you soaked in your blood and mine,” I ask with a small shrug going for nonchalant.  However, the memories of my hands on his body didn’t have a calming effect on my already aroused body.  Even though I was a bit out of it that night, that piece of the night was engrained in the forefront of my brain.    

“Well, no… not really I guess,” he pouts, and my eyes are drawn to his pillowy pink lips.  I wonder how it would feel to kiss him.  Would his lips be as soft as they look?  I wonder what his tongue tastes like.

And on that note, I shake my head trying to get rid of this insatiable feeling of need burning me up inside.

“You look like you were about to say something,” Aiden asks looking up at me with his new bright red eyes.  I bite the inside of my cheek as I try to remember what the hell I was saying.   

“I forgot what I was going to say,” I mumble glancing away shyly hoping he can’t read my expression of embarrassment.

“I have that effect on people,” he says with a small smirk and a little shrug.

“I’m sure you do,” I huff out and my shoulders slump as I try my best to ignore my disappointment.  Why did I think I would be something special, the world may never know.  I’m sure he gets all sorts of attention with how beautiful he is.  I could see men fighting for just the chance to get close to him, and I hated it.  

Something ugly twists inside of me at the thought.  Suddenly, I feel insanely jealous and equally miserable.  Almost like I could go into a murderous rage but maybe sleep for a million years just to make the feeling go away.  I don’t want him to leave me.  

I want him to stay… forever.

  I’m sure I don’t even compare to all the attention he gets.  Sigh.  That thought starts to push my mood down lower.  Swiping a hand through my hair I turn away from him and grab my own blood bag trying to shake the sour mood now cloudy my mind.  I need to take a step back from the situation, that’s it.

If I don’t get too close, then there’s no way I can get hurt.  I give a curt nod to myself, and then I glance over at Aiden to make sure he doesn’t see that.  I let out another little sigh when I saw him with all his attention focused on his glass of blood.

 I shove a straw straight into the blood bag with probably a little more force than necessary and ignore the look on his face.  Maybe I’m just hungry and that’s why my brain is venturing in all these strange directions.  Yes, that’s it.  I’m hungry.  

“Soooo…” he mumbles looking up from his cup to stare at me inconspicuously. 

“So… how is it,” I ask before raising the straw to my mouth for a sip watching his expression.

“I mean, it’s okay I guess,” he mumbles as he licks a drop of blood off his bottom lip.  My eyes track his pink little tongue, and I find myself jealous of that little drop of blood.  Yeah, just hungry, right?  Maybe I’m hungry for something a little more fulfilling.

“Just okay,” I cock an eyebrow at him in question, knowing I’m being persistent, verging slightly on obnoxious.  I can’t help but want to push his buttons and see what I can get away with.  He gives me a little disgruntled sound in response.

“Gods, why couldn’t you have been like a normal guy, and just taken me out for coffee or something,” he grumbles before blowing raspberries.  A little laugh escapes me, and I shake my head at his antics.  Ravenous butterflies swarm my stomach at his words.  

“Well, I did find you in a coffin.  So…”  Simply implying that nothing about this is truly normal.  His face scrunches up, and I know he knows what I’m saying with just that look alone. 

“That wasn’t my fault,” he whines defensively before crossing his arms over his chest.

“So, someone put you in there?”

“Well, no…”

“Did you have burier’s remorse?  Is that what it would be considered,” I ask in amusement.  If Aiden wasn’t a vampire, I’m sure his cheeks would be a delicious pink with the traumatized look that crossed over his face.  He makes a grumpy little sound in the back of his throat as he glares up at me.

“Too soon,” I ask as I try to hold back my laughter.

“Way too fucking soon,” he grits out as a visible shudder runs through him.

I find it rather fun pushing him, and his bratty attitude makes it all that much better.  Plus, that cute little glare he gives me seems to be doing it for me.  I wonder if I could sweet-talk him back into my bed for a couple more hours of sleep.  Or maybe more?

“Are you going to tell me why you looked so put out just a moment ago,” Aiden asks before he takes another sip.  Ah, and he’s a perceptive one.  I shouldn’t be surprised since he’s snarky as fuck.  It takes a level of intelligence to be that sarcastic.  I don’t even know how to say what I’m feeling so I just give a shake of my head not wanting to have my bad mood rub off on him.

“It’s nothing,” I murmur unable to meet his curious eyes.

“Oh, it’s something.  You just don’t want to tell me,” he huffs out in frustration as he leans forward trying to catch my eye.  Oh, my smart little bat, you have no clue as to what’s running through my mind.  How I want to chain you to my bed and never let you go.

Of course, I don’t say any of that because that would not be polite.  Instead, I simply remain quiet and suffer in silence.  

“You said I can’t leave because I’ll burst into flames,” Aiden reiterates as he looks around the brightly lit kitchen.  I give a slow nod.  

“So… we’re both stuck here,” he mumbles.

“Looks that way,” I say trying not to sound too excited over the prospect of that before taking another sip of my blood pouch.

“How long do you think I’ll be trapped in your house,” he asks almost anxiously.  His hands close and open as if trying to expel his anxious energy.  Can I just tell him I’m keeping him forever?  No, that would surely scare him off.  I can’t have that.

My brain gets stuck on the word trapped and I don’t like the sound of that at all.  I don’t want him to feel like that, especially with me.  I feel so mixed up and confused between such complicated feelings.

“Marcus should be coming by today to drop off my ring and we’ll know more then,” I explain, “but in the meantime we can go back to sleep for a couple more hours?”  I give an enthusiastic nod as if to encourage him.  My feeble attempt to lure him back into my bed, but really you can’t blame a vampire for trying.

“I’m not tired though,” he grumbles.

“Well, what do you want to do to pass the time?”  Was I shamelessly flirting with him?  Of course, but that’s beside the point.
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