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One human. One vampire. One collection of missing blood.

Juniper James is working at the Rose Valley Blood Bank when something goes terribly wrong: a collection of blood is stolen, which means an upcoming surgery they're supposed to supply blood for isn't going to be able to happen. Suspicion is instantly cast upon Edward Sparrow - the tall, lanky man who runs the blood bank.

Juniper knows that Edward couldn't have possibly stolen all of that blood, and she also knows that he's a vampire.

Now Juniper and Edward have to team up to solve the mystery and save the day before Christmas is ruined for one little boy.

Will they be able to save Christmas?

The Vampire Who Saved Christmas takes place in the same world as ROSE VALLEY VAMPIRES by Sophie Stern. This is a spicy quick read featuring a snarky vampire and the human who falls for him. Standalone. Guaranteed HEA. For more vampires by Sophie Stern, check out Megan Slays Vampires or Sweet Nightmares: The Vampire's Melody.
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Juniper

Edward Sparrow stares at me like he wants to eat me up, but that’s okay.

I’ve gotten used to the way he looks at me, to the way he looks at all of the administrators who work with him at the Rose Valley Blood Bank. 

It’s an important job, I know - running the blood bank.

Without the work that we do here, the hospitals would definitely be running short on blood, which means they wouldn’t be able to treat as many patients.

Well, what it really means is that they’d be totally desperate, and they wouldn’t know what the hell to do.

“Edward,” I say, nodding. I hold my clipboard up to my chest, clinging to it like it’s some sort of shield. What I want is to pretend like it’s going to keep me safe from his watchful eye, but I know that it won’t.

What I want is to play make believe. I want to truly trust that no matter what happens next, everything is going to be okay, but again, I know that it won’t.

Edward Sparrow might like looking at a girl like me, but there’s no way in hell that he’d ever date me.

Let me list the reasons why.

Number one: I’m curvy. A guy like Edward likes them thin. Sleek. Lanky. Guys like Edward date girls like my best friend, Melissa. She’s also tall and thin.

Case in point: when Melissa and I go out drinking or dancing together, she’s the one that brings guys home. 100% of the time, it’s her. Not me.

Number two: I’m too old. At nearly 33 years young, I’m past the age of messing around. Edward is probably a year older than me. Maybe two. Still, I know that guys our age still prefer younger girls because they want to have their cake and eat it, too. Not me. I might look like I eat cake, but I’m on a strict no-messing-around diet.

Number three: I’m human.

Edward Sparrow, as far as I can tell, is definitely a vampire, but he thinks that nobody knows. He thinks he’s being sneaky because he comes to work before the sun rises and leaves after it sets. He thinks nobody notices that there are no windows at all in the entire blood bank building. He also doesn’t seem to think it’s weird that last week, I caught him making himself a “strawberry shake” that definitely smelled like blood.

Yeah, I think it’s safe to say that dear old Edward has been skimming off the top.

Still, I can’t bring myself to care too much. He’s pretty handsome and funny, and on days like today, I could use both of those things.

“How was your weekend, Juniper?” Edward smiles at me. He shows too much teeth. It’s not an incredible amount, but it is enough to be weird.

Is that one of the skills you lose when you become a vampire?

Do you forget how to smile appropriately?

I kind of want to ask him, but he hasn’t explicitly told me, “hey-yo, I’m a vampire.” I mean, what’s the proper and formal way to bring this up? I can’t exactly just ask him. 

Can I?

“It was...fine,” I say. “Did you do anything fun?”

What I want to ask is, “did you kill any humans? Drink any blood? Do any mind control?”

But I don’t.

He shakes his head.

“No, nothing terribly exciting. I’m afraid I caught up on a bit of reading and spent some time with my cat.”

“Your cat?”

He nods. “A little orange cat named Leopold. He’s a bit old, so the shelter was having a hard time getting him adopted.”

A vampire with a cat.

Interesting.

“Yeah, I’ve heard it’s pretty hard for cats to get adopted once they reach a certain age.” It’s actually pretty sad, in my opinion. I can’t imagine being a cat and spending your entire life with one owner who then passes away one day. Suddenly, you’re not getting pieces of chicken and watching Wheel of Fortune with your senior citizen caretaker. Instead, you’re shoved into a cage in a room full of whiny kittens and people who just want a “young cat.”

“It is,” Edward nods. He looks at me curiously for a moment. “Do you have any pets?”

I’m standing in the employee breakroom of the blood bank where we both work. Correction: the blood bank that Edward runs and that I’m a mere employee at. This is the most that either of us have ever talked in the morning, and I’m suddenly feeling more than a little uncomfortable at the thought.

He wants to get to know me, all of a sudden, but it doesn’t feel good. Instead, it feels rather like I’m being put on display.

“I don’t,” I say. I don’t tell him that Mr. Ralph died three months ago and that I still can’t sleep without him by my side. I don’t tell him I’m a walking zombie because every time I do manage to pass out, I have nightmares about my cat dying. 

It’s like reliving the most painful experience of my life over and over and over again, but it’s just...

Well, I miss Mr. Ralph.

A lot.

More than I ever thought that I could miss a cat.

It doesn’t seem fair, really, that he’s gone. The world seems a lot sadder without my best friend in it.

Edward looks at me curiously. He turns from where he was standing at the coffeemaker, and he considers me. Then, in just a few long strides, he makes his way across the room and stands directly in front of me.

“What is it?” Edward asks.

“What?”

He reaches for my chin and tilts it up toward himself.

“Why are you sad?”

“I’m not sad,” I lie. I am. I’m very sad. I miss my cat. I wasn’t supposed to lose him, but I did. Now it’s like my entire world feels a little worse for wear. Things that normally didn’t bother me now feel impossibly heavy and hard to deal with.

“Juniper.”

Somehow, my name on Edward’s lips sounds...right. It sounds good. A shiver shoots through my body as I suddenly realize that I’m very, very close to a man that I can practically feel myself falling for. I hold back, of course. I’m not going to do anything silly like try to kiss him. 
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