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Vampire of 

My Dreams

Terror coursed through the man’s body, and his heart was pumping fast as he tried to fl ee through the cold, dark night. Death was at hand and he always knew his would be gruesome, an inevitable outcome following a life of crime. He understood that very soon he would be dead but he ran just the same — instincts of self-preservation are like that. 

His end did come fast, just as he’d predicted. A freakishly powerful force knocked him to the ground and his pursuer was on him. The cold hand on the side of his face shoved his head aside, while the other hand ripped through his collar. 

He felt the fangs sink deep into his jugular and then he shook convulsively. Numbing feet and hands, then his slowed pulse signaled the life draining from him. He felt his throat being slit, and a moment later, he was dead. 

Alexander, the nearly-two-hundred-year-old vampire, licked his knife clean and slipped it into the leather sheath. He stood over the corpse for only a second before walking away. 
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He didn’t often feel elated but he did that night. However, his lift in spirits had nothing to do with his most recent kill. 

On the contrary, feeding on humans was not an activity he took any pleasure in at all. 

The thing that made him happy was the fact that he’d fi nished work early. That meant he could spend more time talking with Zoe and tonight was a special night, since it was her twenty-fourth birthday. 

For the past six years he’d entered the human girl’s dreams a few times each week and they would talk — sometimes for hours. Zoe was innocent and beautiful but in all of those years, the girl knew Alexander only as a dream, and so the vampire had never taken advantage of her. It wasn’t that he didn’t want to, it was just that it wouldn’t have been right. 

That’s how he fi gured it. 

In those six years he’d revealed to her so much about himself — at least about his life when he still had one — the life he’d led before he was turned. No one knew as much about Alexander as she. And he had discovered so much about her 

— he knew her fears as well as the things that annoyed her, what made her laugh and what made her cry. But the one thing that Alexander discovered that most took him by surprise, was not about Zoe at all. It was about himself. He realized that he loved her deeply. And that was a signifi cant realization, given the fact that he’d never loved anyone, not when he had a life and certainly not since his life had been taken away. 
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For years he’d carefully reasoned with himself that he couldn’t offer her anything of importance or meaning because he wasn’t human. He’d settled, instead, on being content with her friendship a few nights a week and he enjoyed her human perspective and companionship. And of course, she was beautiful with long dark hair, dark eyes and a vibrancy he had never seen in another. 

It wasn’t easy, but time and again he’d managed to talk himself out of revealing to her that he wasn’t just a dream and that he really existed. If he told her the truth it was more than likely that she would reject him altogether, or so he thought. 

Recently, however, things had begun to change. Zoe had mentioned Michael — someone she’d met at a gathering — 

and Alexander feared that he would have to stop seeing her altogether. Therefore, something had to be done. 

And so, Alexander was feeling elated because after refl ecting on it for a good long time, he’d come to an important decision. He’d decided that he would ask Zoe to go to a particular location when she was awake. He felt certain that if he asked her to, she would go somewhere at a specifi c time, then he would turn up. In that way, he’d reveal himself to her as a real being, not just a dream. He’d tell her how much he loved her and ask her how she felt about him. 
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Five years later . . . 

Zoe stood before the three-sectioned, full-length mirror and stared at her naked refl ection. She looked aged and tired. 

But of course she did. She’d just been through years of absolute hell. People used to tell her she was pretty, but it seemed like a long time since anyone had told her. She wondered if anyone would ever tell her that again. 

An icy chill went through her, and she grabbed her white bathrobe from the hook on the wall and wrapped it around herself. It was just her own unfortunate luck that her divorce was fi nalized that very day — on her twenty-ninth birthday. 

She shook her head in disgust. A year of engagement was followed by four short years of marriage. She wondered how so much could go wrong in such a short time. 

Analytically, she understood that it wasn’t her fault. Emotionally, she felt guilty and spent. 

Having no experience herself with drugs or addicts, she couldn’t have known that Michael had already been addicted 5
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to meth when she’d fi rst met him fi ve years earlier. He’d hidden it well but she felt stupid just the same. Stupid that she hadn’t suspected anything strange about his behavior — not while they were dating, not on her wedding day, and not even for the fi rst year or so of their marriage. It wasn’t until he’d begun losing weight, acting frantically and staying up until all hours of the night (doing who knows what in the garage) that she knew something was terribly wrong. 

It was the rapid deterioration that alarmed her and that’s when she really paid attention. She thought he was ill so she pleaded with him to go to a doctor. No sense could be made of it — he just wouldn’t go. One clue led to the next and the discovery was made. Discovery was followed by confrontation, research, the broken promises and failed attempts to rehabilitate him. It was somewhere during that process that Zoe had lost, one by one, all of her friends. They’d become repulsed by his transformation and outraged at her for wasting her time with a hopeless addict. As painful as it was to lose her friends, Zoe knew she had to do everything in her power to save Michael. 

After all, marriage vows meant something! 

But even she had a breaking point. The decision hadn’t come easily, but it had become clear after a time that he didn’t want to change, even if it killed him. That’s when she knew that staying with Michael would only result in her own destruction. As devastating as it was, she’d fi led for divorce. 

At least one life would be saved. 
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The fi nalization of her divorce was signifi cant. It was the end of her stint in hell. But it was an unhappy ending, and it left her feeling empty and defeated. 

Even under the thick bathrobe, the cold of the late autumn night made her shiver, so she opened the bottom drawer of her bureau and pulled out her fl annel pajamas. She hadn’t worn them in a long time. She quickly put them on and rewrapped herself in the bathrobe before bending down to slide the drawer shut, but before she closed it she noticed an old blanket. She told herself that she’d have to go through her things and throw away some clutter. The blanket was quickly pulled out and tossed into the corner to remind her to clean out drawers and closets the next day. It gave her something to look forward to — cleaning, a sort of therapy in itself. 

She raised her foot to close the drawer and that’s when she spotted it — the large tattered and torn manila envelope that had been sitting underneath the blanket. She inhaled suddenly and with swelled emotion said aloud, “Oh, Alexander! Where have you been?” 

Zoe withdrew the envelope before sliding the drawer shut. 

She sat down at the edge of her bed clutching the package, and an avalanche of memories returned. How long had it been since she’d dreamed of him? Alexander, her handsome and imaginary guardian vampire. 
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She looked into the distance at nothing but memories and squinted in concentration. A smile fl ashed as the vague dreams resurfaced. But the smile quickly faded when she remembered why she had subconsciously invented him in the fi rst place — she needed him in order to get through the unimaginable pain following the tragic events of a fateful birthday eleven years earlier. That was when Zoe fi rst began having vivid dreams of Alexander. 

The dreams had begun after her parents had been bru-tally murdered in the very house she continued to live in to that very day. She’d witnessed the violence but had been knocked unconscious before the rampage ended, and woke up in a hospital. It was the day she turned eighteen. 

That night and the following day were fi lled with homicide inspectors, medical exams, police interviews, forms to fi ll out and the media assault. She’d arrived back home the next night — alone and broken. After crying for hours she’d fi nally fallen asleep. 

That was the fi rst night she dreamed of the vampire. Then she continued to dream of him two, sometimes three times a week. But then the dreams had stopped, and when they did, Alexander had faded from her mind and the only records of Zoe’s conversations with him were written in six journals now tucked away in the large manila envelope she held in her hands. And she hadn’t viewed them since. She’d forgotten all about Alexander — such is the nature of dreams. 
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It was still early so she stepped into her slippers and with the envelope in hand, she headed downstairs to the living room. After removing the screen from the fi replace, she grabbed some old newspapers that she’d rolled up and tied into knots a few nights before. Zoe tossed eight or ten of them onto the hearth, then placed four logs over them. 

She reached up to the mantel and found the box of long matches. After lighting one she held it under the newspaper ends until they fl ared up nicely, and then carefully replaced the screen. 

Zoe positioned herself comfortably across the sofa, reached back and pulled the chain to light the lamp on the end table behind her. She looked at the envelope. There was, at fi rst, a fl ash of doubt about venturing into the past, a past even more painful than the present. But a sudden vivid memory of Alexander’s smiling face returned, with his bright eyes, white teeth and two long fangs. He’d always had a big smile and contented look after his feedings. Then, she recalled (unable to suppress her own smile), he only came to her dreams after his feedings, so as not to be tempted to bite her. If nothing else, he was a considerate vampire. 

It was with those pleasant memories that she emptied the contents of the envelope onto her lap. The journals were numbered one to six. Zoe picked up the fi rst journal, opened it to page one and began reading. 
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†   †   †

 For all the horrifi c darkness that has befal en me these past forty-eight hours, there was one beacon of light and it shined on me, of all places, amid the intimacy of a dream. 

 Last night I had a conversation with Alexander, a vampire. He began as fol ows, “Forgive me for intruding on your night, but I had to know if you’re okay. Did he hurt you?” 

 The soft but deep voice was next to me. I rol ed over and there was a man in my bed. But I wasn’t frightened. Dreams can be like that. 

 “Not physically. Is that what you mean?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “What’s your name?” I asked him. 

 After some hesitation, he said, “My name is Alexander. 

 I’m sorry I didn’t arrive sooner last night. I heard the gun and rushed in, but by then there was a second shot. I pushed you out of the way before he fi red off a third. I don’t want you to worry about him. He’ll never bother you again.” 

 “What did you do to him?” 

 Once again he hesitated before answering, “He’s dead.” 

 “How did you kil  him?” 

 “I’m a vampire.” 

 “I see.” 
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 “What’s your name?” he asked. 

 “Zoe.” 

 That was the fi rst time he smiled at me. It was a good smile. “Do you know what your name means, Zoe?” 

 “No.” 

 “It means ‘life’.” He sighed contentedly and then said, “You should rest. I can stay beside you until just before dawn.” He was on his back with his hands clasped behind his head and his ankles crossed. 

 “Okay. But tel  me, what does your name mean?” 

 “It means ‘protector’. I can smell your tears. You were crying earlier?” 

 “Yes.” 

 “You should sleep now.” 

 “I’d much rather talk to you.” 

 “I can tel  you’re tired. If you sleep now, I’l  return another time to talk to you if you’d like.” 

 “Please do. I’m so glad you came.” 

 “Me, too. Sleep wel  little Zoe.” 

†   †   †

Zoe looked at the burning logs, and remembered how Alexander had returned to her dreams two or three times a week, for the next six years. 
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Zoe put her journals on the coffee table. Then she got up from the sofa, poked a log into a better position in the fi replace, and went into the kitchen to make herself some tea. She considered all of the things she’d “learned” from Alexander over those next six years. He was born on the twenty-fi rst of February, eighteen hundred twenty-nine in Philadelphia, Pennsylvania. He moved to Chicago when he was twenty-four years old. It was there that he’d met and worked for Edward Rucker and Allan Pinkerton at the North Western Police Agency. After that, he’d become a private investigator — and she surmised, a very good one. 

She’d even looked into some of his stories of crime solving, and sure enough, they were all one hundred percent accurate. 

But Zoe knew that she must have heard those same stories in school or seen crime reenactment shows on television over the years. She’d just forgotten the source. They were old memories bubbling back to the surface by way of her dreams. 

Zoe understood that Alexander never really existed. 

If there were, however, a perfect therapy for what she’d been through, her dreams of him were that therapy. And just as she’d loved certain characters in books and in movies — all fi ctitious — so she loved Alexander. 

She loved him most of all. 
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Eleven years earlier . . . 

Alexander left the bar just after midnight. There wasn’t any action there, so he drove down the road a ways smelling out criminals. He’d been at it so long he could sense wrong-doing a mile away. Normally he would pick a large city, secure his daily resting place and spend a few nights talking with people. It was never long before he’d trace down some planned crime. 

He’d long since learned to fi t in among the seedier offenders just as well as the richer and classier criminals. Crime was crime, as he saw it. And if he had to spend eternity cursed as he was, he’d at least make himself useful. He’d rather stretch out on a sandy beach and wait for the sun to come up and have its way with him than go around indiscriminately slaughtering innocent people for the sake of nutrition. In life he was a crime fi ghter and regardless of his necessity to feed on human blood, he just couldn’t bring himself to then commit senseless murder in his afterlife. The criminals he killed deserved to die. At least that’s how he had it fi gured. 
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He only needed to feed twice a week, so he had plenty of time to fi nd some action. He’d ironed out his methodical system a long time before and it was still working for him — hang around, have a drink and strike up casual conversations with person after person after person. Always act friendly, in a stupid sort of way, and always pay attention. Alexander knew that sooner or later someone would brag about a planned crime they had knowledge of or were planning on perpetrating themselves. 

On the rare occasion that it didn’t work, he’d simply ask where he could buy some drugs and he’d have his lead. 

Alexander had been hanging around Boston for a few weeks since the big cities never seemed to have any shortage of crime. 

On one particular night he cruised around Boston’s Back Bay until he sensed something, and then drove up to the front of an Irish Pub. He opened the door and left the keys in his Italian sports car, then stuffed a twenty into the valet’s hand. 

“Bring it back without a scratch and I’ll give you fi fty.” 

The young valet looked pleased and nodded. He knew his real employers were big tippers, and he respected them and gave them what they wanted. 

It was a cold autumn night and chimneys were pouring the smell of burning wood into the crisp air. The six foot two vampire stood on the sidewalk in his black jeans, heavy shoes and wool coat, his black hair whipping in the wind. 
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He pulled up the collar of his pea coat and stuffed his hands into his pockets. He wasn’t cold; he just wanted to pass for a human. And right then, he knew the humans outside were cold, so he played the part. 

Something was being planned and his detective radar pointed to this place. He went inside, sat down at the bar and ordered a whiskey straight up. After a quick glance around the room, Alexander fi xed his attention on a booth in the distance where two men sat talking. The bartender served his drink and the undercover vampire slid a folded bill forward, grabbed his glass and went to the pool table near the men in question. 

Alexander carefully inspected the cue sticks on the wall and picked up the straightest-looking one. After tossing it with a spin a few times to check for balance, he fl ipped open his silver lighter, lit a cigarette and walked to the pool table. 

The vampire had zeroed in on a conversation at the booth 

— a conversation he’d been monitoring since spotting them from the bar. Exceptional hearing had its benefi ts in his business. But nothing interesting had come up yet. Fortunately, he was patient. A good detective had to be. 

A tall, slender man with sandy hair walked over to join Alexander for a game at the pool table. Now there was a good reason to hang nearby without looking suspicious. “I’ll rack 

’em,” Alexander said quietly. “Eight ball? Twenty bucks?” His opponent nodded, and a game ensued. 
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Ten minutes later, the conversation at the booth was beginning to get interesting. 

“All right. I have a job for ya. Can I trust ya?” 

“Yeah, what do ya think? ’Course ya can trust me!” 

“He needs someone to drive him to Winchestah tonight.” 

“Easy. Ten or so miles, right?” 

“Right. Pick him up in the Nawth End in thirty minutes. 

He’ll pay ya one-fi fty to drive him theah and then drive him back. Quick hit, you only have to wait for him in the cah. 

Can you handle it, Jim?” 

“Piece a cake.” 

“And you nevah saw him, got it?” 

“What am I, stupid? ’Course I nevah saw him.” 

“Good. Now listen, I’m doing you a favah. Don’t fohget it. 

Take off then. He don’t like it when people are late.” 

The pool game had just ended. Alexander had been playing so long he could win in his sleep. He let the other guy win. 

After handing him a twenty, he left through the front door, where Jim was waiting for his car. 

Alexander spotted his young valet, leaned close and said quietly, “Get my car here in two minutes and I’ll give you a hundred.” One minute and fi fty seconds later, Alexander’s car had pulled up to the curb and Jim’s hadn’t arrived 16



 Christina Moss

yet. The vampire thanked and paid his valet, drove a half block and pulled over. He watched through his rear view mirror as Jim got into a black sedan and then drove past Alexander’s sports car. Alexander pulled out and followed. 

Jim drove to the Old North Church and stopped across the street at the Prado, where a man, trying very hard to not look suspicious, sauntered up and got into the passenger side of Jim’s car. The car drove off and Alexander followed. 

Twenty minutes later, they were in a rural area somewhere near Winchester. 

A snag arose for Alexander when at a railroad crossing the lights began to blink and the rails lowered. The black sedan sped up and continued along; the rails barely missed the back of the car. Alexander was left with no way through. It was a narrow crossing with rails lowered from the left and right, overlapping in the middle. He considered backing up and busting through, but decided he wouldn’t chance it. Debris left on the track could derail the train. So he waited. 

Eighteen freight cars moved by slowly — he counted. It was painful, but unavoidable. When they’d fi nally passed and the rails lifted he fl ew down the road, his sharp senses alert and watchful. About a mile along, he sensed something and took a sharp left. And sure enough, the black sedan was halfway down the side street with Jim still in it. Alexander pulled over and slowly got out so as not to arouse Jim’s suspicions. He sauntered down the street and when he was 17
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close enough, he blanketed Jim’s mind with a grey cloud, putting him in a torpid state. Some vampires were skilled at the little trick and Alexander found it useful, if temporary. 

The effect suited the vampire’s immediate needs. “Get out of here!” Alexander ordered. 

The crack of a gun was heard and it came from inside the house, followed by a woman’s scream. They’d both heard it. 

Jim started his engine and fl ew off while Alexander rushed into the house. He arrived as a woman was being shot. There was already one man lying dead on the living room fl oor. 

Alexander heard a soft cry and his head whipped toward the sound that was coming from a young girl in the corner. 

The gunman, still unaware of the vampire, raised his weapon and aimed it directly at her chest. The vampire dove at the girl, knocking her out of the way, and in so doing caught the bullet that was intended for her. It didn’t faze him. The bulletproof vest came in handy at a time like that — not that a bullet would kill him, but it might temporarily slow him down. 

The vampire turned and looked menacingly at the gunman as he walked toward him. The gunman shot three more rounds from his revolver before dropping his gun in shock and defeat. 

The vampire’s fi st met the gunman’s face, and the gunman fl ew back, hit the wall, then fell to the fl oor like a rag doll. 

With one hand and little effort, Alexander lifted and carried the man to his car and threw him in the front seat. 
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Alexander’s car made its way down the winding road, with the two-hundred-pound unconscious heap in the passenger side, to a nearby city and stopped at a quiet area along a river. 

Alexander got out, opened the passenger door, removed the heap and tossed him twenty feet away onto the riverbank. The gunman never regained consciousness. He never felt the sharp fangs sink into his neck. A minute later he was dead. 

The vampire left enough blood in the corpse to spill a siz-able puddle. Then he took out his knife and carefully slit the throat where he’d bitten him, so it would look like the man had died differently than he had. 

The next day he’d leave an anonymous tip at the Winchester Police Department saying that he had the description and license plate number of the getaway car. 

Alexander returned to his hotel room. He blocked the windows with full-cover black shades, put the “do not disturb” 

sign on the doorknob, and went through his regular routine of securing the door and windows so no one could enter. 

And there he slept. 

At sundown the next day, he got up and began methodically preparing for his night. But he was feeling out of sorts. It was diffi cult to concentrate on the regular routine. Problem was, Alexander couldn’t stop thinking of that young girl and he was feeling badly that he hadn’t arrived in time to save her parents. His regret grew deeper until he was suffering a dark anguish over the girl whose life would never be the same. 
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Once again he cursed the criminal elements of a God-forsaken world. Then he cursed himself for getting emotional over something he couldn’t have prevented. Alexander decided he was being a fool for he knew better than anyone that the worst thing to do in his business was to get involved — to actually care for an individual. 

The broader view of right and wrong and a general liking of humanity were the only affections he’d allowed himself. 

Those were safe thoughts. But actually worrying about the welfare of just one individual? It was a foolish luxury he’d never allow himself! For he knew that if he cared too much about any one person, well, that was just stupid and dan-gerous, because that was the only time he could be hurt. And damned if he would ever allow himself to get hurt. He’d seen enough of it — enough to know it should  never happen to him. He forced himself to stop thinking about the girl and pressed on. 

The month was November, after the time change, so sundown came early. It was time to head out, fi nd a bar and start the familiar cycle of trying to balance wrong with some right, once again. 

He found a lead in the fi rst bar he entered — a plan to break into the Gardner Museum and steal some priceless paintings. 

But a meeting with the key players wouldn’t be taking place until the following night. 
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After driving around for hours in what seemed to be circles, he had what he referred to as “a moment of weakness” and headed to Winchester. He promised himself he’d just look in and satisfy himself that the girl was okay. It was all he really needed to know. No more, no less. 

He was acutely aware that he was breaking a personal code to never become involved. He’d never before felt tempted to break it — not in all his years. Why he felt compelled to check on someone this time, he didn’t really know. 

He cursed himself for being so weak but then he justifi ed his intended action by thinking no harm could come from extending his responsibility, just a little bit further, just this one time. After all, he reasoned, he should have arrived sooner the night before. If he had, the girl’s parents would be alive and all would be well. 

It was that damn train! 

No, it wasn’t the train at all. It was his responsibility! He should have prevented the double murder. 

It was midnight when he pulled up to the Winchester house. 

The night was especially dark with a new moon blacked out somewhere in the sky. He scaled the house to the second story, and sure enough, a window was unlocked. They usually were. 

Once inside he could smell the girl in the next room. She smelled good. There was also a hint of salty tears. He wasn’t 21
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accustomed to being close to humans unless he was working. 

And work always ended in a kill. Fortunately, that night, he wasn’t thirsty. 

Alexander entered the girl’s room, settled on his back next to her with his hands clasped behind his head and his ankles crossed. He blanketed the girl with a grey cloud and entered her dream. 

He didn’t want to startle her so he spoke softly, “Forgive me for intruding on your night, but I had to know if you’re okay. Did he hurt you?” Alexander asked. He noted that she wasn’t frightened. Dreams can be like that. 

She rolled over to face him. “Not physically. Is that what you mean?” Her voice had a very sweet sound. 

“Yes,” he answered. That was all he really needed to know. 

It was why he’d come and he knew he should leave. But he didn’t. Instead he looked at her a moment and took some solace in the fact that she looked serene. 

He studied her face and was taken by surprise when she asked, “What’s your name?” 

The girl was more responsive than he’d expected. Most people become numb and only answer his questions. But she was different. There was even something tranquil about her. 

“My name is Alexander.” His remorse came fl ooding back. 

“I’m sorry I didn’t arrive sooner last night. I heard the gun and rushed in but by then, there was a second shot. I pushed 22
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you out of the way before he fi red off a third. I don’t want you to worry about him. He’ll never bother you again.” 

“What did you do to him?” 

“He’s dead.” 

“How did you kill him?” 

“I’m a vampire.” 

“I see.” 

“What’s your name?” he asked her. 

“Zoe.” 

“Do you know what your name means, Zoe?” 

That was the fi rst time he’d seen her smile. It was a good smile. “No,” she answered. 

“It means ‘life’. You should rest. I can stay beside you until just before dawn.” 

“Okay. But tell me, what does your name mean?” 

“It means ‘protector’. I can smell your tears. You were crying earlier?” 

“Yes.” 

“You should sleep now.” 

“I’d much rather talk to you.” 

“I can tell you’re tired. If you sleep now, I’ll return another time to talk to you if you’d like.” 

23
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“Please do. I’m so glad you came.” 

“Me, too. Sleep well little Zoe.” 

And return Alexander did, two or three times a week, for the next six years! He knew he’d live to regret it one day. But he couldn’t stop checking on her. She was just too vulnerable 

— or so he’d told himself. 
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Eleven years later . . . 

Zoe continued reading the fi rst journal. 

†   †   †

 I dreamed of Alexander again last night. He came back to me while I slept, just like he said he would. 

 “Zoe,” he whispered. 

 I rol ed over to face him. “Alexander, you’re back.” 

 “You were crying again?” 

 “Yes. But I don’t want to talk about it. I don’t want to cry while you’re here.” 

 “There’s nothing wrong with it. I don’t mind if you cry. 

 Were you thinking of your parents?” 

 As soon as he said it was okay to cry, I didn’t feel the need to cry anymore. I just wanted to tel  him everything that was on my mind. So I told him how the awkwardly sympathetic people just made me feel more sad and alone. How the funerals 25
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 were being planned and how much I dreaded them. How very painful it was knowing that I’d never see my parents again. 

 In my dream, I told him everything and I fell asleep feeling better. 

†   †   †

Zoe put down the journal and recalled her parents’ funeral. 

It had been uncommonly large, sensationally newsworthy and especially heart-wrenching since her father had been a well respected police offi cer for many years. Yet for all the attention and pity leveled at her (the newly-turned-eighteen-year-old, who’d witnessed her parents’ deaths) she’d survived it with her sanity still intact. And she owed it to a vampire featured in her dreams. She picked up her journal and carefully read her notes of the next time Alexander had visited her in her dreams. 

†   †   †

 “Alexander, you were gone for three nights. Where were you?” 

 “I had to work, Zoe. It takes me a few nights before I can come back again. Do you want me to leave?” 

 “No. Were you off kil ing people?” 

 He didn’t answer me right away so I waited until he was ready. “One person, yes,” he said quietly. 

 “Are you here to kil  me, Alexander?” 
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 “No, of course not!” 

 “Why not? Isn’t that what vampires do?” 

 He smiled, exposing his two fangs, the eyeteeth, that were longer and sharper than normal. “Because, pretty girl, . . . you are a good human. I only kil  those who harm humans.” 

 “So you selectively kil ?” 

 “Right.” 

 “I’m glad you were there that night.” 

 “Me, too. I’m sorry I wasn’t there in time to save your parents.” 

 “Me, too. Though I wouldn’t have ever seen you again if you had.” 

 “I suppose not.” 

 There was no more to say after that. 

†   †   †

 “I’m here now, Zoe. I came as soon as I could.” 

 “Thank you for coming. It means a lot that you’re here tonight.” 

 “I wish I could have gone with you. I didn’t sleep very much today. Do you want to talk about it?” 

 “No, I don’t think so.” 

 “That’s okay. You don’t have to. But can I ask you one thing?” 
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 After a deep sigh I said, “Sure.” 

 “What was the hardest part?” 

 I sifted through the ordeal before answering. “It was the honor guard.” 

 “Of course.” He stared at the ceiling silently for a minute. 

 Then he said, “I’ll understand if you want me to leave.” 

 “Please don’t leave me now, Alexander. Knowing I’d dream of you tonight was the only thing I’ve had to look forward to all day.” 

 “I’l  stay here with you, then.” He put his cool arms around me and we stayed like that all night. 

†   †   †

 Alexander was back last night and I discovered he has an annoying side. 

 “No tears tonight?” 

 I thought back to just before I’d fal en asleep. “No, I guess not.” 

 “Darn! That’s too bad! What’d you forget to cry or something?” 

 “Whatever are you talking about?” 

 “It’s a little disappointing, that’s all. I was looking forward to the smell of your tears. I rather like the scent.” 
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 I looked at him in disbelief and he actually had a smirk on his face. “Is that supposed to be funny?” I threw a pil ow at him. “Since when do vampires have a sense of humor?” 

 “Call it a sense of humor if you’d like. We just don’t take death as seriously as you humans.” 

 “So that’s how it is — us humans and you vampires? 

 What do you do when you’re not here, anyway?” 

 “Haven’t we covered that?” 

 “Oh yes, you hunt bad guys,” I said sarcastical y. “But why are you gone for so long?” 

 “Because, young Zoe, it takes patience, time and skill to fi nd them.” 

 “Sure, sure. And don’t forget the time you need to visit all the other women in their dreams.” 

 That was the fi rst time I heard him laugh. It was reserved and quiet, but a laugh just the same. I rather liked it. “Hardly, my dear! One human to keep track of is more than enough for this detective.” 

 “Wel , aren’t there other vampires or something?” 

 “There are.” 

 “So, don’t you have friends that you see sometimes?” 

 After a pause, he said in a more serious tone, “The others have a different philosophy. We don’t get along.” It was my 29
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 turn to laugh. “Do I amuse you?” he asked with a hint of indignation. 

 “No, Alexander. I’m not laughing at you, at al . Only I would dream up someone who is just as pathetic and alone as myself.” 

†   †   †

 He was in the worst mood I’d ever seen him last night but, in contrast, I was feeling rather playful when I felt him lower himself onto my bed next to me. He rested on his back and looked at the ceiling. For once he was reticent. 

 “Is that you, Alexander?” I asked cheerily. 

 After a moment of silence he said dryly, “Unless you were expecting someone else.” 

 I smiled. “Oh sure, I was expecting that other vampire who visits me in the middle of the night. Honestly, it’s a wonder I get any sleep at all!” I was hoping to shake him out of his gloomy state. 

 Without turning to look at me he lifted my wrist and then dropped it. “Liar.” 

 “How can you be so sure?” 

 “You still have a pulse. If another vampire visited you, you’d be dead.” 
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 “Oh, that’s right.  They  kil  whomever they can get their fangs into but you only kil  the ones who deserve to die. Tel  me all about how you kil ed the bad guy tonight, Alexander.” 

 He frowned. “I’d rather not, Zoe.” 

 “Why? Are you afraid I can’t handle the carnage? The screams, the blood and gore?” I regretted my words as soon as they were out of my mouth. 

 He looked hurt. “If that’s what you’re interested in you should  spend time with another vampire because if there’s anything I dislike more than having to do it, it’s bragging about it.” 

 I’d been a little slow in catching on but now it was obvious that something horrible had happened and there I was joking about it like it was nothing at all. He hated what he had to do and I felt badly that I’d brought it up that way. “Forgive me, Alexander. I shouldn’t talk like that.” I reached out and took his cool hand in mine. “Do you want to talk about it?” 

 “No.” 

 “That’s okay. But can you tel  me one thing?” 

 “What’s that?” 

 “What was the worst thing about it?” 

 He continued staring at the ceiling and sighed deeply. Then he said, “It wasn’t until after I fi nished him that I saw a picture had fal en from his pocket. He had a new baby at 31
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 home.” He went silent again and the reason for his dark mood and pained expression now made sense. I could feel his pain and as awful as it was, I was glad he’d told me. I nestled up close under his arm and put my arm across his chest. 

 “What would you have done differently if you’d known?” 

 I asked. 

 “I wouldn’t have kil ed him if that’s what you mean.” 

 “I know you wouldn’t have. It’s a terrible thing. I’m sorry it happened that way.” 

 For a time we lay there aware, perfectly still and completely silent. We shared the pain of it. 

 Finally he said, “Zoe?” 

 “What, Alexander?” 

 “You’re the only person I have to talk to.” 

 I didn’t know how to answer him so I just pressed myself a little closer. 

†   †   †

 “So, Alexander, what should we talk about tonight?” 

 “Tell me what you’ve been doing for three days.” 

 “Just going to classes.” 

 “What are you studying?” 

 “Journalism.” 
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 “That’s interesting. So you’re a writer. Can I read something you’ve written?” 

 “No. I don’t think I’m ready to show people yet.” 

 “Well, I’m hardly people.” I made a face at him. “Don’t be like that. I want to read your work.” 

 “No!” 

 “Why not?” 

 “Because, I know you wel  enough to know that you’l  be bluntly honest. I’m not ready for that.” 

 “You shouldn’t have said that! Now I have to read it!” 

 He was up in a fl ash and began looking around my room, opening drawers and searching through my things. 

 Furious, I jumped out of bed. “Alexander! You can’t do that, it’s an invasion of privacy!” 

 “So, cal  the police. Or better yet, write a paper on it! Of course, you’re welcome to try to stop me if you want — but good luck with that! Where do you keep your work anyway?” 

 I tried to stop him but it was like trying to stop a man of iron. I would have had an easier time manipulating a life-sized bronze statue. No matter how I tried grabbing his arms or pushing him away, I had zero effect on his actions. 

 He continued rummaging around my room like I wasn’t even there. It was infuriating! 
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 Then he discovered my printer. That’s where he found a ten-page article I’d written on a woman who’d started a non-profi t organization to teach art to children of low income families. I respected the woman so much, I wanted to write an article that would reveal how special she is so people would want to support her. 

 The vampire ceremoniously sprawled out on my bed in triumph. “What are you so worried about anyway?” 

 Angry and frustrated, I went back to my side of the bed, fl at on my back, crossed my arms and stared at the ceiling while he read my article. I mentally cursed him for being so thoughtless of my feelings, so arrogant and selfi sh! But my anger soon morphed into fear as he silently read my words. The words I’d poured my heart and soul into. I knew I’d have to learn to face the fact that people would be reading those and many other words I’d put to paper. But I was counting on having time to adjust to that. He was giving me an ice water dip and I didn’t like it at all. And I wasn’t liking him very much either! 

 I knew writing was my special cal ing in life but I was still feeling tentative about revealing that side of myself to the world — not that he was the world. He was a dead and stupid vampire. No — even less than that, he was only a dream! Stil , at that moment he was an especial y annoying dream, and a dream that could hurt me emotionally. I felt myself blush as he continued to read and turn the pages of my heart and soul. It was long minutes of emotional torture. 
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 When he was fi nally done reading, he just lay there on his back quietly with a neutral expression on his face. Finally, he placed my heart and soul on the nightstand next to him. 

 Then he rol ed toward me, took my hand and gently kissed it with his cool lips. He moved close and whispered in my ear, “Zoe, you’re bril iant.” He didn’t say anything else last night but he didn’t have to. He tenderly rested his head on my shoulder and held my hand in his. And I knew for certain that he honestly liked it and his brief response was far better than any other words he could have spoken. 

†   †   †

Zoe put down the journal, grabbed a tissue from the coffee table and wiped the tears from her face. It was the fi rst time she had realized that after that one dream she never again worried about anyone rejecting her work. From that point forward she wrote freely and with confi dence and passion. 

†   †   †

It was getting close to midnight but Zoe was nearing the end of the last notebook and she couldn’t bring herself to stop reading it. All of the wonderful feelings she’d ever had for Alexander had returned. There were times she hated him, loved him and laughed with him. She was seeing how her dreams had formed her life and indeed shaped her as a person. He had been her family. For all she’d previously been through with her parents and now with Michael, she 35
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continued to be the person she always was and she owed it to her dreams of Alexander. 

Reading through her journals was an evolution for her and once again, the vampire was saving her from ruin. What Alexander had really done for Zoe, was he’d made her feel loved and knowing that someone, even a made-up entity, had made her feel special a few nights each week over the span of six years, was enough to make it okay for her to like herself again. And so, although the hour was late, she continued to read. 

†   †   †

 I just couldn’t believe it. Last night he was actually furious with me. He entered through my window and stood there. 

 “Where were you last night?” he said. 

 “You sound upset.” 

 “I am! I came and you weren’t here! I couldn’t sleep all day! 

 I was worried sick that something had happened to you!” 

 I looked at him without sympathy. “You were here last night, too? Wel  that’s unusual. In six years, I don’t think you’ve ever come two nights in a row!” I teased him. 

 “This isn’t funny!” he said loudly. 

 I sighed in exasperation. “Only I could manage to upset a dream entity!” 
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 He frowned and seemed to get himself under better control, although he remained obstinate. “Zoe, it’s not a joke to me.” He settled in the bed next to me and crossed his arms over his chest. Then he took in a deep breath and seemed to exhale with relief. 

 “I’m sorry to worry you, Alexander. But as you can see, I’m perfectly okay. Do you feel better now?” 

 “Well at least tel  me the next time, or leave me a note or something?” 

 “Sure. I’l  leave a note right here on my pil ow so my dream doesn’t get furious with me.” 

 He put his hands over his face in utter frustration and said, “I can’t do this anymore! It’s driving me craz y!” 

 “What’s wrong, Alexander? Having a reality crisis? 

 Realizing you’re just a dream and not taking it so wel ?” 

 He turned and looked at me sadly. “As a matter of fact, I am having a reality crisis — of sorts. I’m trying to make my mind up about something. And it’s not easy. So where did you go last night?” 

 “A girl at work had a party. I stayed at her parents’ 

 house down the Cape. I was just invited the other day. It’s not like I can always predict when you’l  show up in my dreams, Alexander! Besides, why didn’t you just turn up there last night?” 
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 “Because I didn’t know where you were!” 

 “How could that possibly matter?” I was actually having a heated argument with a person who didn’t exist! 

 “Just forget about it. I’m glad you’re okay.” He’d calmed down considerably. 

 “I’m such a hermit, Alexander. All I do is go to work, come home and work more. Then I go to sleep and hope that I dream of you.” He seemed to like that. “But it’s pathetic. 

 I need a life!” He frowned. “I have no family. I miss that.” 

 I glanced at him sideways. “I met someone at the party.” 

 His eyes got cold. “His name is Michael. He’s a computer programmer. Don’t look at me like that! The truth is, he’s kind of a strange guy, but he gave me a lot of attention and it was nice. It made me realize I should be doing something with my life, building a relationship with someone. A family. 

 I have nobody!” 

 “I’m not nobody.” Now he looked hurt. 

 In one sense it was ironic that I found it necessary to comfort a fi gment of my imagination. But then again, it felt like the right thing to do. I rol ed over to face him and took his hand and kissed it. “It’s true, Alexander, you’re not nobody. In fact, the real truth is this — I wish more than anything . . . 

 that you were real so we could be our own family.” At that he smiled. Finally. 

†   †   †
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Zoe turned to the fi nal page of the last journal. 

†   †   †

 He was unusually cheerful when he arrived last night and I couldn’t wait to tel  him the news. 

 “How are you tonight, Zoe?” he asked brightly. 

 “Alexander! Look!” I held up my hand and showed him the diamond ring. He looked as surprised as I had when I got it. 

 “Did Michael give you that?” 

 “Yes. Alexander! I’l  fi nally have a family again!” Fat tears rol ed down my cheeks. Alexander began to cry as wel . I knew he’d be happy for me. He reached over and took my hand, then he kissed the tears from my face with his cool lips. 

 “Best wishes to you, my beautiful Zoe.” He managed to choke out through his own tears. 

 We were still and quiet for some time. Then he said, “You know, I never told you this but if you ever need me, you just need to cal  me. Before you sleep, just say my name over and over and picture my face. And I’l  come fi nd you. Will you remember that? Wil  you write it in your journal?” 

 He sounded so serious, and it was such a shift from the exuberant mood he was in when he arrived, but I was in heaven because I was engaged. “Oh, Alexander, you know I always write down my dreams.” 

39



 Vampire of My Dreams

 I must have been really tired last night. After that I just felt grey and fel  asleep. 

†   †   †

Zoe cried as she closed her journal. That last conversation now held much more meaning than it had when she wrote it. She had had no way of knowing it would be the last night she’d dream of Alexander. 

She got up, dispersed the embers, and secured the screen in place. Then she began getting ready for bed and as she did she refl ected on something the whole while. By the time she’d climbed into bed she’d come to a decision. She turned out the light, put her head to the pillow and softly called Alexander’s name over and over, and thought only of his face, until she fell asleep. 

†   †   †

The vampire leaned against the green railing along the Charles River on the Cambridge side. He liked that view of the Boston skyline. It was where he went when he had to think, although this time he didn’t want to think. But how could he stop thinking about someone who just wouldn’t leave his thoughts? What he really wanted to understand was why, after fi ve painful years of not seeing Zoe, he just couldn’t stop thinking of her. 

Not a night had passed when he didn’t feel tempted to check up on her, maybe just look at her and not even enter her dreams or speak to her. But he knew it to be wrong. 
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Why was  that night so much worse than most? Maybe because it was her birthday; maybe it was because he was obsessed with thoughts of her; or maybe it was because on that night her face and scent were exceptionally vivid in his mind. 

Of course, he’d brought it all on himself. It was to be his self-infl icted punishment for foolishly getting involved — or so he had it fi gured. 

He walked along the river looking into the distance and indulged himself in more memories of various nights with Zoe. He knew he was being weak, but it was pleasant. 

Then he heard something! “Alexander, I need you. 

Alexander. Alexander. Alexander.” It was Zoe and she was calling him! 

He fl ew back to his car faster than humanly possible, but for once, he didn’t care if someone had witnessed how fast he moved and he didn’t care about blowing his identity. The vampire didn’t care about much of anything right then — just that his girl was calling him and he hadn’t seen her in fi ve long years. He jumped into the car and headed for Winchester, ignoring speed limits. Lights began fl ashing behind him and a siren was blaring. Alexander blanketed the cop with a grey cloud and the chase ended. 

He fi nally reached her house, jumped out, scaled the wall and entered through her bedroom window. He stopped to look at Zoe sleeping peacefully and all alone. It was a tremendous 41
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relief to see that she wasn’t hurt. He inhaled her pleasant scent. 

Then the vampire blanketed the girl with a cloud of grey, settled on her bed next to her, and entered her dreams. 

“Zoe, I’m here! Are you all right?” 

She rolled over to face him. “Alexander, you heard me.” 

He felt guilty for thinking she looked more beautiful than ever. “Where’s Michael?” he asked. 

“He’s gone.” 

“Gone where?” 

Zoe lifted her left hand to show him her bare fi nger. 

“Did he hurt you?” the vampire asked. 

“No, it was drugs. I didn’t know. Then when I found out, it was too late.” 

“I’m so sorry that happened to you.” 

“I can’t believe you’ve come back.” She began to cry. 

Alexander reached over and took her hand. “Zoe, even when you cry, you’re beautiful,” he said. “You’re twenty-nine today.” 

“You remembered my birthday,” she said through soggy tears. 

“I remembered you on every birthday. I’ve thought of you every day since I saw you last. Zoe?” he asked softly. “Tell me how you feel about me.” 
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A quick gasping laugh escaped through her tears. “Alexander, it’s my horrible bad luck that the one person I love more than anyone is not only a vampire, but a fi gment of my subconscious mind!” 

Alexander choked back his emotion. She had, after all, just said that she loved him. But he knew that she was at a disadvantage in her dream-like state, and in all those years she’d only known him to be a dream. He had to see her when she was awake. “Zoe, would you do something for me?” 

She was fi nally done crying. “Anything, Alexander.” 

“Tomorrow night at seven o’clock, would you go to the Charles River, Cambridge side, near that bridge? You know the one near MIT?” 

Zoe considered his request. “What will I do there?” 

“Just go there and think of me. Will you do that for me?” 

“If I do, will you promise to come back to my dreams again?” 

“Whenever you want. Every night if you want.” 

“Okay, Alexander. I’ll go there for you.” 

†   †   †

The next morning, Zoe entered the details of her vampire dream in her journal, just as she’d done years before. Then she made an appointment to see a specialist. She knew she needed 43
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to have her head examined, since she had fully intended to go to Cambridge that night. She had to be insane to go there just because she’d had a dream. 

After thinking about it some more, she called back and cancelled the appointment with the specialist. She feared they’d give her something to prevent her from having dreams and she couldn’t bear the thought of never seeing Alexander again. 

†   †   †

It was six fi fty-fi ve p.m. when the cab that Zoe was in pulled up along Memorial Drive in Cambridge. She paid the driver and got out. A cold wind blew but it would be a short walk to the place where she’d promised the vampire of her dreams that she’d be at seven o’clock. She had no expectations of fi nding anything meaningful there, yet she felt a need to be loyal to an illusion — an illusion she wished to see again in her dreams. 

At some point she’d cross the Harvard Bridge to the Boston side and have dinner on Newbury Street. She would go to a nice restaurant, a birthday gift to herself. Then she would go home, turn in early and call Alexander’s name once again. She stopped a few yards from the bridge and leaned on the green railing. The refl ection of the pretty skyline and the full moon shimmered on the water. The support arches of the bridge dwindled into the distance as it stretched across the river. 
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She took in the view and just as she’d promised, she thought of Alexander. She felt certain now that she’d dream of him again. It brought a smile to her face. “Alexander,” she whispered. “I wish . . .” 

She stopped when she sensed someone behind her and turned to see a tall and handsome man with his hands stuffed into the pockets of his black pea coat, the collar turned up around his neck. His black hair whipped in the wind. 

Zoe stared at him a moment, half in shock. She wasn’t dreaming, yet there he was as present as the moon and the sky. It was Alexander! And he stood before her as real as the biting wind and the cars whizzing by on Memorial Drive. 

She was amazed and elated at the same time. Her heart was beating hard and fast. 

He stood just a few feet from her. As she studied his eyes and face he smiled, exposing his fangs. “Are you afraid, Zoe?” 

She shook her head gently. “Good. Are you cold? Should we go somewhere warm?” 

“No, let’s stay here. I don’t want to move yet. I’m afraid you’ll disappear.” 

“I’m not going anywhere. You look so beautiful. Happy birthday, by the way.” She smiled. “Can I tell you something?” Zoe nodded slightly. He took her hand and felt the rhythmic pulse of warm blood as it moved through. It was soothing to him. “I just can’t exist anymore without you, 45
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Zoe. I really love you so much. And I have to know — how do you feel about me?” 

Zoe stepped closer to him and looked into his eyes. “Alexander.” He shivered, not from the cold but by the way she breathed his name. “I’ve always loved you. From the very beginning, and all this time.” 

“I was afraid of how much I loved you,” he said. “I was afraid to tell you I was real.” 

“Why did you leave me?” 

“You were engaged. I didn’t think your new husband would appreciate me showing up in your bed.” 

“Of course, because you never really were a dream. I’m sorry. Marrying Michael was such a mistake.” The fact of her failed marriage still weighed on her mind. Zoe walked over to the railing and once again looked across the water. Alexander stood close by her and took in the view. 

“It wasn’t your mistake, Zoe. It was his. And mine. I should have come back to see if you were okay. Where is Michael now?” 

“With his family in Brighton, I think. Can we talk about something else? I’d rather talk about you.” 

“Of course. What would you like me to say?” 

“I want to know about your past.” 
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“You know my past. Do you remember the dreams?” 

“All of them. I read my journals. But you only told me about your human life —  before it happened. Tell me  how it happened.” 

He studied her sweet expression and then glanced across the water and at the distant lights and the full moon that had slightly changed position in the sky since he’d last looked at it. 

He needed a moment to recall the story he’d never told anyone. 

A story he had scarcely thought of since it happened. 

“It was eighteen sixty-one — not long after the fi rst attempt on Lincoln’s life. Do you remember that story?” 

“Yes. You and Pinkerton’s men were able to stop the assassination.” 

“We did stop it. And Lincoln arrived safely for his inau-guration. It happened after that, on my next assignment in Philadelphia.” Alexander looked at Zoe again and was dis-tracted by how beautiful she looked in the moonlight. 

Zoe asked, “What happened on your last assignment?” 

“Several young women had been found murdered in Pennsylvania and there were rumors fl ying around about it being the work of dark angels. The Pinkerton agency was hired to fi nd the murderer. Of course we all thought the rumors were superstition but Mr. Pinkerton accepted the murder case and gave it to my partner and me since we knew the city. We had 47
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a good description of the suspect and it didn’t take long for us to fi nd him in a saloon, so we spent the evening there and followed him when he left. We shadowed him through a park, but the man turned suddenly and in a fl ash he was on me. He knocked me to the ground and I felt his fangs pierce the side of my neck. My partner jumped on him but the vampire hit him hard enough to kill him. Then just as suddenly as he’d attacked me, he was off and disappeared into the night.” 

“But you didn’t die?” 

“No,” he said quietly. “I didn’t die.” Alexander hung his head in shame as the bottomless depression fl ooded back. It was the same awful feeling he had had when he fi rst realized what he’d become. Zoe perceived his stress and lifted his hand and pressed his palm to her cheek. He looked down at her and knew she understood him perfectly. 

“So a monster attacked you, but you didn’t become a monster. Isn’t that right, Alexander?” 

“I suppose you’re right. I didn’t become a monster. But I did become a vampire. At the time, I had no idea what I was dealing with, but looking back on it, that vampire knew what we were about the moment we entered the saloon.” 

“But he bit you. Why did you live if he bit you?” 

“If he drank all of my blood or killed me outright, it would have been over and that would have been that. I wouldn’t be 48
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with you today. Instead he drank a little blood and simply left. 

I became infected, then the infection spread.” 

“Then what happened?” 

“It took several days to painfully transform into what you see before you — a being cursed with eternal life.” He turned away and looked across the water. “A hateful entity roaming the earth and having to live on the blood of the living.” 

Zoe was silent but felt his sorrow and found it profoundly disturbing. She said softly, “I don’t fi nd you hateful. Please don’t talk that way.” 

Alexander saw that his own misery over what he’d become had upset her deeply and it pained him to see her upset. “I’m sorry, I won’t talk like that.” He changed the subject. “Look, Zoe, isn’t the full moon beautiful?” 

She glanced up and absently said, “Yes, I suppose.” 

“What are you thinking, Zoe?” 

“You’re different, Alexander. I know you are, and you know it too. You only kill those who hurt others. Like the man who killed my parents and tried to kill me. If it weren’t for you I’d be dead now. And if it weren’t for that vampire you’d be dead now. Don’t you see how important you are? Something horrible happened to you but instead of becoming horrible yourself, you use it to make things better. You haven’t been cursed with eternal life, you’ve been  gifted with eternal life.” 
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“That’s how you think of me, Zoe?” 

“Yes, of course. There’s no other way to see you. That’s exactly who you are.” She put her arms around his waist and rested the side of her head against his chest. Alexander wrapped his arms around her shoulders. “Alexander?” 

“What, Zoe?” He brushed the hair from her forehead and rested his hand along the side of her face, then he leaned down and kissed her gently on the lips. “What would you like to say to me?” 

“I just want to be with you.” 

“And I with you. Now I’m your family.” 

“Kiss me again.” He reached down and kissed her once again but longer this time and more meaningfully. When the kiss was over she whispered, “Forever.” 

“Forever, what?” 

“That’s how long I want to be with you.” 

His eyes became heavy with sadness. “Don’t think of it. I couldn’t possibly do that to you.” 

“But you have to, Alexander,” she whispered calmly. “It’s the only way.” He didn’t answer so she continued. “How old were you when you were turned?” 

“Thirty-one.” He studied her face and ran his fi ngers through her hair. 
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“And you’re still thirty-one?” 

“Forever.” 

Zoe reached up and put her hand on the side of his neck. 

“You’ll be here forever and I want to be with you.” 

“I just can’t.” 

“You have to. I’ll suffer too much if you don’t.” 

“I won’t let you suffer.” 

“You won’t be able to stop it. I’ll suffer every day with the knowledge that I’ll die someday and leave you alone forever. 

It hurts to think about it.” 

“Stop talking about it. You’re asking me to take your life away just because I’m dead.” 

“Why do you say you’re dead? Because your heart doesn’t beat? Because you won’t grow old?” 

“Yes, that’s exactly why.” 

“When I called your name last night, where were you?” 

“Standing right here where we are now.” 

“Yet you heard me. I was in my bed, with my head on my pillow. I called your name and you heard me. Did you hear me with your ears?” 

He shook his head. “Of course not.” 

“If you’re dead, how did you hear me?” 
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“My body’s here and you can see it but in a sense it’s an illusion.” 

“But you perceive me and I perceive you. Do you love me, Alexander? Is that real?” 

“Yes, Zoe. Don’t have any doubts about my loving you. It’s more real than anything I’ve known.” 

“But isn’t that what life is? I don’t think you need a heartbeat to be alive. You exist now and you’ll exist forever. Isn’t the worst part about loving someone the fact that someday you’ll lose them? Do you want to lose me?” 

“Of course not.” 

“And you won’t lose me when I become like you because I won’t really die at all.” 

“Zoe, I have to kill people to exist.” 

She smiled. “Just the bad ones. It’s wonderful actually. You and I will do things differently. We won’t be like the others at all. Think of how much we’ll accomplish together. We can travel all over the world.” 

“But Zoe, it’s so painful to transform. I don’t want you to go through that.” 

“If you’re with me, I’ll be okay.” 

Alexander, still holding her close, looked down at her with a neutral expression. 
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Zoe waited. 

After a time, he broke into a smile exposing his sharp eyeteeth. Then he picked her up like she weighed nothing at all. Zoe put her arms around his neck and said, “Where are you taking me?” 

“Dinner. It’s your birthday. And you’re hungry.” 

“How do you know that?” 

“I can tell. Would you like wine with your dinner?” 

“Will you have wine?” 

“Yes.” 

“Then yes, wine sounds perfect. But what will we do after dinner, Alexander?” 

“Then we’ll go to my hotel.” 

“And then?” 

“Then I’ll make love to you.” 

Zoe laughed. “Of course you will. And then what?” 

“And then we change you.” 

With Zoe still in his arms, Alexander walked towards his car. 

“Alexander?” 

“What?” 
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“Thank you for saving my life eleven years ago.” 

“Zoe! Thank you for saving mine!” 

“Wait, Alexander! Look!” Zoe said. Alexander stopped and turned before reaching his car. Silently they admired the picturesque Boston skyline in the distance and the full moon above refl ecting a shimmering glow against the Charles River. 

“Wow,”  he  said  and  then  he  looked  down  at  her. 

“Beautiful!” 

†   T h e   E n d   †
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Here is a sneak peek at the fi rst novel by author, Christina Moss

Intwine



Prologue

I had a secret and I intended to keep it that way — at least for the time being. My choice would impact millions of people, but they’d learn of it in due time. Besides, it would have been wrong of me to tell anyone before  she even knew. 

I stood in the kitchen before the sliding glass doors that led to the back yard. The green grass and lush privacy vegetation that lined the yard reminded me of my home planet, but I wasn’t in any hurry to return — far from it. Recent events had not only infl uenced my desire to stay, they meant my future would be going in a direction I hadn’t anticipated. It was, however, a future I was very much looking forward to, but there would be many barriers to overcome. 
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My mother sat out back on an iron-scrolled chair with thick cushions, sipping tea. She was to be my fi rst obstacle since I needed her agreement on my sudden change of plans. 

I looked down at my black guard dog standing by my side. “This is all your fault,” I told him but he didn’t seem to care. 

I pushed the handle and the door glided open easily. She turned and smiled at me. “Seth! Finally, all is in order! We’ll leave on the starship tonight. Your father misses you and your brother, and you know how uneasy he is when I’m away. I believe everything’s worked out quite well, don’t you?” 

“Yes, very well. But Matt wants to stay on Earth for the summer and I think I should stay here with him.” 

She raised her eyebrows. “Why would your brother want to stay?” 

“To help Uncle Marcus with his research. It’s Matt’s fi rst time here and I don’t mind staying . . . for him.” 

She looked skeptical. “I do adore you, my son, but to be frank, you’ve never been in the habit of putting the wishes of others before your own. Besides, don’t you have obligations this summer?” 

“No one needs me until September.” 

She studied my face. “Have I told you how much you look like your father?” 
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“Yes, Mother, many times.” 

“You have his dark green eyes.” 

“Weren’t we talking about something else?” 

She ignored me. “It’s really no wonder the girls like you so much — just as they liked your father when he was younger. 

Of course, your birthright might also have some bearing on your popularity.” She smiled at me again. “So, my son, why do you really wish to stay?” 

I tried to sound indifferent. “I told you why. It’s because of Matt,” I lied. I wasn’t about to tell her the truth — not at that point anyway. I couldn’t tell her how everything had changed for me just a few days before when I fi rst saw Juliette. All she and I did was look at each other, but so intense was that moment words weren’t necessary, and my life had suddenly changed. No one had known the truth — prior to that instant I had had no desire to claim my birthright. I’d planned to give it all to my younger brother. But when I looked into Juliette’s eyes, my future unfolded, and I beheld for the fi rst time, my true place in life and that future included her. 

My mother wasn’t buying the lie. “Seth, if you cannot be genuine with your own mother, what’s the point?” She grinned at me. “Of course, until you are, you haven’t a chance of my approval anyway, so you may as well — how do they say it on this planet 

— ‘fess up’?” I smiled at her and remained silent but I could see that she had become impatient. “So?” she prompted. 
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I looked beyond her at the mountains that were turning purple from the angle of the sun. It was frustrating. I wasn’t ready to reveal myself, but she had me cornered. “I owe amends to someone here.” 

“Oh, no! What have you done now? You just fi nished restitution for —” 

“It’s not that bad. Apparently I’ve upset the girl.” 

“The Earth girl? What did you say her name was?” 

“Juliette.” I sighed. “She’s very sweet and I was too . . .” 

“ . . . too much yourself?” She looked amused. I wasn’t. 

“I suppose.” 

Her eyes lit up and then she laughed her soft laugh. “Sit down, Seth.” She turned to the sliding glass door that I’d left open. 

“Charles!” she called. “Seth will take tea with me out here!” 

“Yes, ma’am,” came the answer from inside the house. I sat on the edge of the chair that was positioned next to hers. 

“I don’t really want tea,” I said but she didn’t seem to care. 

“So, it bothers you that you’ve upset a girl?” she asked with more interest than I was comfortable with. 

How could I tell my mother that I’d fallen in love with an Earth girl — a girl with a life expectancy of only eighty years? I avoided answering her question directly. “Her art is exquisite — I’m sure you’d love it.” 
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“And?” 

“And she argues with me.” 

“But no one argues with you, Seth!” Again she laughed. 

I didn’t. 

“Well, I guess no one told her that,” I said dryly. 

She put her elbow on the arm of the chair, rested her chin in her palm and looked at me for a few seconds. “Well, this is quite a change. I spoke to your father last night. Would you like to know what he said about you?” 

“No, not really.” 

“Your father said, and I quote, ‘Seth is given to regarding girls in the way one regards paper towels — use once, then discard.’ It’s nice to see that you care about one of them enough to make amends.” She sat back and sighed. “I do pity these poor Earth people who age so unnaturally fast. Do you think anything can ever be done about it?” Once again she’d changed the subject. 

“Mother?” 

“Yes, Seth?” 

“I’d like to stay here, with Matt, through the month of August,” I said evenly. 

She looked at me carefully, paused for a few seconds and said, “All right, Seth. You may stay.” 
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Finally! My fi rst obstacle had been overcome, but just when I thought that things were beginning to go my way, she added, 

“But there are certain conditions . . .” 

(INTWINE can be purchased through Amazon.com and the author’s website: ChristinaMoss.com.) 60
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