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When Alec first met Maya, an unassuming girl in sunglasses and sandals, 
he had no way of knowing t
with her that he realizes she might be something more than human. Maya was 
born on a small farm in the nineteenth century. It was there she met the man 
who would someday take away her humanity and, as she reveals to Alec, the 
man who has chased her for a century, an ancient enemy seeking revenge. 
Together they fight for her survival, each desperately seeking their own 
salvation.  
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Chapter Twelve 
 

 
She shook her head, a small smile tilting her features as she rubbed her 

see 
 

 

 

th  

not entirely fair to say that it doesn't hurt me. I'm weaker when the sun is up. 
I'm almost like a human. Any of the so-called powers I might have show up 

 
 

 
 

control anyth  
 

 
 

t a cross on his 
 

 

ve them 
drink my blood. When the quantity is large enough, it absorbs through the 
stomach and starts the change. The most certain way would be a transfusion, 
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bout 

others over the years, and I learned. They're few and far between, but they are 
 

He tried to imagine what it would be like to be isolated from his own 
 

She shook her head slowly, seeming sad.  

 
 

ed as he bit back the 
words he couldn't bear to speak. 

 
Finally, the only question left was the one that scared him the most. He 

 

do. Not always, because it's hard to cover up that kind of thing. It was different 
when I was younger; people asked less questions. When I feed now I try to 
build an illusion for them, so that they don't even remember it happening. I 

head and her stead

If there's a chance they'll remember me, I can't let them live. And 
 

 
 

 
 

 

than happy to eat the meat that they package and freeze for you so 
conveniently. 

 
She lifted her hands off his back, and laid them on his cheeks.  
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* * * * 

 

to. It was simpler here. They could hide from the world, together. They laid on 
the mattress that rested on the floor in her bedroom, staring up at the blue 
ceiling and the glow-in-the-dark stickers arranged in constellations above their 
heads.  

 
The silence stretched between them, and for a moment, he was sure that 

she would refuse. Then her voice rose beside him, and he knew her thoughts 

 
 

He felt her squeeze his han
 

 

Marek, and he found me after I lost everything. He loved me. At the time that 
was enough to make me love him too. He had a family, all vampires, and when 
they had to move on from Minnesota, he took me with him. That was when he 

 
 

 
He turned his head to look at her, but she was still peering up at the ceiling 

 

stay with him. And I loved him, he was all that I loved, and so obviously there 
 

 
 

 

ing from him most of my 
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* * * * 

Maya's skin was cool and smooth against his, unyielding and precious. His 
own flesh seemed to burn. She had tangled their fingers together under her 
chin, and her breath was soft, sweet and cool on his knuckles. He was molded 
around her, pressing himself tightly against her back, tucking her into the curve 
of his body. The line of her spine pressed against his chest, but it wasn't 
uncomfortable. He hooked his chin over her shoulder and laid his cheek against 
hers, where he could feel her smile. 

he murmured. 
 

 
 

When she sighed, it was a happy sound. Her eyes slipped closed, and her 
breath evened out as if she might be falling asleep.  

Symposium. In it, he wrote that when humans were first created, they all had 
four arms, and four legs, and a head wi  

He could feel her heart beating against his chest, a little faster than his 
own. He wondered, if he held his breath just for a moment, could he throw their 
lives in sync? 

could become, and so he gathered them all together and he tore them apart, into 
 

Her hair smelled like strawberries. Her skin smelled like aloe. In her breath 
was something sweet that he couldn't place. 

 apart and threw them into separate lives when they were 
meant to be the same. Because of what had been done, humans were 
condemned to spend their entire lives searching for their other half, so that they 

 
Their hearts were beating as one, one an eternal echo of the other. He 

closed his eyes and listened to it for a moment, he felt it, and he wondered how 
long they could spend like this. 

  
Her heartbeat slipped away from his, the rhythm falling short. She rolled 

over in his arms and laid her lips on his. He did not miss the absence of an 
answer. 

* * * * 
 

It was late. The moon was high in the sky, and stained orange; a harvest 
moon. Alec had been hovering on the edge of sleep, but Maya's voice brought 
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him back. He nuzzled his face into her shoulder, breathing her in deeply. 
 

 
The window was open, and the cold air rose gooseflesh on his bare arms. 

 
 
 

 
He stroked her face. She wasn't afraid. She was so strong. He ran his finger 

 
 

He buried his face in her hair, the smell of her easing the ache in his chest, 

settled. Maybe when the day came, she wo
leave him behind.  

He breathed her in, burying her deep inside, storing the memories 
carefully, one by one. 

 
* * * * 

When Alec woke, she was board-stiff beside him, breathing tightly, her 
eyes wide and glinting in the light of the moon through the window. Her hands 
were balled into tight fists around her quilt. He propped himself up on his 
elbow, wiping the sleep from his eyes, frowning, desperately confused. He 
reached out to touch her shoulder, and when he spoke, his voice was hoarse 
with sleep.  

 
She started, violently tearing away from his touch, baring her teeth at him 

and growling low in the back of her throat. She kicked herself up against the 
wall, her face twisting, her muscles tight. She was like a frightened animal. He 
jerked back, flinching away from her, his fear painting itself on his face. He 
nearly fell off the edge of the mattress, catching himself at the last moment. 

Just as suddenly, the primal glint was gone from her eyes, and she flowed 
to him like liquid.  

 
He nodded slowly, moving closer to her. Opening his arms, he waited for 

her to come forward on her own. She crawled into his lap, small and childish, 
laying her cheek against his chest. Holding her tightly, he rocked back and 
forth. She was still tense, her muscles twitching against him. As if it would 

 
Her voice was small, and he leaned his head closer to 
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Reaching around her, he flicked on the bedside lamp, lighting her from 

behind. There were tears glinting on her cold cheeks, and he winced when he 
saw them. He reached out to brush them away, and then rubbed them between 
his fingers, cold and slick. He wondered if vampires slept the same way that 
humans did. He wondered if vampires had nightmares.  

 
He knew, but he prayed that he was wrong. He knew, but he prayed that it 

wasn't happening, not yet, not now. 
She was shivering, and he chafed her arms gently.  

 
She hid her face in his shoulder, refusing to meet his eyes. No matter what 

she felt for him, she knew that she had to leave. Because of what she felt for 
him, she would run. She wondered how badly it would hurt, if a heart really 
could break, if her own pain would be mirrored in his face. She tried to 
remember if humans could feel the kind of sorrow that was already worming 
through her chest. She was desperate to make this as easy for him as it could be. 

 
* * * * 

Alec sat numbly on her stripped bed as he watched her fold her clothes 
into a big, black duffel bag. She disappeared into her tiny bathroom, her bare 
feet silent on the cold floor, and came back with a hairbrush in one hand, the 
handle wrapped with brightly colored elastics. In the other, she held a 
toothbrush in a plastic sandwich bag and a tube of Crest toothpaste. She 
dumped it all into the side pouch of her bag and unplugged her telephone. She 
wrapped it quickly, carelessly, in an old sweater and buried it amongst her 
clothes. She started pulling books off the shelves, tapping each spine as she 
went, whispering to herself, choosing only her favorites. She was packing light. 
She took down a picture in a frame, and slid it quickly into her bag. 

no pictures.  
Maya slipped into the other room and Alec silently reached to fish out the 

frame. It was the kind that hinged in the middle, with two photos facing each 
other. One was of him, receiving his diploma in his foolish green robes, smiling 
and confused. The other was also of him, sleep tousled and flushed, settled in 

rgotten. 
Closing his eyes, feeling ill, he eased the frame shut. He put it gently back 

in her bag, pushing it down further than he needed to, tugging a silky 
nightgown over it. 

Maya came back a few minutes later with a denim backpack. It looked 
heavy, full of lumps. She put it down on her bed and zipped up the duffel bag. 
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Sitting down beside him, she put her arms around his neck. He could feel her 
shaking. Slowly, he returned her embrace, fighting to understand what was 
happening to him, trying to make himself believe that she was leaving. 

He cleared his throat quietly, a hard knot of misery constricting his voice. 
 

he pushed aside his t-shirt to lay 
her lips on his collarbone. Her lashes brushed against his neck, and they were 
damp. She was crying already. 

 
He could feel himself starting to shake, and he didn't know how to stop it. 

She was holding him tightly, making his ribs ache, but she was holding him 
together. Keeping him in one piece, keeping him safe. The fault lines were 
ready to crack open into canyons. Her embrace was saving his life. 

 
There was a numbness starting in his chest and spreading outwards. He 

 
 

He flexed his fingers, trying to visualize the movement of his bones, his 
 

 
She kissed his shoulder. Her breath was uneven, ragged, as she pressed her 

lips against his neck.  
 

He squeezed his eyes shut so tightly that he could see stars, bursts of light 
 

 
He tried to control his breathing. He tried to find the rhythm so that he 

 
She laid her long fingers on the sides of his face, easing back his hair, 

running her thumbs gently under his eyes. Without looking, he leaned his 
forehead against hers. He wasn't alone yet. He had to remember that. He felt 
feverish and she was soothing. He felt sick and she was steady. 

 
He tangled his hands 
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Chapter Thirteen 
 
It was their last night together; certain of nothing else that much he knew 

for sure. It was why he was watching her rather than sleeping. He had a lifetime 
to sleep. This would be the last time that he was allowed to look upon true 
beauty. This would be the last time he could lay beside her.  

He stroked her hair. Running his fingers over the smooth curves of her 
face, he pulled down the blankets to kiss the parts of her that he would miss the 

lips to listen to her breathing, the gentle hum of it against him, feeling her cool 
breath on his cheek. When he laid his hand between her breasts to feel her 
heartbeat, it was as gentle as the rest of her, settled carefully in his palm. He 
kissed her eyelids, remembering that hers were the longest lashes he had ever 
seen. He stroked her ribs. He moved to the foot of the bed and kissed her 
ankles, her delicate bones, running his fingertips over the tendons in her feet. 
Cupping her kneecap with his warm palm, he pressed his cheek to her jutting 
hipbone. He kissed the hollow beside it, the spot that tickled when she was 
awake. He cried, as hard as he was fighting not to, and his tears pooled there, 
feverishly hot and glittering like diamonds. She shifted in her sleep and the 
salty liquid poured onto the mattress, leaving a mark that looked black in the 
dark. 

How can I let go of you when I loved you so purely, so simply, so 
unconditionally and perfectly, he asked himself, 
so beautiful, so breathtaking and other-worldly, and you've already offered me 
a piece of your heart? He brushed his cheek along her flat belly and felt her 
sleeping, clumsy hands flexing in his hair. He smiled sadly, kissing her perfect 
navel. 

The answer, of course, was simple. He wouldn't. He had offered up his 
own soul to her. He would hold onto hope, no matter where she went. He would 
hold onto the memory of her and the thought that somewhere, she might be 

 weaker. It stretched out thin, but as 
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strong as when he could still hold her in his arms.  

would take a part of him with her. He would never, ever let her go. 
He moved up to lay beside her, and her arms fell around him. He cradled 

her, and by morning, his tears had left salt stains on her pillow case. 
* * * * 

He awoke again at three am, that fateful hour, because she had pulled 
away from him, out of his arms. His eyes were open in time to see her leap to 
her feet. She was stiff, shaking, cornered. Her lips were back off from her teeth, 
and her chest was heaving.  

He could taste her terror on the air. 
There was a slow, deliberate knock at the apartment door. His heart leapt 

into his throat. Suddenly, he couldn't catch his breath.  
 

She pulled Alec from the bed by his shoulders, laying her fingers on his 
 

He wondered, Can you fool a vampire? 
She pulled him quickly into the bathroom, pushing him down into the 

bathtub. He wondered if the porcelain would hide the smell of him. She held his 
shoulders, a little too tightly, and she kissed him. As she pressed her lips 
desperately against his, he could feel her shaking. Her tongue pushed between 

her hands.  

 
Tearing her hands away as if she had been burned, she spun so that she 

 
He closed his eyes, tried to breathe shallow, to stay quiet. His ears were 

strained for any sound. He heard her shut the bathroom door. She opened a 
drawer in the 
at the sound, biting his lip, and realized that he could taste her there. He had 
only known for a few days what she kept in that drawer. A pistol. A box of 
bullets. 

There was a moment of silence.  

 
Something knocked, probably against the coffee table. A glass shattered on 

the hardwood.  
 

A quiet chuckle, another sig
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She stuttered a moment before finding her 

 

 
,  

The voice got louder, harder, and in his porcelain womb, Alec flinched 
again, his teeth snipping through the side of tongue. His eyes were watering as 
blood flooded his mouth. Will the vampire be able to smell it? He tried to 
swallow, but his stomach clenched at the taste.  

 to kill 
us. You destroyed all that we had and everything we could rely on. You 

 
One of them fell. Pro

 

 
Alec squeezed his eyes more tightly shut, fighting the urge to leap from the 

tub and go to her, to try to save her even if there was nothing he could do. 
Anything more than stay here, curled in the dark, listening to the stranger 
torture her. 

reference to himself. 
 

 
 

 
 

 
  

 

 

d when the 
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Alec ground his jaw at these words. His Maya, begging to go away with 
the man who wanted to kill her. His Maya, on the ground. His Maya, begging 
to leave him. He pressed his forehead against the edge of the tub.  

 
Her voice was thic

 

No,  
 

 
A quick scuffle. God, how Alec wished he knew what was happening. A 

wet snap, a sound that was drifting familiar, a sound he knew from the day he 
turned twelve and had fallen from the tree in his back yard. When his arm had 
broken cleanly as he hit the ground.  

What is that bastard doing to her? 
The sound of  

 

fighting the urge to fly from his hiding. 
 about your arms. I got carried away. It 

 
That was all he could take. He leapt from the tub, tripping on the edge and 

hitting his head on the sink. The room spun and blood dripped into his eyes, but 
he kept going, forcing open the door and running through the bedroom. He 
burst into the living room in time to see a tall, pale man hesitating, a staff held 
over his head, a long coat swirling around his legs. Maya was lying still and 
terrified at his feet, her delicate arms bent at odd angles.  

The staff was pointed. It had a steel tip that gleamed. Alec wanted to 
 

He was too late. The staff came down. Miss, he prayed, miss, you have to 
miss.  

The vampire's aim was true. 
Alec's eyes snapped to her face. Her eyes were wide with disbelief, and her 

mouth was twisted in pain. This was not his Maya.  
It was all just a terrible nightmare. It would stop soon.  
Marek stepped away from her, and Alec flew to her side. His lungs 

rolled between her lips, staining her fair chin. Alec stared at it numbly, reaching 
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down to touch her cheek, only smearing more blood on her pale face, this time 
his own. They blended. Hers was a darker shade of red, he noticed. Or maybe it 
was just thicker than his was. He felt tears, hot and frustrated, stinging, 
building, building up behind his eyes and forming a hard knot in his throat. His 

 
Marek sighed from behind him and he heard steps coming closer.  
He would probably be dead, soon. Not that it mattered anymore.  
Marek knelt down on the other side of her, and reached out to brush her 

bangs off her face, softly, gently. A lover's touch.  
Alec retched at the sight. He stared at the vampire, at his thin, pale face, 

his sandy hair, his shocking blue eyes. His white fingers moved gracefully 
against skin that matched his own perfectly.  

 

clenched, crushing him into himself. He bent over his knees, his hair falling 
into his face, his shoulders bowing in. He was caving. He was coming apart at 
the seams, and it seemed fitting. 

be he 
was. When Alec glanced up, peering through the blood and his own matted 
hair, Marek's face was drawn. He was less human than she was, with ivory skin 
and glowing eyes. Thin and hard. 

The vampire bent down and kissed her gently, and Alec stared, amazed at 
his nerve. His perfect lips against hers.  

 
Marek lifted his head, and his lips were red, stained with blood like 

 
Alec felt bile ris

 
The vampire stood. Maya tried to cling to his hand, but he gently 

disentangled her fingers from his. Her eyes closed as Marek started to back 
away. Alec stared down at her, his tears finally coming, cutting hot paths down 
his cheeks.  

murderer was gone and it was just the two of them again. 
She was squeezing his fingers, almost painfully, but he didn't pull away. 

He would never pull away from her. He watched her face, although it only 
made his un-beating heart break. There was so much pain printed in her 
beautiful features. Blood gushed out around the staff and trickled between her 
lips as she writhed and moaned. A capillary had burst in her eye, wringing the 
blue-green-both-neither beauty in cloudy red. Squeezing her fingers tighter, he 
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laid his other hand on her cheek. He brushed back her hair. Pressing himself 
against her, he kissed her bloody lips softly, the taste of her achingly sweet.  

He was willing his life to pour into her, willing to die if she could live.  
His tears pooled in the hollow between her collarbones and glinted in the 

yellow overhead light. A bead of blood rolled from her chin, down her throat, 
and dripped into the puddle, tainting it with a drifting curl of red. Their lives 
mixing, blending, irrevocably becoming one. 

breathe. His lungs were missing. The place in his chest where they should be 
 

He ran his lips over her face, back and forth over her perfect features; he 
curled himself around her. So cold, so soothing against his feverish flesh. One 
more time, he tried to melt into her.  

Please God. Just let me inside, let me save her, let me be with her.  

, he could 
taste her tears. They were bitter.  

She was the last thing he believed in. She was supposed to live forever. 
What if she really did die? 
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