The hours of the next morning rolled around and the bright sunshine pierced through my bedroom's windows, making the walls brighter then it should be. 

“Nnn,” I moaned out loud as I placed a dark, red pillow on top of my head, blocking out the morning sunrise. As long as I could remember, I was never a morning person. 

Most of the time I stayed up all night and woke up around 11 or noon the next day. During the night I would feed and party at the clubs. That was my way of escaping from the world and it's
 problems. Especially what happened before.
 I don't think I could deal with the problem even if I saw the solution in the face. 
Waiting for the sun to die down, I lifted the pillow off my face and looked around my room. It was the color of blood red, that purplish, crimson color that I always liked. In my room, there are small, 
dark purple candles that border my windowsill and my crimson-colored bed sits in the middle of the room. My favorite thing that I loved the most 
about my room was the dead, blood, red roses that were on my nightstand. The roses still had it's
 color even though they had passed on with life. One touch and they could perish forever. 

I sat up on my bed feeling the warmth of the sun coming through the windows. Sleeping is just not me, except there are times when I do feel tired. I know others like me and my family; they slept 
either because they feed all night or they spent the evening hours at midnight parties until dawn. Not one second of being tired and I was sometimes envious that I did not have the energy to stay up. 

Midnight parties were the best of Salina. Those parties made everything more haunting. I would dance with that certain someone till the sun would appear and smell 
the morning dew on the freshly cut grass. 

When I thought about what I was
, I knew I had better abilities that a human could ever have. My five senses worked in a way that was more extraordinary then 
one human could ever cope with. 

Slowly getting out of bed, I saw the two pictures on my night table staring at me. One was a family portrait taken years ago
. The other one, I faced 
down was in order to erase that memory I cherished
 deep within me yet 
lost in the mist of time years ago. 

“No,” I murmured to myself. The past will never help me and looking back could bring up memories. 
I got up and pulled on a black dress for the day knowing I had so much to do in so little hours. This dress felt comfortable and soft along my thin body. Getting the house ready for the welcome home party for my family,
 is what I had to do. 

They say that black represents death and sorrow. I didn't wear the black dress for death but for the sorrow I felt many years ago. Like a fallen sorrow that has never went away
. I still remembered those fallen tears yet 
that was a long time ago. 
Sometimes at night I would stand by my window, looking out into the night, crying softly. I used to keep the pain I felt inside me but I knew that would never help. So everyday I live life, not hating it but wanting those dreams and wishes to happen
. 

“No, Eve,” I told myself. I've got to stop looking back and prepare for tonight. I'll try my best even though people like us don't work well during the day. Creatures of the night feel weak but when night falls, our bodies feel more strong and powerful then
 in the day. 

I pulled myself together and got ready for the night to come. The Hemingway household needed to look absolutely perfect for when my family returned and the guests arrived. 

As I slipped out of my dark room, I turned back and saw the brightness of the morning. I immediately shut the door not wanting to burn in there and die before I saw my family. I could be in the sunlight for maybe a half hour, no more and I could still feel my skin burn. 

I descended down the steps inside the house and was already planning what to do. 

I wondered what Riley meant by a surprise. Maybe it's...Oh, I don't know. I'll only have to see till the time comes
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