
 



The night was cool and clear, the sky a deep gray like charcoal. It was lit by the orange glow 
of streetlights and the smell of burning leaves hung in the air. A cold wind rustled the bare 
branches of the trees. All along the sidewalk, houses were decorated for Halloween with 
jack-o'-lanterns and other spooky ornaments. 

It was a perfect Halloween night. Walking down the street, holding hands, were Jake and 
Sarah. He was dressed as Mario from the video games, and she was wearing a simple, 
somewhat unimpressive vampire costume. 

“I keep waiting for the pin to drop,” Jake said, his voice a warm, familiar hum that cut 
through the ambient rustle. He squeezed her gloved hand. “I mean, a doctor. My Sarah. A 
doctor.” He shook his head, the red brim of his Mario cap wobbling. “It’s just… it’s the most 
incredible thing. I am so unbelievably proud of you, you know that?” 

Sarah smiled, a gesture that was immediately hampered by the bulky plastic fangs pressing 
against her lips. She adjusted them with her free hand, feeling a flush of self-
consciousness.  

“It still feels like a dream,” she admitted, her voice slightly lisped around the prosthetic 
teeth. “I half-expect to wake up and find the acceptance letter was just a very detailed, very 
cruel fantasy my anxiety cooked up.” 

“No fantasy,” he stated, his tone leaving no room for argument.  

He stopped, turning to face her beneath the halo of a streetlamp. The light caught the 
earnest gleam in his eyes, the same one she’d fallen in love with years ago in a crowded 
university library.  

“This is all you. Your brains, your heart, your sheer stubbornness. And tonight…” He 
gestured broadly with his free hand, the white of his cartoonish glove bright in the gloom. 
“Tonight, we celebrate. Consider this a dual-purpose party. Halloween, yes. But also, a 
celebration of you and all you’ve accomplished. My beautiful vampire.” 

She laughed, a soft, genuine sound. “I’m dressed from a clearance rack and I have a cape 
that was a tablecloth two days ago.” She plucked at the black fabric. “I feel less like a 
creature of the night and more like a… well, a person wearing a costume they whipped 
together at the last minute.” 

“Hey,” he said, his voice dropping to a tender, conspiratorial whisper. He tucked a stray 
strand of her hair behind her ear, his thumb brushing her cheek. “You could be wearing a 
burlap sack and you’d still be the most beautiful woman in any room. And you look perfect. 
Intimidating? Maybe not. But perfect for me.” 



His words were a balm. She leaned into his touch for a moment, the cold air forgotten. “I’m 
just… nervous. I don’t know anyone except Mark, and even then, only from that one 
barbecue.” 

“I know, I know,” he soothed, his hand slipping from her cheek to rest on her shoulder. “But 
Mark’s a great guy, and his friends are always a good crowd. Just stick with me. You don’t 
have to be the life of the party. We can just be us, together, in a room full of people. We’re 
good at that.” 

“The best at that,” she agreed, her gaze softening as she looked at him.  

The Mario costume was ridiculous, the mustache slightly crooked, but in that moment, he 
was the most solid, real thing in her universe. The upcoming years of medical school, the 
stress, the sleepless nights—it all seemed manageable, because he would be there. “ 

Jake…” she began, her voice dropping. She took out her plastic fangs and continued. “You 
know, right? What you mean to me? This… all of this… the future, the panic, the 
excitement… it only makes sense because you’re the one standing next to me. I can’t even 
imagine my life without you in it. It would be like a book with all the pages left blank.” 

He was quiet for a moment, just looking at her, his expression so full of naked adoration it 
made her heart ache.  

“Sarah,” he said, her name a prayer on his lips. “I love you. More than words. You’re my best 
friend, soon to be my wife. You’re my whole world. We’re a team. Always.” 

Tears pricked at the corners of her eyes, but they were happy tears, warm against the chill.  

“I love you, too,” she whispered, the words carrying the weight of a thousand shared 
moments and a million more promised. “Forever.” 

They had reached the front walk of Mark’s townhouse. Light spilled from the windows, 
painting the lawn in geometric shapes, and the silhouettes of costumed revelers moved 
behind the curtains like a shadow puppet play. For a final second, they paused, on an 
island of stillness. 

She looked up at him, her expression utterly open and endearing, all her love and trust 
shining in her eyes. “I love you, Jake,” she professed again, needing him to hear it one more 
time before they stepped into the crowd. 

He leaned in, and she rose onto her toes to meet him. The kiss was deep and lingering, a 
silent seal on their vows. In that kiss, there was no medical school, no party, no silly 
costumes. There was only the two of them, an unbreakable circuit of love and support, 
ready to face anything. 



When they finally parted, breathless and smiling, he kept his forehead resting against hers. 
“Ready?” he murmured. 

She took a deep, steadying breath, the scent of him, of them, filling her lungs. She nodded, 
put her plastic fangs back in her mouth. “With you? Always.” 

 

 

The moment they crossed the threshold, the world transformed. The crisp, quiet night was 
swallowed whole by a throbbing, synthetic heartbeat of bass that vibrated up through 
house. The air itself was thick, a warm stew of spilled beer, cheap perfume, and the sugary 
aroma of Halloween candy. A kaleidoscope of costumes swirled around them in the dim, 
pulsating light—a Frankenstein's monster; a trio of "sexy" cats; a grim-faced ghost, all of 
there holding a plastic red cup. 

Jake, his hand a firm, reassuring anchor in the small of Sarah's back, guided her through the 
human current. She clung to him, her eyes wide, taking in the sensory overload. They 
navigated past a bowl of punch that glowed with an eerie green luminescence, its ladle 
abandoned in a sticky puddle, and a platter of vegetable sticks that looked profoundly 
lonely next to a mountain of miniature chocolate bars. 

Finally, they spotted Mark near the fireplace, which was mercifully devoid of fire and 
instead filled with a flickering electric orange light. Mark was dressed as a rather paunchy 
Zeus, a lopsided foil lightning bolt in one hand, a phone pressed to his ear with the other. 
His brow was furrowed, but softened when he spot them approaching. 

"Jake! Sarah! You made it!" he boomed, his voice straining to be heard over the music. He 
gave Sarah a quick, awkward half-hug. "Love the costumes. Look, sorry, it's a bit of a 
madhouse. The neighbors already called about the noise, and someone just spilled 
something that's probably never coming out of the rug." He gestured vaguely towards a 
frantic-looking witch mopping at a stain with a handful of napkins. "Just… grab a drink, 
mingle, have fun! I'll catch up with you later, I promise!" 

Sarah watched Mark briskly walk away, then looked at Jake, a silent question in her eyes. 
He just smiled, a little lopsided grin that said, See? Told you. He took her hand again. 
"Punch?" he mouthed. 

She nodded, and they fought their way to the glowing green cauldron. The punch tasted 
overwhelmingly of sugar and a mysterious, potent alcohol. It warmed her throat and sent a 
little buzz straight to her head. Drink in hand, Jake led her towards the epicenter of the 
party, where a space had been cleared for a makeshift dance floor. 



For a few minutes, they just stood on the edge, people-watching, their shoulders touching. 
They pointed out clever costumes and terrible ones, shared a smile at a couple arguing 
passionately in a corner—he was a pirate, she was a nurse. The music was loud, 
percussive, and infectious. Jake, ever the unselfconscious one, started to move, a silly, 
bouncing shuffle in his Mario overalls. He took her cup and set it aside, then took her 
hands, pulling her gently into the crowd. 

At first, Sarah felt stiff, aware of every movement, the plastic fangs a constant, awkward 
reminder. But Jake’s enthusiasm was contagious. He spun her, a clumsy twirl that made 
her cape flare out, and she laughed, the sound lost in the music. She let go, allowing her 
body to find the rhythm, her movements small at first, then more confident. For a few 
songs, they were just two more bodies in the undulating mass, lost in the beat and the 
shared, unspoken joy of being young and together. 

Then, the music shifted. The driving synth-pop faded, replaced by the slow, sultry opening 
notes of a familiar love song. The crowd on the dance floor thinned slightly, couples 
drawing closer. 

Jake didn't hesitate. He opened his arms and she stepped into them without a second 
thought. His plumber's gloves came off, stuffed into a pocket, and his bare hands settled 
on the small of her back, warm through the thin fabric of her dress. She rested her head on 
his shoulder, her cheek against the rough texture of his overalls bib. The plastic fangs 
pressed uncomfortably into her own gums, but in that moment, she didn't care. Here, in the 
middle of the chaos, was a perfect, quiet bubble. She could feel the solid, steady beat of 
his heart against her chest, a counter-rhythm to the slow song. He hummed the melody 
softly, his breath warm against her ear. They swayed together, a slow, simple orbit, 
oblivious to the Mummy lurching past or the sexy Cleopatra taking selfies. It was just them, 
holding onto each other in the warm, dark sea of the party. 

When the song ended, fading into something more upbeat, they slowly parted. Jake's eyes 
were soft, full of the same deep affection she felt swelling in her own chest. He brushed a 
strand of hair from her forehead. "A bit much?" he asked softly. 

She shook her head, smiling. "No. It was perfect. But maybe… let's sit for a minute?" 

He nodded, and they disentangled themselves from the dance floor, retrieving their drinks. 
They spotted a small, unoccupied couch wedged into a relatively quiet corner, partially 
shielded by a large potted plant. Sarah let out a long, contented sigh, leaning her head back 
and closing her eyes for a second, the thrum of the music now a comfortable background 
hum. She slipped the annoying plastic fangs out and tucked them into a small clutch purse, 
relief washing over her. Jake sat close beside her, his arm stretching along the back of the 



couch, his fingers gently playing with a lock of her hair. They sat in comfortable silence for a 
moment, just watching the colorful, chaotic tapestry of the party unfold before them, a 
shared, peaceful island in the storm of celebration. 

 

She watched the people around her and noted all of the costumes—a ghost with a sheet 
that kept slipping, a group of friends dressed as the cast of Scooby-Doo. But her thoughts 
drifted to the future, her future. Med school. The idea was both thrilling and terrifying. It 
would be years of relentless work, sleepless nights, and immense pressure. But then she 
thought of Jake. He’ll be there, she thought. He’ll bring me coffee at 3 a.m. He’ll quiz me on 
anatomy. He’ll be proud of me. The future, for a moment, didn't seem like a daunting cliff to 
scale, but a path they would walk together. 

Her reverie was broken when Jake shifted beside her. He was leaning forward, squinting 
across the room. "Oh, wow," he said, his voice cutting through her thoughts. "That's Steven. 
Over by the bookshelf, dressed as a… I don't know, a sad lumberjack?" 

Sarah followed his gaze and saw a man in a flannel shirt, staring morosely into a cup of 
punch. He looked utterly dejected. 

"I haven't talked to him in months," Jake continued, his tone softening with concern. "Mark 
told me he and Lisa split up. Really messy, apparently. He looks like he's having a rough 
night." He turned to Sarah, his expression torn. "I should probably go say hi. You know, just 
see how he's holding up." 

He looked at her, his kind eyes searching hers. "Are you going to be okay here by yourself for 
a few minutes?" 

She gave him a reassuring smile, squeezing his knee. "Of course, I'll be fine. I'm just sipping 
my drink and people-watching. Go. Be a good friend." 

He leaned in, his familiar scent of clean laundry and faint cologne a comfort, and pressed a 
soft, quick peck to her cheek. "Alright. I'll be right back. Don't let any of these monsters 
steal you away," he joked, nodding towards a passing zombie. 

She watched him weave his way through the crowd, his red Mario hat bobbing until he was 
absorbed into the throng. Alone again, she took a slow sip of her drink, the sweet, potent 
liquid warming her. She let her gaze wander, her thoughts returning to the comforting 
certainty of Jake, of their life. 

And then, as if the crowd had decided to obey some unseen director, a path momentarily 
cleared between her and the far wall. And there HE was. 



He wasn't dressed as anything. No costume, no pretense. Just a man in a suit of deep, 
charcoal grey, impeccably tailored, worn without a tie. The top button of his crisp white 
shirt was undone. He was… arresting. His jaw was a clean, strong line, his hair a sweep of 
jet black. But it was his eyes that held her. Dark, deep-set, and intensely focused, they were 
locked directly on her from across the room. The noise of the party seemed to recede, the 
music fading to a dull throb. For a heartbeat, two at most, there was nothing but that silent, 
penetrating gaze. It wasn't friendly or inviting; it was assessing, possessive, like a predator 
sighting its quarry. A strange, electric thrill, part fear, part fascination, shot down her spine. 

Then, a laughing group of revelers surged between them, breaking the line of sight. The 
moment shattered. The music swelled back to its full volume, the chatter and laughter 
rushing back in. Sarah blinked, leaning forward on the couch, her eyes darting around the 
room, trying to find him again. Where had he gone? He had simply vanished. A faint, 
unsettled feeling curled in her stomach. 

That feeling was abruptly replaced by one of surprise as the couch cushions dipped heavily 
beside her. A wave of stale beer and sour breath washed over her. 

"Hey there, little vampire lady," a voice slurred.  

She turned to see a man stuffed into a ripped, too-small t-shirt, with a bandana and a 
yellow-blond wig that was meant to be Hulk Hogan. His face was flushed, his eyes glazed.  

"All alone on a night like this? That's a cryin' shame." He leaned in, his bulk crowding her 
against the arm of the couch. "How 'bout you and the Hulkster go find some… brotherly 
love? Er… something." 

Revulsion twisted her features. "Get away from me," she said, her voice sharp and cold, 
pushing against his sweaty shoulder. 

"Aw, come on, don't be like that," he persisted, trying to sling a heavy arm around her. 
“Here. You can bite my neck.” 

That was it. "I said, back off!" she snapped, shoving him with more force. She scrambled to 
her feet, her heart hammering with a mix of anger and adrenaline. "You reek." 

Leaving the drunken Hulk Hogan sputtering on the couch, she moved quickly away, her 
peaceful mood thoroughly shattered. She stood on her toes, scanning the crowd for Jake's 
red hat, but saw no sign of him. She couldn't stay there. The living room felt too crowded, 
too oppressive. 

She turned and pushed open a swinging door, finding herself in the relative quiet of the 
kitchen. It was a blessedly cooler, brighter space. A few people were gathered by the fridge, 



laughing, but as she entered, they grabbed their beers and filed out, leaving her completely 
alone.  

She set her half-finished punch down on the counter, deciding she'd had enough. The room 
tilted ever so slightly. Water, she thought, I need water. She found a clean glass in a 
dishwasher rack and moved to the sink. She turned the tap and filled the it. 

The water was a lifeline, a clean, neutral torrent washing away the cloying sweetness of the 
punch and the lingering disgust from the drunk’s advance. Sarah gripped the edge of the 
sink, her head bowed, letting the cool liquid soothe the faint buzz in her veins. The relative 
silence of the kitchen was a sanctuary, the hum of the refrigerator a calming white noise. 
She was so focused on the simple act of sobering up that she didn't hear the door swing 
open, or the footsteps that made no sound on the tiled floor. 

“Thirsty?” 

The voice was like dark velvet, smooth and intimate, and it came from directly behind her. 
Sarah gasped, spinning around so quickly she nearly dropped the glass. Water splashed 
onto the front of her dress, a cold shock against her skin. 

He stood there, not three feet away. The mysterious, dark and handsome man from the 
living room. In the brighter kitchen light, his beauty was undeniable. His skin was incredibly 
pale and smooth. The sharp line of his jaw, the perfect sweep of his coal-black hair, the 
immaculate, open-collared shirt beneath his expensive-looking suit jacket. But it was his 
eyes that impressed her most, holding her in place as effectively as a physical grip. They 
were the color of ancient obsidian, and they regarded her with a depth of focus that made 
her feel like the only person in the universe. 

“The punch… it was a bit strong,” she stammered, gesturing vaguely with her glass. She 
forced a nervous smile and took another hasty gulp of water, using the action to break his 
gaze, if only for a second. 

“I see. Personally I’ve lost the… taste for such things,” he replied, his voice a low hum that 
vibrated in the space between them. He didn’t smile, but a faint, knowing amusement 
flickered in his eyes. He took a single, fluid step closer, not invading her space, but reducing 
the world to the few square feet they shared.  Looking up and down at her ‘costume’ he 
chuckled.  “Are dressed as a….? How ironic. Hmm. You are not like the others here, are you, 
Sarah?” 

The use of her name, which she had not given him, should have been a alarm bell clanging 
in her mind, sending her out of the room. Instead, she replied, “You know my name?” 



“I pay attention,” he said, his gaze drifting from her eyes to her lips, then back again. “I have 
a gift for observation. You are here with the man in the red hat. The… plumber.” He said the 
word not with derision, but with a detached, anthropological curiosity, as if examining a 
peculiar specimen. 

“His name is Jake. He’s my fiancé.” She felt a need to assert the fact, to plant her flag in the 
solid, familiar ground of her reality. 

“He seems… kind,” the man observed, and the pause before the word ‘kind’ was a deep 
chasm. “And you? What are you? Don’t tell me. Let’s see,” he looked her up and down, 
pretending to think. “Post Grad? Med school?”  

Again, she should have ran out, right then and there… but she didn’t. “How did you…?” 

“A future physician!” he interrupted. A life of service laid out before you. It’s a very clear and 
boring path.” 

The conversation was straying into dangerously personal territory, yet a strange magnetism 
kept her rooted to the spot. Answering him felt like unspooling a thread, each response 
pulling her slightly deeper into his orbit. She felt a flush of warmth that had nothing to do 
with the alcohol. It was the thrill of being the sole object of this intense, captivating man’s 
attention. I should go, she thought. This is weird. Find Jake. But the thought was limp, 
unconvincing. To leave would be rude, abrupt. She would stay just a moment longer. 

“It’s what I’ve always wanted,” she said, but her voice lacked its usual conviction. 

“Is it?” he tilted his head, a predator considering its prey. “Or is it what you were told to 
want? The good girl. The brilliant student. The devoted partner. It’s a comfortable cage, but 
a cage nonetheless.” He took another step, and now she could smell him—a faint, clean 
scent of cold night air and sandalwood. “I see the hunger in you, Sarah. It’s in the way you 
hold yourself, in the defiance at the edges of your eyes. You don’t just want to mend the 
world. A part of you wants to break it, just to see if you can.” 

Her breath caught. His words were like a key turning in a lock deep inside her, opening a 
door to a part of herself she kept chained and hidden. She felt flustered, her heart 
hammering against her ribs, a frantic, wild rhythm. This was so far beyond the clumsy, beer-
soaked advances from “Hulk Hogan”. This was a skillful seduction, and she was out of her 
depth. 

“I… I don’t know what you mean,” she whispered, but the protest was weak, a formality. 

“Don’t you?”  



He was close now. His voice dropped to a confidential, conspiratorial tone that gave her a 
need to listen. “Let me ask you plainly. Do you ever lie awake and dream of being 
something else? Not a servant to the bleating masses out there,” he said, with a 
contemptuous flick of his wrist towards the party, “but their master? To be so much more, 
to be truly powerful?” He lips closed in to a mere inch of her ear as he whispered, “To feel a 
pleasure so absolute, that you would never want anything less… ever again?” 

The question was a lightning strike. It was personal, sexual, and profound all at once. 
Confusion warred with a dark, swelling desire within her. She was teetering on a precipice, 
the solid ground beneath her felt soft and unsure. She could only stare into his bottomless 
eyes, as her own eyes widened with longing. 

He saw something in her face, something that pleased him. He didn't smile in triumph. His 
expression remained one of intense, focused anticipation as he finally moved. He didn't 
turn. He took a slow, deliberate step backward, toward a dark hallway that led away from 
the noise and the light. His obsidian eyes remained locked on hers, an unbreakable tether. 

“Follow me,” he said. 

The words were simple, a silken command woven from the very darkness gathering around 
him. And as he retreated into the hallway, Sarah’s legs, disconnected from her will, from 
her fear, took their first step forward. 

 

 

The world narrowed to the dark hallway and the man who was its only occupant. The 
thunderous beat of the party music softened, muffled by the walls and the thick, plush 
carpet under her feet. Sarah felt as if she were floating, her legs carrying her forward with a 
will of their own, a dreamlike propulsion she was powerless to resist. A thread of fear 
remained, cold and sharp, but it was woven through with a strange, heady euphoria, a 
sensation like standing at the very edge of a great height and feeling the irresistible pull of 
the void. 

He moved backward with an unnatural grace, never stumbling, never needing to glance 
behind him. His dark eyes remained fixed on her, two points of smoldering intensity in the 
gloom, holding her captive. He was a siren, and she was the ship lured onto the rocks. 

He turned, fluidly, through an open doorway into a room shrouded in darkness. Without 
hesitation, she steadily followed. The moment she was fully inside, the door behind her 
slammed shut with a definitive, thunderous boom that seemed to shake the very walls. No 
one had touched it. 



The sound jolted her, a spike of pure, undiluted alarm cutting through the euphoric haze. 
She spun around, staring at the closed door, her heart now a frantic bird beating against her 
ribs. The party was a distant, muffled dream. She was trapped in the darkness. 

She felt untethered from reality itself, a balloon cut loose from its string. Yet, when she 
turned back to face the room, the fear was immediately subsumed by the magnetic pull of 
the man standing in the center of the shadows. He was her only anchor in this sudden, 
silent void, and the temporary connection to him felt more real and more vital than the 
memory of the party, of Jake, of her own name. 

"You are standing at a crossroads, Sarah," his voice was low, resonating in the quiet room, 
each word measured and deliberate. "I am going to offer you a choice. The only one that will 
ever truly matter. You can turn around, open that door, and return to your mundane 
existence. Or you can choose to step beyond it. To cease being prey and become the 
predator." 

The words were ludicrous, terrifying. Yet, they stirred something deep and dormant within 
her. A flicker of intrigue, dark and wholly inappropriate, ignited in her chest.  

"What… what are you talking about?" she stammered, her voice small in the encompassing 
silence. "My life is fine. It's more than fine. I'm going to be a doctor. I'm going to help people. 
I'm going to be married to a wonderful man, and we're going to have a—" 

He laughed. 

It was not a joyful sound. It was a short, sharp scoff of pure, unadulterated derision that cut 
her off as effectively as a hand over her mouth. The sound was cold, ancient, and it 
stripped her of her defenses, leaving her feeling foolish and exposed. 

"You are a child," he said, the amusement vanishing from his face, replaced by a pitiless 
intensity. "Naive and blind. You speak of your ‘dream’ of becoming a doctor as if it's 
significant… or meaningful. You have no conception of the journey you are about to take. 
You think you know what power is? You know nothing." 

Before she could form a protest, he raised his left hand. In the dim light, she saw the nail on 
his index finger, which she had thought was merely well-manicured, was actually long, 
tapered, and sharpened to an obsidian point. With a swift, casual motion, he pressed the 
tip into the pale skin of his right wrist. There was no flinch, no sign of pain. A single, perfect 
bead of blood, dark as wine in the low light, welled up from the tiny puncture. 

He lowered his hand and began to walk toward her, his movements slow and deliberate, 
like a panther stalking its quarry. The drop of blood clung to his wrist, a glistening, forbidden 
jewel. 



"Your education begins now," he murmured, his dark eyes holding hers. 

 

Every instinct for self-preservation screamed at her to recoil, to shove him away, to run for 
the door. But her body was no longer her own. It was a statue, carved of flesh and fear, held 
in place by an unseen, paralyzing force that emanated from his unwavering presence. She 
could only stare, mesmerized, at the single, perfect drop of blood that clung to his wrist. It 
was a dark, glistening ruby against the impossible paleness of his skin. 

He raised his wrist slowly, ceremoniously, holding it above her face. Her eyes, wide and 
helpless, followed its ascent. The command was unspoken, but she felt it in her very 
bones: Look. Receive. Her head tilted back of its own accord, her lips parting slightly as if in 
a silent plea. The ceiling of the dark room swam in her vision. 

Then, a single, deliberate jerk of his hand.  

The drop fell. 

It was a minuscule thing, a pinprick of liquid, but its impact was cataclysmic. It landed on 
her tongue, a cool, surprising weight. For a heartbeat, there was nothing. Then, the world 
exploded. 

It was not a taste of metal or salt, as she might have expected. It was the essence of 
pleasure itself, distilled into a single, shocking sensation. It was a cascade of midnight 
oceans slamming into the sun-bleached shore of her existence, quiestioning everything 
she was. A blissful, all-consuming joy, so profound and so alien, erupted from the core of 
her being and radiated outwards, setting every nerve ending ablaze with pure, undiluted 
ecstasy. It was a pleasure that made every human sensation—every touch, every kiss, 
every triumph—feel like a pale, grainy photograph compared to the vibrant, overwhelming 
reality of ‘now’. 

A sound was torn from her throat, a deep, guttural moan that started low in her belly and 
erupted into the silence. It was a sound she had never made before, a raw, involuntary 
declaration of the unnatural rapture consuming her. It was a noise of pure, unadulterated 
sensation, a geyser of bliss that could not be contained. 

Her knees buckled, her legs turning to water beneath her. She didn't collapse, but swayed, 
her body quivering as wave after wave of the impossible pleasure crashed over her. She 
was basking in it, drowning in it, every cell in her body singing a hymn of gratitude for this 
single, transformative drop. 

Through the haze, she heard his laugh. It was a low, smug sound of satisfaction. 



He leaned in, his voice a whisper that cut through the roaring in her ears. "That," he said, 
the smirk evident in his tone, "was just a taste."

 

The cataclysmic wave of pleasure receded. She was panting, her chest rising and falling in 
ragged, desperate breaths, as if her lungs, no longer satisfied with air, were trying to draw in 
more of that intoxicating essence. A persistent, electric buzz hummed just beneath her 
skin, a live wire of sensation. The world swam back into focus, but it was different now, 
tinged with the memory of that bliss. 

Confusion warred with a desperate, clawing need. She was more drawn to him than ever, a 
moth that had felt the searing beauty of the flame and now could think of nothing else. The 
single drop had been a key, unlocking a vault of desire she never knew existed inside her. 

"The euphoria will fade," his voice cut through her heavy breathing, calm and absolute. 
"What remains is the truth. And now, Sarah, you must choose." 

"Ch-choose?" she stammered, the word feeling foreign on her tongue. What choice could 
possibly matter after what she had just experienced? 



"Either you open that door," he said, his tone dripping with contempt as he gestured behind 
her, "and return to your mundane little life. To the cattle who graze on television and dreams 
of comfort and mediocrity. You can go back to him." 

As if on cue, she heard it. Muffled by the walls, but still clear, a familiar voice laced with 
concern. "Hey, have you seen Sarah? My fiancée? She was dressed as a vampire? I can't 
find her." 

It was Jake. 

The sound of his voice was a lifeline thrown from a sinking ship. She turned, her 
movements slow and drugged, to stare at the closed door. It was no longer just a barrier; it 
was a boundary between two universes. On one side was the world she had built—a world 
of study sessions and shared dreams, of planned weddings and a future built on love and 
service. 

"Do you want to go back to him?" he asked, his voice a silken trap. "To that weak, pathetic 
existence? Or will you take the single step that separates the food from the gods? A world of 
true power and pleasure awaits, Sarah. Not a taste, but a feast." 

Slowly, as if moving through water, she turned back to face him. And she saw that his eyes, 
those bottomless pools of darkness, were now different. They glowed with a faint, internal 
light, a hellish crimson ember burning in their depths. The sight should have terrified her, 
but it only made the hum under her skin intensify. 

Her heart began to race, a frantic, panicked drumbeat against the lingering echo of that 
sublime pleasure. She tried to form the word "no." She tried to assert her will, to reclaim the 
life that was calling for her from the hallway. But her mouth refused to obey. It was as if her 
very vocal cords now belonged to him. 

Desperately, she clutched at memories, using them as a shield against the red glow of his 
eyes. She saw Jake's face, smiling goofily in his Mario mustache. She felt the ghost of his 
kiss on her cheek. She remembered the quiet comfort of his arm around her on the couch, 
the shared dream of a family, the profound, simple goodness of their love. These were real. 
They were her. 

But the memories, once so vibrant, now felt like photographs left out in the rain, their colors 
bleeding, their edges softening. The lingering effect from the drop of blood was a constant, 
throbbing counterpoint, a siren song that drowned out the quiet melody of her past. The 
crimson light in his eyes seemed to pulse in time with her heartbeat, pulling her, calling her, 
promising her. The choice was being made not in her mind, but in her blood, and her blood 
was already singing his name.  



Still, there was fear and doubt behind her eyes. Seeing her hesitation, he raised his left 
hand again. This time, there was no delicate puncture. With a swift, brutal motion, he 
dragged the sharpened obsidian point of his nail across his wrist, opening a distinct, dark 
slash. The blood did not just well up; it flowed, a rivulet of liquid night that snaked down his 
pale forearm, beading for a moment at his elbow before falling to the carpet with a soft, 
final pat. The scent, previously a mere hint, now bloomed into the room—an intoxicating, 
strange perfume. 

He did not hold it over her. He simply offered it, presenting his bleeding wrist to her as if 
presenting a sacred chalice. 

"Take it," he said, his voice was momentarily soft and kind. "And the world will be yours." 

Sarah’s eyes were locked on the flowing wound. She stared, transfixed, as the dark blood 
traced paths through the fine hairs on his arm. And then she smelled it. Not just a scent, 
but the very essence of the sensation she had just experienced. The memory of that single 
drop—the cascade of oceans, the obliterating joy—flooded back into her. Her eyes 
widened, her pupils swallowing the last traces of her irises in black pools of want. 

The world outside ceased to exist. 

The muffled thump of the music, the distant chatter of the party, the concerned, fading 
voice of her fiancé—it all dissolved into a dull, meaningless hum and then into absolute 
silence. There was no noise anymore. No past, no future. There was only the frantic, animal 
rhythm of her own breath, the pounding of her own heart, and the offering. The dark, 
glistening, flowing offering right in front of her. 

She leaned in, her body moving without any instruction from her mind. The scent hit her 
again.. There was no thought, no calculation, no concept of repercussion or morality. There 
was only one, pure, all-consuming urge: to have more. 

She heard her own voice, but it sounded distant, as if uttered by someone else.  

"Yes." 

The word was barely out before she lunged forward, her hands snapping up to clutch his 
arm. Her mouth latched onto the gash, not with hesitation, but with the desperate, 
instinctual fervor of a newborn seeking milk. 

The moment her lips sealed around the wound and the first hot, rich mouthful of his blood 
hit her tongue, the universe detonated. 

If the single drop had been a cascade, this was the entire ocean crashing down upon her. It 
was a nuclear bomb of pleasure exploding in her brain, a thousand times more intense 



than before. Fireworks of pure ecstasy detonated behind her eyes, which rolled back in her 
head, wild and unseeing. Her taste buds were not just set on fire; they were incinerated and 
reborn, capable of perceiving only this one, divine flavor. Her mind shattered into a million 
pieces and scattered on the cosmic winds of rapture. She was transcending, ascending to 
a plane of existence where nothing existed but the bliss and the source of it. 

She sucked and drained, her throat working in frantic, greedy gulps. She held his wrist in a 
vice-like grip, her fingers digging into his cold flesh. In that moment, she didn't see the man 
before her, didn't recognize him as a being. The wrist in her hands was not attached to a 
man; it was the source of all creation, the font of all pleasure, and the sweet, life-altering 
nectar that flowed from it was the only truth. 

She drank, building the pressure of pleasure inside her until she thought her body would 
simply disintegrate from the sheer, unsustainable joy of it. It was a crescendo that had no 
end, a symphony of sensation played on every nerve. 

Then, abruptly, her body, pushed beyond its mortal limits, rebelled. She gasped, tearing her 
mouth from his wrist with a wet, sucking sound. The connection broke. The world rushed 
back in a dizzying, nauseating swirl, and the overwhelming force of the pleasure hurled her 
backward. She fell, landing hard on her back on the carpet, staring up at the dark ceiling.  

 

 

For a moment, there was nothing. She lay on the carpet, a discarded doll, her chest 
heaving as she tried to process what had just torn through her. He stood over her, and a 
low, quiet laugh rumbled in his chest. But then, his laughter slowly subsided. The 
smugness faded from his features, replaced by a calm, almost clinical curiosity. He 
watched her, his head tilted, his crimson-lit eyes studying her with the intense focus of a 
scientist observing a critical reaction in a petri dish. He was waiting. 

The last vestiges of the euphoria began to recede from her, like a tide pulling back from a 
ravaged shore. In its wake, a terrifying emptiness yawned open inside her. She panted, the 
air feeling thin and useless in her lungs. The silence in the room was oppressive. 

Then it came. 

A single, violent spasm arched her back off the floor. It was a jolt of pure, horrible agony, so 
sharp and unexpected that a choked gasp was all she could manage. Before she could 
even process it, a second one hit, then a third, wracking her body with uncontrollable 
tremors. 



Suddenly, she was no longer just spasming. She was convulsing, her body thrashing on the 
carpet as if possessed. A silent scream locked in her throat. This was not the blissful fire of 
his blood; this was a holocaust from within. It felt as if her very cells were being torn apart, 
every atom set ablaze in a crucible of unimaginable pain. Her DNA itself was being 
unspooled, rewritten, her humanity scoured away in a torrent of supernatural fire. 

Through the blinding, white-hot agony, she became horrifyingly aware of the physical 
changes. A tight, stretching sensation bloomed across her chest, a painful pressure as her 
breasts swelled and expanded, the fabric of her cheap vampire dress straining and ripping 
at the seams. A similar, wrenching tightness seized her hips and buttocks, the bones 
shifting, the flesh reshaping itself, becoming riper, larger, tightening against her underwear. 
A series of sharp, internal cracks resonated through her core as her waist cinched in, the 
architecture of her skeleton brutally and efficiently redesigned for a new kind of allure. 

Her lips felt swollen, unnaturally full and sensitive. Her scalp prickled and burned as her 
hair thickened, each strand becoming lustrous and heavy. She felt her muscles twisting, 
tightening, their fibers knitting together into a denser, stronger lattice, a new engine being 
forged inside her. 

Her tongue, lashing in her mouth as she writhed, brushed against something sharp. Then 
again. A piercing, cutting pain erupted from her gums. She could feel her teeth shifting in 
their sockets, elongating, pushing their way down, sharpening into fine, deadly points. The 
growth was excruciating, a deep ache. 

And then, as suddenly as it had begun, it stopped. 

 

For a long moment, there was only the absolute stillness of the grave. Then, with a slow, 
deliberate motion, Sarah hinged herself, sitting up from the floor. There was no grogginess, 
no disorientation from the violent transformation. Instead, her mind was crystal-clear. 

She listened. 

The muffled party was no longer a distant roar. It was a symphony of individual sounds, 
each one distinct and separable. She could hear the thumping bass of the music, yes, but 
she could also isolate the squeak of a shoe on the polished floor in the living room, the 
clink of a bottle against a glass in the kitchen, the soft, wet sound of a kiss exchanged in a 
shadowy corner.  

Voices were no longer a cacophony. She could focus on a single conversation across the 
house, plucking the words "...and then he said the lets go to movies this time..." from the air 



with effortless clarity. Her perception had been honed to a razor's edge, expanding her 
sense of self to encompass the entire, teeming ecosystem of the party. 

She looked around the bedroom, and the darkness that had once felt oppressive was now 
lit up. The room was laid bare to her, illuminated by some inner sight. Every corner was 
visible, every dust mote easily spotted. She focused on a patch of the wall near the door. 
Without moving, her perception seemed to zoom in, the texture of the paint resolving into a 
craggy, minuscule landscape of bumps and fissures. She could count the individual fibers 
in a square inch of the carpet, see the subtle variations in their color. Then, with a thought, 
she widened her view, taking in the entire room in a single, comprehensive glance, her 
awareness seeming to wrap around the space, perceiving the door behind her as clearly as 
the window in front. It was like her whole head could see, a lens capable of infinite focus 
and infinite breadth. 

Then, she looked inward. 

The realization dawned with a cold, quiet shock. The frantic panting that had wracked her 
body was gone. The pounding of her heart, which had been a thunderous drum of fear and 
pleasure, was silent. She wasn't just calm; the vital, rhythmic proof of her own life had 
ceased. She placed a hand on her chest. Nothing. No rise and fall of breath, no 
steady thump-thump against her ribs. There was only a profound, unshakable stillness. 
She was a statue, perfect and cold. 

Her eyes, wide with this new, terrifying understanding, lifted to him. He stood watching her, 
his expression one of serene approval. He extended his hand, palm down, an offer and a 
command. 

She reached up, her movements now possessing a fluid, unnatural grace, and placed her 
pale hand in his. His grip was cool and firm as he pulled her effortlessly to her feet. She 
stood before him, her new body taller, more poised, a weapon she didn't yet know how to 
wield. 

"What am I?" The question left her lips, and the sound of her own voice was another shock. 
It was different. It was a silken, melodic tone that seemed to vibrate with a subtle, hypnotic 
power, even to her own ears.  

He smiled, a slow, possessive curl of his lips that showed the tips of his own perfect fangs. 
His dark eyes met hers. 

"You are a creature of the night," he said, his voice resonating with ancient finality. "You are 
one of my brides. You are vampire." 

 



The word—vampire—hung in the air, a label that should have sparked terror, but instead 
settled over her with a strange, cold comfort. It was an answer, and in her new state of 
hyper-clarity, answers were all she craved. Yet, a ripple of disturbance moved through her. 
Panic, yes, but it was a distant, altered thing. It was as if the emotion was generated in 
some deep, forgotten chamber of her soul and then filtered through a vessel of ice and 
obsidian before it reached her consciousness. The raw, human fear she had felt before was 
gone, replaced by a colder, more analytical unease. 

In fact, every feeling seemed… tinted. Colored at the edges with a subtle darkness, a 
detached amusement, a hint of cruel mischief. It was not that she couldn't feel, but that 
her feelings were no longer familiar; they were being interpreted by a new, predatory 
psyche. 

She shook her head, a gesture that felt oddly performative, and looked down at her hands. 
"I'm your... a bride? A vampire?" she murmured to herself, the smoothness of her voice still 
a shock. 

Her hands. They were not her hands. The familiar faint freckles, the small scar on her 
knuckle from a childhood fall—all gone. The skin was impossibly pale, like polished marble, 
with a delicate tracery of light purple veins visible just beneath the translucent surface. It 
was the same unearthly pallor as the man who stood before her. And her nails… they were 
long, tapering to sharp, polished points the color of jet. They looked less like fingernails and 
more like delicate, deadly claws. 

Her gaze traveled downward. The cheap vampire dress was stretched taut, strained to its 
limits. Her breasts swelled against the fabric, larger, heavier, their shape impossibly perfect 
and uplifted. A spark of that dark, mischievous curiosity flared within her. She brought her 
hands up and cupped them, feeling their new weight, the firm, resilient flesh. A thrill, 
entirely sensual and wholly self-absorbed, shot through her. She began to massage them, 
her sharp black nails lightly tracing the curves, her eyes closing as she lost herself in the 
novel, exquisite sensation of her own transformed body. She ran her palms down her sides, 
over the dramatic new curve of her hips and the tighter, rounder swell of her buttocks, a 
slow, worshipful exploration of a temple built for pleasure and power. 

Then, a flicker—a ghost of a memory, a face smiling with kind, human eyes. Jake. 

Her eyes snapped open. She snatched her hands away from her body as if burned. The 
dark, sensual haze cleared for a moment, and the reality of her situation crashed down, not 
with human panic, but with a cold, sharp dread. 

Her head jerked up, her crimson-tinged eyes wide. "No, no, no, no, no, no," she stammered, 
the words tumbling out in her new, melodic voice that now sounded horribly wrong for their 



meaning. "I have a life. I have a plan. I was going to be a doctor." The words felt like ashes in 
her mouth. "And I have a fiancé." 

She spun around, staring at the door that separated her from everything she had ever 
known. From Jake. She could still hear the faint, muffled rhythm of his heartbeat, a frantic, 
worried pulse amidst the slower, duller beats of the other partygoers. The sound was a 
hook in her dead heart. 

"Jake," she whispered, his name a plea. 

The vampire's voice was calm, utterly devoid of sympathy. "I'm sorry," he said, though he 
sounded anything but. "That's all gone. But you'll find this existence is much, much better."  

He watched the conflict play out across her face, the last flickers of her human will 
straining against the magnificent new cage of her vampiric nature. A faint, cruel smile 
touched his lips. The struggle was part of the crafting. 

“You have felt first hand our power to lure, to draw mortals in,” he said. “A subtle art. But 
now, I am more than just another vampire to you, Sarah. I am your maker. Your sire. The 
bond between creator and child is a chain of the soul, and it grants me a power over you 
that is absolute.” He took a slow step closer, his presence looming behind her. “I can craft 
you. Bend you. Refine the raw material of what you have become. And that is what I will do 
now. Nothing too extreme,” he purred, the words a velvet-wrapped threat. “Just a few 
modifications to suit the more… devious urges I sense stirring within you. And to make you 
understand, beyond any doubt, your place. Beneath me.” 

Sarah stared at the door, her mind reeling. Craft me? Bend me? The words were monstrous, 
a violation of her very self.  

“What do you mean?” she whispered, her silken voice trembling. “A power over me? 
What—?” 

And then she heard him again, clearer than ever, a plaintive sound that cut through the 
supernatural tension. “Sarah? Has anyone seen Sarah? I’m getting really worried.” It was 
Jake. His voice was a lance of pure, undiluted sadness, an emotion so human and so good 
that it felt like a physical blow. The sound of it shattered the cold detachment that had 
enveloped her. A profound, aching sorrow welled up inside her—not for herself, but for him, 
for the pain and confusion she was causing. 

Driven by that last, powerful echo of her love, she took a step forward. She had to go to him. 
She had to explain, to reassure him, to make everything right. 



As her foot touched the carpet, the vampire’s voice cracked through the room, no longer a 
hypnotic drone but a whip of pure, supernatural command. The power in it was fueled by an 
ancient rite, a connection that bypassed will and rooted itself in the very essence of her 
new being. 

“Stop.” 

The word was a physical law. Her whole body went instantly, perfectly rigid. It was a 
stillness no human could ever achieve, a statue-like paralysis made possible by her 
undead nature. No breath stirred in her lungs. No heartbeat thumped a protest. She didn’t 
even blink. She was a masterpiece of frozen motion, held in the exact posture of her 
aborted step, her hand slightly outstretched towards the door. 

In the space between one frozen moment and the next, the air shifted. With preternatural 
speed that was a blur even to her heightened senses, he was no longer in front of her. He 
was directly behind her. His hands, hard and strong, clasped either side of her head, his 
fingers tangling in her newly lustrous hair, holding her in an inescapable vice. 

He stood there, a dark pillar against her back, his erection pressing against her large 
rippened ass, and began to speak, his voice now a resonant, undeniable force that seemed 
to emanate from inside her own skull. 

“You are mine.” 

The phrase did not just enter her ears; it bypassed them entirely, ringing out in the chamber 
of her mind. The words bounced off the walls of her consciousness, each echo driving the 
meaning deeper. The thought, the absolute ownership in those three words, took root in her 
thoughts. It was not a suggestion or a command to be obeyed; it was a fundamental truth 
being revealed, as empirical and unchangeable as gravity, as the sun and the moon. It 
expanded, filling every crevice of her awareness, suffocating dissent, rewriting history. It 
was pure and utter truth. 

Her own voice, when she spoke, sounded distant, a faint proclamation that now defined 
her existence. 

“I am yours,” she whispered. 

And it was true. 

The thoughts that followed did not argue or rebel. They simply fell into line, catering to this 
new, central axiom of her being. I am yours, of course. It is simple. I am. The love for Jake 
was still there, a bright, painful little ember. The care for him, the desire to protect him, the 
memory of the life they wanted—it all still existed. But it now existed alongside the 



undeniable, crushing truth that she belonged, body and soul, to the creature whose hands 
held her head. One truth did not erase the other; it simply enveloped it, making her love for 
Jake feel like a small, quaint. 

The vampire did not pause, his voice continuing its relentless, resonant work. 

“And you are cruel,” he stated, the declaration flat and absolute. 

The words landed in her mind, and she instinctively recoiled. No, a ghost of her former self 
protested, I’m a good person. I’m going to be a doctor. I help people. I’m not— 

“You are a predator,” he continued, his tone leaving no room for debate. 

Again, the internal struggle, a feeble spark of dissent trying to ignite. I’m not cruel, I’m not 
a— But the new thoughts, forged in the fire of his will and the bond they shared, were too 
strong. They were not opinions to be considered, but facts to be accepted. The truth of 
them, as he spoke them, washed over the flickering embers of her thoughts, engulfing 
them, suffocating them. The ideas of kindness, of selflessness, felt like childish fantasies, 
illusions she had outgrown… or never had. 

As the new axioms took root, her perception of the world shifted. She stared at the door, 
and her senses, hyper-acute, isolated a specific scene just beyond it. A woman, her voice a 
light, airy chatter, was talking to a man, their conversation a mundane exchange about the 
music. Sarah had never met either of them. They were strangers, faceless entities in the 
backdrop of her old life. 

But now, a new thought bloomed in her mind, fully formed and dripping with dark potential. 
It wasn't a considered plan, but a sudden, vivid impulse. The idea of simply walking out, 
grabbing the woman by the hair, and slamming her head into the wall with a satisfying, wet 
crack—but just to see the shock in her dead eyes, to hear the man's strangled cry—and 
then simply walking away, leaving a small pocket of chaos in her wake. 

The thought was so alien, so vicious, that a part assumed she would recoiled in horror. But 
nothing came. Instead, a soft, airy giggle escaped her lips. The sound was light, musical, 
and utterly devoid of warmth. 

She blinked, momentarily surpised by her own reaction. But the surprise was quickly 
washed away by a wave of cold acceptance. And what of it? she thought, the internal voice 
now sleek and confident. That's who I am. I am cruel. I am a predator. It is my nature. 

The conflict was gone. In its place was a chilling curiosity. 



Slowly, she turned within the circle of his arms to face him. Her crimson-tinged eyes met 
his, no longer filled with panic or pleading, but with a dark, dawning understanding. A 
subtle, satisfied smile played on her newly plump lips. 

“Interesting,” she said. 

The new thoughts, the cruel and predatory urges, were no longer a violation; they were a 
ripple of exciting potential inside her mind, and she found the sensation deeply, profoundly 
satisfying. 

He was not finished. The sculptor saw a final, precious vein of humanity still gleaming 
within the marble, and he would not rest until it was quarried out. His voice, still resonant 
with that ancient, binding power, shifted its focus, and the new target made the last vestige 
of Sarah’s soul flinch. 

“And your fiancé… Jake?” 

Her eyes widened. There was a flicker of recognition, a ghost of the woman who loved him, 
that understood exactly what was coming. It was a final, reflexive act of defense. She shook 
her head, a tiny, frantic motion. No. Not that. Anything but that. But the movement was 
meaningless, a spasm of a severed nerve. She knew she was powerless.  

He continued, his words not loud, but imbued with the weight of cosmic decree. “You care 
nothing for him.” 

The statement was a blasphemy against the very core of her being. Her love for Jake had 
been the bedrock of her existence, the bright, unwavering sun around which her life had 
orbited. It was good. It was pure. It was the most real thing she had ever known. 

“You hate him.” 

The words landed like a physical blow, but the pain was immediately followed by a 
terrifying, invasive pressure. The new truth was a massive dark cloud inside her, a colossal, 
shadowy hand. It loomed over a brilliant, fragile structure, a white light inside a blue 
crystal, a symbolic representation of her affection for Jake. And then, the hand closed 
around it, crushing it. 

She could feel it happening. The memories of his smile, the sound of his laugh, the warmth 
of his hand in hers—they were all still there, but they were being drained of their color, their 
warmth, their meaning. The love was not being erased; it was being reinterpreted, 
suffocated beneath the cold, hard, and—she had to admit—delicious truth that was being 
woven into her psyche. The truth that she never cared for him. That his kindness was 



weakness. That his love was a cage. That she had, in fact, always despised his mundane 
dreams, his simple heart, his very mortality. 

A sensation touched her lips. She realized it was a huge, crazed smile. It widened, feeling 
natural and right on her face. She flinched, not in pain, but in a kind of rapturous 
acceptance. A low, throaty moan escaped her, a sound of release and perverse pleasure. 

“Yes,” she breathed, the word a sigh of relief. “I hate him.” 

Her master was not done. The poison was a steady, addictive drip. “You hate all humans. 
They are just cattle. Things. Food.” 

She raised her head, a queen accepting her crown of thorns. She rolled her shoulders and 
her neck, a languid, sensual gesture as the final vestiges of her empathy were scoured 
away. She let it happen. Why wouldn't she? She was cruel. She was a predator. She 
was his. 

“Yes,” she said, her voice now clear and strong, filled with a vile conviction. “Humans are 
nothing. We are superior.” 

The vampire’s smile was a flash of triumphant white in the gloom. The work was complete. 
The last flickering light of Sarah was extinguished. In its place stood a creature of 
magnificent darkness, remade in his image. 

His arms encircled her, not in the gentle embrace of a lover, but in the possessive grip of a 
master claiming his finest creation. He leaned in, and his lips found hers. 

This was nothing like the tender kisses she had shared with Jake. This was a conquest. It 
was violent, passionate, and sloppy. His tongue invaded her mouth, and she met it with her 
own, a fierce and equal hunger rising within her. She kissed him back with a fervor she had 
never, ever possessed—a passion born not of love, but of shared power, of shared hatred, 
of a deviant, intoxicating desire for the night and all its terrible freedoms. She gave herself 
to the kiss wholly and completely, her arms wrapping around him, her sharp nails digging 
into the fabric of his jacket. It was the first kiss of her true existence, and it tasted of blood… 
her own blood 

The kiss ended. With effortless strength, he turned her in his arms, positioning her so she 
faced the closed bedroom door. The muffled sounds of the party no longer felt like a lure of 
companionship, but the idle lowing of a herd. 

"Now," his voice was a whisper against the shell of her ear. "I need you to prove yourself to 
me. Reach out with your mind. Reach out to him. Call to him." 



There was no hesitation, no internal debate. The part of her that would have questioned, 
that would have been horrified by this violation, was a smothered ash. Gone. There was 
only the pure, cold stream of obedience and cruelty. She closed her eyes, not to block out 
the world, but to better see with her new senses. 

She focused, and her perception unfurled. It was like a second self, a wraith of thought and 
will, that shot out from her, passing through the solid wood of the door as if it were mist. 
She was floating, a ghost in the party. The sights and sounds were a dizzying blur—a 
laughing clown, a couple whispering in an alcove, the glint of a sequined dress. Faces 
slipped past her mental gaze, most of them dull, their mental signatures faint, mundane 
flickers of worry, attraction, and drunkenness. 

And then she saw him. 

He was different. Not in appearance, but in the texture of his presence in her mind's eye. 
While the others were muted grays and fading blues, Jake was a in a shaft of soft, blue light. 
He had discarded parts of his costume, his Mario hat and gloves were rest on a nearby 
coffee table. He was standing near the bookshelf, talking to another man dressed as 
Freddy Kruger. His face was etched with concern, his posture tense. 

She let her perception, this extension of her will, drift toward that single, bright point. She 
did not force her way in; she simply slipped inside his mind, as easily as a shadow passes 
through a doorway. 

 

Jake’s world had narrowed to a pinprick of anxiety. Kevin, his old high school friend, who 
had a thing for A Nightmare on Elm Street—was droning on about his job, but Jake wasn’t 
hearing a word. 

“Hey, have you seen Sarah?” he interrupted, his voice tight. “You know, my fiancée? She 
was around here. She was sitting on the couch, dressed as a vampire.” He managed a weak 
smile. “Well, kind of a silly vampire costume. Yeah, anyways. But yes, have you seen her?” 

He was searching Kevin’s face for any sign of recognition when it happened. 

A whisper, soft as silk and cold as a grave, unspooled directly inside his mind. It bypassed 
his ears, slithering into the heart of his consciousness. 

Jake. Jake. Come here. 

He froze mid-sentence. The bustling noise of the party—the music, the laughter, the 
clinking glasses—seemed to recede, becoming a dull, muted roar as if he’d been plunged 
underwater. Kevin’s lips were moving, his face concerned. He might have been saying, 



“Hey, are you okay?” or “What are you looking at?” But the words were meaningless, 
distant echoes. 

His body turned of its own accord, his gaze pulled irresistibly toward the mouth of a nearby 
hallway. It was darker there, the shadows seeming to pulse with a strange, beckoning 
energy. 

The whisper came again, more insistent this time, but familiar. 

Jake. Jake. Come to me. 

His foot lifted and stepped forward. Then the other. He hadn't consciously decided to 
move. He just did. He walked, his steps steady and unnaturally smooth, past a group of 
laughing superheroes, past a grim reaper sipping a beer. The costumed figures were just 
blurs of color, obstacles in his path to the hallway. 

He reached the corridor, the sounds of the party fading completely behind him. The only 
thing that existed was the whisper and the dark door at the end of the hall. He moved 
toward it, his heartbeat a frantic, trapped bird in his chest, the only part of him that seemed 
to still be his own. 

He stood before the door, the grain of the wood stark in the dim light. The command was 
final, absolute. 

Jake. Come inside. Come to me. 

Jake’s hand rose, seemingly in slow motion. His fingers wrapped around the cold, brass 
doorknob. There was no thought, no hesitation. He turned the knob and pushed. The door 
creaked open on protesting hinges. 

“Sarah, there you are, are you—” The relief in his voice died, strangled in his throat. 

She was there, in the center of the dark room. But she was bent forward, her hands braced 
against the edge of a heavy dresser, her body utterly naked and glistening with a fine sheen 
of sweat. And behind her, moving against her with a powerful, rhythmic grace, was a man—
a figure so shrouded in the room’s deep shadows that he seemed a part of them, a naked 
creature of darkness given form. Jake could make out no features, only the imposing shape 
of him, white skinned with two points of smoldering crimson light where his eyes should 
be. 

Sarah was moaning like a slut, a low, throaty sound of raw, unashamed lust. With each of 
the shadow-man's thrusts, her body swayed, and Jake’s disbelieving eyes were drawn to 
her breasts. They were… larger. Full, heavy, and impossibly pert, they bounced and jiggled 
with a life of their own. But it wasn't just that. Everything about her was… more. She was 



taller, her hips flared more dramatically from a cinched waist, her curves a perfect, 
voluptuous hourglass. Her face had been enhances as well, molded into a supermodel 
version of her old face. She was a goddess sculpted from moonlight and desire, a sexual 
parody of the woman he loved. 

Her hair was a thicker, lustrous cascade down her back. And she was smiling. Not a smile 
of joy or love, but a cruel, predatorial slash of red lips that were fuller, more sensual than he 
remembered. His eyes, wide with horror, dropped to her mouth. 

The plastic fangs were gone. In their place were sharp, white, unmistakably real fangs that 
pressed against her plump lower lip. 

His gaze jerked upward, meeting hers. Her eyes. Her beautiful, kind eyes were gone. They 
glowed with the same hellish crimson as the creature taking her, but hers held a malicious, 
knowing glint, a glee in his devastation. The thought of his horror turned her on. She felt her 
pussy tighten more around her maker’s cock as it thrusted in and out of her. 

“C- come to m-me,” she called to Jake , her voice a husky, hypnotic melody that dripped 
with carnal desire. The shadow-man behind her increased his pace, a possessive, powerful 
claim that made her gasp, but her predatory smile never wavered. Their body slapped 
together, over and over, faster and faster. “C-come to m-me, my l-love. Ung!” 

Jake took a step forward. Then another. His body was moving again, against his will, drawn 
by her voice. Terror clawed at his insides, a cold, sharp fear. But it was tangled with a thick, 
sickening confusion, and beneath that, a thread of unwanted, treacherous arousal. This 
was Sarah, his Sarah, being violently, passionately fucked by some faceless monster, and 
she was… enjoying it. She was pushing her huge ass back against each thrust. She was 
changed, pail sickly, but so beautiful. He should be screaming, he should be fighting, he 
should be… 

“What is happening?” he choked out, his voice a ragged whisper. “What are you…” 

“Shhh,” she silenced him, the sound a sensual, dismissive whisper. Her red eyes pinned 
him in place. “Don’t speak, my love. Just come to me,” she cooed, as the shadow-man 
thrusts grew more forceful, a brutal punctuation to her words. “And… all… w-will… be… r-
revealed.” 

He was powerless to resist. Step by halting step, he closed the distance until he stood 
directly before her, his face just inches from hers at is bobbed up and down from the 
pounding she was taking. The scent of her sweat and the musk of sex filled the air, a brutal 
perfume. Her eyes, glowing with infernal light, locked onto his, drinking in every nuance of 



his devastation—the slack jaw, the wide, disbelieving eyes, the tracks of nascent tears. She 
reveled in it. 

"You like to w-watch?" she sneered, her voice a venomous caress, "You like to s-see 
someone s-stronger, more p-powerful, claim what you thought was y-yours?” 

Jakes whimpered, tasting his own tears, and feel the shameful erection that grow inside his 
pants. 

“He’s f-fucking me g-good Jake. Like you n-never could. He owns this p-pussy. Oh yes! He 
owns my soul! And I love it! I love th-this cock and… and I hate you!  You pathetic worm." 
She spat the last words. "Disgusting human." Her smile was a razor's edge. "Now, time to 
end it all." 

With a strength that was both shocking and effortless, still being fucked hard, her hands 
snapped up and grabbed Jake’s head. There was no tenderness in the touch, only a cold, 
possessive force. She tilted his head to the side, exposing the vulnerable column of his 
neck. 

"That's it, darling," she cooed, her voice dripping with a grotesque parody of affection. 
"Make no fuss. For you are just food for the gods." 

Her mouth opened, a dark, inviting chasm. Her eyes went utterly wild, blazing with a feral, 
all-consuming hunger. Her fangs, stark and white, were laid bare in all their predatory glory. 
With a movement faster than he could follow, she lunged forward and clamped down on 
his neck. 

The initial pain was a searing, white-hot spike. Jake gasped, his body jerking. But then, 
something insidious happened. As her mouth sealed over the wound and she began to 
draw the first hot, rich mouthful of his life into herself, the pain vanished. It was replaced by 
a warm, golden, euphoric tide that washed through his veins, a sensation so blissful it 
obliterated thought, fear, and memory. His wide, terrified eyes grew heavy-lidded, his 
struggles ceasing as a dreamy, vacant smile touched his lips. He was being unmade, and it 
was the most exquisite feeling he had ever known. 

For Sarah, it was a symphony of power and pleasure. The ecstasy of the feed surged 
through her, and the feeling over her master’s cock racing inside her needy cunt. This was 
not just pleasure; it was purpose. This was bliss and glory. This was her. This was who she 
was meant to be. A deviant predator. A perverted killer. She drained Jake, gulp after greedy 
gulp, her body convulsing with each wave of rapture, cum and blood, a dark sacrament. 

“Yes my child! Take my cum and take his life. Kill your true love with hunger and hate, and I 
will reward your with my unholy seed.” 



His word drove her crazy. As the life in Jake ‘s eyes faded and he passed again, her sire 
cummed in her pussy. A steady stream of black cum.  

“Take it!” 

Her body was already continuously cumming, but the intensity increased as her generous 
master spewed inside her and her former fiancé…. died in her careless arms. She 
convulsed once more as the last ounce of cum squirted into her and the last ounce of 
blood exited Jake’s body. 

After what felt like an eternity, an instinct, cold and precise, told her the vessel was empty. 
The well of life was dry. With a loud “pop”, her maker’s dick slipped out of her pussy, and 
with a final, wet, sucking sound, she detached her mouth from Jake’s neck and let go of his 
head. Her former fiancé, her first love, crumpled to the floor without a sound. A lifeless 
body, discarded and pale. 

She straightened up, a low, satisfied sigh escaping her. She ran a dark-nailed tongue over 
her lips, catching the last few drops of blood that had escaped during the whole ordeal. 
She even collected a stream of Jake’s blood that ran down one of her large perfect breasts. 
"Delicious," she purred. Looking down she was noticing that splatters of blood and cum 
painted her entire smoking body. “Mmmmm.” 

And in that moment, she felt it. A final, subtle twitch in her muscles, a tiny, internal flinch, 
like the last sputter of a dying candle. It was the last bit of her soul, a faint, flickering light of 
humanity that had somehow survived the transformation, shielded by the love she had 
once held for the man now dead at her feet. That final, vile act—the murder of her own 
past, her own goodness—snuffed it out completely. 

The light blipped out of existence inside her. 

In its place, something new ignited: a shadowy core, a furnace of pure, unadulterated evil 
and cruelty. It was a cold, dark sun that filled her entirely. She closed her eyes, feeling the 
absolute truth of it settle into her bones. She opened them again, and the world was new. 
There was no conflict, no regret, only a vast, yawning hunger and a will to dominate. She 
wanted to feed on the world, to bend it to her will, and to do it all in the name of the 
magnificent being behind her—her sire, her master, the one for whom she would now do 
anything, and for whom this had only been the first, glorious offering. 

 She felt him, her nameless master. A shift in the darkness behind her, a concentration of 
cold that she now recognized as his presence. His hands, cool and heavy with the weight of 
centuries, settled on her bare shoulders. Their touch was a comfort; but it was also a 
brand, a reminder of ownership. She leaned back into the solid, unyielding plane of his 



chest. She felt his hard, insistent cock against the small of her back, a promise of further 
defilement. Without looking, she reached a hand back, and idly stroked his dick. They were 
a matched pair, a perfect circuit of darkness, their shared gaze fixed on the discarded husk 
at their feet. 

"An exquisite first kill," his voice was a low murmur, resonant with a pride that felt like a 
father’s compliment. "You took his life and with it, the last of your own. Your new existence 
truly begins tonight, my child. And I believe such a glorious birth deserves a celebration, 
don't you?" 

He lifted his head. His attention, and now hers, turned to the door. Beyond the wood, the 
party was a riot of sound and sensation. But to Sarah’s reborn perception, it had been 
utterly transfigured. The thumping music was a trivial noise, the laughter a meaningless 
chirping. What she heard now was the symphony of life itself—a hundred different 
heartbeats, each a frantic, rhythmic drum. What she smelled was not only cheap perfume 
and beer, but the intoxicating, coppery-sweet scent of blood, a perfume more alluring than 
any flower. She could almost see them, the party-goers, their auras glowing with the warm, 
fragile light of their mortal souls. They were no longer people. They were sustenance. They 
were prey. And the hunger their presence ignited in her was a roaring furnace, demanding 
to be fed. 

"Yes, my love," she breathed. 

"My name," he said, his tone dropping into a register of ancient, formal power, "is Dracula. 
And you are my first wife in this modern era." 

Sarah glanced back over her shoulder, a flicker of genuine, dark amusement in her crimson 
eyes. Her expression was a perfect, silent "Really?"—arched, playful, and deeply 
impressed. The name was a legend, a myth given flesh. It was grander than she could have 
imagined, and in that grandiosity, her own status was elevated to the sublime. She was not 
merely a newborn vampire; she was the bride of the Lord of Darkness himself. 

He met her gaze, a slow, confirming smile gracing his lips, and she felt a surge of pride so 
intense it was ecstatic. She was unique. She was chosen above all others. 

Turning back to the door, her expression solidified into a mask of serene, unholy 
anticipation.  

"Shall we celebrate, my maker," she said, eagerly. 

In unison, moving with a sensual grace that made a mockery of human modesty, they 
stepped forward. Two pale, perfect forms, glistening in the half-light, they crossed the 



threshold of the bedroom. The hallway was a brief, empty prelude. The living room ahead 
was a tableau of vibrant, oblivious life. 

They paused for a single, shared moment on the precipice, their nakedness not a 
vulnerability but a declaration. Their eyes met, a silent communication passing between 
them—a shared understanding of the hunt, the feast, the glory of the night that was now 
theirs to command. 

Then, they stepped into the light. 

The first scream was not one of immediate violence, but of pure, uncomprehending shock. 
A woman in a witch's hat, her mouth a perfect 'O' of disbelief at the sight of the two naked, 
preternaturally beautiful, and utterly terrifying figures. Her scream was cut off not by a 
hand, but by a blur of motion as Dracula was upon her, his form a smear of darkness. The 
sound that followed was a wet, tearing squelch. 

Then the chaos truly began. Another scream, this one higher, laced with the sharp tang of 
genuine terror. Then another, and another, a chain reaction of panic that spread through the 
house like wildfire. The music was drowned out, not by a louder noise, but by the absence 
of all others—the laughter died, the chatter ceased, replaced by a rising, deafening chorus 
of shrieks, pleas, and the sickening, wet sounds of a feeding frenzy. The house, once filled 
with the joy of a Halloween celebration, was now a sealed slaughterhouse, and the 
screams were the only music left for the newlyweds to dance to.  

 

 

 

 

 


