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A swinger’s First Step: Volume 1

A Story of Shared Desire


Chapter 1: My Cold Assistant

The morning in Austin arrived with a soft, golden grace. Outside the villa, the air was thick with the sweet, citrus scent of orange trees. The groves were alive with the melodic chatter of birds darting through waxy green leaves, their wings flashing like silver as they caught the climbing sun. The Texas heat hadn't yet taken hold, but the brilliant, warm glow bathing the landscape promised a day of endless, shimmering possibilities.

Inside the master bedroom, however, the world remained frozen in a stark contrast of stillness.

Sprawled across the vast expanse of a king-sized bed, a man lay submerged in the deep, heavy layers of a dreamless sleep. The only sound was his breathing—slow, rhythmic, and steady—acting as a quiet pulse in the otherwise silent room. Dust motes danced in the thin beams of light filtering through the heavy curtains, eventually settling on the fair, pale planes of his face and the faint, healthy flush of color across his cheekbones.

Even in the vulnerability of sleep, he was striking. His dark hair was tousled against the stark white of the linens, the messy strands framing a face that remained effortlessly handsome even with his eyes closed to the world. He looked like a man who had everything, yet in the quiet of the morning, there was a lingering sense of a story waiting to begin.

The only pulse in the room was the rhythmic, hypnotic tick-tock of the bedside clock, a steady heartbeat occasionally punctuated by the bright, distant chirp of a bird in the garden. For a long, suspended moment, the stillness remained unbroken. Then, his dark lashes flickered against his skin.

His eyes trembled, fighting the comfortable weight of sleep, before slowly pulling open. His gaze, a deep and thoughtful hue, remained clouded by the remnants of a dream as he stared up at the crown molding of the ceiling. He stayed like that for a few seconds, motionless, simply orienting himself to the quiet reality of the Austin morning.

With a slow, heavy movement, he raised his right hand, his knuckles grazing his cheek as he rubbed the lingering sleep from his eyes.

A low, gravelly groan vibrated in his chest as he finally forced himself to sit up. The expensive mattress shifted and groaned under his weight. He pushed back the silk-soft sheets, his muscles tensing and rippling as he threw his arms wide in a deep, bone-cracking stretch that seemed to wake every inch of his six-foot frame. A long, weary yawn escaped him, the sound echoing in the high-ceilinged room. He sat on the edge of the bed for a moment, feet meeting the cool floor, bracing himself to face whatever the day had in store.

As I sat there, the quiet of the villa felt a world away from where my story began.

My name is Leo—Leo Gracia. I’m a long way from home. I originally hailed from the UK, but after graduation, I traded the persistent grey skies of England for the relentless, vibrant heat of Austin, Texas. Now, I spend my nights in the neon glow of my own nightclub, a far cry from the life I was supposed to lead.

Back in England, my existence had been as steady and predictable as a ticking clock. We were a comfortable, middle-class family; my father spent his days as a dentist, and my mother kept our home. I was just a typical guy, destined for a typical nine-to-five. But fate had a different trick up its sleeve.

It’s funny how a single moment can rewrite your entire future. Years ago, almost as a joke, I’d bought some Bitcoin and shoved the details into a drawer, completely forgetting it existed. Then came the day that changed everything. I remember sitting in my parents' living room, half-listening to the news, when the anchor announced that Bitcoin had shattered the $100,000 mark.

At first, it didn’t register. Then, a sudden, electric jolt hit me—a flashback so vivid it made my breath hitch. I had a wallet. And in that wallet were a thousand coins.

A rush of pure adrenaline surged down my spine, turning my blood to fire. I bolted for my room, my chair screeching against the floor, leaving my parents staring in stunned silence.

"Leo? Son, are you alright?" my mother’s worried voice trailed after me.

"I’m fine, Mom!" I shouted back over my shoulder, my heart hammering against my ribs so hard it hurt. "I just remembered something important!"

I slammed my bedroom door, the sound echoing through the hallway, and lunged for my laptop with trembling hands.

I lunged for my laptop, my fingers fumbling with the keys. But as the screen flickered to life, a cold, sickening realization washed over me. I couldn't remember where I’d put the old USB drive.

Panic set in like a physical blow. I began tearing my room apart, my movements frantic and uncoordinated. "Where is it? Where did I put the damn thing?" I muttered, my voice cracking. I tossed old shoeboxes aside and sent clothes flying across the floor, my heart sinking lower with every empty drawer I searched. The mess didn't matter; the room could have burned down around me and I wouldn't have noticed. Nothing mattered but that small, nondescript piece of plastic.

Then, a glint of light caught my eye. It was tucked away in a dusty corner behind my desk, nearly forgotten by time.

"Found it!" I shouted, the words echoing off the bedroom walls.

My hands were shaking so violently I could barely line up the port as I plugged the drive into the laptop. I held my breath, the only sound in the room the low, mechanical whirring of the computer's fan. Then, the file opened. There it was. One thousand Bitcoin, glowing on the screen in cold, digital numbers.

My chest tightened so much that breathing became a chore.

"I’m rich," I whispered. The words felt foreign, barely audible at first. "I’m actually rich." A manic, disbelieving laugh bubbled up in my throat and spilled out, loud and uncontrollable, ringing through the house.

"Leo? Son, are you alright?" My mother’s worried voice came through the door, followed by a hesitant knock.

I didn't answer with words. I flung the door open and pulled her into a hug so tight I nearly lifted her off her feet. "Mom, you won’t believe it! I have Bitcoin! A thousand of them!"

My father appeared in the hallway, his face a mask of utter confusion. "Are you joking, son? What on earth is a Bitcoin?"

I let go of my mother, grinning so wide my face ached. "No, Dad, I’m not joking. I bought them years ago as a whim and forgot. They're worth millions now."

"Son..." my father started, his voice trailing off as he leaned against the doorframe for support. "Doesn’t that mean... we’re millionaires?"

"Yes, Dad. It does."

Once the initial explosion of excitement settled into a dull, humming glow, the reality of a new life began to take shape. I knew I couldn't stay in the same small town. I needed a fresh start, a place where I could build something of my own. I set my sights on the United States—on the energy of Austin. I asked my parents to come with me, to share in the fortune, but my father just shook his head with a tired, proud smile. He didn't want to leave the soil where he’d grown up, the roots he’d spent a lifetime planting. I understood. I told them the door would always be open, and then, I began to pack.

The memory of that day—the day the world shifted on its axis—faded back into the quiet corners of my mind. With a sigh, I forced myself to stand. The cool tile of the floor felt grounding against my soles as I walked toward the bathroom, the sharp click of the door shutting behind me echoing through the stillness of the villa.

Across the city, in a sleek, expansive apartment where the shadows seemed to linger just a little longer, the morning looked very different.

Luna sat alone at her breakfast table, bathed in the soft, filtered light of the Austin dawn. To any casual observer, she looked like a fever dream: her long, silken black hair cascaded over her shoulders like a dark waterfall, and her skin was so impossibly pale it resembled hand-polished marble. She was breathtakingly beautiful, yet her features held a certain ethereal, dangerous edge—a sharpness in her gaze that suggested she saw more than she let on.

Years ago, Luna had walked away from the cold traditions of her own world to move to Austin. She was drawn to the heat, the noise, and the vibrant, messy pulse of human life. Deep down, she was searching for something her own kind couldn't provide: a soulmate.

Through her family’s influential connections, she had secured a position as a personal assistant to a human named Leo, the owner of one of the city's most electric nightclubs.

At first, taking the job had been a calculated move to blend into the human world. But she soon discovered that the man she worked for was far more captivating than the nightclub itself.

It wasn't love at first sight. Luna didn’t believe in such simple things. What slowly began to melt her icy heart was his kindness—a genuine, rare warmth that she hadn't expected to find in the cutthroat world of Austin nightlife.

In her world, being a vampire wasn't what the human stories claimed. The legends were riddled with errors; they weren't mindless predators, they weren't charred by the sun, and silver was nothing more than a pretty metal. They were simply people who lived longer, saw more, and felt deeper.

But there was one truth humans never guessed: a vampire could only ever turn one person in their entire immortal existence.

For a female vampire, the ritual was sacred and permanent. To turn the man she loved, she had to give him her "first time"—a literal and spiritual union of souls. It was the only moment in her long life where the taste of human blood was actually required, marking the transition from a solitary eternity to a shared one. For Luna, the choice of a partner wasn't just about a romantic spark; it was the most significant decision she would ever make.

Luna could have easily chosen a partner from among her own kind, but she had never been interested in the predictable matches of the vampire world. There was a reason for her stubborn heart: the stories her parents had whispered to her as a child.

She could still see the way her mother’s eyes glowed when she recounted her own romantic history. Her mother had described the utter shock on her father’s face when he first learned that the woman he loved was a creature of the night. She spoke of the fierce competition—the love rival who nearly tore them apart—and the great difficulty she faced in proving that their love was worth the danger. Eventually, they had become one, her father choosing an eternal life by her mother's side.

They were happily married now, a living testament to the idea that love could bridge the gap between two different worlds. Their happiness was the very reason Luna existed.

That legacy had shaped her. It had instilled a deep-seated dream to find a human partner of her own, a soulmate who would choose her just as her father had chosen her mother. Here she was, thousands of miles from her home, searching for that same spark. She didn't know how her own story would end, or if Leo was truly the one meant to fill that role, but she was willing to give everything—her heart and her immortality—to fulfill that childhood dream.

Luna shook her head gently, as if to clear the weight of the future from her mind. "Let’s not overthink this," she whispered to the empty room. "I’ll know my fate soon enough... what are a few years compared to an eternity?" She let out a small, melodic laugh. In that moment, her face seemed to bloom like a rare flower, radiating a beauty so pure she looked less like a creature of the night and more like an angel from the heavens.

She glanced at her phone and realized with a start that it was already nine in the morning. Moving with unnatural grace, she finished her meal and disappeared into her bedroom, the door shutting behind her with a sharp, decisive bang.

On the other side of the city, the atmosphere was much more grounded. Leo stepped out of the bathroom, steam curling around him, a crisp white towel wrapped around his waist. He felt refreshed, the grogginess of sleep replaced by the sharp energy of a new day. He offered a quick smile to his reflection before dressing in casual, high-end clothes. Grabbing his keys, he headed out to the garage and brought his car to life, the engine purring as he drove toward his favorite breakfast spot.

A few minutes later, Leo parked and walked toward the entrance of the small, tucked-away restaurant. As he pushed the door open, the wind chimes above rang with a pleasant, silver melody—the kind of sound that felt like it could heal a man's soul.

"Morning, Jenny!" Leo greeted the owner with a bright, easy smile.

"Good morning, Leo," Jenny replied, her own face lighting up. Jenny was a kind, middle-aged woman, likely in her late thirties or early forties. She managed the front of the house with a warm, motherly energy, while her husband worked his magic as the chef in the back.

"The usual?" she asked, already reaching for a mug.

"You know me too well. The usual it is," Leo replied, taking his favorite seat near the window.

I took my usual seat by the window and leaned back, watching the morning foot traffic move through the Austin streets. Across the road, I spotted a familiar face—my close friend and business partner, Henry. He was standing outside the florist’s shop, looking as polished as ever.

Even from this distance, I could tell he was mid-flirt. He was leaning against the counter, flashing a charming grin at the girl working the flower stalls. She was striking, with pale skin and hair the color of spun wheat, but her body language was a study in nerves. She seemed shy, almost timid, the way she kept her gaze lowered while she tucked a stray blossom into a bouquet. I chuckled to myself but didn't call out to him; I had no intention of ruining whatever "good deed" he thought he was doing.

The rhythmic clack of heels on the hardwood pulled my attention back inside. Jenny was approaching, a steaming mug in one hand and a plate of a classic American breakfast in the other.

"Here you go, Leo," she said warmly, setting the food down. The aroma of fresh coffee and sizzling bacon filled the air. "Enjoy yourself. If you need anything else, just wave—I'll be right at the front desk."

"Thanks, Jenny. This is exactly what I need," I replied, giving her a grateful smile.

I turned back to the window as she walked away, but Henry was already gone, swallowed up by the morning crowd. The blonde girl was busy with a new set of customers, her brief moment of being the center of Henry's attention already over. I didn't think much more of it; I just picked up my fork and began to eat, savoring the quiet before the chaos of the nightclub took over my night.

I finished my breakfast, left the bill and a generous tip on the table, and stepped out into the Austin morning. A sudden, playful gust of wind caught me off guard, rattling the wind chimes above the door with a frantic, musical energy.

It was time to get to work. I had a small, private office away from the noise of the nightclub, and this morning, I had a meeting scheduled with Luna. It was a private matter—something I wasn't quite ready to discuss in the middle of a crowded bar.

I climbed into my car and navigated the streets toward a quiet, professional district on the outskirts of the city center. My office was tucked away in a well-maintained building on the seventh floor.

After parking, I walked toward the glass entrance. "Good morning, guys," I said, offering a genuine smile to the two security guards stationed at the gate.

"Good morning, Sir!" they replied instantly, their faces brightening.

As I walked past, I heard their voices trailing off behind me in a quiet exchange.

"Mr. Leo is a good man," the first guard murmured. "He greets us every single day. Most of the big bosses who visit this building don’t even glance our way."

"You’re right," the second agreed with a nod. "At least we have someone like him who treats us with a bit of respect."

I stepped into the elevator, joining a few other office workers. I gave them a polite, silent nod as I reached out and pressed the button for the seventh floor. The lift climbed smoothly, and when the doors slid open, I stepped out into the quiet hallway, turning left toward my suite. My heart gave a small, unexpected thrum of anticipation. Luna was likely already inside, waiting for me.

I pushed the door open, expecting to find Luna already buried in paperwork. Instead, the room was quiet. She was sitting in her chair, her head tilted slightly to the side.

"Good morning, Luna," I said softly.

There was no response. Puzzled, I walked around the desk to stand in front of her. My breath caught in my throat. Her eyes were closed, her long lashes casting soft shadows against her marble-pale skin. Seeing her like this—so peaceful, so still—made my heart skip a violent beat. I couldn't stop myself from staring, captivated by the ethereal beauty she possessed even in sleep.

After a few long seconds, I pulled my gaze away and let out a quiet, self-loathing laugh. Don't go there, Leo, I chided myself. A girl like her deserves someone far better than a lucky guy with a nightclub.

I turned to walk toward my own seat, but the soft thud of my shoes on the carpet was enough to break the silence. Luna’s eyes trembled, her dark lashes flickering before she slowly blinked them open. For a moment, she looked disoriented, her gaze hazy as she adjusted to the light.

"Sorry, Luna," I said gently, my voice low. "Did I wake you?"

She sat up quickly, rubbing her eyes with the back of her hand and shaking her head. "No, no... I should be the one apologizing. I can’t believe I fell asleep in the office. I’m so sorry, Leo."

I shook my head, offering her a warm, reassuring smile. "It’s not your fault. You stayed late at the club last night finishing those reports, and then I called this early meeting. If anything, I’m the one who should be apologizing for not letting you rest."

"It’s okay," Luna said, her voice still a little husky from sleep. "I don’t have any problem with staying up late. After all, I am a va—"

She cut herself off abruptly, her eyes widening slightly.

"A va...?" I repeated, leaning forward. I was genuinely puzzled. "A what?"

"Nothing!" she said, perhaps a bit too quickly. She gave a small, nervous wave of her hand. "Just... I’m very much a 'vantage' point person? No, that’s not it. I mean, I’m very active at night. I stay up late watching dramas and things like that. I've always been a night owl."

I nodded, not thinking much of the slip. It made sense; she worked at a nightclub, so her internal clock was probably permanently set to the moonlight. "Fair enough. Well, then, let’s get into what I wanted to discuss with you."

Luna nodded, though I noticed her take a small, quiet breath of relief. She looked like she had just narrowly avoided a disaster.

"I’ve been doing some thinking," I began, leaning back in my chair. "The nightclub is doing great, and the real-estate rentals are steady. But I have a significant amount of capital just sitting in the bank, losing value to inflation. I want to diversify. I was planning to expand into robotics manufacturing."

I looked at her, trying to gauge her reaction. "The future is automated, Luna. I want to be ahead of the curve. What do you think?"

Luna was silent for a moment, her analytical mind clearly at work. When she spoke, her tone was professional and focused. "Robotics is a massive leap from hospitality and real estate, Leo. It’s a high-stakes industry. Where were you thinking of opening the factory? And more importantly... do you have a specific plan for what kind of robotics we would be manufacturing?"

Under the weight of her rapid-fire questions, my confidence began to wilt. I felt a flush of heat creep up my neck. I slowly shook my head, a sheepish smile tugging at the corner of my mouth.

"To be honest? No. I don’t have a business model or a five-year projection," I admitted. "I just... I thought robots were cool, Luna. I thought it would be amazing to actually build them."

Luna didn't say a word. She simply leveled me with a look of pure, unadulterated deadpan. Her expression was so flat, so unimpressed, that I felt like a schoolboy who had just told his teacher he wanted to be an astronaut when he grew up. The silence in the office stretched on, punctuated only by the distant hum of the building.

I quickly averted my eyes, staring intensely at a stray paperclip on my desk. "Okay, fine," I muttered, feeling a wave of guilt. "If robotics is too big a leap, we can look at other things. I just hate the idea of all that money sitting in the bank, rotting away while I do nothing with it. I want to build something that lasts."

I peeked back up at her, hoping I hadn't completely lost my credibility in her eyes. "But I guess 'because it's cool' isn't exactly a solid investment strategy, is it?"

Luna sighed softly, her expression softening into a more practical look. "If you’re truly worried about the money sitting idle, we don't have to jump into high-tech robotics on day one. We could look into something foundational—like industrial cable manufacturing. It’s stable, there's high demand in the Austin tech corridor, and it builds the infrastructure you'd need anyway."

She leaned forward, her professional mask back in place. "And if you really have your heart set on robots, you don't have to build the factory yourself yet. You can take a portion of your capital and invest it in existing startups. Let them do the trial and error while you learn the industry."

I felt a little deflated at the mention of industrial cables—it wasn't exactly the futuristic vision I had in mind—but I quickly shook it off. My mind was already racing ahead. Fine, I thought to myself. We’ll start with cables. But once the cable business is a success, I’ll use that leverage to pivot. I’ll build my robot army, and nothing will stop me.

Lost in my own world, a small, triumphant laugh escaped my lips.

"Leo? Leo, are you even listening?"

Luna’s voice snapped me back to reality. I blinked, realizing I had been staring at the wall with a goofy grin on my face. "Yes! Yes... absolutely. Cables. I’m all ears."

Luna rolled her eyes, a playful but exasperated gesture that made my heart do that strange little dance again. "Right. Since you're 'all ears,' let's get into the specifics of supply chains and copper costs."

She began to dive into the details, her voice steady and rhythmic, while I tried my best to look like a serious businessman instead of a man who was mostly thinking about how beautiful she looked when she was being bossy.

The business talk eventually wound down, leaving a heavy silence in the room. I was about to stand up when Luna’s expression shifted. Her professional mask vanished, replaced by a look that was startlingly serious.

"Leo," she said, her gaze pinning me to my seat. "Do you have someone you like?"

The question hit me like a physical blow. My heart hammered against my ribs. Should I tell her? I wondered. Should I tell her that she’s the only person I see? But the old, bitter voice in my head drowned out the thought. She’s ethereal, perfect. You’re just a guy who got lucky with a digital wallet. She deserves a prince, not a nightclub owner.

I opened my mouth, then closed it, the words catching in my throat. Finally, I looked away and let out a soft, self-loathing sigh. "No," I said quietly. "Besides, I don’t think I’m the kind of person who deserves that kind of love anyway."

The temperature in the room seemed to drop. Luna didn't just look upset—she looked furious.

"What do you mean, you don't 'deserve' love?" she demanded, her voice vibrating with a hidden power. "Who told you that? How can you think of yourself in such a low way?"

She stood up so abruptly her chair skidded back against the floor. "You should start looking at who you actually are, Leo. Not who you think you aren't."

Before I could find my voice to respond, she turned on her heel and marched out of the cabin, the door slamming shut behind her with a final, echoing thud.

I sat there in the sudden vacuum of her absence. I reached out a hand as if to stop her, but it fell uselessly to the desk. I let out a low, hollow laugh. "You really think I deserve someone like you, Luna?" I whispered to the empty room. "You have no idea how wrong you are."

I sighed, staring at my phone as the weight of our argument settled in my chest. With a heavy heart, I typed out a short message to her.

Leo: I’m sorry.

I watched the screen. A few seconds later, the status changed to Read. My pulse quickened, waiting for the three dots of a reply, but they never came. She was siloing me. I sent one more message, trying to sound professional despite the knot in my stomach.

Leo: I’m heading over to the club now to check on the inventory. I'll see you later.

I didn’t wait for another non-response. I walked out of my office, the quiet hallway feeling much colder than it had ten minutes ago, and headed toward the parking garage.

Back in the office, Luna stared at her phone until the screen went dark. She didn't look at Leo's apology; she was too focused on the fire burning in her chest. She couldn't understand why a man so full of light saw only darkness in himself. She needed answers.


Chapter 2: The Predator’s Mercy

She scrolled through her contacts and hit the name she rarely called: Henry.

The phone rang three times before a smooth, cheerful voice picked up. "Hello?"

"Henry," Luna said. Her voice was uncharacteristically cold, vibrating with a sharpness that would have made a human shiver. "I need to talk to you. About Leo. Specifically... his past."

The line went silent. The playful energy on the other end vanished instantly. Henry knew exactly what—or who—she was asking about. After a long, heavy pause, he finally spoke.

"Okay," Henry said, his voice unusually somber. "Meet me at the Sunflower Restaurant at two this afternoon. We can talk there."

"I’ll be there," Luna replied.

She ended the call and let out a long, shaky breath, her eyes flashing with a predatory determination. She was going to find out what had broken Leo Gracia—and then she was going to fix it.

As the clock ticked toward the afternoon, Luna’s mind drifted back to the man she was about to meet. Henry had been the one to help her secure the job with Leo. Like her, he was a vampire; their families moved in the same circles, though they had never been more than casual acquaintances. He was the only one in this city who truly understood what she was, but she had never felt the need to bridge the gap between them—until now.

Luna let out a steadying breath and forced her focus back onto her screen. She worked with a mechanical, cold efficiency until the clock struck 1:40 PM.

By 1:50 PM, Luna was standing in front of the Sunflower Restaurant. She stared at the glass door for a long moment, her reflection pale and ghostly against the bright Austin sun. Whatever secrets Leo was hiding, she would face them. She would find a way to mend whatever was broken inside him.

With a sharp, decisive nod, she pushed the door open and stepped inside.

Henry was already there, tucked into a corner booth. He looked uncharacteristically somber, his gaze fixed on the steam rising from his coffee as if he were lost in a different century. Luna walked to the table without a sound and sat down directly across from him.

Henry started, pulling himself back to the present. He let out a dry chuckle and glanced at his watch. "Five minutes early? I should have expected that. You’ve always been protective of your time, Luna."

Luna didn't smile. She didn't blink. She simply leveled him with a gaze of emotionless, predatory ice.

The humor died on Henry’s lips. He cleared his throat, the playful "human" mask he usually wore slipping away to reveal the weary immortal underneath. "Right. No jokes today," he muttered, leaning forward. "You want to know about Leo’s past. You want to know why he carries himself like a man who's constantly waiting for the other shoe to drop."

Luna nodded once, her voice low and steady. "I want to know why he is so insecure. He has wealth, he has success, and he has a heart that most people would kill for—yet he acts as if he deserves nothing. Tell me why, Henry."

Henry’s expression darkened, his playful demeanor completely vanishing. "It happened back in the UK, during his college years," he began, his voice dropping to a low, somber tone. "There was one night that changed him... a night that turned the man you see now into someone who thinks he’s unworthy of anything good."

Henry leaned in and whispered the story. As he spoke, the light in the restaurant seemed to dim, and the air around their table grew unnaturally, biting cold.

By the time he finished, Luna’s eyes were no longer those of a composed assistant; they were filled with a raw, ancient rage. The silverware on the table began to rattle softly.

"How dare she," Luna whispered, the sound cutting through the air like a blade. "How dare she do that to him. After everything he is... how dare she."

The temperature in the small restaurant continued to plummet. Nearby customers began to shiver, looking around in confusion for a draft that wasn't there. Luna’s knuckles were white as she gripped the edge of the table, her aura radiating a cold, predatory fury that threatened to shatter the windows.

"Luna! Calm down," Henry hissed, reaching out but not daring to touch her. "Look around. We’re in public. Control it."

Luna snapped her head up. She saw the other patrons staring at her, their faces pale with an instinctive, primal fear. She took a long, shuddering breath, forcing the ice back into her veins and the shadows back into the corners. Without a single word, she stood up, her chair screeching against the floor, and marched toward the exit.

Henry watched her go, stunned by the sheer intensity of her reaction. He looked down at the table, then at the door as it swung shut behind her.

"How incredibly rude," Henry murmured to himself, leaning back with a sigh. "She didn't even touch her coffee, didn't say goodbye, and left me with the bill."

He paused, glancing at the door one more time as if worried she might have heard him. He quickly shook his head. "Actually, never mind. If she heard that, she’d probably come back and freeze me solid. Better to just let her be angry."

Luna marched out of the restaurant, her heels clicking a sharp, angry rhythm against the pavement. She didn't stop, didn't look back, and kept walking until she found herself at the gates of a local park. She hesitated at the entrance, the shadows of her fury still clinging to her, but eventually, she forced herself to step inside.

The park was a kaleidoscope of human life. Children were running through the grass, their laughter ringing out like bells. Mothers sat nearby, their faces lit with the kind of pure, radiant happiness that only comes from watching a child play. Slowly, the sight began to work its magic, drawing the ice out of Luna's veins. She found a quiet bench and sat down, watching the world go by.

A few minutes later, the hem of her dress was caught by a small, trembling hand.

"Sister... big sister," a tiny voice sobbed.

Luna looked down, surprised to find a little girl with tear-streaked cheeks looking up at her. "I’m lost," the girl wailed, her voice breaking into frantic sobs. "I can’t find my mother! Whaaa... whaaa!"

Luna froze for a split second, her predatory instincts clashing with the sight of such raw human vulnerability. But as the girl's cries grew louder, Luna’s expression softened. She reached out, her touch surprisingly gentle.

"Don’t cry, little one," Luna said, her voice dropping to a soothing hum. "Sit here with me. Your mother will come and find you. I promise."

The little girl stopped mid-wail, sniffing loudly as she wiped her eyes. "Really? Will my mama really come looking? You aren't lying to me?"

Luna reached out and playfully tapped the little girl’s nose. "I promise. Big sister never lies. Now, tell me, what’s your name?"

"Alice," the girl whispered, still sniffing but no longer crying. "What’s your name, big sister?"

"My name is Luna. Now, no more tears, Alice. We’ll just wait right here together."

Time passed slowly. To an outsider, they were a strange pair—the ethereal, marble-pale woman and the messy, sun-kissed child. But as they sat there, Alice began to giggle at Luna’s stories, her fear forgotten.

Suddenly, a frantic woman came sprinting across the grass toward the bench. "Alice! Alice, where did you go? I was so worried!"

Seeing her mother, Alice jumped from the bench and sprinted into her arms, hugging her neck tightly. "Mama! I was so scared! I couldn't find you, but big sister Luna helped me!"

Luna stood up and walked toward them. As she approached the mother, her professional, cold mask slid back into place, though it lacked its usual bite.

"Oh, thank you! Thank you so much for looking after her!" the mother said, her eyes welling with tears of relief as she thanked Luna over and over.

Luna offered a polite, stiff nod. "She was very brave."

As the mother and daughter eventually walked away, Alice kept turning back, waving her small hand frantically. "Big sister Luna! Alice will miss you! I want to see you again at the park!"

Luna stood there for a long moment, a genuine, soft smile breaking through her icy exterior as she waved back. The rage she had felt for Leo’s past hadn't disappeared, but it had settled into a quiet, focused resolve.

The sun dipped below the Austin skyline, painting the city in shades of violet and gold. Time had slipped away from Luna while she sat in the park, and now the familiar pull of the night was beginning to take hold. She walked toward the nightclub, but instead of the main entrance, she took the back way, slipping through the heavy service door that led to the private offices.

She found him in his personal lounge. Leo was hunched over his laptop, the blue light of the screen reflecting in his eyes. He looked tired, his brow furrowed in deep concentration as he scrolled through spreadsheets and club analytics.

Seeing him like that—so focused, so human—made Luna hesitate. The secret Henry had shared felt like a heavy stone in her pocket. She opened her mouth to speak, but the words died in her throat. She wasn't ready to confront him yet. With a quiet sigh, she decided to push the past aside for a few more hours.

She stepped closer, standing right beside his chair. "Hi," she said, her voice a complicated mix of lingering anger and deep, hidden affection.

"AHH!"

Leo jumped nearly a foot out of his seat, letting out a sharp, startled cry. He scrambled to steady his laptop, his hand flying to his chest as he tried to catch his breath. "Dammit, Luna! You scared the life out of me!"

Luna didn't apologize. Instead, she rolled her eyes and crossed her arms over her chest, a familiar mask of cool indifference sliding back into place. "What on earth are you focusing on so hard that you didn't even hear me come in? For a guy who owns a nightclub, your situational awareness is terrible."

Leo let out a long, shaky exhale, his heart still hammering. "I was just... I was looking at those cable manufacturing projections you mentioned. And some inventory for tonight. I didn't think you were coming in early."

He looked up at her, his eyes searching hers, looking for any trace of the anger from that morning.

Seeing that the ice from this morning had finally begun to thaw, Leo leaned back and gestured broadly toward his laptop screen. "See? I’m actually working," he said, puffing out his chest with a touch of mock pride. "I’m deep into the world of industrial cables. It’s a very grand, very serious business."

Luna watched his antics, the silliness of it all tugging at the corners of her mouth. She couldn't help it; she let out a wry, helpless smile. It was a soft, genuine expression that transformed her face from a cold statue into something warm and alive.

Leo stopped talking mid-sentence. He was stunned, his breath hitching as he simply stared at her. In the dim light of the office, her face looked like that of an angel, and for a moment, he forgot all about copper costs and supply chains.

Luna noticed his dazed expression immediately. Emboldened by her afternoon at the park, she decided to drop her professional guard and tease him. She leaned in slightly, her eyes dancing with a playful light.

"Am I that beautiful, Leo?" she asked softly.

"Yes," Leo answered instantly, his voice a low, dazed murmur. "You are breathtaking, Luna."

A heartbeat passed before his brain caught up with his mouth. His eyes widened, and a deep, embarrassed flush crept up his neck, turning his face a vivid shade of red. "No! I mean—no, I didn't mean it like that!" he stammered, his hands waving frantically as if he could pull the words back out of the air. "I mean... professionally... you look... efficient?"

Luna suppressed a giggle, deciding to press her advantage. "So, what you're saying is that I'm ugly?" she asked, her voice dripping with mock hurt.

"No! No, you aren't ugly at all!" Leo looked like he was on the verge of tears, trapped in a panic of his own making. "You're the opposite of ugly! I just—I'm a mess, I'm sorry!"

Seeing him so completely flustered, Luna let out a bright, melodic laugh. Her resolve had hardened; she was going to pursue this man, to show him that he was worthy of the very love he claimed he didn't deserve.

"It’s okay, Leo. I’m just joking with you," she said, her voice softening.

Leo slumped back into his chair, letting out a massive sigh of relief. He wiped a bit of nervous sweat from his forehead, his heart still thumping—though this time, it wasn't from fear.

"Okay, let's get back to the capital issue," Luna intercepted, her voice returning to its steady, professional cadence to rescue Leo from his lingering awkwardness.

She pulled up a digital ledger on her tablet. "Currently, we have 25.74 million dollars in liquid cash sitting in the bank. We can deploy this without any strain on our existing operations. Most of it is surplus from the nightclub holdings—which, thanks to our expansion, now totals eight clubs across major cities—and the rental income from our eighty high-value apartments."

She looked at him seriously. "We can easily fund the cable manufacturing start-up. My recommendation is to keep the factory here, on our home ground. The local tariffs will actually work in our favor for domestic distribution. While labor is cheaper in places like China, Vietnam, or India, the geopolitical risks are too high. Between shifting regulations in China and the bureaucratic instability in India, I think our home base is the safest bet for long-term growth."

Leo didn't even look at the numbers. He just looked at her. "I’ll go with whatever you suggest, Luna," he said, his voice quiet but filled with genuine conviction.

He leaned forward, his eyes softening. "Since you came to work for me, everything has changed. When we started, I only had that one struggling bar. Now? Look at all this. You’re the reason I’m standing where I am today. I trust you, Luna. Completely."

Hearing those words—I trust you—hit Luna harder than any physical blow could. For a vampire, trust was a rare currency, more valuable than the millions they were discussing. She felt a sudden, strange flutter in her stomach, and a warm current of emotion surged through her normally cold heart.

She took a breath to steady herself, her gaze lingering on his for a second too long. "Okay then," she replied, her voice slightly softer than intended. "I’ll move forward with the plans as I see fit."

"I've actually been thinking about this for a while," Leo continued, his excitement building as he paced slightly. "Once we’ve established the cable manufacturing and the cash flow is steady, we should build our own corporate headquarters—a high-rise. We can occupy the top floors for our own operations and lease out the rest. It would solidify our presence in the city and create a massive, permanent stream of rental income."

He was so caught up in his vision of the future that he didn't notice the way Luna was looking at him, her thoughts still anchored to the moment he said he trusted her.

"What do you think, Luna? Does a skyscraper sound too ambitious?"

"Huh? Oh... yes," Luna stammered, pulling herself back to the present with effort. Her usual sharp, analytical mind was uncharacteristically hazy. "I think it’s a wonderful idea, Leo. Truly."

A soft, rhythmic knock at the door broke the heavy atmosphere. A young waiter entered, carrying a steaming cup of coffee on a silver tray. "Your coffee, sir," he said politely.

"Ah, yes. Set it right here, thank you," Leo said, clearing a spot on the desk beside his laptop.

The waiter placed the cup down with practiced care and turned to leave. "If you or the madam need anything else, please don't hesitate to call," he said with a respectful bow.

"Thanks, we will," Leo replied with a friendly nod.

Luna merely gave a stiff, silent nod in return. She wasn't thirsty, and she certainly didn't need caffeine. Her mind was already racing with a different kind of energy—the kind that came from the realization that the man she was falling for was far more complex, and far more vital to her existence, than she had ever imagined.

The night progressed as the clock ticked past 11:00 PM. Leo and Luna had finished their discussions for the evening, both heading to their respective homes. The nightclub was a well-oiled machine, and with a top-tier management team in place, neither of them needed to stay behind to babysit the bar.


Chapter 3: Nightmares in London

Across the city, in a dimly lit, luxury hotel suite, the atmosphere was much more heated. Henry was there with a stunning woman he’d met earlier in the evening. The air was thick with tension as they moved together, their kiss growing more frantic with every second.

Clothes were discarded across the floor in a messy trail as they stumbled toward the bed. But the moment the last of the fabric fell away, the woman suddenly pulled back, gasping for air. Her eyes went wide, fixed on Henry with an expression of pure, unadulterated shock.

She had seen plenty in her life, but nothing could have prepared her for the sheer scale of him. It wasn't just the length that left her breathless; it was the impossible thickness. She looked at him as if he were a different species altogether—which, in a way, he was.

"I... I can't," she stammered, her voice trembling as she took a fearful step back. "It wouldn't fit. There's no way."

Panic took over. She scrambled for her clothes, pulling them on with trembling hands before practically running out of the hotel room without looking back.

Henry sat on the edge of the bed, letting out a long, heavy sigh of disappointment. He didn't even try to stop her; he was already used to this. It was one of the hidden burdens of his biology—vampire physiology was superior in every way, from strength to healing, and apparently, even in the parts of life that were supposed to be pleasurable. For a vampire, what was "normal" for their kind was often terrifyingly "too much" for a human.

He shook his head, looking at the closed door. It looked like it was going to be another long, solitary night.

4:00 AM. Inside his darkened bedroom, Leo was drowning. His sheets were soaked with sweat, his breath coming in jagged, desperate hitches as he tossed and turned, trapped in the same recurring nightmare that had haunted him for years.

In the dream, it was a humid Saturday night in London. A younger, happier Leo was walking toward Gwen’s apartment, clutching a small gift. He wanted to surprise her. He felt like the luckiest man alive.

He reached her door and used the spare key she had given him—a symbol of the trust he thought they shared. The hallway was silent, but as he moved closer to the bedroom, the silence was shattered. He heard it first—the rhythmic, wet sound of flesh hitting flesh and a muffled, unmistakable moan.

Leo’s blood turned to ice. His body began to tremble so violently he could barely stand, but he forced himself to the door. The sounds became agonizingly clear.

"Harder... Matthew, please... harder! Ah... ah..."

The name was a knife to his chest. Matthew. His best friend. The man he had trusted almost as much as the woman currently screaming his name.

"Tell me," Matthew’s voice grunted, thick with exertion. "Am I better than that loser boyfriend of yours?"

"Yes... yes!" Gwen gasped, her voice filled with a passion she had never shown Leo. "You’re so much better... you're so good..."

Leo bolted upright in bed, gasping for air as if he had just surfaced from deep water. His heart was a frantic drum against his ribs. He sat there in the dark, trembling, but as his breathing slowed, he felt a familiar, sickening sensation.

He looked down at the bulge in his pajama pants. Despite the horror, despite the betrayal, he was rock hard.

A wave of intense, suffocating shame washed over him. After years of this nightmare, his body had betrayed his mind; the image of Gwen with Matthew had become a dark, twisted trigger. He put his head in his hands, feeling like a monster. This was his secret shame—the reason he told Luna he didn't deserve love. He was terrified of the darkness inside him, and he was terrified that if he ever loved again, the cycle of betrayal and humiliation would simply start all over.

Leo took a long, steadying breath, trying to bury the remnants of his nightmare beneath the cold, hard logic of business. He’d managed to survive the morning on caffeine and sheer willpower, but the exhaustion was starting to pull at the corners of his eyes.

"I’ll have the paperwork finalized and the land acquisition settled by the end of the week," Luna stated, closing her leather-bound folder with a satisfying snap. The other staff members filed out, leaving the two of them in the quiet, sun-drenched office.

Leo leaned back, offering a weary but genuine smile. "Thank you, Luna. If the red tape gets too thick, just let me know. I’m happy to step in."

They drifted into easy conversation, chatting about the city's growth and trivial office matters, the tension from the previous day seemingly gone. But as the afternoon sun began to dip, Luna’s tone shifted. She looked at him, her gaze softer and more expectant than usual.

"Leo... if you're free this evening, would you like to grab a coffee? Somewhere away from the office?"

Leo froze. The ghost of Gwen and Matthew flickered in the back of his mind, a warning chime of the pain that comes with getting too close. He opened his mouth to decline, a professional excuse sitting on the tip of his tongue.

But then he looked at her. He saw the hopeful light in her eyes, the subtle vulnerability she rarely showed anyone else. He swallowed his fear, forcing the darkness back into the corner where it belonged.

"Okay," he said, his voice a bit gravelly. "After we wrap up here... let’s go."

A small, triumphant smile played on Luna's lips—a smile that promised this was only the beginning.


A swinger’s First Step: Volume 2

Seducing the Switch


Chapter 1: The Midnight Prelude

The drive to the café was unusually quiet. Usually, the car was filled with the rhythmic sounds of Leo checking stock prices or Luna delivering the night’s briefing for the club. But today, the silence was different. It was heavy, thick with things unsaid, and expectant.

The warm, late-afternoon sunlight streamed through the windows, illuminating the interior of the car. Leo didn't realize it yet, but the light was a perfect reflection of how Luna had begun to brighten his world—slowly, steadily, and without him even noticing the shadows she was chasing away.

Luna sat in the passenger seat, gazing out the window as the Austin scenery blurred past. The golden rays of the sun caught her pale, marble-white skin, reflecting off her in a way that felt almost supernatural. She looked so perfectly composed, so breathtakingly beautiful, that it felt as if nature itself would be ashamed to even compare its own beauty to hers.

Leo couldn't help himself; he found himself stealing glances at her every few moments, his eyes drawn to her like a moth to a flame.

But as he sneaked another look, Luna turned her head. Their eyes met suddenly, locking together in the cramped space of the car. Her eyes were a deep, midnight black, but as the sun’s rays hit them, they seemed to shift and transform, holding a depth and a brilliance that defied description. It was as if a whole universe was hidden within those irises.

In that instant, Leo’s heart began to hammer against his ribs, faster and faster until he could hear the blood rushing in his ears. He couldn't remember the last time his pulse had been this erratic—this alive.

Luna didn't look away. Instead, a small, knowing smile broke across her face—a smile that was both tender and triumphant.

Caught in her gaze, Leo felt a wave of heat rush to his cheeks. Utterly flustered, he wrenched his eyes back to the road, staring intensely at the pavement ahead as if it were the most interesting thing in the world. He gripped the steering wheel tighter, his mind a chaotic mess of embarrassment and wonder.

"So... were you staring at me just now?" Luna asked, her voice dropping into a playful, teasing lilt.

"I—I... I wasn't!" Leo stammered, his voice cracking slightly in his desperation to save face. "I was just... looking at the view. Outside the window. On your side."

He felt the heat in his face intensify. How could I be so obvious? he scolded himself. It was mortifying to be caught like a teenager with a crush. But a small, stubborn voice in his head defended him: I couldn't help it. She’s just too beautiful.

Luna didn't push the matter. She didn't call him out on his obvious lie. She simply let out a soft hum, that small, secret smile still playing on her lips, and turned her gaze back to the passing city.

Seeing that she was letting him off the hook, Leo took a long, shaky breath. He made a silent, firm vow to himself: That’s it. That was the last time. I am not going to look at her like that again. I have to stay focused.

With his resolve supposedly "hardened," the car fell back into silence. But it wasn't the cold silence of the morning; it was something warmer, like the humming of a wire under tension. Within minutes, they pulled into the parking lot of their destination.

They stepped out of the car and walked toward the café entrance. Leo looked around, a bit surprised to see how quiet the street was. There weren't many people coming or going, giving the place an air of secluded privacy. He wondered if Luna had chosen this spot specifically for that reason, but he didn't ask.

"Let’s go," Luna said, falling into step beside him.

"Hmm," Leo hummed in agreement, his heart still a little fluttery from the drive.

As they both reached for the door handle at the same time, their hands brushed. The contact was brief, but for Leo, it felt like a bolt of electricity had surged through his arm. He recoiled instantly, pulling his hand back as if he’d been burned—though the sensation was the exact opposite.

Her hand... it was so cold, he thought, the feeling lingering on his skin. Cold, but impossibly soft.

Luna didn't say anything about his sudden retreat. She simply reached forward and pulled the door open herself, her expression calm. She didn't want to make the moment any more awkward than it already was, but inwardly, she was acutely aware of how much the small contact had rattled him.

She gestured for him to enter first, the bell above the door chiming softly to announce their arrival.

As Leo stepped into the café, he was struck by the stillness. Only a few patrons were scattered about, their hushed voices barely rising above the low-fi jazz humming in the background. Luna gestured gracefully toward a table by the window, and he followed her lead.

The interior was a masterclass in understated luxury. The lighting was dim and moody, casting long shadows across the floor. When Leo reached for his chair, his fingers brushed against the African blackwood—the surface was smooth, heavy, and surprisingly cold. As he pulled it back, the legs made a sharp, echoing crack against the floor, a sound that felt loud in the quiet room. He took his seat, finding Luna already settled opposite him, her composure as unshakable as ever.

A waiter appeared almost instantly. Dressed in a sharp charcoal vest that matched the café’s sophisticated aesthetic, he approached with a silent, graceful stride. He stood perfectly poised, sensing the heavy, quiet energy vibrating between the two of them.

Leo cleared his throat, trying to find his voice. "I’ll have a double shot espresso, black," he said. He hoped the bitter punch of the caffeine would clear the fog in his brain—a fog that seemed to thicken every time his eyes met Luna’s.

The waiter nodded and turned his gaze to her. "And for the lady?"

Luna didn't even glance at the menu. She kept her eyes locked on Leo, her gaze dark and unreadable in the amber light. "I’ll have a Hibiscus iced tea," she said calmly. "And please, make sure it’s served extra cold."

"Certainly," the waiter replied. "Would you like to try any of our pastries? We have a fresh dark chocolate tart that pairs excellently with espresso."

Leo opened his mouth to decline—his stomach was tied in too many knots to think about eating—but Luna beat him to it.

"We’ll take one," she said, her voice soft but commanding. "Two forks."

"Of course. I’ll have those out for you momentarily."

As the waiter disappeared toward the bar, the silence returned, punctuated only by the distant, rhythmic hiss of the milk steamer. Leo looked at the dark wood of the table, feeling the weight of the moment. Across from him, Luna sat like a beautiful statue, waiting for the conversation to truly begin.

Seeing Luna ask for two forks sent a fresh wave of anxiety through Leo. Does she want me to eat off the same plate as her? he wondered frantically. Should I say yes? If I refuse, will I seem rude or distant?

"So, how do you like the place?" Luna asked, her voice snapping him out of his spiraling thoughts.

"Ah... yes. It’s really nice," Leo replied, though his mind was already busy analyzing the business side of things. He looked around the quiet room, wondering why there were so few customers. The decor is perfect, but maybe the food is mediocre and the prices are too high, he thought, trying to find a logical reason for the emptiness.

Trying to ground himself in something familiar, Leo quickly changed the subject. "Is everything on track for the new manufacturing project?"

Luna nodded. "Yes, the logistics are moving faster than anticipated—" She was interrupted by the silent return of the waiter. He placed the espresso and the vibrant tea on the table with practiced precision. Finally, he set the dark chocolate tart and the two silver forks between them.

"Enjoy yourselves," the waiter said with a slight bow. "If you need anything else, please let me know."

Leo took a cautious sip of the hot espresso. His eyes widened slightly; the flavor was incredible—rich, complex, and perfectly roasted. He couldn't help himself. "I’ve been meaning to ask... why is this place so empty? The coffee is excellent."

Luna raised her head, her dark eyes glimmering with a teasing light. "Do you dislike being alone with me here?"

"No! No, not at all!" Leo blurted out, his face heating up again.

Luna tilted her head, a playful smile touching her lips. "Then do you... like..." She paused for a heartbeat, letting the word hang in the air until Leo’s heart hammered against his ribs. "...this place?"

Leo felt a sharp pang of disappointment. For a split second, he had thought she was asking something much more personal. He quickly masked his expression, though his pulse was still racing.

"It’s not that people don’t want to come here," Luna explained, finally answering his original question. "It’s that you have to be a member to even get through the door. And they don't accept just anyone. I was lucky enough to secure a permanent membership years ago."

"Oh," Leo replied, surprised. A membership-only café was a level of exclusivity he hadn't encountered yet. It felt a little odd, but seeing the way Luna carried herself, it made a strange kind of sense.

The table fell silent again, the only sound the clink of silver against porcelain. After a few moments, Luna picked up one of the forks. She took a small, delicate bite of the dark chocolate tart, her eyes closing briefly as she savored it.

"It’s wonderful," she said, sliding the plate an inch closer to him. "Leo, you really should try some."

Leo hesitated, his eyes darting between the single plate and the two forks. The intimacy of it felt overwhelming. Luna intercepted his hesitation with a knowing look. "Why are you being so shy? We’re both adults, and it’s just a dessert."

His heart hammered a frantic rhythm against his ribs, but he didn't want to seem childish. He picked up the second fork and took a small bite. The chocolate was rich and velvety, melting instantly on his tongue. "It's... it's delicious," he murmured, almost to himself.

"Right? I knew you’d like it," Luna said, her voice dropping into a smoother, more intimate register.

They ate in silence for a moment, the shared plate acting as a bridge between them. Then, without warning, Luna leaned forward, her gaze turning sharp and focused. "So, tell me, Leo... what type of girl do you actually like?"

Leo’s fork froze halfway to the plate. His pulse spiked again, a sudden heat radiating through his chest. He looked up and found Luna staring at him with an intensity that felt like she was trying to read his very soul.

"I... I don't really have many demands," he answered, his voice thick with hesitation. He struggled to find the words, the memory of Gwen’s betrayal clashing with the woman sitting in front of him. "First... I suppose I just have to truly like her. I have to be able to... trust her."

He stopped abruptly, the word 'trust' feeling like a heavy weight in the air.

"And?" Luna pressed, her eyes never leaving his. She clearly wanted the rest of the sentence—the part he was too afraid to say out loud.

"Nothing," Leo replied quickly, looking down at his coffee. "That's it."

Luna caught the flicker of pain in his eyes when he mentioned the word trust. She realized instantly that she had been too hasty, pushing him toward a wall he wasn't ready to climb yet. She didn't want to be another source of pressure in his life, so she gracefully steered the conversation into safer waters.

"When are you planning to visit your parents?" she asked, her voice softening as she moved to a more domestic topic.

Leo let out a silent breath of relief, visibly relaxing as the interrogation ended. He was incredibly grateful she didn't dig any deeper into his stuttered answer. "I’ll head out next Monday," he said. "Since today is Thursday, I’ll have time to get things settled here, stay with them for two days, and be back by Wednesday."

Luna nodded understandingly. "That sounds like a good plan. You don't have to worry about the club or the manufacturing start-up while you’re gone; I’ll handle everything."

"I know you will," Leo said, and this time, the smile he gave her was small but genuine.

Inwardly, however, Luna felt a strange, cold ache in her chest. Two days was a blink of an eye to a vampire who had lived for centuries, but as she looked at him across the dark wood table, she realized she was going to miss him terribly. Every hour he was away would feel like an eternity.

They spent the rest of the time talking about trivial things—the weather, the upcoming city council meetings, and small stories from their week. Slowly, the espresso cup went empty, and the last crumbs of the chocolate tart disappeared. The heavy tension of the earlier conversation had transformed into a comfortable, quiet companionship.

After finishing the dessert, Leo settled the bill, and they stepped out of the quiet sanctuary of the café. The moment they crossed the threshold, a warm gust of Austin wind swept past them, carrying the scent of cedar and sun-baked pavement. Behind them, the shop's bell let out a final, melodic chime as the door clicked shut.

"It feels better out here than inside, doesn't it?" Leo asked, a newfound lightheartedness in his voice. He felt good about the afternoon—so good that the word date flickered in his mind. He caught himself, gently shaking his head to clear the thought. I'll just let nature take its course, he decided, refusing to over-analyze the spark between them.

"Yes, it’s refreshing," Luna agreed, her eyes turning toward the horizon. "But it’s even better at night, high up in the mountains, where the sky opens up and you can truly see the stars and the moon. That is where the real wonder is."

"I suppose you're right," Leo hummed, reaching into his pocket for his keys as they approached the car.

But as they reached the edge of the sidewalk, Luna stopped. "You should go ahead, Leo. My home is in the opposite direction, only a few minutes' walk from here. There's no need for you to drop me off."

A sharp pang of disappointment hit Leo’s chest. He wasn't ready for the afternoon to end. Suddenly, an idea—a desperate, clumsy excuse—flashed in his mind.

"Actually... it’s fine," he said quickly. "I’m not heading home yet. I have an errand to run in that direction anyway, so it doesn't matter. I’ll drop you off."

He knew it was a blatant lie; he had absolutely no reason to go that way. But the thought of her walking alone while he drove away felt wrong.

A small, genuine smile broke across Luna’s lips—one that Leo missed as he turned toward the driver’s side door. She knew exactly what he was doing, and the fact that he was finally taking the initiative made her heart swell with a quiet, joy.

"All right then," she murmured softly. "I’d appreciate the ride."

They climbed back into the car, the click of their seatbelts echoing in the quiet cabin. Leo turned the key, and the engine roared to life with a powerful vroom, a sharp contrast to the soft jazz they had just left behind. He shifted into gear and began the drive toward Luna’s apartment.

Usually, Leo was a man of efficiency, driving with a purpose. But today, his foot was light on the accelerator. He moved at a leisurely pace, purposely catching every yellow light, silently trying to stretch these final minutes into something more.

He stole glances at Luna whenever he could. She stayed focused on the road ahead, chatting easily about mundane things—funny stories from the office, the best places to see the sunset in Austin. Leo contributed where he could, but his mind was mostly focused on the way the passing streetlights danced across her profile.

Eventually, they pulled up in front of a towering, modern high-rise. Its glass exterior reflected the evening sky, looking cold and untouchable. Leo killed the engine, the sudden silence feeling heavy. He turned to her, his eyes betraying a hint of reluctance.

"Well... I guess I'll see you tomorrow," he said, his voice trailing off.

Luna offered him a warm, soft smile. "Tomorrow," she echoed.

She stepped out of the car, and Leo found himself following her out onto the sidewalk. He stood by the driver's side door, his hands in his pockets, a small, irrational hope flickering in his chest that she might invite him up. He knew it was wishful thinking—they weren't there yet—but the longing was hard to ignore.

"Be careful on the road, Leo," Luna said, her eyes searching his. "Don't drive too fast."

Leo nodded, a lump forming in his throat. "I won't. I promise."

With one last lingering look, Luna raised a hand in a small wave. "I’ll see you tomorrow. Bye, Leo."

He watched her walk away, her silhouette framed by the glowing lights of the lobby. He didn't move until she had completely disappeared into the building, leaving the street feeling suddenly empty.

Letting out a long, heavy sigh that seemed to carry all the tension of the day, Leo finally got back into his car. This time, he didn't drive slowly. He turned toward his villa, the engine humming a lonely tune as he headed back to his quiet, empty home.

Across the city, far from the quiet tension of Leo’s car, Henry was facing a different kind of crisis. He stood in front of a small, fragrant flower shop, his brow furrowed as he stared intensely at rows of roses. Pink, white, yellow, deep crimson—he was paralyzed by the sheer variety of colors.

The shop girl, a timid and beautiful young woman, stood behind the counter shifting her weight. She had been watching Henry for quite some time, unsure if he was deep in thought or simply stuck.

"Umm... sir?" she began, her voice barely a whisper.

Before she could finish, Henry let out a sudden, loud shout that made her jump. "Decided! I’ll buy one of every type. Every single color!"

He looked up, catching the girl with her mouth slightly open, a look of pure surprise on her face. Henry blinked, offering her a charming, lopsided grin. "Did you have something you wanted to say to me?"

Startled by his direct gaze, she quickly shook her head, her cheeks flushing pink. "No... no! I didn't have anything to say. I’ll... I'll get those for you right away." She turned quickly, her hands trembling slightly as she began to gather the various roses.

Henry leaned against the counter, watching her work. He was a regular at this shop, mostly because he enjoyed the aesthetic, but he had always noticed her. She was shy—painfully so—but there was a delicate beauty to her that was hard to ignore.

He felt a familiar spark of interest, but he quickly caught himself. He shook his head, a wry, bitter smile touching his lips. It doesn't matter how beautiful she looks, he thought, his mind flashing back to the stinging embarrassment of the hotel incident. At the end of the day, they all run.

Even for someone as confident as Henry, the "runaway girl" from the night before had left a small, nagging bruise on his ego.

Emma finished bundling the massive, colorful bouquet and held it out with both hands. "Here are your flowers, sir," she said, her voice barely audible over the hum of the street.

Henry took the roses, his fingers briefly brushing hers as he handed over the cash. He flashed a quick, distracted smile, gave a polite nod, and walked away toward his car. Emma stood in the doorway, watching his retreating back with a soft, lingering disappointment in her eyes.

The truth was, she had harbored a secret crush on him for a long time. Every time he stepped into the shop, her heart would race, but her paralyzing shyness acted like a wall she couldn't climb. To her, he was a whirlwind of energy and color; to him, she was just the girl who sold him roses.

Emma was the daughter of the shop's owner. She spent most of her free time here, helping her father manage the business and easing the burden on his aging shoulders.

Seeing that no new customers were approaching, she stepped back into the cooler, shaded interior of the shop. Her father was sitting in his usual spot, a worn-out gardening magazine in his lap.

"Dad?" she called out. Her voice was steady and normal now, lacking the nervous tremble it had whenever Henry was around.

the middle-aged man looked up, and a large, warm smile broke across his face at the sight of his precious daughter. "What is it, Emma?"

"There aren't many people coming by anymore today," she said, her voice a little hesitant. "Should I head back?"

He didn't need to think twice. He nodded kindly. "Go on, head back. Otherwise, your mother will get bored sitting at home all by herself. I can handle the rest of the evening."

"Okay then. Bye, Dad."

Emma walked to the back of the shop to the small employee bathroom. After splashing some cool water on her face and tidying her hair, she stepped out the back door and began the quiet walk toward her home, her mind still filled with the image of the man and his many-colored roses.

Henry tossed the massive bundle of roses into the passenger seat and climbed in, a surprisingly content smile on his face. "No clubs today," he muttered to himself, gripping the steering wheel. "I’m going home."

Most people saw Henry as a creature of the night, a man who lived for loud music and expensive drinks. But Henry had a secret life. Tucked away within the walls of his mansion was his true sanctuary: a sprawling, meticulously kept garden. He even had a small, crystal-clear pond where he raised exotic fish, watching them glide through the water for hours to find his peace.

The thought of getting his hands into the soil made him genuinely happy. It was a side of him very few people were allowed to see; Leo knew, of course, but for the rest of the world, Henry kept his "green thumb" hidden behind a mask of party invitations and business deals.

As he pulled out of the parking lot and headed toward his estate, he found himself humming a cheerful, upbeat tune. The frustration from the "hotel incident" began to melt away, replaced by the quiet anticipation of the afternoon sun on his back and the calm of his private garden.


Chapter 2: Echoes of the Thames

Inside his villa, the air was quiet as Leo finished his final preparations. It was Sunday evening, and his flight to London was scheduled for tonight. If everything went according to plan, he would touch down on Monday morning, ready to face the family he had left behind.

As he fastened the last button of his crisp white shirt, he caught his reflection in the mirror. For a moment, he didn't see himself; he saw the way Luna had looked at him in the dim light of the café. He frowned, shaking his head as if to dislodge her image. He didn't understand why she was occupying so much space in his mind. Or rather, he did understand—he just wasn't ready to admit it to himself yet.

After a final spray of cologne, he grabbed his suitcase and headed for the garage.

The drive to the airport was a blur, and soon he was settled into his seat on the plane. As the engines hummed and the aircraft climbed into the night sky, Leo closed his eyes. The exhaustion of the past few weeks finally caught up with him, and he drifted into a deep, dreamless sleep.

Time seemed to suspend itself over the Atlantic. By the time the flight landed in London, the morning sun was pale and cool. Leo navigated the familiar bustle of the airport, feeling like a ghost returning to a former life. He hailed a taxi, and within thirty minutes, the car pulled up to the gates of his family home.

He paid the driver, stepped out of the cab, and stood on the pavement. He looked up at the grand, familiar architecture of the house, taking a deep breath of the damp London air. He was home—but after everything that had happened in Austin, he felt like a completely different man.

Leo hadn't told his parents he was coming. They’re going to be absolutely shocked to see me, he thought, and for the first time in a long while, a childish, smug grin spread across his face. In that moment, he didn't look like a high-powered businessman; he looked like a mischievous teenager about to pull a prank on his mother.

Without a second of hesitation, he stepped up to the grand front door and reached for the bell. But he didn't just press it once. He leaned into it, ringing it rhythmically and incessantly—ding-dong, ding-dong, ding-dong—letting the sound echo loudly through the house.

"Coming! I'm coming!" an exasperated, sharp female voice shouted from inside. "Goodness, why are you pressing the bell so much? Have you no patience?!"

It was his mother. Even through the heavy oak door, Leo could hear the familiar tone of her "angry" voice—the one she used when he or his father were being particularly troublesome.

Leo stood back, tucking his hands into his pockets, his heart light with anticipation. He could hear her footsteps approaching, her hurried pace suggesting she was ready to give the "annoying solicitor" at the door a piece of her mind.

The locks clicked, the handle turned, and the door swung open.

"Oh my god! My baby!" Leo’s mother shrieked with joy, her eyes wide with disbelief. "Why didn't you tell us you were coming? We would have prepared!"

"I wanted it to be a surprise, Mom," Leo said, laughing as he stepped forward. He wrapped his arms around her in a deep, genuine hug, feeling the familiar warmth of home. He leaned back slightly, still smiling. "Where’s Dad?"

"Your father is in his own world, listening to his music," she replied, patting Leo’s cheek before pulling him into the hallway. "Come in, come in quickly!" She slammed the door shut with a loud bang, effectively locking the rest of the world out.

As they walked into the living room, Leo saw his father sprawled out on the sofa, eyes closed and earplugs firmly in place, completely oblivious to the chaos.

"Leo’s father! Why are you still lying there like a log?" his mother shouted, marching over to the sofa. "Your son is home! Wake up! Get to the market and buy some beef!" She began shaking him vigorously.

Startled, Leo’s dad sat up, fumbling with his earplugs. "What? What happened? Why are you shouting—" The words died in his throat as his eyes landed on Leo. "Son! When did you get here? Why didn't you call?"

Leo gave him a warm, tired smile. "Just wanted to surprise you both."

"Go to the market, now!" his mother urged, shooing his father toward the door. "I’m going to cook every single one of my son’s favorite dishes today."

"Yes, yes, dear... I'm going immediately," his father said, standing up and giving Leo a helpless, knowing look. "Son, your mother won't let me have a moment of peace if I don't get that beef. I’ll be back soon so we can actually talk."

Leo just nodded, a soft chuckle escaping him. He knew exactly how his mother was—once she started a mission to feed him, there was no stopping her.

After a final, affectionate pat on Leo’s shoulder, his father grabbed his wallet and hurried out to the market.

"Baby, go and freshen up in your room," his mother called out from the kitchen, already the sound of pots and pans clattering as she began her preparations.

"Okay, Mom," he replied, heading down the hallway.

Stepping into his old bedroom was like stepping back in time. Leo looked around at the familiar pictures on the walls and the dusty mementos of his past. He stood there for a long moment, marveling at how much his life had shifted. Sometimes, he still couldn't believe that the boy who grew up in these four walls had become the successful man he was today. Fate had been a strange, fickle thing to him.

Shaking off the heavy thoughts, he walked into the bathroom. He splashed cold water onto his face, the chill snapping him back to the present and washing away the grime of the long-haul flight. He felt human again.

He returned to the bedroom and sat on the edge of the mattress, intending to just rest his eyes for a second. But the familiar scent of home and the plushness of his old bed were too much for his exhausted body to resist. He hadn't slept well on the flight, and within minutes, his breathing slowed, his eyes drifted shut, and he fell into a deep, much-needed sleep.

The world of sleep didn't just take Leo; it consumed him, pulling him into a dream so vivid it felt more real than the flight he had just stepped off.

He was standing at the altar of a grand, ancient cathedral. Sunlight poured through massive stained-glass windows, dapping the stone floor in shades of ruby and sapphire. The air was thick with the scent of incense and hundreds of white lilies. He felt the weight of a tailored tuxedo on his shoulders, but his focus was entirely on the figure standing before him.

Luna was a vision in silk and lace. Her gown was a cascading waterfall of white, contrasting sharply with the dark, flowing mahogany of her hair. A sheer veil obscured her features, yet it couldn't hide the magnetic pull of her presence.

As they stood hand-in-hand, Leo felt a strange, humming energy passing between them—a warmth he had never felt in the waking world. The priest’s voice was a rhythmic drone in the background, reciting the ancient vows of "until death do us part." Leo found himself speaking the words with a conviction that shook his soul. He wasn't just saying them; he meant them with every fiber of his being.

"You may seal this union," the priest intoned.

Leo reached out, his fingers trembling slightly as he lifted the veil. As the fabric fell back, he was met with those unmistakable midnight-black eyes. They weren't cold or mysterious now; they were filled with a deep, tenderness that seemed to promise him the world.

She leaned in, her breath cool against his skin, her lips just a heartbeat away from his. The world around them seemed to fade into a golden blur. But just as the tip of his nose brushed hers, just as he was about to taste the reality of her—the dream shattered.

Leo bolted upright, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. He pressed his right hand firmly against his chest, feeling the frantic, rhythmic thrumming under his palm.

"What is happening to me?" he murmured into the quiet room, his voice raspy from sleep.

He sat there in the silence of his childhood home, stunned. It had been years since he had woken up from anything other than a nightmare. Usually, he woke up gasping from memories of closed doors and cold betrayals; to wake up from a dream of love felt even more disorienting.

Did I really fall for her? The question echoed in his mind, louder than his heartbeat.

He stared at his hands, trembling slightly. The thought of proposing to her—of a future where those black eyes were the first thing he saw every morning—filled him with a terrifying mix of hope and anxiety. What should I do? Is it too soon? Does she feel the same? His mind began to spiral, caught between the practical man he was and the romantic he was becoming.

A gentle knock on the door shattered the lingering images of the cathedral. "Leo?" his mother’s voice called softly from the other side.

"Yes, Mom, come in," Leo answered quickly, running a hand through his hair as he tried to shake off the remnants of the dream.

The door pushed open, and his mother stepped in, peeking around the frame. "I made a fresh cake yesterday evening—would you like a slice?"

"Sure, Mom. That sounds great."

As she stepped fully into the room, she stopped, noticing his ruffled hair and the slight daze in his eyes. "Oh, did I wake you, Leo? I’m sorry, I didn't realize you were sleeping so deeply."

"No, Mom, you didn't," Leo said, offering her a genuine, warm smile. "I was already awake."

His mother paused, searching his face. A mother always knows the difference between a polite smile and a happy one, and seeing the genuine warmth in his eyes made her own face light up. She could tell that something—or someone—was bringing a new kind of light into her son’s life.

"Well," she said, her voice brimming with motherly affection. "Shall I bring the cake here to the bedroom for you?"

Leo laughed softly, standing up from the bed. "No, Mom, I’ll be out in a moment. Did Dad get back from the market?"

His mother rolled her eyes, her tone turning playfully annoyed. "Yes, your father is back. And he’s already lying down again! He has become so lazy lately; I think the walk to the market was his exercise for the month."

Leo chuckled. "I’ll come help him out."

"Okay, then. I’ll be in the kitchen," she said, waving a hand as she turned to leave.

Leo watched her go, a sense of profound peace washing over him.

After a few more minutes to fully wake up, Leo headed downstairs. As he reached the bottom of the steps, he caught a classic scene in the kitchen: his father’s hand was inching toward a pre-cut slice of cake on the counter, only to be stopped by a sharp, playful slap from his mother.

"That piece is for my son!" she scolded, pointing him away. "If you want some, you can go to the fridge and cut your own."

Leo’s dad pulled his hand back, murmuring under his breath with a dramatic pout, "As soon as your son shows up, you forget you even have a husband." He sighed heavily—mostly for show—and shuffled toward the fridge to find the rest of the cake.

Leo couldn't help but let out a genuine laugh at the sight.

His mother looked up, her face brightening the moment she saw him. "Leo! Perfect timing. Here is your cake, dear. Sit down and eat while it’s fresh. I have to get back to the stove, or the beef will burn!" With a quick pat on his arm, she scurried back into the kitchen, the air filling with the delicious, savory scent of browning meat.

"Thanks, Mom," Leo replied.

He pulled out a chair and looked at the slice. It was a rich, homemade chocolate cake. He took a small bite with his spoon; it was perfectly chilled, moist, and melted on his tongue. It was the kind of taste that only a mother’s kitchen could produce.

A moment later, his father returned from the fridge, triumphantly holding his own plate of cake. He pulled up a chair next to Leo, the two of them sitting together in the quiet companionship of father and son.

"So, tell me... how is life treating you in Austin, Leo?" his father asked, taking a slow bite of his own cake. "Is everything going well with the business?"

"Yes, Dad," Leo said, a soft smile spreading across his face. As he spoke, an image of Luna’s teasing smile in the café flashed through his mind. "I’m really glad I made the move. It was the right choice."

His father watched him closely, noticing the newfound light in his son's eyes. "Good. I’m glad to hear it. After all, in this life, our ultimate goal should be happiness. If you’ve found it there, then I am at peace."

"Hmm," Leo hummed in agreement, savoring the rich chocolate. It had been far too long since he’d tasted his mother’s baking, and the familiar flavor seemed to ground him.

He looked around the kitchen, then back at his father. "Dad... why don't you and Mom move to Austin? I have plenty of space. I could take care of you both, and you wouldn't have to worry about anything."

His father looked touched by the offer, his expression softening with pride. "I’m truly happy you asked me that, son. It means a lot. But... I don't want to disturb the life you're building there. Besides, my roots are deep in this soil. I grew up here; I know every street and every neighbor. I don't think I could leave it all behind now."

Leo felt a small pang of disappointment, but he understood. His father belonged here just as much as Leo now felt he belonged in Austin.

"I understand," Leo said gently. "I won't force you.

As they continued to devour the cake, a sharp ping echoed from Leo’s phone.

He pulled it from his pocket, and his heart gave a small, involuntary leap when he saw the name on the screen: Luna. She was asking if he had reached London safely. Without even realizing it, a soft, genuine smile broke across his face—the kind of smile that reached his eyes and stayed there.

Yes, I arrived safely. Just got to my parents' house, he typed back. What are you doing now?

From across the table, Leo’s father watched him. He didn't need to see the screen to know what was happening; he had been young once, too. He could see the way Leo’s thumb hovered over the glass and the specific way his expression softened. A wave of relief washed over the older man. He had never pushed Leo to talk about the heartbreak of his past, but he had seen the shadows it left behind. Now, seeing his son move on, he finally felt like the weight on Leo's shoulders was lifting.

A few seconds later, the three dots danced on the screen. I just woke up, Luna replied.

Leo began to type: I miss you. He stared at the words for a long moment, his thumb trembling over the 'send' button. At the last second, his practical side took over. Too fast, he thought. Don't rush this. He deleted the words, his heart still racing.

What are you doing? Luna asked.

Eating a chocolate cake that my mother baked, Leo replied instead.

That sounds lovely, Luna messaged back. I’ll let you enjoy your family time. I have to make breakfast and get started on a few things. I’ll talk to you later.

Okay, bye. I'll call you later, Leo sent.

He tucked the phone away and looked back at his father. His dad was busily focused on the last crumbs of his cake, acting as though he hadn't noticed a thing. Leo felt a surge of gratitude for his father's silent support. In this house, he didn't have to explain himself; he just had to be happy.

The heavy, sweet scent of the chocolate cake was soon replaced by the deep, savory aroma of slow-cooked beef, garlic, and herbs. It was a scent that seemed to permeate the very walls of the house, pulling Leo back to a thousand childhood Sundays.

He closed his eyes for a second, inhaling deeply. "You know, Dad," Leo said, his voice thick with nostalgia, "I’ve eaten at some of the most luxurious restaurants in the world—places where a single plate costs more than a week’s wages—but none of them can capture this. Nothing tastes quite like Mom’s beef."

His father leaned back, a proud and knowing look in his eyes. "You’re right about that, Leo. Your mother has a special touch; it’s the one thing in this world that can’t be bought or replicated."

Just then, his mother marched into the room, her face flushed from the heat of the stove but wearing a triumphant smile. She placed a large, steaming ceramic pot in the center of the table. The beef was tender, falling apart in a rich, dark gravy, surrounded by perfectly roasted potatoes and carrots.

"Enough talking about it," she declared, handing Leo a large serving spoon. "Eat while it’s hot. I didn’t spend all morning over a hot stove for you two to let it get cold."

The three of them sat together, the clinking of silverware against porcelain the only sound for the first few minutes as they dived into the meal. As Leo took his first bite, the familiar, melt-in-your-mouth texture brought a sense of peace he hadn't felt in months. In this quiet London dining room, surrounded by the two people who loved him most, the stresses of the Austin business world and the mysteries of Luna felt miles away. For now, he was exactly where he needed to be.

By the time the last of the gravy had been mopped up and the plates cleared, the pale London sun had begun its slow descent, casting long, amber shadows across the living room. Feeling a pleasant heaviness from the meal, Leo decided he needed the cool evening air to clear his head. He pulled on a light jacket and stepped out, leaving the warm chatter of his parents behind.

As he walked, his feet seemed to find their own way, navigating the cracked pavement and winding side streets of his youth with instinctive ease. He eventually reached the local park—the heart of his childhood. The air here was damp and smelled of freshly cut grass and the coming rain, a sharp contrast to the dry, cedar-scented heat of Austin.

He passed the old iron swings, their chains creaking rhythmically in the breeze, and the sprawling oak tree where he had once carved his initials. Every corner of the park was a memory: the spot where he’d fallen off his bike, the bench where he’d studied for his first business exams, and the paths he’d walked when he felt the world was against him.

Seeing children playing on the same grass he once did, Leo felt a strange sense of detachment. He was the same person, yet he was worlds away from that boy. His life in Austin—the high-rise offices, the luxury cars, and the enigmatic woman who haunted his dreams—felt like a movie playing in another room. Standing there in the fading light, he realized that while this park was where he had started, it was no longer where he belonged. He was a visitor in his own past, carrying the heart of a man who had finally found a reason to look toward the future.

After sitting in the park for a while, Leo felt a sudden, sharp pull toward one more place from his past. He hailed a taxi and gave the driver the address of a small, tucked-away cafe. This was the place where he had spent countless hours—some of his happiest memories were stored within its walls, but also some of his darkest.

As he pushed open the heavy wooden door, the familiar chime of the bell rang out, but the warmth he expected was missing. He scanned the room, searching for a familiar face, but the staff was young and new. The one person he hoped to see was nowhere to be found.

Leo walked up to the counter and caught the attention of the current manager. "Excuse me," Leo said politely. "Can you tell me where Mr. Tom has gone?"

The manager looked up, surprised. "You know Old Tom?"

"Yes," Leo nodded. "I used to be a regular here, but I moved to the States. I haven't been here in a long time."

A small smile touched the manager’s lips. "Ah, then you’ve been away for quite a while. Old Tom retired a couple of years ago. His age was catching up with him, but he’s doing well. He’s living a quiet, happy life now."

"I'm glad to hear that," Leo replied, a sense of relief washing over him.

As he turned to leave, his mind drifted back to the night he had sat at the corner table, his heart shattered and his spirit broken by Gwen’s betrayal. Tom had set a cup of coffee down in front of him, not saying a word at first. Then, in his gravelly, kind voice, he had spoken the words that changed everything:

"It’s okay to feel sad, son. It’s okay to cry for what you’ve lost. But it is not okay to hurt yourself for someone who doesn’t value you. I know it’s not my place to say—I haven't walked in your shoes—but I’ve watched you grow up from a boy to a man. Forgive me for overstepping, but you have to let the darkness out before it swallows you."

At the time, Leo hadn't been able to find the words to answer. He had just sat there, staring into his black coffee. But today, standing in the middle of the same cafe, he realized those words had been his lifeline. They were the reason he had found the strength to move to Austin and the reason he was now able to look at a woman like Luna without fear.

Leo walked aimlessly through the cooling London evening, his mind still echoing with Old Tom’s advice. But the universe had one last ghost for him to face. There, coming toward him on the sidewalk, was a face he had once thought he would never forget: Gwen.

She wasn't alone. In her arms, she cradled a small baby, and walking beside her was a tall, sturdy man who kept a protective hand on her shoulder.

When Gwen’s eyes met Leo’s, she froze for a split second, a flicker of discomfort crossing her features. But she didn't turn away. Instead, she adjusted the baby in her arms and stepped toward him. "Hi, Leo," she said softly. "How... how are you?"

"I’m fine," Leo replied. His voice was steady, though a lingering awkwardness hung in the air. "And you?"

"I'm good," she answered, glancing down at the sleeping child.

The man beside her stepped forward, offering a polite but curious look. "You must be Leo. Gwen’s mentioned you before. I'm Sam Tyson." He reached out, and Leo took his hand. The handshake was brief and firm.

"We should probably get going," Sam said, gesturing toward a parked car. "The little one needs his nap. Otherwise, I’d love to stay and hear some of Gwen’s old stories."

Leo gave a stiff, polite nod. "Of course. Take care."

As they walked away, Leo stood still on the sidewalk, watching them disappear into the crowd. He waited for the familiar sting of betrayal, the burning of jealousy, or the hollow ache of "what if" to hit him. But as the seconds passed, nothing came. There was no pain, no anger—just a quiet, empty space where a storm used to be.

A wave of genuine relief and happiness washed over him. For years, he had feared this encounter, thinking it would break him all over again. Instead, he felt lighter than air. He had truly, finally, let her go. Gwen was a closed chapter in a book he had finished reading, and for the first time, he was ready to write a new one with a woman whose eyes were as dark as the night.


Chapter 3: The Velocity of Grace

Leo felt as though he were walking on air. The weight he had carried since leaving London years ago had vanished, leaving him with a sudden, sharp craving to hear Luna’s voice. He didn't want to wait until he was back at the house; he needed to bridge the distance between them right now.

He pulled out his phone and dialed her number. After a few agonizing seconds of ringing, the line clicked open.

"Hi, Luna!" Leo said, his voice brimming with a brightness he couldn't hide.

"Hi, Leo," Luna replied, her tone curious. "Did something good happen? You sound... incredibly happy."

Leo laughed softly, leaning against a lamppost as the London traffic hummed around him. "Yes, something very good happened. But I’m not going to tell you over the phone. I’ll tell you when I get back to Austin."

"Oh? Since when did you become so mysterious?" Luna teased.

"Take a guess," Leo challenged, a playful spark in his eyes.

There was a brief silence on the other end, and when Luna spoke again, her voice had dropped into a soft, velvety register that made Leo’s skin tingle. "I won't guess. I’ll just wait for you to come home and tell me yourself."

Hearing that softness in her voice made Leo’s heart race like a drum again. "I’ll be back soon," he promised. "Very soon. Have you eaten yet?"

"I have," she answered. "And now I’m back at my desk, working on the project."

"Then I won’t disturb your work any longer," Leo said, reluctant to hang up but wanting to respect her time. "I'll see you in a few days."

"See you soon, Leo. Bye."

They both hung up. In the quiet of her Austin office, Luna stared at her phone for a long moment, a small, smile on her lips. "Who said you were disturbing me?" she whispered to the empty room.

In London, Leo let out a joyous breath and signaled for a taxi. As he climbed into the back seat, he didn't feel like a man visiting his past anymore. He felt like a man rushing toward his future.

The remaining days in London passed in a blur of nostalgia and family meals, but Leo’s mind was already five thousand miles away. Every time he looked at the grey London sky, he pictured the dark, starlit nights of Austin—and the woman who made them come alive.

He had made his decision. He was tired of playing it safe, tired of the "what-ifs." He was going to face his feelings head-on. He was going to propose to Luna.

The thought sent a jolt of nervous electricity through his veins. He spent his final hours in London with a restless, excited energy, barely able to sit still during his final dinner with his parents. He wanted to see her. He needed to see her.

When his flight finally took off, the hours over the ocean felt like an eternity. He didn't sleep this time; he spent the journey rehearsing what he would say, imagining the look in those midnight-black eyes when he finally bared his soul.

As the wheels finally touched down on the Austin tarmac, a sense of belonging washed over him. He moved through the airport with a sense of purpose, his heart beating with a steady, rhythmic demand: Go to her. He didn't care about the jet lag or the exhaustion. The only thing that mattered was finding Luna and telling her that she was the reason he had finally let go of his past—and the only reason he wanted a future.

He walked toward his parked car, the Texas heat a sharp contrast to the damp London air he’d left behind. He immediately dialed Luna’s number, but after a few seconds of ringing, it went to voicemail. He knew her schedule was relentless, so instead of waiting, he decided to head straight to the office.

He pulled out of the airport lot without a second's delay, the engine humming as he navigated the Austin traffic with a singular focus. Within no time, the glass-and-steel silhouette of his headquarters came into view. He parked hurriedly, took the elevator to the executive floor, and stepped into the office, his heart racing with the realization that he was no longer running away from his past—he was finally running toward his future.
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Chapter 1: The Architecture of Silence

Leo stepped out of the airport, the searing Texas heat hitting him like a physical wall—a sharp, aggressive contrast to the damp, gray London air he had left behind. He immediately dialed Luna’s number, but the line rang into the hollow silence of her voicemail. Knowing her schedule was relentless, he refused to sit around and wait. He had to see her now.

He pulled out of the airport lot without a second’s delay, his engine humming as he carved through the Austin traffic with a singular, obsessive focus. Within no time, the glass-and-steel silhouette of the headquarters loomed ahead. He parked hurriedly, sprinted to the elevator, and burst onto the executive floor.

"Is Luna here?" he asked, his voice thick with exertion. The staff member looked up, visibly startled by the sight of their usually composed CEO gasping for air.

"No, sir," the employee stammered. "Ms. Luna left just a few minutes ago."

"Thank you!" Leo shouted over his shoulder as he pivoted back toward the elevators. The staff member could only whisper a confused "You’re welcome," watching in shock as their boss disappeared.

In a fit of frantic impatience, Leo hammered the elevator button, but the doors wouldn't budge fast enough for the fire burning in his chest. Abandoning the wait, he lunged for the stairs. Even though the office sat high above the city, the height didn't discourage him. He flew down the flights, his lungs burning and legs aching, barely understanding why he was behaving with such desperation. He just knew he couldn't stop.

He practically burst out of the stairwell and sprinted across the pavement toward the parking area. He nearly collided with a passerby, who yelled out in anger, "What's the hurry? Can't you go slowly?!"

Leo didn't answer. He threw himself into his car and tore through the streets toward her apartment.

Within minutes, Leo was standing in the quiet hallway of her apartment complex. He stood before the sleek, modern door, his chest still heaving from the frantic sprint and the adrenaline-fueled drive. His expensive suit was disheveled, and a few stray hairs, damp with sweat, fell across his forehead.

The silence of the hallway offered a deafening contrast to the roar of blood in his ears. Suddenly, the "singular focus" that had propelled him from the airport to the office began to flicker. Doubt, cold and sharp, started to creep in.

What am I doing? he thought, his hand hovering inches from the wood.

He looked down at his trembling fingers. He had just plummeted down twenty flights of stairs because he couldn't wait for an elevator. He had driven like a madman across Austin. To anyone else, he would look like he had lost his mind. He worried that if she opened the door and saw him like this—wild-eyed and out of breath—she would think he had finally snapped under the pressure of his world.

But then, he remembered the dream in London. He remembered the liberating indifference he felt when he saw Gwen, and the way the world had shifted from grayscale to technicolor the moment he heard Luna’s voice on the phone.

He didn't need to be the "perfect" Leo for her anymore. He just needed to be the "real" Leo.

Taking one last, shuddering breath to steady his lungs, he closed his eyes, summoned every bit of courage he had gained over the last few days, and knocked.

Every second he spent waiting felt like a full day, the silence stretching until it was almost unbearable. His palms grew slick with sweat, his nervousness reaching a fever pitch as he stood exposed in the quiet hallway.

The sound of the knock seemed to echo through the entire floor, final and irrevocable. For a few agonizing seconds, there was nothing but the sound of his own pulse thumping in his ears. Then, he heard the faint click of a lock.

The door swung inward, and there she was. Luna wasn't in her sharp office suit anymore; she had changed into a soft, oversized silk robe, her dark hair cascading loosely over her shoulders. She looked more human, more accessible, and yet more breathtaking than he had ever seen her.

She froze, her hand still on the door handle. Her midnight-black eyes swept over him—taking in his disheveled suit, the sweat on his brow, and the sheer, raw intensity in his gaze.

"Leo?" she whispered, her voice a mix of shock and a sudden, sharp concern. "What happened? You look like you’ve been through a war."

Hearing Luna’s concern-filled question, Leo opened his mouth to speak, but the words died in his throat. Seeing him struggle, Luna reached out and took his hand. Her touch was warm and steady.

"Leo, come inside first," she urged, her voice soft but insistent. She guided him into the apartment, and as her fingers interlaced with his, Leo’s brain seemed to short-circuit. His mind went entirely blank, his thoughts scattered by the simple intimacy of her touch. He followed her lead like a man in a trance until he found himself sitting on her sofa.

Luna knelt slightly and leaned toward him, her eyes searching his. "Leo, tell me what happened," she pleaded. "It’s okay. Whatever it is, we can work it out." When he remained silent, staring at nothing, a rare flicker of fear crossed her face. Her voice trembled as she whispered, "Leo, say something. Don't scare me like this."

The sight of her—the powerful, composed Luna actually trembling because of him—snapped Leo out of his daze.

"It’s... it's nothing like that," he stumbled, his voice regaining its strength. "I don’t have a problem. I’m fine." He wiped a hand across his face, trying to center himself. He looked directly into her midnight eyes and spoke softly, the intensity of his trip to London finally finding its voice. "I just wanted to talk to you about something... something that is more important to me than anything else."

The tension in the room shifted instantly. Hearing that he wasn't in danger allowed the air to rush back into Luna’s lungs. Realizing she was still hovering anxiously on her knees, she felt a wave of self-consciousness. With slightly awkward movements, she stood up and sat beside him on the sofa, tucking a lock of hair behind her ear.

"What is it, Leo?" she asked, her voice dropping to a soft, expectant whisper.

"I have a story. Do you want to hear it?" he asked. He didn't look away; instead, he caught her gaze, his eyes shimmering with a soft, lingering love that made Luna’s heart skip. Subconsciously, she looked away, overwhelmed by the intensity of his stare.

"Okay," she murmured. "Tell me."

Leo began to speak, his voice steady as he revisited the shadows of his past. "It started when I was at university. I had a girlfriend back then. One day, I wanted to surprise her, so I went to her apartment without calling first. I walked in and found her... she was cheating on me with my best friend."

He glanced at Luna and saw her expression harden, her features Tightening with a sudden, sharp anger on his behalf. A small, secret spark of happiness flickered in his chest seeing her defend him in her heart, but he kept going.

"I was broken. I ended it immediately, but the betrayal stayed with me. Eventually, I saw a report on the news about Bitcoin and remembered I had bought some years prior. That wealth gave me the chance to leave the nightmares behind. I moved to Austin and opened the bar, trying to bury the past in work."

He paused, his voice softening even further. "Then, a close friend introduced a girl to me for a project." He saw the flicker of doubt in Luna’s eyes as she realized he was talking about their beginning.

"At first, my life was the same—haunted by those old nightmares. I felt insecure, convinced that despite the success and the money, I didn't truly deserve to be happy. But then there was her. She was the one who confronted me when I told myself I didn't deserve love. She was the one who got angry for my sake. Without me even realizing it, she grew into my life like the morning sun rising over a dark horizon."

The heavy silence that had haunted the room was finally replaced by the rhythmic sound of their shared breathing. Leo took one last, steadying breath, feeling the crushing weight of years of trauma finally lifting from his shoulders.

"While staying at my parents' house in London," Leo began, his voice low but anchored with newfound certainty, "the nightmares didn't come for the first time in a long time. Instead, I had a dream. I saw myself getting married, and I woke up with a sense of happiness I didn’t think I was allowed to feel anymore.

"Later, while walking through my old life, I ran into my ex-girlfriend. I braced myself for the impact, expecting the old pain to ruin me all over again. But when I looked at her, I felt... nothing. She was just a stranger. In that moment of peace, I realized that the girl in my dream wasn't just a fantasy. I knew then that what I felt for her wasn't just attraction—it was love. And the moment that realization hit me, her face emerged in my mind like an illuminating sun."

He finished speaking and turned to look at Luna. She was a mask of panic, her breath coming in shallow, ragged gasps. The "Ice Queen" had completely vanished, replaced by a woman whose heart was visibly racing beneath her silk robe.

Leo reached out, his eyes locking onto hers with an intensity that demanded her total presence. "It was you, Luna," he said softly, the words finally free. "I love you. Will you be my girlfriend?"

The panic on Luna’s face shattered instantly, overtaken by an overwhelming rush of joy. Her eyes shimmered with unshed tears as she nodded frantically, her entire body shaking with a mix of relief and pure, electric excitement.

"I will! I will, Leo!" she cried, her voice cracking under the weight of the moment. "I love you too. I’ve wanted to hear you say that so desperately."

She threw herself into his arms with a force that nearly knocked the air out of him. She clung to him with a fierce, possessive strength. Leo wrapped his arms around her, pulling her into his chest and holding her tight. The ghosts of London were gone at last; there was only this room, this woman, and the light she had brought into his life.

The calm that had settled over them suddenly felt like the quiet before a storm. Leo’s heart, which had just found its steady rhythm, began to race again—not with the frantic heat of the stairs, but with a cold, sharpening curiosity.

They eventually separated, though their eyes remained locked in a reluctant gaze, as if breaking the physical connection might make the moment vanish. Luna leaned back, resting her head on Leo’s shoulder. For a long time, they just sat there. It was a peaceful, golden silence—the kind of silence Leo had dreamed of during his long nights in London.


Chapter 2: Gateway to the Soul

But then, the air in the room shifted. Luna sat up straight, her expression turning grave. She took his hand, her fingers feeling strangely cool against his skin.

"Leo," she called gently.

"What is it?" he asked, sensing the weight behind her tone.

"I have something to confess... something I’ve been hiding from you," she said, her voice dropping to a whisper.

Leo felt a prickle of apprehension. "Is it serious?"

"Yes," she replied, looking down at their joined hands. Her voice was steady but laced with a heartbreaking resignation. "It is so serious that you might want to break up with me, even though we just started."

Leo’s grip on her hand tightened. He had just found his peace; he wasn't ready to lose it. "Do you have to tell me this?" he pleaded, his voice thick with the fear of another betrayal.

"Yes," she whispered. "I don’t want you to experience that feeling of being lied to again. Before we go any deeper, I have to be honest." She took a jagged breath and looked him directly in the eyes, her gaze trembling with fear. "Leo... I am a vampire."

She braced herself, her shoulders tensed as if waiting for him to recoil in horror or laugh in her face. The silence that followed was no longer peaceful; it was heavy with the secret that had just been unleashed.

The tension in the room, which had been heavy enough to crush them moments ago, suddenly took a sharp, surreal turn. Leo’s face was a map of total bewilderment, his eyes wide as he tried to process the impossible words she had just spoken.

"Wait... wait... wait," Leo stammered, holding up his free hand as if to physically stop the air from moving. "So, you’re telling me that you’re a vampire? That is the secret?" He looked at her with an unbelievable, stunned expression. "So... what happens now? You’re going to eat me, right? You aren't joking? This isn't some weird Austin prank?"

"No! No, Leo!" Luna interjected, her hands waving desperately as she tried to bridge the gap between his fear and her reality. "We don't 'eat' humans! It’s not like the movies. I’m telling you the truth, it's real."

Leo fell silent for a beat, his brain whirring at a thousand miles per hour. Instead of pulling away in horror or running for the door, he leaned in slightly. His expression shifted from shock to something entirely different—something almost like curiosity, or even hope.

"So..." Leo started, his voice dropping into a somewhat expectant tone. "Does that mean... you’re going to turn me into a vampire, too?"

Luna froze. Of all the reactions she had prepared for—screaming, fainting, or immediate rejection—this was the only one she hadn't anticipated. She stared at him, her mouth slightly agape, her bewildered voice barely a whisper.

"Yes," she breathed, completely caught off guard. "I... I could. But Leo, do you even understand what you’re asking?"

Leo’s eyes lit up with a boyish spark that Luna had never seen before. The gravity of the situation seemed to bounce right off him as his mind raced through every movie he’d ever seen.

"So does that mean I can fly through the sky?" he asked, his voice rising with genuine excitement. "And I’ll be immortal? Can you really kill a vampire with silver, or is that just a myth?"

Luna stared at him, her expression shifting from terror to utter confusion. This was not the reaction she had been braced for.

"No, Leo, you can’t fly," she said, her brow furrowing with a doubtful expression. "And technically, we live much longer than humans, but we aren't truly immortal. We can die just like anyone else, it’s just... harder. A normal accident won't kill us; we’d recover in a few hours. But if the injury is severe—if the heart or the brain is destroyed—we die. Just like that."

She watched him closely, waiting for the horror to finally kick in. She had heard stories from the elders in her family about how humans would scream or flee in terror when the truth was revealed. But Leo didn't look like he wanted to run.

"So... we’re not really that different from humans, then?" Leo said, his shoulders slumping slightly in disappointment.

"Wait!" Luna interrupted, her voice high with disbelief. "Why aren't you afraid? I mean, any normal human would be freaking out right now. But you... you’re behaving like I just told you I have a weird hobby. Leo, I'm a predator. Why aren't you scared of me?"

Leo looked at her, his expression genuinely puzzled. "Why should I be afraid of you?" he asked, his voice tilting with doubt. "You said vampires don’t eat people. And even if you do need blood... well, I’m right here. I’d give it to you. You aren't going to harm me, Luna. So what is there to fear?"

Luna stared at him, desperate for him to understand the gravity of her nature. "But I could be lying, Leo!" she challenged, leaning in. "I could be telling you all of this just to lower your guard, and then I could hurt you."

Leo didn't flinch. He remained perfectly still, his gaze calm and unwavering. "Are you lying to me right now?" he asked quietly. "Are you planning to harm me?"

"No!" Luna gasped, her defense crumbling instantly. "No, I didn't lie. I would never harm you... I can't even imagine what I’d do if anything ever happened to you." Her voice trailed off, softening into a whisper filled with raw devotion.

Leo smiled then—a small, triumphant, and incredibly tender smile. He reached out and cupped her cheek, his thumb brushing against her skin.

"See? You just said it yourself. You wouldn't hurt me, so there's no reason to be afraid," he said. Then, his expression turned serious, filled with the weight of his resolve. "And if I’m wrong? If you really did harm me? Then I’d just think I chose the wrong person and gladly accept it. Because at the end of the day, Luna, I love you. And I trust my heart more than I fear your teeth."

Hearing Leo confess his love so fearlessly, the last of Luna’s defenses melted away. A radiant smile broke across her face—one that reached her midnight eyes—and she squeezed his hand tightly. "I understand," she whispered. "I truly do."

But Leo’s mind was already racing toward their future. "So, how does it happen?" he asked, leaning in with intense curiosity. "How do I actually become a vampire? Do you have to drink all my blood? Is there some kind of ancient ritual we have to perform?"

At his questions, the composed, powerful Luna vanished. A deep, crimson flush crept up her neck and flooded her cheeks. She looked down at their joined hands, her voice dropping to a shy, barely audible murmur.

"Yes... I have to drink your blood," she began, her heart fluttering. "But... the true transformation happens through a deeper bond. Our laws state that the change occurs when we share physical intimacy for the first time. If... if you are the one to take my virginity, the soul-bond is sealed, and you will wake up as one of us."

Hearing her words, Leo felt the heat rush to his own face. A wave of surprise and a strange, quiet happiness washed over him. It wasn't just the revelation of her virginity—though the idea that she had waited for someone like him was overwhelming—it was the gravity of the commitment she was describing. This wasn't just a medical procedure; it was a total union of their lives.

The room fell into a heavy, charged silence once more. The only sound left was the synchronized rhythm of their breathing, echoing the tension and the sudden, profound intimacy that now hung in the air between them.

Have you eaten anything, Leo?" Luna asked suddenly, her eyes softening as she realized he’d been on the move since he left London.

As if on cue, a loud, betraying growl erupted from Leo’s stomach. He instinctively rubbed the back of his head and offered a sheepish smile, trying to laugh off the embarrassment.

Luna didn't tease him; instead, she stood up and disappeared into her bedroom for a moment. She returned carrying a set of clothes. "Leo, go and freshen up," she said shyly, avoiding his gaze. "You can’t stay in that suit. You can use these for now." Without waiting for a response, she hurried toward the kitchen to prepare something for him.

Leo stood alone in the living room, stunned, looking down at the clothes in his hands. His heart began to pound against his ribs. A mischievous, curious thought entered his mind: Should I take a sniff? No, I can't. That’s bad manners. He tried to fight the urge, arguing with himself. It’s okay, I’m going to wear them anyway. I’m just checking if they smell... nice. I’m not doing anything wrong.

Unable to help himself, he lifted the fabric and took a deep breath of her scent.

Just as he did, he looked up and froze. Luna was standing by the kitchen entrance, completely still, watching him. Her eyes were wide, and her face was a deep, burning crimson.

"Pervert!" she muttered, her voice high with embarrassment as she spun around and fled back into the kitchen.

Leo stood there with his mouth hanging open, the explanation dying in his throat. He felt such a wave of shame that he wished a crack would open in the floor and swallow him whole. Dying of embarrassment, he scrambled toward the bathroom to hide.

A few minutes later, he emerged feeling much fresher. He was wearing a pair of her black lounge pants and a soft blue shirt. Though they were a bit tight on his frame, the fabric was comfortable, and he walked out into the living area feeling like a completely different man.

As he stepped into the living area, a warm, savory aroma wafted from the kitchen—a scent so familiar and inviting that his mouth watered instantly. It smelled like home, yet better.

Drawn by the scent, Leo drifted toward the kitchen. He found Luna standing at the stove, her movements graceful and full of focus as she moved between the pans. Without even turning around, she spoke, her voice calm and melodic.

"Did you finish changing already?"

Leo paused, a bit surprised. He had been walking softly, yet she’d sensed him the moment he entered the room. Then he remembered—vampire. Her senses were likely tuned to every vibration of his footsteps.

"Yes, I’m done," he replied, leaning against the doorframe.

"Just a few more minutes. I’m almost finished," Luna said, still focused on the meal.

"Take your time," Leo murmured. He moved to the side, leaning against the counter where he could watch her work.

From this angle, the soft kitchen light caught her perfectly. A few stray strands of hair had escaped her loose tie, falling gently across her face. As she moved, the silk of her robe shifted, revealing the elegant curve of her neck. It was a sight so delicate and striking that Leo felt it would be burned into his memory forever. He took a long, steadying breath, trying to settle the sudden pounding of his heart as he realized this wasn't just a dream anymore—this was his reality.

The minutes ticked by, but Leo didn't notice. His gaze was anchored on Luna, tracing the way she moved with a grace that felt almost otherworldly.

"I’m finished," Luna said, turning around. She caught him staring, his focus so intense that he hadn't even realized the stove was off. She moved closer, a playful glint in her eyes, and waved a hand in front of his face. "Leo? Earth to Leo."

Leo blinked, snapping back to reality. "Oh! Is... is dinner ready?"

Luna laughed softly. "Yes, it’s ready. Let’s go eat before it gets cold."

"Right, let me help," Leo said, quickly grabbing the dishes and carrying them to the table.

Half an hour later, the plates were cleared, and they were settled on the sofa. A romantic movie played on the television, the soft glow of the screen illuminating the room. Despite the comfort of her home and the softness of her clothes on his skin, Leo looked at the clock and felt a pang of reluctance.


Chapter 3: Beyond the Boardroom

"It’s getting really late," Leo said, his voice trailing off. "I probably should head home."

"It’s already past midnight," Luna said, trying to sound casual and composed. "You can just stay here."

On the outside, she looked like the calm, collected professional she always was. Inside, however, she was screaming. What did I just say? Did I really just ask him to stay the night?

Leo hesitated, his heart skipping a beat. "I... alright. I’ll stay. But you know, you should be careful about letting men stay overnight," he teased gently.

Luna leaned back, a small, knowing smile tugging at her lips. "What? Are you worried you’ll do something to me?"

"No! No, of course not," Leo answered quickly, his face heating up. "I wouldn't do anything you didn't want."

Luna let out a soft chuckle. "Relax, Leo, I’m joking. Besides," she added, her eyes flashing with a bit of her vampire mischief, "even if you did want to try something, you couldn't. I'm much stronger than you."

Leo let out a wry smile, rubbing the back of his neck. He still wasn't quite used to the idea that his girlfriend could technically throw a car if she wanted to. "Right. I keep forgetting that part."

The conversation drifted off, and silence reclaimed the room. They both turned their attention back to the movie, sitting close enough that he could feel the faint, cool aura of her presence.

As the movie reached its climax, the rest of the world seemed to fade away. Without either of them realizing it, their fingers had become tightly interlocked. On the screen, the hero and heroine leaned in for a climactic kiss, and the tension mirrored itself on the sofa. Leo turned to Luna, finding her already watching him, her dark eyes shimmering in the dim light of the television.

Unconsciously, they began to lean in. Their lips were inches apart, trembling with anticipation, when a sudden, jarring ringtone blasted through the room.

They sprang apart instantly, faces burning with embarrassment. Leo realized with a start that the sound was part of the movie's soundtrack—a phone ringing on screen. Damn author, he cursed inwardly, frustrated by the terrible timing of the universe.

Luna was in total panic mode, her face flushed a deep crimson as she stared intensely at the screen, pretending to be fascinated by the credits. Seeing her so flustered, Leo decided not to push his luck. He sat back, trying to regulate his breathing, and they finished the film in a comfortable, if slightly charged, silence.

"That was a good movie," Leo said finally, breaking the ice.

"Yes, it was," Luna replied softly. "I liked how they stayed together despite the female lead’s family opposing them."

Leo nodded, but a shadow of worry crossed his face. He looked troubled, his mind jumping toward his own future. Seeing his reaction, Luna reached out and squeezed his hand firmly. "Don't worry, Leo. My parents... they won't oppose us being together."

A rush of relief washed over him, and he gave her a grateful nod. He looked toward the bedroom door. "It's late. We should probably get some sleep; we have a long day at the office tomorrow."

Luna nodded, but then a look of hesitation crossed her features. She seemed to be battling with herself before she finally made a decision. "Leo... we have a small problem."

"What is it?"

"Actually, my guest room isn't clean. The only room ready is my bedroom," Luna said, her voice dropping an octave.

Leo hesitated for a second. "I can just sleep on the sofa," he offered. "You take the bed."

"No!" Luna blurted out, trying to be brave. "It's okay. You can sleep... with me. I mean, we’re just sleeping. We aren't doing anything wrong, and we’re a couple now."

Internally, she was screaming. Why can't you keep your mouth shut, Luna? Now what? If I take it back, will he think I’m being mean?

"This..." Leo was stunned. Subconsciously, his heart took over his brain. "Okay. I'll stay."

As soon as the word left his mouth, his heart began to pound against his ribs like a drum. He couldn't believe he had agreed. Meanwhile, Luna was panicking just as hard. Ahhh! Why did he agree so fast?!

"Okay then... let's go," Luna said, forcing a confident tone she didn't feel. She stood up and commanded her smart assistant to switch off the TV.

The living room fell into darkness, save for the soft glow from the hallway. Leo followed her quietly toward the bedroom, his heart hammering so loudly he was sure she could hear it with her vampire ears.

As he stepped into the bedroom, Leo was surprised by its simplicity. The room was dominated by a massive, high-end bed, but it lacked the art or personal clutter he had expected. It was clean, sleek, and quiet—much like Luna herself.

Luna sat on one edge of the mattress, patting the space beside her. "Umm... you can sit. Don't just stand there."

"Right. Yes," Leo replied, his voice a bit tight. He walked to the opposite side and sat down. The silence returned, heavy and thick, until the only thing audible was the rhythmic sound of their breathing.

A few agonizing seconds passed before Luna spoke up. "We should sleep. It’s already so late." She began to lie down, pulling the silk covers over her. Leo followed suit, stretching out on his side of the bed. Despite the air conditioning hum and the cool atmosphere, his palms were damp with nervous sweat. He felt like a wire pulled taut.

"Are you alright with the darkness?" Leo asked suddenly, staring at the ceiling. "I can't really sleep with the lights on." He hoped the dark would act as a shield, a way to hide his flushed face and distract him from the fact that she was inches away.

Luna tensed. "Okay," she said, trying to sound confident. But inside, her thoughts were a whirlwind. Why did he want the lights off? What if he tries something? Should I stop him? Or... wait, what if I don't want to stop him? Ahhh! I don't know what to do!

"Luna? Luna..."

She was so lost in her internal panic that she didn't hear him. Nervous, Leo reached out across the vast expanse of the bed and gently poked her arm.

"Ah! Yes? Did you call me?" Luna gasped, jumping slightly at his touch.

"Yes," Leo whispered in the dimness. "Umm... the lights?"

"Yes... yes! I’ll switch them off." She reached for the remote on her nightstand and clicked it. The room plunged into total darkness.

As the lights died, the room vanished into a heavy, velvety blackness. Neither of them spoke for several minutes, the air thick with everything they hadn't said.

"Leo?" Luna whispered into the dark. "Have you fallen asleep yet?"

"No, Luna. I’m still awake," he replied softly.

In the silence that followed, he felt a movement under the blankets. A soft, cool hand reached out, searching, until it found his. When her fingers laced through his, Leo felt a jolt of electricity shoot up his arm. He realized then that he couldn't just lie there like a statue. He was the one who had run across Austin for her; he needed to be bold.

Summoning his courage, Leo shifted. He moved closer until the distance between them vanished, and he placed his other hand gently, tentatively, on her silk-covered waist.

Luna’s mind went completely blank. Wait... what? She had reached for his hand thinking it would help him calm down and sleep, but this was different. Her heart hammered against her ribs. He's touching my waist! Should I say something? Should I—

Before she could form a single sentence, Leo pulled her closer with a sudden, firm strength. He drew her body against his, hugging her tightly as if he were afraid she might disappear into the shadows. Wrapped in his warmth, Luna’s ability to think simply evaporated.

"Luna..." Leo called out, his voice dropping into a low, hoarse register that made her shiver.

"Yes?" she replied, her voice barely a breath.

"Can I... can I kiss you?"

The question hung in the darkness, raw and honest. Luna hesitated for a heartbeat, her pulse racing, before she whispered in a voice so low it was almost a secret.

"Okay."

As her agreement hung in the air, Leo felt the heat in his blood flare, a searing contrast to the cool darkness of the room. He was burning up, but he forced himself to move slowly, savoring the agonizing pull of the distance between them.

He leaned in until his lips were just centimeters from hers. Luna could feel the warmth of his breath ghosting over her mouth, a sensation that made her breath hitch. Instinctively, she closed her eyes, surrendering to the moment.

Then, the contact happened.

A soft, tentative sensation touched her lips, sending a jolt through her entire being. She gripped his shirt tightly, her knuckles turning white as Leo began to kiss her with a deep, mounting hunger. The "Ice Queen" was gone; she was a woman consumed by a fire she hadn't known she possessed. Unconsciously, she began to respond, her movements mirroring his. She slid her hand upward, her cool fingers tangling in the hair at the nape of his neck, pulling him closer as she kissed him back with a desperate, hidden longing.

The kiss, which had started as a tentative exploration, quickly spiraled into a deep, primal battle for dominance. Feeling Luna’s passionate response, Leo felt a surge of pure happiness mixed with a mounting, unyielding desire.

He deepened the kiss, his tongue seeking to pry open the gateway to her mouth. At first, he met the firm, cold barrier of her teeth. Luna held back, her instinct for secrecy clashing with her longing for him. But Leo was relentless. He didn't retreat; instead, he teased the corners of her mouth, his tongue tracing the seam of her lips until the friction and the heat of his presence became too much to resist.

With a soft, defeated moan, Luna finally surrendered. She loosened her jaw, opening herself to him completely. It was an act of total trust—a predator allowing a human into her most vulnerable space.

Overjoyed by her surrender, Leo didn't hesitate. He swept his tongue into the honeyed warmth of her mouth. The moment he made contact with her soft, velvet-like tongue, his self-control shattered. He began to suckle and swirl against her, losing himself in the taste of her. Luna gasped into his mouth, her fingers digging into the nape of his neck as she was swept away by the intensity of his passion.

The air in the room grew heavy and thick, charged with a tension that made the darkness feel electric.

Inside her mind, Luna was a storm of conflicting thoughts. Should I open up now? No, I can't be too fast... he might think I'm easy. I’ll wait just a little longer. But the moment she finally yielded and his tongue met hers, a jolt of pure electricity surged through her nerves, reaching every corner of her body. Forget it, she thought, her resistance crumbling. I'll just let nature take its course. She let go of her fears and surrendered to the sensation.

Leo devoured her hungrily, their tongues dancing in a frantic, wet rhythm. After a few intense minutes, he finally broke away, gasping for air as if he had forgotten how to breathe.

"Luna..." he managed to choke out, his voice thick and hoarse.

"What is it?" she whispered back, her own voice barely recognizable.

"I love you," he breathed.

Before she could even form a reply, Leo claimed her lips again, silencing her with another deep, demanding kiss. Luna gave him a soft, playful slap on his back, but she didn't pull away; instead, she clung to him tighter.

As the kiss deepened, Leo’s hands became restless. No longer content with just holding her, he slid his hand slowly down her back, tracing the curve of her spine until he reached the soft swell of her breast. The moment his palm made contact with her flesh, Luna let out a small, muffled moan—hmmm—and her hand shot up to cover his, as if to stop him.

But Leo was firm. He didn't pull back; he kept his hand there, holding her as he continued his relentless attack on her mouth. Sensing her grip on his hand weakening, he gave her breast a soft, gentle squeeze. Luna’s body trembled violently at the sensation, a sharp moan—ah...—escaping her lips.

Realizing she wasn't going to push him away, a rush of joy flooded Leo’s chest. He began to slowly rub and grip her, exploring the softness through the thin fabric of her clothes. After a few more breathless moments, he finally pulled back from the kiss.

The intensity in the room reached a fever pitch. Leo didn’t stop at the kiss; his lips migrated to the sensitive skin of her neck, trailing fire wherever they touched. His hands remained locked on her breasts, gripping them firmly as Luna’s moans filled the quiet bedroom.

Amidst the haze of pleasure, Luna felt the hard pressure of his desire poking against her belly. A fresh wave of shyness washed over her, but she didn’t pull away. However, when she felt Leo’s hand begin a slow, purposeful descent toward her most private place, she reached down and caught his wrist.

"I’m not ready for that yet, Leo," she whispered, her voice trembling but certain.

Leo immediately ceased his advance. He respected her boundary without hesitation, withdrawing his hand to show he wasn't going to push her further than she was comfortable with. He took a ragged breath and looked at her in the dark.

"Luna?" he called softly.

"Hmm?"

"Can you... help me with this?" He gently guided her hand down to him.

Luna’s face burned with heat. "I didn't know you were so shameless," she teased, her voice small, but she didn’t withdraw her hand. Leo let out a soft, low chuckle that vibrated against her skin.

Moving with a mix of curiosity and shy determination, Luna helped him out of his pants. When her hand finally closed around him, she murmured to herself, "So... this is how it feels to touch a man." She began to move her hand, and the moment she made a full downward stroke, Leo let out a loud, sharp gasp of pure pleasure.

Encouraged by his reaction, Luna continued, her movements becoming more rhythmic.

Leo wasn't just a passive participant; his hands remained busy, exploring the soft curves of her breasts, kneading and shaping them as the heat between them intensified. In a moment of sheer, mindless pleasure, he leaned down and gently pinched her nipples.

"Ahhh!" Luna let out a loud, sharp moan that echoed in the dark room. "Leo, don't pinch!" she scolded breathlessly, though her actions betrayed her—instead of stopping, her hand began to move even faster against him.

"Okay, okay... I'm sorry, I'll stop," Leo panted, his voice thick with arousal. He stopped the pinching but didn't let go, continuing to grip her as his body hummed with tension.

Minutes blurred into a haze of friction and heat. Leo began to arch his hips upward, his breath hitching as he reached his limit. "Faster... faster, Luna... ah... ah!"

With one final, powerful stroke, Leo’s body stiffened, and he found his release right in the palm of her hand.

The silence that followed was filled only by Leo’s heavy, ragged gasps for air. Luna looked down at her hand, feeling the warmth of his semen, and a playful, mischievous glint returned to her eyes. She reached out and gave him a final, teasing squeeze.

"Look at what you’ve done, Leo," she said, her voice dripping with mock disapproval. "You pissed on the bed like a little boy."

Leo, still trying to remember how to breathe, let out a weak, incredulous laugh. "It’s... it’s not piss, Luna," he managed to say, his voice cracking. "It’s called semen. Don’t go changing the names of things just because you’re a vampire."

The absurdity of the moment broke the remaining tension, and they both dissolved into a fit of soft, genuine laughter.

Leo pulled her into a tight, protective embrace, the scent of her hair filling his senses. He pressed a tender, lingering kiss to her forehead. "I love you, Luna."

"I love you too, Leo," she whispered back, resting her head against his chest.

The heavy atmosphere of the room shifted from intense passion to a gentle, lingering warmth. As their laughter faded into soft smiles, the silence that followed wasn't awkward—it was peaceful. For the first time in years, Leo felt the weight of his past in London fully lift, replaced by the steady, cool heartbeat of the woman in his arms.

"Let's go and wash ourselves," Leo suddenly said, his voice returning to a gentle, grounded tone.

"Okay, let's go," Luna replied.

They both slid out from under the covers, the cool air hitting their skin. Walking together toward the bathroom, the shared intimacy of the night followed them. It took quite a while before they finally emerged, both feeling refreshed and much more relaxed, the tension of the previous hours fully washed away.

Returning to the massive bed, they crawled back under the soft sheets. Leo turned to her, pulling her close one last time. He leaned in and kissed her lips softly—not with the hunger of before, but with a deep, quiet promise.

"Good night, honey," he whispered.

"Good night," Luna murmured back, her heart full.

They fell into a deep sleep, tangled in each other's arms and cuddling closely. For Leo, the nightmares of the past were gone; for Luna, the long of loneliness had finally come to an end.


A swinger’s First Step: Volume 4

Exploring Marriage Through the Swingers’ Agreement


Chapter 1: The Blue Moon Celebration

The golden light of the morning filtered through the curtains, dancing across the room. Outside, the world was waking up; birds sang from the trees, and the city of Austin began its rhythmic hum.

Inside the quiet sanctuary of the bedroom, Luna was already awake. She lay on her side, her head propped up by her hand, watching Leo. Her fingers moved with feather-light grace, stroking his forehead and tracing the lines of his face.

Suddenly, Leo’s eyelashes trembled. He blinked a few times, his vision clearing until it landed on Luna’s soft, smiling face.

"Good morning, Leo," Luna said, her voice like velvet in the morning air.

Leo didn't pull away. Instead, he reached up, took her cool hand in his, and tucked it under his cheek against the pillow. He nuzzled into her palm, a sleepy, contented smile spreading across his lips.

"Good morning," he replied softly, his voice thick with sleep.

They stayed like that for a long time, lost in the quiet comfort of the morning, until Luna finally broke the silence. "We have a meeting to attend, Leo," she whispered.

"Hmm... just let me stay like this for a little longer," Leo murmured, his eyes closed as he pulled her closer, clearly reluctant to leave the warmth of the bed.

"No, you have to wake up or we’ll be late," Luna replied softly, though she didn't move away.

"But—"

Luna interrupted him with a gentle but firm look. "No 'buts.' Today we have a very important meeting with a client, and we can’t neglect it."

"Okay," Leo finally agreed, his eyes reflecting his reluctance as he forced himself to sit up. They both moved quickly to freshen up, and soon they were in the car, leaving the intimacy of the apartment behind for the professional halls of the office.

A month passed by in a blur of busy workdays and quiet nights. Their bond grew stronger with every passing day, and while they shared many intimate moments together, they stayed true to their silent agreement and didn't cross the final line.

Today, however, the air felt different. Leo was driving toward Luna’s apartment, but his usual excitement was replaced by a heavy cloud of sadness. It was his birthday. He had spent the whole day hoping for a simple "Happy Birthday" or a small celebration, but the day had been a disappointment. Luna hadn't even come into the office, claiming she needed to rest. He had checked his phone a thousand times, waiting for a message that never came.

Maybe she doesn't even know it's my birthday, he thought, trying to reason with himself. I never actually told her the date. But even with that thought, a small ache lingered in his heart.

"Haaa..." Leo let out a long, heavy sigh and shook his head, trying to clear the negative thoughts. He decided he wouldn't let it ruin his night; he would just tell her it was his birthday so she would know for the future.

A few minutes later, he arrived at her door. He took a deep breath, composed his face, and pressed the doorbell.

The door didn’t click open immediately. Instead, there was a heavy, expectant silence that made Leo’s heart hammer against his ribs. When the latch finally turned and the heavy oak door swung inward, the apartment was shrouded in near-total darkness, save for a flickering, amber glow emanating from the far end of the hallway.

"Luna?" he called out, his voice sounding small in the vast, quiet space.

He stepped inside, the scent of expensive incense and something metallic—sharp and sweet—filling his lungs. As he moved toward the living area, his breath caught. The room had been transformed. Hundreds of black and deep crimson candles lined the floor, their flames dancing in the draft he’d created.

Luna was standing by the floor-to-ceiling window, the skyline of Austin glittering behind her like a sea of fallen stars. She wasn't in her usual corporate suit. She wore a gown of sheer, midnight-blue silk that pooled around her feet, making her look incredibly beautiful—less like a secretary, and more like a queen of the night.

Beside her stood a small, elegant table. On it sat two crystal flutes filled with a liquid far too dark to be wine, and a small, wrapped box.

"You're late, Mr. CEO," Luna said, her voice a low, melodic hum that vibrated through the room. She turned away from the window, the candlelight catching the silver in her eyes.

Leo stood frozen, the sadness that had weighed on him all day suddenly melting away into a mixture of awe and confusion. "Luna... what is all this? I thought you were resting."

She walked toward him, her movements so fluid she seemed to glide over the candle-lit floor. She stopped just inches away, the heat of his body clashing with the natural chill of hers.

"I told you once that I see and hear things others don't," she whispered, reaching up to adjust the collar of his coat, just as she did every morning at the office. "Did you really think I wouldn't know the day my favorite person was born?"

She picked up one of the crystal flutes, offering it to him. "Happy Birthday, Leo."

Leo took the flute, his fingers brushing against hers. The glass was chilled, but the liquid inside seemed to pulse with a faint, internal heat. He looked into her eyes, seeing a depth of affection that made the cold office days feel like a lifetime ago.

"To us," he whispered, his voice trembling slightly.

He took a slow, deliberate sip. The taste was overwhelming—a thick, sweet explosion of pomegranate, ancient spices, and a copper tang that made his heart skip a beat. As the liquid slid down his throat, a sudden wave of warmth radiated from his chest to his fingertips. The room seemed to grow sharper, the flicker of the candles more intense.

Luna watched him with a small, knowing smile. She set her own glass down and picked up the small, wrapped box.

"The drink was for your spirit," she said, stepping closer until her silk gown brushed against his legs. "This... is for your curiosity."

She handed him the box. It was surprisingly heavy and cool to the touch. Leo carefully unwrapped the paper to find a sleek, black lacquer box with no visible hinges. When he pressed the silver seal on the front, the lid clicked open, revealing two rings. Seeing the rings, Leo froze from the shock. His mind started racing—he was the one who was supposed to give her a ring! How could she have beaten him to it?

"This..." He pointed to them, unsure what to do, his heart hammering in his chest.

Luna let out a small chuckle, her silver eyes dancing in the candlelight. "Don't worry, you'll understand today."

Leo nodded his head, still a bit dazed, and said, "Okay."

Luna took his hand and led him toward a table where a cake sat waiting. She introduced it proudly, her chest swelling slightly. "Leo, look. I made this cake for you."

The cake was stunning, a deep, vibrant blue that matched her gown, looking like a piece of the night sky had been brought indoors. It was beautiful, but Leo had no idea what a cake made by a vampire would actually taste like. As he reached out his hand, wanting to take a small swipe of the frosting to test it, Luna quickly slapped his hand away.

"Not now," she scolded playfully. "Let's pray first."

"Okay," Leo replied, a soft smile finally breaking through his surprise.

They stood before the cake, the blue frosting shimmering like crushed sapphires under the flickering candlelight. Luna took his hands in hers, her skin feeling slightly warmer than usual—perhaps a side effect of the mysterious drink he had just consumed, which was still humming in his veins.

"Close your eyes, Leo," she whispered.

They both stood in the quiet, amber glow, eyes closed as they offered a prayer to the Lord. After a few seconds, they opened their eyes, the air between them filled with a new, peaceful energy.

"Now, let's blow out the candles," Luna said softly. She began to sing in a low, melodic voice, "Happy birthday, Leo... happy birthday, dear Leo... happy birthday to you."

As the last note lingered, Leo blew out the candles, the smoke curling into the dark room. He took the silver knife and carefully cut a piece from the side. Luna clapped her hands happily, her face lit up with a pure, childlike joy that he rarely saw at the office.

Leo lifted a piece of the cake toward Luna’s mouth. As she opened her lips to take a bite, Leo suddenly leaned forward. Instead of just feeding her, he kissed her deeply, tasting the sweetness of the blue frosting directly from her mouth. It was delicious—rich and sweet.

Luna pulled back, slightly surprised, a playful laugh escaping her. "You thief!" she teased, her eyes sparkling. "You stole my cake... and my heart," she added the last part in a soft, barely audible whisper that made Leo’s chest tighten with love.

She took the knife from his hand, cut another perfect slice, and fed it back to him. "How is it?" she asked, watching his reaction closely.

Leo chewed slowly, genuinely impressed. "It’s really tasty, Luna. I honestly didn't expect you could make this kind of cake. It's incredible."

Luna beamed, clearly proud of her work.

After celebrating for a while, the energy in the room shifted from playful to intimate. They sat down together on the large sofa, tangled in each other's arms. Leo pulled her close, his chin resting on the top of her head, but his mind kept drifting back to the black lacquer box.

"Umm... what is the ring for?" Leo asked hesitantly, his heart starting to thud against his ribs again.

Hearing the question, Luna’s face flushed a deep, beautiful red—a rare sight that showed just how much this meant to her. She leaned into his chest and whispered softly, "It’s for the ritual."

Leo froze. Hearing the word ritual, his mind raced back to their conversation a month ago. He remembered what she had told him about the permanent "soul-bond"—the final, irreversible step that would tie their lives together forever. His breathing became fast and shallow, his throat feeling dry.

"Are we... are we going to do it tonight?" he asked, his voice coming out thick and hoarse with a mixture of nerves and intense desire.

Luna didn't look up immediately. She simply nodded her head shyly against his chest.

The confirmation hit Leo like a physical wave. He felt as if a thousand fireworks had just exploded inside his head, a surge of pure happiness and adrenaline rushing through his veins. The weight of his past, the stress of the office, and the uncertainty of their future all vanished. Tonight, he wasn't just her boss or her lover; he was becoming a part of her forever.

He tilted her chin up so he could look into her silver eyes, which were now shimmering with a vulnerable intensity.

"Then what should we do?" Leo asked, his voice laced with uncertainty.

Luna reached out, holding her hand in front of him. "Place one ring on my middle finger," she requested softly. "And after you've done that, I'll do the same for you."

Leo carefully lifted one of the rings from the black lacquer box. His heart pounded against his ribs, a frantic rhythm that seemed to echo in the quiet room. He took Luna’s hand—so cool and delicate—and slowly slid the band onto her middle finger. Even though they weren't calling this an engagement, the gravity of the gesture made his hands tremble with a deep, soul-stirring nervousness.

Luna then reached into the box and took the second ring. She met his gaze, her eyes shimmering with a mix of vulnerability and ancient strength, as she slid the cold metal onto his finger.

"Now the ring exchange is done," Luna whispered, her face flushing a deep crimson. She looked down at their matching hands, then back up at him. "We can start... anytime you want."

After hearing Luna's soft invitation, Leo could no longer restrain the fire burning within him. He let out a long, shaky breath, his heart hammering against his ribs like a trapped bird. As he leaned in to kiss her, Luna gently placed a cool finger against his lips, stopping him.

"Let’s go to the bedroom," she whispered, her voice trembling. Despite her age and her power, she was visibly nervous; tonight would be her very first time, a sacred step she had waited centuries to take.

Leo didn't offer a verbal reply. Instead, he reached down and swept her up into his arms. Luna let out a small, startled "Ahh!" as she was lifted, instinctively burying her blushing face into the crook of his shoulder to hide her shyness.

Inside the bedroom, the air was still and heavy with anticipation. Leo gently lowered her onto the silk sheets, his gaze never leaving hers. He leaned over her, their lips meeting in a deep, hungry kiss that tasted of the pomegranate drink and pure devotion.

As they kissed, Leo’s hands moved with a sense of urgency. He stripped away his own clothes, his body humming with the heat of the ritual's drink. Once he was bare, he turned his attention back to Luna. His touch was slow and deliberate; as he unfastened the midnight-blue silk of her gown, his hands lingered on the soft curves of her skin, tracing the sensitive lines of her body.

Within moments, the last of the silk pooled on the floor. Now, both of them lay naked in the faint glow of the moonlight, the silver rings on their middle fingers catching the light as if they were pulsing in time with their shared heartbeat.

Leo broke the kiss, pulling back just enough to let his eyes wander. He traced the lines of her figure, observing her beautiful body from every angle as if seeing her clearly for the very first time in the moonlight.

"What are you looking at, pervert?" Luna whispered, her voice a mix of shyness and affection.

"I was just admiring this beautiful piece of art," Leo replied, his voice steady and devoid of any blush. He was completely captivated. He slowly lowered his head, pressing a soft, lingering kiss to the swell of her breast.

"Ah..." Luna let out a sharp, gasping breath, her back arching slightly off the silk sheets.

That sound acted like a trigger. Leo felt himself grow rock hard, the tension in his body reaching a breaking point. He began to rub himself against her, the friction sending sparks through his nervous system. Luna’s breath hitched, and she spoke through the haze of her rising heat. "What are you doing? It’s so embarrassing... don't do it..."

But Leo was beyond listening; he felt possessed by a primal need, his movements driven by the intensity of the ritual and his love for her. He began to suckle her breast deeply, his tongue swirling against her skin, while one of his hands slid down to find her. He began to rub her softest folds, matching the rhythm of his own body as he pressed against her.

"Ah... ah..." Luna’s protests died away, replaced by soft, helpless moans. She could no longer find the words to scold him; her shyness was being drowned out by the overwhelming sensations he was pulling from her body.

Leo gripped her other breast, his fingers teasing her nipple until it was firm.

"Ah... ah... it’s so good..." Luna moaned, but then she caught herself, biting her lip to stifle the sound of her own pleasure.

After the foreplay, Leo could feel that Luna was ready. He positioned himself, the heat between them radiating in the dark room. He paused, looking down at her with a gentle, searching gaze. "Are you ready?" he asked, his voice low.

Luna nodded, her eyes wide and honest. "It’s my first time... so please, do it slowly."

Leo murmured a soft "hmm" in response and began to push slowly inside her. Luna braced herself, expecting the pain she had heard about in human stories, but as he entered, it wasn't what she expected. She felt a fullness, a stretching sensation that pulsed with the rhythm of his heart.

When Luna had first seen him, she had noticed that his size was quite modest compared to the ancient, powerful vampires of her kind—around 3.9 inches. To a human, it was a bit small, but to Luna, it didn't matter. She knew the secret of her kind: once the transformation was complete and he became a vampire, his physical form would change and grow, reflecting his new power.

As Leo pushed deeper, he felt the resistance of a barrier. He knew what it was. If he broke through this, he would be taking Luna’s virginity and sealing their fates forever. Taking a deep breath, he whispered, "I'm going in."

With one final push, he broke through. Luna let out a small, sharp cry, but it wasn't just from the pain. It was a trigger for her ancient instincts. She lunged forward, wrapping her arms around Leo’s neck, and buried her fangs into his skin.

She began to suck his blood greedily, the ritual finally reaching its peak. Leo felt a sudden, stunning shock to his system. A sharp, burning sensation raced through his nerves, radiating out from the bite. His vision blurred, and the world began to spin. Within seconds, the intensity became too much, and his mind went dark as he lost consciousness.

Luna continued for a few minutes until the bond was satisfied. She finally let go of his neck, licking the crimson from her lips. She looked down at Leo, who was now lying back on the pillows, sleeping peacefully as the transformation began to work within his veins.

She quietly got up and freshened herself up in the bathroom. When she returned to the bedroom, she saw that Leo’s skin had turned a deep, flushed red. The heat of the change was upon him. Knowing she could not disturb him while his body was rewriting itself into something immortal, she softly closed the bedroom door.

She walked down the hall to the guest room, exhausted by the weight of the ritual, and fell into a deep, dreamless sleep.


Chapter 2: The Share Horizon

A few hours passed before Leo’s eyes trembled open. He sat up, breathing heavily, his heart racing with an energy he had never felt before. The first thing he noticed was the empty space beside him—Luna was gone.

He let out a dry, self-deprecating laugh. He had truly believed he could handle the pain of the ritual, but the reality of the vampire’s kiss had been far more overwhelming than he’d imagined. Suddenly, a sharp, pungent odor hit his nose. He sniffed his arm and recoiled. "What is this smell? It’s terrible!"

He realized his body was purging human impurities as part of the change. He practically ran to the bathroom to scrub the grime away. As he stood under the water, cleaning himself, his eyes widened in pure shock. He looked down and gasped; his penis had grown to an incredible size. He had thought Luna’s mention of physical changes was just a joke or a legend, but the reality was staring back at him—it was massive, nearly the size of a horse's, a true mark of his new nature.

Stepping out of the shower, he wiped the steam from the mirror and froze. He was taller, his shoulders were broader, and his torso was now defined by a rock-solid six-pack. He looked like a masterpiece carved from marble.

Through the walls, he felt something strange—a pull, a magnetic hum. He realized he could sense exactly where Luna was. Driven by a desperate need to see her, he threw on a robe and followed that internal compass toward the guest room.

He found her there, lying on the bed, looking like an angel in the quiet light. He moved toward her, his new body gliding across the floor without making a single sound. But as he reached out a hand to touch her shoulder, Luna’s eyes snapped open. With the lightning-fast reflexes of her kind, she bolted upright, her gaze locking onto his.

"Luna," Leo couldn't help but call out, his voice deeper and more resonant than he remembered.

"Leo! How are you feeling?" she asked, her voice laced with genuine concern as she scanned his new, powerful frame.

"I’m feeling very good... like never before," he replied, looking down at his hands. "But what happened to me? Everything is so different."

Luna smiled, a knowing glint in her silver eyes. "I told you before that you would become a vampire, and vampires have a different physique than humans. Your body has simply caught up to your spirit."

A light bulb went off in Leo’s head. "I understand now," he said, but then he paused, a look of hesitation crossing his face. "But... my penis became so big. Will it even fit inside you?" He was truly worried; the sheer size of his new anatomy seemed impossible for anyone to handle.

Hearing this, Luna let out a small, melodic laugh. "Don't worry," she teased. She reached out and untied his bathrobe, letting it slip to the floor. As her cool fingers touched him, his member became rock-hard instantly. Luna thought to herself that he had surpassed her expectations; he was now well above average even for vampire kind.

She began to stroke him, and the sensation was electric. "Ah..." Leo let out a sharp gasp. "Luna, I want you. Now."

Luna nodded her head. "Okay."

There was no need for long foreplay this time. Driven by his new, primal instincts, Leo quickly removed her clothes. He positioned his massive penis at the entrance of her pussy and, with a deep breath, pushed inside. This time, the sheer volume was different. Luna felt a sharp, stretching pain and let out a small cry. "Ahh!"

Leo stopped immediately, his brow furrowed with concern. "Are you alright, Luna? Am I hurting you?"

"I am fine... don't stop," Luna said with firm resolve, her body already beginning to adapt to his new size.

Seeing her determination, Leo didn't hold back any longer. He pushed his entire length inside her, amazed that she could actually accommodate him. As he began to thrust slowly, he marveled at the sensation—it was incredibly soft, wet, and burning hot inside her.

"Ah... ah... ahh! It's so good, Leo... can you move a little faster?" Luna moaned, her head tossing back on the pillow.

Leo nodded and began to pick up the pace, his new muscles working with tireless strength. He moved faster and faster, the friction reaching an unbearable peak.

"Ahh... ahh... ahhh!" Luna was letting out loud, lewd cries as the pleasure took over.

Suddenly, Leo felt the familiar surge. He couldn't help but shout, "I’m cumming! I’m cumming!" He quickly pulled out and released a heavy load across her belly.

Luna lay there, stunned and breathless. She looked at the ceiling, her mind racing. It was so fast, she thought. She had expected that once he became a vampire, his stamina would increase and he would last for hours. She couldn't understand why, despite his new body, he had finished so quickly.

After Leo finished, a heavy silence filled the room. He felt stunned and deeply disappointed in himself. Lowering his head so he wouldn't have to meet her gaze, he whispered a broken "Sorry."

Hearing the shame in his voice, Luna felt a pang of sadness. She felt uncomfortable, but more than that, she didn't want him to suffer. "Don’t worry, Leo. It’s okay," she lied gently, hiding her own surprise to protect his heart. "I don't have a problem with this. And even if there is an issue, we can just find a cure, right? So please, don't worry."

Leo let out a long sigh of relief, his heart swelling at her kindness. He opened his mouth to speak, then hesitated, the words catching in his throat.

Luna noticed his struggle. She took his hand, her grip firm and grounding. "Leo, listen to me. In a relationship, communication is the key. I will accept whatever you tell me, but you have to be honest so we can solve it together."

Her support finally broke through his defenses. "Well... how should I say this? It’s really shameful for me," he said, his head hanging low. "I don’t know exactly when it started."

Luna remained silent, giving him the space to breathe and speak his truth.

"When Gwen cheated on me... I used to have nightmares," Leo confessed, his face turning a deep shade of red. "But I don't know when those nightmares started turning into... an erection."

Luna sat stunned, momentarily speechless by the confession.

"I'm sorry I didn't tell you before. I didn't think it would stay like this," Leo’s voice cracked, and his eyes became misty with unshed tears.

Luna tightened her grip on his hand, her voice softening with immense empathy. "Leo, don't worry. We can work on this. I believe it’s a psychological issue born from your past trauma. If we address the root of it, we can make things normal again."

"But... but..." Leo stammered, his vulnerability laid bare. "When I thought about you with another man, I felt horny... but the moment my mind cleared, I felt nothing but regret. I don't want to hurt you, and I am so afraid of losing you because of this."

Seeing him spiraling into fear, Luna decided it was time to share a secret of her own kind. "Actually, Leo, you don't have to be so afraid. We vampires live much longer than humans. Over centuries, many of us develop different kinks. There are things much more scandalous than this that I won't even mention... but wife swapping or partner swapping is actually quite common in the vampire community at certain times."

Leo felt stuck, his mind reeling. He was speechless, caught between the shock of her revelation and the complexity of his own desires.

"But..." he said softly, looking at her with a mix of possessiveness and confusion. "I don't want you to have sex with unknown people... or more people. I just... I don't know."

"So, what you want is something safe, where no one else finds out. Right?" Luna asked softly, her eyes searching his.

"Yes," Leo nodded, the weight of his secret feeling a little lighter now that it was out in the open.

"Then... if it were with a close friend, someone you trust, what would you think?" Luna asked, her voice experimental but calm.

Leo hesitated for a long moment. The idea was terrifying, yet it sparked that familiar, forbidden heat in his chest. "We can... we can give it a try. A soft swap, maybe. But I don't even have any vampire friends, Luna. I’m new to this world."

Luna let out a knowing smile, her fingers tracing the ring on his middle finger. "Actually, you do have one. You just didn't know it yet."

Leo’s eyes widened in genuine surprise. "Oh? Who is it?"

"It’s Henry," Luna said simply.

Leo was floored. "Henry? Really? But... how? He’s been my friend for years. How can he be a vampire?"

"It’s real, Leo," Luna assured him. "In the corporate world, we tend to find each other. He’s been part of the community much longer than you realized."

Leo sat back, his mind racing as he tried to reconcile the image of his loyal friend with the reality of an immortal. "But Henry doesn’t have a partner right now. And honestly, Luna... I feel ashamed to even bring this kind of thing up to him. How do you even start that conversation?"

"That is the real hurdle," Luna said, leaning in to kiss his forehead. "I’ll handle the talk with him. As for a partner for him, we don't have to rush. We can wait for the right situation."

Leo squeezed her tight, burying his face in the crook of her neck. "Thank you, Luna," he whispered, his voice thick with emotion. "I honestly don't know what I would have done without you. I felt so lost."

Luna smiled tenderly, her fingers weaving through his hair as she lightly patted his back. The strength in his new muscles was evident even in a simple hug, but to her, he was still the same man she had fallen for in that Austin office.

"I love you, Leo," she said, her voice a soft, steady anchor in the quiet room. "And I love you for who you are—your soul, your kindness, and even your struggles. You aren't just a collection of your desires or your past traumas. You're my partner. So please, don't worry about this anymore."

They stayed like that for a long time, the moonlight through the guest room window illuminating the silver rings on their fingers. For the first time since his divorce from Gwen, the heavy knot of shame in Leo's chest began to loosen. He was a vampire now, a creature of the night with a body that felt like a weapon, but in Luna’s arms, he felt safe enough to be vulnerable.

"Get some rest," Luna whispered, pulling back slightly to look at his transformed face.


The End

Thank you for reading A swinger’s First Step: Volume 1 - 4

Your support means everything — if this story touched you, please take a moment to leave a review on Amazon. Every review helps independent authors like me reach more readers.

But this isn’t the end of Leo and Luna story…

Their choices have only deepened the mystery. New faces, new temptations, and unexpected emotions await in the chapters ahead.

Continue the journey in Next volume — A swinger’s First Step Volume 5 — coming soon.

where new temptations test trust and desire in unexpected ways.

My other story….

?? Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Season 1 volume 1

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FZ5W441L

?? Swinger Dream: The First Swap: Season 2 volume 1

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0G4N5CCFV

?? The Swinger’s First Step (Volumes 1-4)

https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0FXN6LGGD

Follow me for more story filled with passion and desire.

— S. Darkness
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