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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.

(The author notes if you want to know what happens next read volume 2)


The End

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

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 2 — 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.

— S. Darkness
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