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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
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