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Chapter 1


Dawn

​Inside the Lair — Between Life and Monster
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Luna pressed both hands against my wound.

It slowed the bleeding—

but didn’t stop it.

Not even close.

Her hands were soaked within seconds.

Warm.

Shaking.

Desperate.

“Please... Dawn... don’t die here.”

Her voice cracked.

I could hear it.

Even through the noise in my head.

Pain ripped through me.

Every breath felt wrong.

Every movement—

unnatural.

I grunted.

My eyes kept forcing themselves shut.

Because somehow—

closing them made it easier.

Just a little.

Sweat drenched my face.

My hands trembled.

My body rocked back and forth without my permission—

short, broken movements.

Like I wasn’t in control anymore.

Then I saw it.

My veins.

Black.

Thick.

Crawling under my skin—

Up my arms—

Through my hands—

Spreading.

Alive.

They had to be on my neck.

My face.

Everywhere.

My teeth ached.

Heavy in my mouth.

One scraped against my lip—

I tasted blood.

My vision flickered.

Red.

Then normal.

Then red again.

Over and over.

My mind—

was empty.

No thoughts.

No logic.

Just instinct.

And one idea looping endlessly—

Luna had no choice.

But something inside me—

something darker—

didn’t care.

It saw her.

Not as Luna.

Not as... her.

As prey.

My body wanted her.

My hunger screamed for her.

But me?

What was left of me?

I just wanted her to go.

Run.

Leave me behind.

Because if I survived this—

I didn’t know what I’d become.

The bullet burned inside me.

Like fire.

Like it was eating me alive from the inside out.

I was losing it.

Through the pain—

through the shaking—

I saw movement.

Karma.

She stepped into the room—

Holding Caleb up.

He looked destroyed.

Barely standing.

Niomi followed—

Stumbling—

Her body torn—

Healing, but slow.

Painfully slow.

They looked just as broken as I felt.

Karma’s eyes snapped to Luna.

To the blood on her shoulder.

Fresh.

Still flowing.

“What the hell happened?!”

She moved—

fast—

but I—

I screamed.

Not human.

Not even close.

A monster’s cry tore out of me.

It stopped her.

Frozen.

But Luna didn’t move.

She raised her hands slightly.

Blocking them.

Protecting me.

Even now.

“All he needs is medical attention,” she said, breath shaking.

“And blood. He just needs blood.”

Karma frowned.

Hard.

“But what about you? Did he attack you?”

Luna didn’t answer.

She didn’t have to.

Niomi stepped in—

Trying to understand—

“What happened?”

Her eyes bounced between us.

Then locked on me—

As my body started to twitch.

Small at first.

Then worse.

Violent.

Uncontrollable.

Niomi rushed forward—

—
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Karma stopped her.

“No,” Karma snapped. “Don’t get close. He could be too far gone.”

Niomi fought against her grip.

“Caleb wouldn’t let him die—”

Her voice broke.

“And I’m not going to either!”

Karma held firm.

“If the bullet hasn’t killed him,” she said, steady but tense,

“then it’s doing something else.”

A pause.

“It’s purging the vampire side.”

Everyone went still.

“We have to wait,” Karma finished.

Wait.

That word felt like a death sentence.

Niomi slowly calmed—

Trusting her.

Even if she didn’t want to.

I felt something rising.

Pressure.

Burning.

My body moved—

barely under my control—

as I turned onto my side.

And then—

I threw up.

Black.

A thick stream of dark blood spilled from my mouth—

hitting the ground beneath me.

Luna called my name—

panic in every syllable—

but it sounded far away.

Distant.

I looked back at them.

Caleb stepped forward.

Weak—

but moving.

He pulled Niomi into him—

Holding her close.

Like he was preparing her.

For what came next.

For my death.

And honestly—

I felt the same.

Because whatever was happening inside me—

It didn’t feel like survival.

It felt like the end.
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Chapter 2


​The Lair — Collapse and Intervention
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My friends just...watched.

Even Luna.

No one knew what to do.

Caleb tried to stay strong—but I could see it.

Worry.

Karma held a straight face, but it cracked around the edges.

Niomi didn’t even try to hide it.

And Luna...

She cried.

Tears streamed down her face without pause.

A heavy wave of fatigue slammed into me.

Drowning me.

Dragging me under.

Keeping my eyes open felt like lifting weights I couldn’t carry anymore.

I was scared.

But not for me.

For them.

Because behind Caleb—

Something moved.

Samael.

He wasn’t dead.

Not even close.

He stood in the doorway of the room he tortured me in—

But he wasn’t human anymore.

His body had changed.

Stretched.

Distorted.

Arms longer.

Fingers sharper.

Taller.

Much taller.

He hunched forward, his jaw warped into something monstrous—

Rows of fangs lining his mouth like a nightmare.

Eight feet tall.

Maybe more.

And then—

he roared.

A sound so violent it snapped everyone’s attention toward him instantly.

Caleb reacted first.

Dragging Niomi behind him—

Transforming mid-motion—

Charging.

He didn’t hesitate.

Didn’t think.

He just moved.

But it didn’t matter.

Samael backhanded him.

Effortlessly.

Caleb’s body flew—

Slamming into the wall with a sickening crack.

And he didn’t get up.

Didn’t even try.

He stayed down.

My chest tightened.

I wanted to move.

To get up.

To fight.

To do something—

But I couldn’t.

Not yet.

The three girls took their stance.

Luna trembled.

Sweat forming along her skin—

Her hand pressing harder into her wounded shoulder.

Her breathing was getting worse.

I did that.

Niomi—

Injured.

Healing—

But slow.

Karma—

Still recovering.

Still pushing through.

All of them—

weak.

And Samael?

Too big.

Too strong.

Too much.

In this room—

there was nowhere to run.

Nowhere to fight.

Nowhere to survive.

I tried to speak.

Tried to warn them.

Run.

Get out.

But nothing came out.

My body betrayed me.

Samael stepped forward—

And then—

stopped.

Mid-step.

Frozen.

A thick sound followed.

Drip.

Drip.

Drip.

Blood.

Pooling behind him.

My vision struggled—

But I forced it to focus.

Legs.

Behind him.

Not his.

Then—

A violent burst.

Blood exploded from Samael’s back.

His body twitched—

A broken, dying motion.

He tried to roar—

Tried—

But nothing came out.

His body collapsed.

Heavy.

Lifeless.

Crashing into the growing pool of his own blood.

And standing behind him—

Was someone else.

Lyserg

Calm.

Unbothered.

Untouched.

In his hand—

Samael’s spine.

Still dripping.

Still connected to pieces of flesh.

Lyserg didn’t even look like he tried.

No heavy breathing.

No tension.

No effort.

He dropped it.

Like trash.

Silence filled the room.

No one spoke.

No one moved.

Then—

Four more figures appeared.

Too fast to track.

Vampires.

They took position beside Lyserg instantly.

Waiting.

Like soldiers.

Like they already knew how this would end.

Lyserg pointed at me.

“That one.”

Two of them moved.

They lifted me up—

My arms thrown over their shoulders.

I couldn’t fight it.

Couldn’t even stand on my own.

He didn’t even look at Caleb or Niomi.

“The other two.”

Cold.

Dismissive.

The remaining vampires obeyed—

Lifting them as well.

Like cargo.

Like bodies.

The pain didn’t stop.

The cursed bullet still burned inside me—

Like it refused to let me go.

My body shook.

Sweat poured from me.

My vision dimmed again.

Sounds became distant.

Fading.

But I could still hear one thing.

Luna.

Her voice—

Desperate.

“Where are you taking him?”

A pause.

Then Lyserg—

Calm as ever.

“He requires proper supervision.”

That was it.

That was the last thing I heard.

Because the darkness—

finally took me.
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Chapter 3


​Awakening
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I woke up in my room.

I-V tubes ran through both of my arms, thin lines feeding directly into my veins. A blood transfusion.

The air felt...still.

Too still.

Someone was in the room with me.

Sitting in a chair across from my bed.

Not close.

Not comforting.

Watching.

It wasn’t Luna.

It was Lyserg.

Calm.

Unbothered.

Expressionless.

My body reacted before my mind could catch up.

I jolted upward—

Pain shooting through my torso—

My breathing uneven.

“Where’s Luna?”

No response.

Lyserg didn’t even look at me.

He stared out the window instead—

At the fading evening sun—

Like I wasn’t even there.

My voice hardened.

“Where is she?”

This time—

He answered.

“She’s fine.”

That was it.

No detail.

No reassurance.

Just...fine.

“Where is she?” I snapped again.

He finally looked at me.

“You shouldn’t concern yourself with that.”

My fists tightened.

“You should concern yourself with the fact that she’s the reason you’re still alive.”

That’s when I noticed it.

The blood.

The bags beside me.

The color.

My stomach dropped.

“...What did you do?”

Lyserg tilted his head slightly.

“Nothing she didn’t allow.”

A pause.

“Some of that blood...is hers.”

Everything came back at once.

The attack.

The shot.

My fangs.

Her shoulder.

The taste.

I froze.

I almost killed her.

No.

I would have killed her—

If she hadn’t stopped me.

And still...

She gave me her blood.

Even after that.

I swallowed hard.

“...I want to see her.”

“No.”

The answer came instantly.

Cold.

Final.

“What?”

“You will not be within range of her,” Lyserg said, standing now. “Or any human.”

My chest tightened.

“You don’t get to make that call.”

“I already have.”

Silence stretched between us.

Then—

“I’m leaving.”

I forced myself out of bed.

One step—

And the world spun.

Violently.

My legs gave out—

My body collapsing—

Back slamming against the bed—

Then the floor.

Pain exploded through me.

I couldn’t even catch myself.

Lyserg didn’t move.

Didn’t help.

Didn’t react.

“You’re in no condition to stand,” he said flatly.

I glared up at him.

“You’ve been unconscious for two days.”

Two days?

“...You’ll be functional by morning,” he continued. “If your body cooperates.”

I gritted my teeth, dragging myself back onto the bed.

Every movement felt wrong.

Heavy.

Like my body didn’t belong to me anymore.

Lyserg walked to the door.

Hand on the handle—

He paused.

Then looked back at me.

“You’ve progressed.”

My stomach twisted.

“In your transformation.”

The word hit harder than anything else.

Transformation.

Not infection.

Not condition.

Transformation.

Something final.

Something inevitable.

Then he left.

The door closed behind him.

And just like that—

I was alone.

The room felt darker now.

Heavier.

Quieter.

I sat there—

Listening to my own heartbeat.

Slower.

Stronger.

Different.

I looked at my hands.

At the veins beneath my skin.

At the faint
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