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​Turns Out Death is Just Really Inconvenient

I died on a Tuesday, which frankly just added insult to injury. Tuesday has always been the most forgettable day of the week—too far from the weekend to be hopeful, too deep into the workweek to be redeemable, and usually the day some office Karen schedules a 4 p.m. Zoom to “circle back” on projects no one gives a damn about. So of course that’s when I kicked it. Or more accurately, got kicked into it—death, I mean—via a regrettably enthusiastic and suspiciously bendy goth chick named Odessa who, in hindsight, asked way too many questions about my blood type for someone who claimed to be a dental hygienist “on sabbatical.” I should’ve known something was off the moment she ordered a Bloody Mary and whispered “make it literal” to the bartender, but I’d been lonely, horny, and high on cheap Merlot and desperation, which apparently makes you easy prey for both bloodsuckers and bad decisions. And I, Kevin Flint, connoisseur of emotional self-sabotage and veteran of the Sad Single Man Olympics, made a gold-medal move by following her back to her apartment, which had blackout curtains, a fridge full of plasma packs, and a suspicious lack of mirrors. And yet, somehow, I still missed the clues. Love makes you stupid. Lust makes you suicidal. Whatever I felt was probably a blend of both, shaken over ice and garnished with a single terrible idea.

I remember flashes: Odessa biting her lip (and then mine), candles that smelled like cloves and tax fraud, the off-key hum of Bauhaus echoing from somewhere behind a velvet curtain, and the vague sense that I was being both seduced and auditioned. Then darkness. Then pain. Then nothing. Then the smell. Sweet mother of God, the smell. I woke up in a bathtub filled with what appeared to be expired Red Cross blood packets, lukewarm tap water, a wet towel that may have once been white but now looked like it had witnessed a mob hit, and the unmistakable coppery stench of bodily failure. Also, there was a Band-Aid floating next to my face. Just the wrapper. For flavor, I guess. I sat up too fast, instantly regretted it, and then proceeded to throw up—into the bloodbath—something that tasted like pennies and shame. My head throbbed like I’d hosted a rave in my skull and forgot to invite electrolytes. My mouth was dry, my vision was grainy like an old VHS tape, and every joint felt like it had been replaced with antique hinges. This was not how I imagined becoming a creature of the night. There was no elegance, no drama, no fog machine gently wafting through a castle hallway. Just me, naked except for one sock (how?), in a rundown apartment bathroom that smelled like moldy sugar cookies and iron deficiency.

My first thought wasn’t What am I? or What happened? or even Why am I sticky in places I shouldn’t be sticky? It was, Shit. I have a dentist appointment tomorrow. Because when you’ve spent your adult life rescheduling your own existence around minor obligations, even dying doesn’t break the habit. I reached for my phone, which was dead—how fitting—and then for the towel, which disintegrated into mildew particles the moment I touched it. Somewhere in the apartment, a record scratched into a new track, something moody and German and trying very hard not to be danceable. Odessa appeared in the doorway, wearing fishnets, combat boots, and an oversized T-shirt that read “Team Edward Can Suck It.” Her eyeliner looked freshly applied, her lips were blood red (possibly literally), and she was holding a novelty coffee mug that said “World’s Okayest Turn-Maker.”

“You’re up,” she said, smiling like she hadn’t just murdered me. “That’s good. I was starting to think I overdid it.” She took a casual sip. It was not coffee. I stared. She stared back. It was an awkward silence made more awkward by the fact that my bare, pruney ass was still partially submerged in her expired blood stew. “You, uh... you should hydrate,” she added, motioning to a bottle of Pedialyte on the sink. “Or don’t. You might not need it anymore. Kind of depends on how your body processes the change. Everyone’s different.”

“What... did you do to me?” I croaked, sounding like a throat cancer PSA.

Odessa rolled her eyes, as if I’d just asked her to explain crypto. “I turned you, obviously. Welcome to the Undead, Kevin. It’s not as glamorous as the brochures make it look, but the health benefits are killer.”

I blinked at her. My brain was still buffering. “You turned me? Like a vampire?”

She nodded. “Well, not like a vampire. As a vampire. You are one now. Congrats. You’re no longer a tax-paying cog in the capitalist meat machine. You're an apex predator with a gluten allergy and a weird sun sensitivity.”

I tried to stand. Immediately regretted it. Everything hurt in ways that didn’t feel medically endorsed. “Why?” I rasped.

“You asked me to,” she said, as if that made any sense. “Well, technically, you asked if I wanted to ‘come back to your place and suck something,’ and I took artistic license. Look, I was bored, you were available, and your blood smelled like unfulfilled potential and Mountain Dew. Don’t flatter yourself—it wasn’t romantic. It was a Wednesday vibe, and I hadn’t turned anyone in like... three months. Also, you seemed like you needed a new hobby.”

Somewhere in the haze of pain and dried plasma, I remembered saying something stupid, maybe even poetic. I was two bottles deep into mediocrity and had probably called her a “dark angel” or “goth Snow White with a trust fund.” I have a gift for self-immolation, especially when horny. Still, this felt extreme.

“So... I’m undead now.”

“Undead-adjacent. It’s a spectrum,” she said, sipping from her mug again. “You’ll get the hang of it. The first few days suck. Pun intended. You’ll be hungry, confused, maybe a little moody. Like a teenage girl who just found out her favorite boy band was lip-syncing.”

I tried to take stock of myself. My reflection was still in the mirror—pale, puffy-eyed, and looking like I’d lost a fistfight with a haunted laundromat—but there. No fangs yet. No glowing eyes. Just an overwhelming need to moisturize and maybe scream into a pillow.

“Okay, rules,” I muttered. “There are rules, right? Like, no sunlight, no garlic, no entering homes uninvited, no... sparkling?”

Odessa sighed dramatically and flopped down on the toilet lid like she’d explained this a hundred times to stupid newborns who watched too much TV. “First of all, sunlight doesn’t kill you—it just sucks. It’s like trying to read in fluorescent light after a three-day bender. Everything’s too bright and aggressive. You’ll get migraines and look like you’ve been airbrushed with chalk dust. Garlic? Not fatal. Just really spicy and gives some of us the runs. The mirror thing is outdated. We can totally see ourselves—we just don’t always like what we see. And sparkling? Only if you sparkled before. Some of us were born fabulous.”

I rubbed my temples. They ached. My teeth itched. My stomach was doing cartwheels in a blood piñata.

“What about stakes?”

“Still bad. Not deadly unless they hit your heart, but they hurt like hell and paralyze you. Think of it like magical lidocaine with extra trauma.”

I looked at her again. Odessa—immortal, caffeinated, aggressively unconcerned—just kept sipping whatever it was she was drinking and scrolling on her phone. She didn’t look like a monster. She looked like someone who blogged about eyeliner and threw shade in the comment sections of True Crime TikToks.

“I can’t go to work like this,” I muttered.

“You shouldn’t. Daylight, remember?”

“I had deadlines.”

“Now you’ve got eternity.”

“Do you have any idea how backed up my inbox is?”

“Kevin.” She set her mug down, leaned forward, and looked me dead in the eye. “You died. You are literally no longer on the corporate hamster wheel. No more rent. No more taxes. No more coworkers named Brad who steal your yogurt and gaslight you about it. You’re free. You’re post-human. You’re a blood-sucking legend in the making. So maybe, just maybe, you can take a few days off and learn to enjoy it.”

I stared at her, fully absorbing what she’d said, and realized something. She was right. I was free. Finally, absolutely, totally free.

And I was still fucking annoyed.

Because I liked my yogurt.

Because I hated new routines.

Because I had a dentist appointment tomorrow at 10:30 a.m. with Dr. Patel, who always gave me free floss. And now I’d have to cancel.

And more than anything, because if death was supposed to be the beginning of something new, something powerful, something mythic and ancient and dripping with gothic grandeur, then waking up half-naked in a bathtub of expired blood stew, with eczema flaring and a crusty contact lens glued to my eyeball, felt like the cosmic equivalent of getting ghosted by destiny.

I wasn’t afraid. I wasn’t thrilled. I wasn’t even that hungry.

I was, and always will be, mildly inconvenienced.

And if that’s not the most Kevin Flint way to start undeath, I don’t know what is.
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​My Life Began the Night My Heart Stopped Beating

My life began the night my heart stopped beating. Which, to be clear, is not a romantic metaphor—I literally flatlined while semi-nude and over-lubricated on a questionable futon that smelled like incense and vintage regret. There was no heavenly light, no out-of-body experience, no spectral voice whispering secrets of the universe into my ear—just a sudden drop into black, the kind that feels less like cosmic transition and more like the Wi-Fi went out during a software update. Then I woke up in a tub of expired plasma stew, with a headache that could legally qualify as domestic terrorism, and Odessa standing over me holding a “World’s Okayest Turn-Maker” mug like this was just another goddamn Tuesday. Which, horrifyingly, it was. That was my big rebirth. Not a stormy castle in the Carpathians, not a blood pact under a red moon, not even a cemetery orgy of rebirth and violins—just my dumbass, damp and dying of mouth dryness, realizing I’d been involuntarily recruited into the worst MLM in supernatural history. Undeath. Eternal life. Whatever you want to call it. For me, it was just... inconvenient.

Odessa, ever the unflappable goth chaos goddess, sat me down in her living room—aka a repurposed GameStop with mood lighting—and began what she dramatically called “the orientation.” She handed me a blood smoothie made with organic beet juice, kale (why?), and something that tasted suspiciously like a childhood trauma. I took a sip, gagged, and wiped my mouth on my sleeve, which I then realized was still covered in bathtub blood. This was my new normal. “Alright,” she said, crossing one leg over the other in a way that screamed I read Anne Rice before puberty and never recovered, “here’s the thing: you’re not a full vampire yet. You’re in what we call ‘the crinkle stage.’” I blinked. “The what?” She sighed. “Crinkle. Like undead puberty. Your body’s adjusting. Your blood chemistry’s changing. You’re going to be itchy, hungry, horny, tired, irrationally emotional, and probably write bad poetry for about six weeks. Congratulations, you’re basically a teenage corpse.”

The rest of the orientation felt like reading the terms and conditions for an app I didn’t download but was now legally bound to. Rule #1: Sunlight doesn’t kill you—it just ruins your whole damn vibe. Odessa explained it like this: “Imagine the worst hangover you’ve ever had. Now imagine walking into a Walmart with all the fluorescents at maximum brightness, while someone plays Nickelback directly into your frontal lobe. That’s sunlight now.” I asked if sunscreen helped. She threw a bottle of SPF 1000 at my face and said, “Only if you enjoy looking like a haunted marshmallow.” So that was that. Daylight wouldn’t incinerate me, but it would turn me into a light-sensitive, weeping husk with the emotional stability of a molting chinchilla. Not ideal.

Rule #2: Garlic. Big myth. Not fatal, just uncomfortably spicy and likely to give you supernatural acid reflux. Odessa demonstrated by eating an entire garlic knot in front of me, then belching fire. Like, literal fire. I asked if that was part of the curse. She said no, she just had a condition. I made a mental note to never kiss her again, not that I was planning to. Vampirism may be eternal, but my standards were only mostly dead.

Rule #3: Mirrors. They still work. Vampires have reflections. The whole “can’t see ourselves” thing came from centuries of religiously traumatized monks trying to explain why their hot, mysterious houseguest had no shadow. “We reflect just fine,” Odessa said, applying eyeliner with terrifying precision. “We just don’t like what we see. You ever been immortal and stuck with your face from age thirty-three? It’s like the worst possible driver’s license photo—forever.” I looked at myself. Pale. Puffed. Crusty-eyed and confused. It was less “sexy creature of the night” and more “IT guy who got bitten on his smoke break.”

Rule #4: Sparkling. “That’s just moisturizer,” Odessa said, with a roll of her heavily shadowed eyes. “Twilight turned a zinc oxide allergy into a lifestyle choice. We don’t sparkle unless we’re already fabulous. You, Kevin, do not sparkle. You glisten like an anxious snail.” I considered objecting but realized she was right. I’ve always had overly hydrated skin, which is less a beauty routine and more a side effect of eczema and cheap lotion. I didn’t
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