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A Taste of Damnation

Chapter 1 – The First Sip
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The invitation arrived without a name, without a seal—only a single line written in ink so dark it seemed to drink the candlelight around it.

Come taste what even the damned cannot refuse.

No address. No signature. And yet, Lucien knew exactly where to go.

He stood now at the threshold of a place that did not exist on any map—a narrow doorway carved into the side of a crumbling cathedral long abandoned by both God and man. The stone archway loomed above him, its edges softened by time and something else... something that felt almost like breath.

The door was already open.

It exhaled warmth.

Lucien stepped inside.



The interior unfolded like a secret whispered too close to the ear—dim, velvet-dark, and alive with low murmurs that slid along the skin rather than through the air. Candlelight flickered in tall, black candelabras, their flames bending as though reacting to unseen currents. The scent was thick: spiced wine, burning resin, something metallic beneath it all.

Blood, perhaps. Or memory.

Figures moved through the shadows—beautiful, ageless, dangerous. Some human, some decidedly not. Silk brushed against leather, rings gleamed in elegant hands, and eyes lingered just a second too long on passing bodies.

Lucien felt it immediately—that pull.

Not desire, not entirely. Something deeper. Recognition.

As if the room itself knew him.

“Late,” came a voice beside him.

He turned.

A man stood there, tall and effortlessly composed, dressed in black so fine it seemed to absorb the light. His smile was faint, almost courteous, but his eyes held a knowing sharpness.

“You always did prefer an entrance,” the stranger added.

Lucien frowned slightly. “Do I know you?”

The man tilted his head, considering him as one might study a painting already memorized. “Not yet.”

Before Lucien could press further, the room shifted.

A subtle hush fell—not silence, but anticipation. Conversations softened, bodies angled toward the far end of the chamber where a raised platform stood, draped in crimson fabric.

Upon it rested a single object.

A glass decanter.

It caught the light in a way that seemed impossible—its contents darker than red, thicker than wine, swirling as though stirred by an unseen hand. Even from across the room, Lucien felt it.

A pulse.

Slow. Heavy. Deliberate.

The man beside him exhaled softly. “There it is.”

“What is it?” Lucien asked, though something in him already knew the answer would matter more than he wanted.

“A promise,” the man said. “Or a warning. It depends on how honest you are with yourself.”

A figure emerged beside the decanter—elegant, poised, their presence commanding without effort. They wore no crown, no symbol of authority, and yet the room bent toward them all the same.

“Tonight,” they began, voice smooth as velvet dragged over bare skin, “we offer you a singular experience.”

A glass was lifted, filled with that dark, shifting liquid.

“A taste,” they continued, “of what lies beyond consequence.”

A ripple moved through the crowd—not fear, not quite. Something sharper. Hunger.

Lucien felt it echo in his chest.

“You have lived,” the speaker said, gaze drifting lazily over the gathered guests, “with restraint. With fear. With the illusion that your desires are meant to be contained.”

A faint smile touched their lips.

“Tonight, you may set that aside.”

They raised the glass slightly.

“This is not death. Not damnation.”

A pause.

“It is merely a glimpse.”

Another figure stepped forward—a young man, pale, trembling, though whether from fear or anticipation was impossible to tell. His eyes darted across the room before settling on the glass.

Lucien found himself holding his breath.

“Drink,” the speaker murmured.

The man hesitated only a moment before taking the glass.

Up close, the liquid seemed thicker still—almost reluctant to move, clinging to the sides as though it possessed a will of its own.

Then, with a sharp inhale, he drank.



At first, nothing.

A flicker of uncertainty crossed the man’s face. He lowered the glass slightly, lips parting as though to speak—

And then it hit.

His entire body went rigid.

The glass slipped from his fingers, shattering against the stone floor, but no one looked at it. No one cared.

All eyes were on him.

A sound tore from his throat—not quite a scream, not quite a moan, but something caught painfully between the two. His back arched, fingers curling as though grasping for something unseen.

His expression—

Lucien felt his pulse stutter.

It wasn’t pain.

Not exactly.

It was too much.

Too much sensation, too much feeling, too much everything. Pleasure carved through terror, ecstasy laced with something sharp enough to wound. Tears streamed down the man’s face, but his lips trembled with something dangerously close to a smile.

“He sees it,” someone whispered near Lucien.

“Feels it,” another replied.

The man gasped, collapsing to his knees. His hands pressed against the floor, but his body didn’t seem entirely his own anymore. His breathing fell into a strange rhythm—slow, deliberate, as though guided by something beyond him.

Lucien felt it again.

That pulse.

Not from the decanter this time.

From the man.

No—

Through him.

For a brief, impossible moment, Lucien could swear the man’s eyes flickered toward him—and something else looked out from behind them.

Ancient.

Hungry.

Aware.

Lucien took an involuntary step back.

The connection snapped.

The man sagged forward, catching himself just before hitting the ground. The room remained utterly still, suspended in the aftermath.

Then—

Laughter.

Soft at first, then spreading, weaving through the crowd like smoke. Not cruel, not mocking.

Envious.

“How does it feel?” the speaker asked gently.

The man lifted his head slowly.

His face was flushed, his eyes bright—too bright. Whatever fear had been there before was gone, burned away by something far more dangerous.

“...again,” he whispered.

A murmur of approval rippled through the room.

The speaker smiled.

“Of course.”



The gathering resumed as though nothing unusual had occurred, though the air had shifted irrevocably. Conversations grew sharper, more intent. Bodies drifted closer together. Eyes lingered longer.

Lucien stood still, watching as the man was guided away, his steps unsteady but eager.

“Beautiful, isn’t it?”

The voice returned—close, familiar.

Lucien turned to find the dark-clad stranger beside him once more.

“What is that?” Lucien asked, unable to keep the edge from his tone.

The man’s smile deepened, though it never quite reached his eyes.

“Something honest.”

“That wasn’t honesty,” Lucien said quietly. “That was possession.”

“Is there a difference?” the man countered.

Lucien didn’t answer.

Across the room, another glass was being filled.

Another guest stepped forward.

Another pulse began to build.

The man beside him leaned in slightly, his voice lowering to something almost intimate.

“You felt it, didn’t you?” he murmured. “Just for a moment.”

Lucien stiffened.

“I don’t know what you’re talking about.”

A soft chuckle.

“No,” the man said. “Not yet.”

He straightened, smoothing an invisible crease from his sleeve.

“But you will.”

Lucien’s gaze drifted back to the decanter.

The liquid inside moved slowly, deliberately, as though aware of every eye upon it.

As though waiting.

He told himself it was nothing. A trick of atmosphere, of suggestion. He had seen things far stranger, far more dangerous.

And yet—

His chest tightened.

Not with fear.

With something far worse.

Curiosity.

Desire.

The faint, lingering sense that whatever the man had experienced... whatever had looked out through his eyes...

Had noticed Lucien in return.



Somewhere deep beneath the cathedral, far below stone and shadow, something shifted.

Not awake.

Not fully.

But aware enough to feel the echo of that gaze.

To recognize it.

To want.



Lucien exhaled slowly, unaware that his heartbeat had begun to fall into a rhythm that was not entirely his own.

And across the room, the decanter pulsed—once, deep and slow.

As if in answer.
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Chapter 2 – Sweet Poison
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Morning did not come gently.

It pressed in through the tall windows like something unwelcome—pale, thin light that failed to warm the room it entered. The city beyond was quiet in that strange, suspended way that followed nights better left unspoken.

Lucien stood at the window, unmoving.

He had not slept.

The cathedral still clung to him—not physically, but in sensation. The scent of spiced air lingered in his lungs. The echo of that pulse... that slow, deliberate rhythm... had not quite faded from his chest.

He told himself it would.

Things like that always did.

And yet, when he closed his eyes, he could still see it—the man collapsing, trembling between agony and ecstasy, his expression unraveling into something almost sacred.

“...again.”

The word had followed him home.

“You look like you’ve been somewhere you shouldn’t.”

The voice was warm, familiar—threaded with quiet amusement.

Lucien turned.

Adrian leaned against the doorway, sleeves rolled, dark hair still slightly damp as though he had only just risen. There was something effortlessly composed about him, even in the softness of morning—something that made everything else feel a little less certain by comparison.

Lucien exhaled slowly. “I could say the same about you.”

Adrian’s lips curved faintly. “I was here. Waiting.”

A pause.

“For you.”

Something in Lucien’s chest tightened—not painfully, but enough to be noticed.

“I didn’t think I’d be gone that long.”

“You weren’t,” Adrian said. “Not really.”

His gaze lingered, sharper now. Observing.

“You’re different,” he added quietly.

Lucien let out a soft, humorless breath. “That’s dramatic.”

“Is it?” Adrian stepped further into the room, his presence shifting the air in subtle ways. “You haven’t moved since I got here. You’re not even pretending to be distracted.”

Lucien didn’t respond.

Because it was true.

His mind wasn’t scattered.

It was fixed.

On a glass.

On a taste.

On a feeling he had not even experienced—and yet could not seem to let go of.

Adrian studied him for another moment, then tilted his head slightly.

“Where did you go?”

Lucien hesitated.

He had no reason to keep it from him.

And yet—

“It was an event,” he said finally. “Private. Unusual.”

Adrian’s interest sharpened immediately. “Unusual how?”

Lucien turned back toward the window, watching the light struggle against the room’s shadows.

“They were offering something,” he said. “A drink.”

“A drink?” Adrian echoed, a hint of disbelief slipping into his tone. “You’re telling me you look like this because of a drink?”

“It wasn’t just a drink.”

Lucien’s voice came quieter now.

“It was...” He paused, searching for the right word—and finding none that felt sufficient. “...something else.”

Adrian was silent for a moment.

Then, softer—“Did you try it?”

“No.”

The answer came too quickly.

Adrian noticed.

“Did you want to?”

Lucien didn’t answer.

That, too, was answer enough.



By midday, the city had begun to whisper.

It started in the quiet corners—low conversations in dim cafés, murmured exchanges in shadowed hallways. By evening, it had spread further, slipping into every circle that thrived on secrets and indulgence.

A new experience.

An exclusive offering.

Something that changed you.

Lucien heard it everywhere.

He walked through it like a man moving through fog—aware, but untouched. Or at least, that’s what he told himself.

“It’s not just rumor.”

The voice came from his left.

Lucien turned to find Elias seated at a small table, a glass of untouched wine before him. His usual composure was intact, but there was something beneath it—an edge that hadn’t been there before.

“You’ve heard about it too,” Lucien said.

Elias let out a quiet breath. “Hard not to.”

His fingers tapped lightly against the table.

“I saw someone this morning,” he added. “One of them.”

Lucien’s attention sharpened. “And?”

Elias hesitated.

“They were...” He frowned slightly. “Radiant.”

“That’s not what I expected you to say.”

“No,” Elias agreed. “Nor I.”

He leaned back, gaze distant.

“They looked like they’d been stripped down to something essential. No hesitation, no restraint. Just... want.”

Lucien felt that word settle uncomfortably in his chest.

“Sounds like a loss of control,” he said.

Elias shook his head slowly. “That’s the strange part. It didn’t feel like that.”

“Then what?”

“...like clarity.”

The word lingered between them.

Lucien didn’t like it.
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