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I hadn’t even wanted to come tonight. Halloween parties weren’t really my thing, but my girlfriend insisted. She was out of town on a work trip and told me, “Show up for the both of us, don’t let our friends down.” So here I was, jammed into a cheap vampire costume, plastic fangs biting into my gums, cape dragging behind me, standing alone with a drink I didn’t even want.

The loft was chaos. Orange lights strung across the beams, fake cobwebs clinging to the rafters, carved pumpkins glowing along the bar. The bass rattled my chest while a cowboy grinded on a witch, two zombies made out against the wall, and a headless horseman twerked in the corner. Everyone looked like they were having the time of their lives. Everyone but me.

That’s when I noticed him.

He leaned against the brick across the room, perfectly still while the party whirled around him. Black suit. Phantom mask. Broad shoulders and the kind of confidence that made him look untouchable. His gaze locked onto me, sharp and deliberate, and suddenly I couldn’t breathe.

I wasn’t into guys. Not really. I had a girlfriend — had always been into girls. But the way he looked at me made my skin heat like I’d just stepped too close to the fire pit. I couldn’t look away.

He cut through the crowd with calm, steady steps until he was right in front of me. My drink was trembling in my hand when he smirked.

“Nice fangs, bro.”

I gave a nervous laugh. “Three ninety-nine at Party City.”

“Dude, you wear ‘em well.” His eyes swept down my body, slow and deliberate, before meeting mine again.

Heat flared in my chest. I tried to look anywhere else, but he leaned closer, brushing my arm as he took the cup from my hand and set it aside. His touch lingered, fingers dragging lightly along my bicep, casual but intimate. My breath hitched.

“So,” he said, his voice dropping, playful. “What’s your name, vampire?”

For half a second, I almost said it — Travis — but something in me hesitated. Maybe it was the mask, the anonymity, the way he was looking at me like he already knew I was hiding. Instead, I blurted, “Count... Fangula.”

He laughed — a low, deep sound that rolled through me. “Count Fangula? Dude, that’s terrible.”

“You asked,” I shot back, grinning despite myself.

His hand brushed my side, deliberate now, thumb pressing lightly through the thin fabric of my shirt. He leaned close enough that his shoulder pressed into mine, his breath warm against my ear. “Well, Count Fangula,” he said, drawing it out, “you’re wasted standing in the corner. You should be out there — letting everyone see how good you look tonight.”

No one had ever spoken to me like that. Not my girlfriend, not anyone. Hot. Desired. Seen. It confused the hell out of me, but I couldn’t deny how it made me feel — how he made me feel.

No one had ever spoken to me like that. Not my girlfriend, not anyone. Hot. Desired. Seen. It confused the hell out of me, but I couldn’t deny how it made me feel — how he made me feel.

His hand drifted lower, brushing against my hip like it was an accident, but I knew it wasn’t. Every touch was deliberate, confident, like he already understood what I needed better than I did. My pulse kicked, and a shiver ran up my spine.

“You’re tense, bro,” he said, his voice smooth, casual, the kind of voice that could talk you into anything. “Gotta loosen up. Halloween’s the one night you can be whoever the hell you want.”

Something about the way he said it made my stomach twist. That voice. That easy swagger. Even the way he stood — grounded, shoulders back, taking up space — it tugged at something in the back of my mind. Familiar. Too familiar.

But the mask made it hard to be sure, and the smoke-and-liquor haze in the air blurred everything. I told myself I was imagining it, that it didn’t matter who he reminded me of. Still, the thought stuck like a burr I couldn’t shake.

I forced a laugh, rough and shaky. “And who am I supposed to be?”

He leaned in closer, shoulder brushing mine, breath hot against my ear. “You already look like trouble, dude. All you gotta do is own it.”

Heat rushed through me. Trouble. Desired. Sexy. The way he said it made my chest swell, like he was giving me permission to be someone I wasn’t sure I could be.

And the worst part? Some part of me already knew him. Or thought I did.

“Come on,” he said, brushing my arm with his fingertips as though he owned me already. “You’re not gonna stand in the corner all night, are you?”

Before I could answer, he slipped his hand down to my wrist and tugged. Not hard, just enough to pull me with him into the thick of the dance floor. My chest thudded as the crowd swallowed us, bodies moving to the heavy bass, strobe lights flashing across painted faces and plastic fangs.

And then he was behind me.

I felt him before I turned — the heat of his chest pressing into my back, the firm weight of his hand settling on my hip. He moved with a steady rhythm, not grinding, not rushing — just confident, teasing, guiding me into his orbit. His cologne hit me again, stronger this time — smoke, spice, leather. It wrapped around me, thick and dizzying.

I tried to keep my head straight, to remind myself who I was, who I was supposed to be, but the second he pressed closer, I lost the thread. His thigh brushed mine, his hips rolling into me with just enough pressure that I felt it — the heat between his legs, thick and deliberate. My body betrayed me instantly, a surge of electricity firing low in my gut.

My breath caught, shame and hunger colliding inside me. I wasn’t supposed to want this. I wasn’t supposed to want him. But the way he moved — steady, unrelenting, like he already knew exactly how far I’d let him push me — it drove me insane.

“See, dude?” he murmured against my ear, his lips brushing so close I swore I felt them. “Told you you’d look good out here.”

I shivered, heat racing through me. Every nerve screamed to step away, to remind myself I wasn’t attracted to guys, that my girlfriend had sent me here to represent her, not to lose myself against a stranger’s body.

But my hips stayed where they were. My body leaned back into him.

And for the first time that night, I stopped fighting it.

***
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At first I told myself I was just moving with the music. Just letting the bass carry me, just blending into the crowd like everyone else. But the second his hips pressed into mine, steady and deliberate, my body betrayed me.

I started to move with him. Slowly. Tentative. My ass brushed against the solid heat between his legs, and my whole body lit up like a live wire.

He pushed back — not rough, not crude, just firm, guiding, letting me feel every inch of him through the layers of fabric. The hardness pressed into me again, and I swore my knees nearly buckled.

My hands clenched at my sides, torn between pulling away and grabbing him, grounding myself in the only thing that made sense in that moment — his body against mine. My chest was tight, my breath uneven. I wasn’t supposed to like this. I wasn’t supposed to even think about it. But the rhythm took me, and I ground back against him, slowly at first, then harder as the song built.

“Fuck, bro...” I barely caught his whisper against my ear. It was low, rough, like the sound scraped straight from his throat. His hands tightened on my hips, pulling me closer, rolling into me with a pressure that left no doubt about what he wanted.

Heat flooded me. Shame. Excitement. Desire. All tangled until I couldn’t tell them apart.

The song pulsed toward its end, bodies still crashing around us, but all I could focus on was him pressing into me, the dizzying mix of cologne and sweat, the way his breath ghosted against my neck. For a moment, I wanted it to never stop.

And then the music cut, fading into the next track. The spell broke.

He leaned down, lips close to my ear, voice low and certain. “We should grab a drink... and go somewhere quiet.”

My heart slammed against my ribs, every nerve screaming yes even as my mind scrambled for excuses.

I just nodded.

We broke away from the crowd, my body still buzzing from the music and his heat pressed into me. I followed him through the throng of costumes and masks like I was tethered to him by something invisible. At the bar, he slid in close, his arm brushing mine as he ordered.

“Two whiskeys,” he said, his tone casual, but his hand stayed low on my back, fingers splayed just above my belt. He didn’t need to grip me — the weight of his touch was enough to keep me rooted.

The bartender slid the glasses across, and he handed one to me, our fingers brushing in a way that felt intentional. I downed half of it too quickly, the burn hitting my chest like fuel to a fire that was already raging.

“Come on,” he said, leaning close, voice warm against my ear. “Too loud out here.”

He guided me past the crowd, his hand drifting from my back to my hip, steering me through the maze of bodies and music. My chest was tight, my head spinning, every step feeling like a point of no return.

We slipped into a narrow stairwell, the door swinging shut behind us, muting the noise into a dull throb. The air was cooler here, the dim light flickering overhead. I leaned against the wall, glass still in hand, trying to catch my breath.

He stood a step below me, looking up, mask still in place. The angle made his shoulders look even broader, his presence filling the narrow space.

“You good
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