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Courting Moon 

Where There Is Love . . . Death Follows.

Those in power are suppressing the truth, and it all stems from the Coven of Vampyres strict law: Human and Vampyre fraternization—strictly forbidden. When living in a society where love, passion, and desire are restricted it isn't long before someone dissents. I just never thought that someone would be me.

The day I met him, the vampyre Sebastian of Orias, everything changed. Never in my life did I think someone like him, the son of a Count, would pursue a human like me. But he did. He stalked me . . . and now he wants me.

We chose to break the rules, defy the Coven, and embrace this connection, regardless of the dangers that may unfold. However, I fear that our passion may reveal secrets the Coven is willing to kill to protect.
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IN THE DARK MEADOW, the midnight air blasted through her hair, giving off a scent that would attract any Vampyre for miles. It was there he sensed her. It was there he could no longer deny himself the pleasure of getting to know who she was. The rules were set and the laws were written, but none of that could keep him restrained. Not anymore.

His emotions fluttered, leaving him no other choice. He must take that chance, regardless of the prospect of rejection. For months, he watched her, lurking in the shadows of their lands, never giving thought as to what would happen if he were to be discovered. It was a risk he was more than willing to take, if only just to get a second glance of her beauty. 

He was, after all, the son of a count, and he knew the rules better than anyone. Fraternization between Vampyre and human was strictly forbidden. The rules were imprinted in his brain from birth, but he had to choose differently. Was it her human frailty or the smell of her blood that drew him there every night? Whatever this enchanting spell was that led him to her lands took total control, forcing him to do things he thought he’d never do. 

Romantic love was forbidden and after months of obsessing over this human woman, he was beginning to understand why. All rational thought escaped his mind whenever he was near her. The erratic and irrational impulses that made him sneak out of his room, cross the neutral territory, and enter their lands each night had overwhelmed him. He’d lost control, yet refused to do anything about it. This was who he wanted to be.

Therefore, that night in the dark meadows, basking in the midnight air, he made his approach. Would she welcome him or fear him? What stories would she have heard about his kind that could force her to be reluctant in his presence? He had no choice, for it was too late to turn back now. She was alone, and he would never have an opportunity like this again. He pushed back the bushes, taking slow steps toward her. Hesitant, he thought about turning around and forgetting about her. He knew where this would lead. Still, he pushed aside all logic, giving in to his desire. 

“Hello,” he whispered softly from behind. She froze. She knew the end was near. She knew the Vampyre creeping up behind her would make her his supper if she didn’t run, and quick. Without thought, she took off screaming for her life. Her action to his bold move didn’t surprise him at all; the only thing that entered his mind was how beautiful she looked when she fled. He didn’t pursue right away. He stood there paralyzed, fearful that he would be discovered. 

If anyone heard her screaming, it would be the end of him. Before she could get too far, he headed her off, and in a flash was right in front of her. They collided; she ran right into him. The touch of her soft, warm skin sent a sense of inner peace and tranquility through his entire body.

They had their arms wrapped around each other like lovers in need. That sensual gaze he gave her forced the fear to melt away, only to be replaced with apprehension and embarrassment.

“I will not harm you,” he said in a passionate whisper. 

“What do you want from me?” Her voice trembled.

“Simple conversation.” 

“You mean to kill me?” 

“Of course not. But so be it that I will make you my meal someday.”

“Who are you?” She gave him an uneasy glance. 

He stared into her eyes and smiled, brushing his fingers through her soft, long hair. And thus that single encounter, that bold embrace would set forth the path they would travel together, placing things in motion that would tear the very boundaries of everything they’d ever known. Forever.  
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SEBASTIAN. HE SAID his name was Sebastian. His voice and the words he’d spoke whenever we met were like poetry. The memory of his cold hands would forever be a close, tangible thought in my mind. Yet no matter how much I cared for him or wanted us to be together, I couldn’t help but think about the one factor that kept us apart. He was one of them. And me? Well, I was a descendant of the reverted. A human. Those who could survive in sunlight. Our kinds were meant to be apart, according to the rules. The Human Council and the Vampyre Coven made sure of it. This was the way it had always been and the way it would always be.

No one knew what cured us of the darkness. Our grandparents chose never to reveal that truth to us for fear of what the Coven would do. This truth was what gave us the right to walk among the living. “We were all bloodsuckers once,” my grandmother would say to remind us of where we’d come from.

The Coven of Vampyres was the ruling body of their world, and he was the son of Countess Julia Lunusia, wife to the Count of Orias, a ruling member of the Coven. It had held, for years, this precarious truce between them and our kind. The only way for us to survive was through the Offering. We’d told ourselves that this was the only way, and with our growing numbers, it was all we could do to prevent a culling. The last culling nearly wiped us out, and our leaders, the ones who were alive to see it, vowed never to let it happen again.

Thus, the system of the Offering was put into place to keep them out of our lands. Vampyres weren’t allowed to interact with us, and were not allowed to cross over into their realm. So, the question remained: why would he pursue me if not to grace his fangs onto my delicate skin and drink me dry. Why would he come to me in the night and watch me from a distance? The first time he came to me in the woods, I thought I was a dead woman. I kept thinking to myself what I could do to escape and why the Offering hadn’t quenched his thirst.

His skin was that of the brightest white cloud in the sky, with hair the color of coal. He looked enchanting. I had never seen one of his kind with my own eyes before. It was pitch black, so the moment I laid eyes on him, I knew I was finished. There was no way for me to escape, and if I had cried out for help, he would have silenced me before I could emit a single sound. My death was imminent, and I knew I would never see my family or the sunlit sky again. I closed my eyes and ran, waiting for it to come. I just hoped that it would be fast and painless.

After minutes had passed with no thump, screams, or swift motions of claws, I collided with him. Slowly, I opened my eyes. This Vampyre, Sebastian was just standing there in front of me, looking on in awe, our arms wrapped around each other. He put my hands in his and rubbed them across his face. His hands were cold as winter, yet he gave off this warmness that kept me from running away a second time. I was so frightened the only thing I could do was stand there in stillness. I couldn’t help but notice his daunting eyes as they emitted shades of glowing gray and blue. I always thought the Vampyres to be monsters, dispatching us as if we were cattle. Of all the women in all the lands of Hymane, why did he come to me?

“You are so beautiful,” he whispered. Still, I couldn’t move. He gave me a smile and released my hand, which forced me to take a step back. He couldn’t have looked any older than me, and his skin looked like that of a newborn child. That was my first ever encounter with a Vampyre, but it wouldn’t be the last. He’d broken the truce just to scour the dark fields all so he could see a living, breathing human. My only guess was that it was just as new for him as it was for me. That was months ago, however, and since that encounter he’d come to me often, hiding from my family and everyone else in the village.

I thought back to that first encounter, realizing how surreal it was. As time went on, I began to contemplate what would happen if someone were to find out. Nevertheless, my fears subsided the more I got to know him. He’d told me things no human should know in the lands of Varinia, their kingdom. We were two worlds apart. What could have possessed him to put everything I held dear in jeopardy for the sake of conversation? I pondered these questions as I sat outside in the open field, washing our family’s clothes. The sun would set soon, and I could only hope he’d comes across that field as he always did.

“Kyra, come in now. Supper is ready,” my mother called. I could smell the boiling cabbage and baked sweet potatoes with underlying scents of ginger and cinnamon from all the way out here. The roasted turkey didn’t overpower the smell of the apple pie she had baked for dessert. I put the rest of the clothes on the clothesline and headed to the house. My little brother and sister were already at the table, and my father had started to sharpen his knives to cut into the crispy brown skin of the turkey; I could see from the front window.

“Bruce, wait until your daughter gets in. She’s been outside hanging up clothes all day,” my mother said. I opened the front door and took off my shoes before I went upstairs to the bathroom. I was a little too hungry to take a shower, so I decide to wash my face and hands before heading to the dinner table. I knew they were all probably starving, and I didn’t want to hold them up any longer than I already had. I just hoped my father fixed the washing machine soon. Washing clothes by hand was making my fingers numb.

“Just go on without me,” I shouted from upstairs before dousing my face in water and soap. No matter the pleas of my mother to have everyone wait for me, my father went ahead and carved the turkey. I guessed she felt guilty for having me outside all day washing the clothes by hand when I should have been attending the Courting to find a suitor. Every girl in the land was to be paired with a partner upon reaching the age of twenty.

While this tradition was established to ensure the continuation of our race, it now served as an honorary custom. I was just glad the whole process wasn’t arranged anymore and that we were allowed to choose our own suitors. Though my stomach was begging for sustenance, and I was sure this meal was to celebrate my twentieth birthday, the only thing I could think about was Sebastian.

He was the reason I stayed out until sundown washing clothes. I usually finished late in the afternoon, but today was different. I hadn’t seen him in a while, so I was hoping if I stayed out late, he’d pick up my scent. That way I’d be able sneak him into my room. With the security systems in place around our village, it was difficult for him to evade them each night. The last thing I wanted was for him to be discovered.

He was a part of the royal bloodline of the Coven of Vampyres, so I doubted they’d kill him. But it would cause a diplomatic uproar to know that the count’s son was violating the truce. Their Coven decreed long ago that human and Vampyre fraternization was strictly prohibited, and it was made illegal by the Hymane government as a result. Of all the would-be suitors in our village, Sebastian was the only person whom I could talk to.

We’d come from different worlds and at the same time had so much in common. I hadn’t seen him in two weeks, and every night I stayed up late waiting, looking out my window and hoping he was there. Perhaps someone caught on to his antics and put a stop to his late-night wanderings. I surely hoped not. I knew he’d come to me; I just hoped it was soon.

I finished washing my face and put on my nightgown before heading downstairs to eat. My father placed five thin slices of turkey on my plate with a side of sweet potatoes smothered in marshmallows, along with cabbage and baked beans. It was rare for us to have a feast like this, as we had to ration our supplies until the Offering had run its course.

My little brother was already on his second helping of turkey by the time I sat at the table. Mother knew I wasn’t too fond of cake, so I supposed the apple pie I smelt would do. I pulled up a chair and sat down, then picked up my knife and fork and dug into this delicious meal. Our living room was just big enough to fit us all in, so when my mother placed the bright-red table cloth over the table earlier, it spilled over onto the floor, causing my little sister to kick and tug on it with her little feet. The red cloth signified a girl was becoming a woman, marking the day she was to leave home and marry a suitor of her choosing.

My parents weren’t too fond of the tradition, but with my father being a ranking member of the Council of the New Age, we were forced to observe it. I wasn’t too keen on the tradition either. That was why I spend my days in the field, at the Hymane headquarters, or cleaning around the house so as to avoid going to the Courting. While it was customary for a woman to be paired within weeks after her twentieth birthday, all women had to be paired before the age of twenty-one. This meant I had a year before I’d be forced to go, but until then, I think I’d enjoy my freedom a while longer.

“How does it taste? I marinated the turkey in an eye-of-newt broth just like you wanted,” my mother said. I put down my utensils and stare at her with food bulging my cheeks. They all looked at me and erupted in laughter before wishing me a happy birthday. Eye of newt, was she serious? Just ruined my appetite.

“After supper, we can head down to the Courting House if you wish,” said my father. It was ten o’clock in the evening, and I was in no shape or form to get all gussied up to find a suitor, least of all after having spent my entire day washing clothes outside. My hands were wrinkled and worn, and my skin was a fine bronze.

“No, thank you. I think I’ll just go to bed after dessert.”

“That guy is going to come and see you again, isn’t he?” my little sister blurts out in front of everyone.

“What guy?” Mother asked curiously.

I try to play it off as if I had no idea what she was talking about.

“You know Monica and her crazy imagination.”

After a few more slices of turkey and a square-cut piece of pie, I picked up my plate and went into the kitchen. The cold floor sent chills through my body, reminding me of Sebastian’s hands. The only thing I did want for my birthday was to see him again. It was a lot to risk, but if I had to go to the outskirts of our village so he could smell my scent, then I would. Perhaps it was the Offering that had him tied up.

“What’s on your mind, Kyra?” my father said, dumping his plate into the sink.

“I’ll wash dishes, don’t worry,” I told him, taking his plate and running it under the sink faucet.

“Nonsense. You’ve been cleaning all day. Go into the living room and rest,” my mother said.

“I really don’t mind.”

“Listen to your mother. Go relax. It’s your birthday, after all,” Father said.

Without any further protest, I went into the living room and turned on the television. News of the Offering was on all stations, and it looked as if the Coven was satisfied. They tried to make the whole process as humane as possible, or so they told us to make it seem as if what we were doing wasn’t a total abomination. I scour the channels to see if Sebastian was on any of them. Rarely do any of the high-ranking members of their Coven come to the Offering for collection, but maybe this time it would be different.

“Mom! Kyra won’t stay on one channel!” my sister shouted.

“It’s her birthday. Let her do what she wants.”

“Here, Monica, I didn’t find what I was looking for anyway,” I said, putting the remote in her lap.

I was tired anyway, and I really needed to take a shower. I kissed my parents good night and went upstairs to change. After making my way to my room, I shut the door and removed my nightgown, then threw it onto the chair near my makeup desk. It was made of mahogany, just like much of the furniture in our house, and I usually used it as a clothes hamper rather than for applying makeup. I bent over, took off my socks, and put them underneath the desk in my dirty-clothes hamper.

“Fancy meeting you here,” said a familiar voice. Startled, I turned around. Sebastian was stretched out across my bed, staring at me and smiling.

“Ah!” I screamed, grabbing a towel and wrapping it around me.

“No need to be alarmed,” he said.

“Sebastian, what are you doing here? Are you trying to get us both caught? How did you get in here?” I asked firmly.

“I’m a Vampyre. Need you really ask?”

“Please turn around so I can put my nightgown back on.”

He vanished right in front of me.

“Let me know when you’re fully dressed,” I heard him say in the distance. I removed my bra and panties and went into the bathroom to take a shower, where I washed myself swiftly. I wasn’t sure where he went, but I was certain he wasn’t watching me, as there were no windows in our bathroom. I was excited as much as I was nervous. I dry myself off and open the door to see my mother standing there with a glass of warm milk.

“Here, sweetie. Is everything okay? Are you sure you don’t want to go someplace to celebrate your birthday?” My nervousness increased tenfold. If she found Sebastian here, it would be the end of me.

“Mother, I’m all right. I’m just exhausted. I think I’ll just get some rest.” I took the glass of milk and kissed her on the cheek before retreating to my room and locking the door behind me. I set the glass of milk on my desk and kneeled to gaze through the crack of my door to see if she was still there. When the shadows of her feet walked away, I breathed a sigh of relief.

“Sebastian ... Sebastian ... where are you?” I whispered. I looked out the window to see if he was still outside waiting in the grassy field that made up our backyard, most of it farmland. “Sebastian,” I called out into the darkness until he tapped me on the shoulder.

“I’m here,” he said. I jumped and turned around to see him standing inches from me. “Didn’t mean to startle you. How are you?”

I couldn’t see his fangs, nor could I see the glow in his eyes as I did before. Depending on his mood, his eyes shined a color expressing his demeanor, and right then, all I could see was a light-blue shade.

His skin always remained the same no matter his mood—a pale, colorless void of white. He looked so foreign to me, yet I could gaze into his eyes for hours without ever growing weary.

“Where have you been? I was worried.”

“The Offering is still being televised, and I thought it would be a good idea to lie low until it comes to completion so as not to arouse suspicion. Far be it for me to interfere with your birthday celebration. You should celebrate this day to its fullest, since I will make you my meal someday,” he said, smiling.

Each time we met, he’d say those words to me. In the beginning, I was afraid he would carry out this threat, but as time had passed, I thought it more of a joke so I didn’t become too attached to him.

“How are you going to feast on me when you don’t even have fangs?” I said jokingly.

“My fangs only appear when I will them to. Besides, I don’t want to go around biting the tip of my tongue all the time.”

We sat on the bed like usual, and I placed my legs across his lap so he could massage my feet. The first time we did this, he almost broke my pinky toe. Since then, I’d taught him to be gentler with me, as I was mortal after all. I wasn’t sure if he could warm his core body temperature at will, but when he touched my feet, it was nothing like the ice-cold winter when he’d first touched my hands. They soon became warm just like any other mortal.

“Why do you pursue me?” I asked. As I gazed at his untouched white skin, I couldn’t help but realize that he must have been hundreds of years older than me. Perhaps he sought to turn me into one of his kind and use me as one of his playthings. I had yet to ask him exactly how old he was for fear he may become offended. He caressed my feet softly and turned to me.

“You’re the most beautiful thing I have ever seen. That’s why I pursue you.”

What could a mere mortal like myself possibly have to offer the son of the count? An immortal, powerful bloodsucker. I couldn’t help but wonder why he came to me that night and why he chose to spare my life. What really bothers me was why he would risk breaking the truce just to hang out in my room.

“Is this your first time seeing a mortal girl?”

“Of course not. It’s just something about you that made me want to know more about you; that’s all.”

“No doubt, I’m more of a child or pet to you.”

“Don’t be absurd, Kyra. The only difference between us is that I am Vampyre and you are human.”

“And how many humans have you sunk your teeth into since you’ve roamed the world?”

“None ... yet. And I’ve only roamed the world for twenty years.”

I pulled my feet back and sat upright in shock. There was no way we were the same age. That was when I heard the knock and the calling of the bell. The Offering had been completed, and everything could go back to normal, at least until the next Offering. My father was on the other side of that door, knocking, waiting for me to answer.

“Yes, what is it?” I said in an inconspicuous tone.

“The Offering is over. Are you sure you don’t want to celebrate?”

“Yes, I’m sure. I’m already in bed, and I was having a relaxing dream until you woke me up,” I said, hoping that would make him go away.

“Sorry, sweetheart. Have a good night’s rest,” he said, before leaving us in peace. Sebastian had already hidden under my bed with the first knock on my door.

“You can come out now,” I whispered. His eyes glowed like dark-blue waves in the ocean. They mesmerized me. How could a bloodsucker be so beautiful? And just as quickly as he hid under my bed, he vanished from my sight and reappeared near my nightstand, smiling.

“Why do you have to move so fast? Move slower,” I said to him firmly. Each time he disappeared and reappeared, it gives me chills.

“As you wish,” he said, moving as slow as a turtle over to my bed as if to mock me. I sat there staring at him as he made slow-motion gestures and strange facial expressions as if someone had put him in a time warp.

“Would you cut that out?” I laughed.

“All-most ... there ... w-a-a-a-it ... a-a-a-a ... mo-ment,” he said. I threw one of my pillows at him and hid under the covers. Tossing my pillow to the wayside, he jumped onto the bed and under the covers with me.

“Naughty little girl.”

I brushed the hair off his face and laid on my back. “So, you’re only twenty years old? How can that be?”

“When we are born, we age just like you. All of us, male and female, hit what you would call puberty at the age of sixteen, and our aging slows down when we turn twenty. By the time we turn twenty-five, we stop aging altogether.”

“So you’re going to walk around looking like a twenty-five-year-old forever?”

“Pretty much.”

“What about the people who aren’t born Vampyres?”

“No matter the age from which they were turned, they will remain that way forever. If an eighty-year-old man is turned, he will be an eighty-year-old immortal forever; he will not age, nor will he revert to his younger years.”

“I see. Well, is it your plan to turn me and make me your plaything or slave or something?” He chuckled and removed the covers from over us.

“I wouldn’t dare do such a thing. I would never rob you of your beauty.”

“So, you think I’m beautiful?”

“Yes, I do, Kyra. I know it’s against the rules, but what can I do? I’ve never been the type to follow the rules anyway.”

The more I talked to him, the fonder of him I became. He was nothing like what I was led to believe about their kind. He seemed so innocent and sweet. Could this all be a front to lure me into Varinia of my own free will? I didn’t sense that from him. It had to be something else. These rules were put in place for a reason, and I feared if we continued like this, we might find out that reason the hard way. Unwavering in his attempt to put my mind at ease, he warmed his skin and caressed my back gently.

“You said you’ve never sunk your teeth into anyone before. Why is that?”

“I probably shouldn’t tell you this, but . . . no, never mind. I can’t say. Just know that not all Vampyres are the same and some of us live differently from others.”

“If you say so.”

He pressed harder on my back, stimulating my senses, moving his hand underneath my nightgown. The feeling . . . All that mattered was the feeling. I tried to keep the conversation going, but I was locked inside of this sensation. What powers did he have hidden in his hands?

“Sebastian,” I called, but it was as if he couldn’t hear me.

“Shhh,” he said, moving his hands back and forth. I tried to stay awake, but it was no use. Slowly I dozed off with the enchantment of his hands feeding me comfort and passion. My parents always told me never to fall in love with anyone, even my future husband. It was the law. Romantic love would only lead to hardship and pain. I knew that couldn’t be true. There had to be some underlying reason as to why we weren’t allowed to embrace these feelings. To believe my own parents felt nothing for each other was preposterous. But it was the law of the land and had to be obeyed. I wondered if Sebastian was bound by the same rules in Varinia as I was here in Hymane. If we were governed by the same rules, then it looked as though we’d be breaking them together.
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I WOKE UP BRIGHT AND early. Sebastian was nowhere to be found. The sun shined into my bedroom, as Monica sat at the foot of my bed, waiting for me to wake up.

“What are you doing in here?” I said in a groggy voice.

“You promised to take me to Woodrock Place today, remember?”

I’d totally forgot about that. I looked at the clock, and it was three in the afternoon. How could I have slept so long? Woodrock Place didn’t close for another four hours, so that should give me enough time to get myself ready.

“Why didn’t you wake me up?” I asked, scrambling to find my clothes.

“Because you looked so peaceful I didn’t want to disturb you,” she said innocently. I agreed to take her not only to spend some time with her, but also to get out of washing the rest of the clothes. This was the first time I’d ever slept in this late, and I couldn’t imagine why no one would wake me up. What did Sebastian do to me last night that would make me sleep so deeply?

“Come on, Monica. Let’s get you to Woodrock.”

She jumped in excitement, wearing her cute little pink dress decorated with azaleas and green leaf designs. I went to the restroom and washed myself up as quickly as I could as not to be any later than we already were. Woodrock was about a thirty-minute walk from our home and my father probably had the car. Although a car wouldn’t do me much good anyway, as you had to be courted before you were allowed to drive. My guess was that many of the men who rush into courtship only looked forward to getting their license so they could travel about freely. I enjoyed walking, however.

After putting my hair into my usual knot and throwing on a pair of shorts and my regular black V-neck T-shirt, I headed downstairs. Monica was already waiting for me by the door.

“Hey, wait,” my mother called. “Don’t you want something to eat? You’ve been sleeping all day.”

“I’ll just pick up something on the way there. Love you,” I said, kissing her on the cheek.

My real motive for leaving the house so fast was so I wouldn’t be around when Father got home from his meeting with the Council. There wasn’t a shadow of doubt in my mind that he’d want me to go down to the Courting House. The Courting should be done for the day by the time I got back, so my plan should flow smoothly.

“Before you leave, make sure you’re home in time to meet your father for the Courting this afternoon, sweetie.”

For the love of!

“I can’t go today, Mother. I promised Monica we would be at Woodrock until the end of the day’s festival.”

“Your father wanted me to tell you to meet him here afterward so he can give you a ride down there.”

Crap!

“I’ll try my best to make it back in time. See you later.” I grabbed my sister’s hand and walked out the door.

“If we leave early, then I’ll be the only kid in school who didn’t see the ending,” she said sadly.

“Don’t worry my little pumpkin. I had no intention of leaving early.”
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NIGHT DESCENDED UPON the sky, and the moon was bright and full. My sister was carrying a little nightstick that I’d bought her at Woodrock. It glowing shades of blue and gold. She waved that thing around and around in the air as if it were a magic wand, touching trees and bushes that we passed, casting imaginary spells on each of them. In keeping my promise to her, I defied my father’s wishes, and I was pretty sure I was going to hear it the second I stepped into the house.

“Poof! You are a fairy now!” she said, tapping me on the forehead with her nightstick. I extended my arms and ran in circles around her, pretending to be the fairy she so gracefully turned me into.

“I’m the hungry-child-eater fairy, and I haven’t had my supper! You will be a fine meal before dessert,” I said, reaching out for her. We ran around on the field laughing and playing until she decided to turn me back to normal.

“It’s so dark out now. Do you think the Vampyres will get us?” she asked.

“Don’t worry your little head, Monica. The truce won’t allow any Vampyres to cross over into our lands. With the Offering behind us, I was sure the fang-people won’t be too concerned with us anyway.”

The lights from our home gave an aura around the field, and I could see my mother’s silhouette from outside of the window. She was fixing dinner. The closer we got, the stronger the smell of the various dishes she was preparing became.

“I’ll race you,” Monica said.

“Sorry, but my feet are already killing me.”

“If you win, I’ll wash your dishes after supper.”

“It’s your turn to wash the dishes anyway.”

“Come on, please!” she begged.

“All right, fine. On the count of three,” I said before she bolted toward the house.

“Cheater!” I screamed, giving chase.

I ran with all my might, but it was no use. That little booger beat me by a mile.

“I win!” she shouted.

“Yeah, by cheating.”

We walked up to the porch and opened the front door. My father was sitting there on the couch with a disconcerting look in his eyes.

“So you finally decided to come home,” he said. Knowing I was in for a lecture, I followed Monica upstairs to change for dinner.

“Papa seems upset,” she said.

“I know . . . I know.”

I let her take a shower first since she got the brunt of the sugar dye they poured on us. I was relatively clean, but she was covered in blue-and-orange powdered sugar, which she’d trailed into the house. My father was probably waiting for me to come back downstairs, so I went into my room to remove my clothes. Wrapping myself in a towel, I told Monica not to take too long. Our parents and my little brother hated waiting for supper, and it was already past time to eat. It probably would have been a better idea for us to leave thirty minutes earlier than we did, but I wanted to ensure that we wouldn’t be back until the Courting was over.

Monica had finished her shower, and the tub was full of coloring. This little girl not only got it all over the shower curtain but the walls and the showerhead as well.

“Monica!” I shouted, but she’d already ran downstairs. I stood there debating whether I should clean the bathroom before I showered or after.

“Hurry up, Kyra. We’re hungry,” my little brother insisted. With no other alternative, I showered in the sweet-smelling, colored sugar bath, trying to wash myself as best as I could. I dried myself off and hurried downstairs. My father fixed my plate, and everyone dug in. He sat there with fork in hand, staring at me as I tried to avoid eye contact.

“Don’t you have anything to say?” he said with a disappointed look in his eyes.

“I’m sorry. I must have lost track of time. We were having so much fun,” I said, hoping he’d buy my excuse.

“You were told to be here in time for me to take you down to the Courting House.”

“I don’t understand why you’re in such a hurry for me to choose a mate. I just turned twenty yesterday. I have an entire year to be courted, so what’s the rush?”

“I am the chief councilman of the governing body of Hymane, and it would be an embarrassment for you to wait a year before you found a mate.”

“Father, please. I have no wish to be courted so soon.”

“This isn’t up for discussion. You will be marrying Daven Cummings, son of Jessa Cummings. You two will be formally introduced when we attend the Courting next week.”

“Wait, what? I thought we were allowed to choose our own suitors! Mother, did you hear what he just said?”

“That may be true for commoners, but I promised you to the Cummings family when you were a child. Jessa Cummings was the monarch of the Council of the New Age, and we need to keep the Hymane noble bloodline pure if we were ever to centralize our power. The Vampyres have done this successfully, and now we must.”

I slammed my knife and fork down in a fit of rage and shock. I couldn’t believe they were just now telling me this.

“Honey, please, it’s for the good of our species,” my mother said.

“No, it’s for the good of power-hungry aristocrats,” I shouted before storming up to my room.
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​3. The Encounter
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I FOUND MYSELF WANDERING about aimlessly here in the woods with no protection or thought in mind of how I’d defend myself if Vampyre were to attack me. The days had waned, and I grew ever more depressed about what my father told me last week. Perhaps I should run away from this and find a nice little spot here in the woods to begin a new life free of nobility and these senseless, ancient rules. Three hundred years ago at the turn of the twenty-fifth century, when all of humanity became Vampyres, one would think these silly little traditions would have died right along with them. It wasn’t until a select few Vampyres began to revert to their human form did they suggest segregation between our races.

I supposed they could have finished us off, but our numbers were so high that they figured it would be best to preserve us, to keep us around for our blood. And with the founders of the Hymane government came our dated traditions. Were we not advanced enough to do away with Courting and nobility? Were our numbers not so great that we should be able to choose our mates as I was always told? If I were forced to marry a man I didn’t love, then I’d just hand myself over to the Vampyres.

I’d rather live for eternity in indifference than a short while in misery. My parents weren’t forced to marry each other, so why should I be forced into matrimonial slavery? It wasn’t fair. Maybe becoming a Vampyre wouldn’t be so bad after all. Sebastian and I could finally be together, out in the open without having to sneak around like mice looking for food. Speaking of Sebastian, where had he been these last few days? I hated it when he stayed away for too long. I had to tell him what my father said to me.

Perhaps he could take me back to Varinia with him. Anything would be preferable to marrying Daven. The man was known as a womanizer, and he was already ten years my senior. How could my father have promised my hand to him? His first wife committed suicide after having found out about the slew of women he’d slept with. Was I to fall prey to the same fate? Why had my parents doomed me to heartbreak and mental torture? And for what, power and wealth? If I were to die of heartbreak, then why should I continue with this empty life? Why not just die now with my heart intact?

“You don’t want to die. Death is the ultimate journey. Are you so sure you’re willing to take that last goodbye?” I heard someone say from up in the trees.

“Who’s there?” I called out. A cold breeze swept through the grassy field, and a thick fog lapped around the bushes surrounding me.

“Don’t be afraid, Kyra. It’s me, Sebastian.” His voice echoed all around me. I looked up and there he was in the trees, watching me. He jumped from one of the branches and landed right in front of me, causing the fog to dissipate inches from us.

“You can hear my thoughts?” I asked.

“No. I don’t possess the gift of mind-thought. However, I could tell by the look in your eyes that you are depressed and trying to find a way out. Are you thinking of running away, or becoming one of my kind?”

“Do you have the power to control fog or something? One moment everything was clear and in the next, fog is everywhere. Did you do this?”

“Oh no, there was plenty of fog around some nearby lakes. I can’t make the fog, but I can manipulate it.”

And he was right. It was as if we were wrapped in a cocoon of thick white mist. As long as no one could see us out here, it’d be safe for us to talk.

“You won’t believe what my father told me, Sebastian.”

“Probably the same thing my mother told me.”

“And what was that?”

“That I am to be married to Anastacia of Varinia, daughter to the queen of Varinia. She is the ruler of our Coven and our lands.”

“My father told me that I am to be wed to Daven Cummings, who happens to be the son of Jessa Cummings, our monarch.”

“What are we going to do about this?”

“I don’t know, Sebastian.”

“I do know one thing; I won’t allow any man or Vampyre to lay his hands on you,” he said in a commanding voice. I gazed up at him, and his eyes had become a glowing red transitioning to yellow, then blue. What could he mean by that? He couldn’t be developing feelings for me, could he? He was a Vampyre, after all, and beneath that ice-cold chest beat nothing. No fiery passion and most of all no love. He came closer to me and lifted me off my feet, then laid me on the grass slowly, all the while staring into my eyes.

Could this be real? A Vampyre having feelings toward a human? It was completely unheard of.

“What are you doing, Sebastian?” I asked shyly.

“Nothing you don’t want me to do.” He lifted his hand into the air, and I could see his nails in the bright moonlight. His claws glinted as he raised them to strike. His fangs protruded. This was it. He was finally going to go through with it. I would become his supper. I closed my eyes and waited for his fangs to pierce my skin. However, I was met with a soft kiss from his cold lips. His body warmed and his skin flushed red. How was this possible?

“Kyra, I wish to feed on you. I want you to be the first human I bury my fangs into.”

“So, I am to die tonight? Am I finally going to become your supper?”

“I would never take your life, Kyra. I just wish to taste you, only for a few drops. I won’t go forward unless you give me permission. May I have your permission?”

I could see in his eyes that he was sincere. If he were to take my life tonight, I would die knowing that my life was full and filled with happiness. This was preferable to being the wife of Daven. I lowered my collar and revealed my neck, pushing it into his face. His fangs grew longer, and his mouth watered with anticipation.

“I know what you want to do to me. Just do it. Do it, Sebastian,” I said alluringly. 

He licked my neck and moved his hand into my shirt, fondling my breast. I shivered with nervousness, waiting for the pain to begin. I felt the tips of his fangs touch my neck, and his saliva dripped down my shoulder.

“I’ve wanted this from the first moment I saw you,” he whispered. He took off his shirt and pants, and then started to remove mine as well. 

“What are you doing? I thought you were just going to feed on me,” I said tensely. He continued to take off all my clothes and pressed his body against mine. 

“Sebastian . . . I’m . . . I’m not ready for this.”

“You gave me permission, remember?”

“Yes, permission to feed. Not permission for this.”

“For what?”

“This–”

“Is this not the same?” His eyes transitioned to a light glowing blue.

“Sebastian. I’ve . . . I’ve never done this before.”

“Nor have I,” he said softly.

He reached between my legs and caressed my inner thighs. So sensual and soft. I didn’t want him to stop, but I couldn’t allow him to continue.

“Sebastian, I’m sorry, but I can’t do this.”

“And so you now revoke your permission. For what reason?”

“I’m a virgin. I have to stay a virgin until I’m wed.”

He smiled. “So must I, Kyra. So must I,” he said before sinking his fangs into my neck, drawing blood. I gasped and wrapped my arms around his body, holding tightly. His fangs plunged deeper into my neck as he began to suck my essence away. I give myself over to him, and no longer did I resist. He wrapped his arms around my body and drank even more. I heard the wolves howling in the distance. I gazed into the night sky, wondering if I’d see my grandmother in the afterlife. He stopped and raised his head to the sky, exhaling deeply.

“Sebastian,” I called out when he placed his hand over my neck, healing my wound instantly. I was born anew. It was amazing, like a thousand threads of pleasure all rushing throughout my veins. He put his head on my stomach as we both laid naked in this grassy field with only the light fog to cover us.

“I don’t know what you’ve done to me. I’ve never felt this way about anyone,” he said. I ran my fingers through his dark hair, wishing this night would never end.
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“WAKE UP, KYRA. IT’S almost five in the afternoon,” my mother said. Slowly, I opened my eyes, and to my everlasting shock, I was lying in my bed, fully clothed, with no feeling of scars on my neck. This couldn’t be. Was last night a dream?

“How did I get here?” I asked anxiously. 

“What do you mean how did you get here? You live here, don’t you?” she said, smiling. I rush to my mirror and check my neck: no visible wounds, not even a scratch to be seen.

“Are you all right, sweetie?”

I calmed my nerves, taking slow, deep breaths.

“Yes. I’m fine, Mother.”

“That’s good. Now hurry up and get dressed. You have to be at work in an hour.”

“Work? That’s right. I have to go to work.”

She went downstairs to prepare something for me to eat before I left. I checked my window to see if the hinges were undone when found a note taped to the glass. It was from Sebastian.

Dear Kyra,

Thank you for last night.

So be it that I shall make you my meal one day.

I will see you soon.

—Sebastian.

It was real after all. What was happening to me? Was I to fall under his spell and someday become a Vampyre just like him? More and more, I seemed to be falling deep under his enchantment. I thought he would take my virginity last night, but he didn’t. He could have, and there wouldn’t been anything I could do to stop him. Before he fed on me, he said that he too had to wait until he was wed before he could go all the way. This made me want him even more.

I washed myself up and headed downstairs for some waffles and eggs. Working the night shift at the Hymane headquarters provided me with a much-needed distraction from meeting my father and Daven at the Courting House. My father insisted that I didn’t have to work, but working helped me to build a sense of self-worth. It gave me a feeling of accomplishment that I’d actually did something for the day.

Yesterday, I was supposed to have met Daven and his mother at the Courting House. All week I’d tried to avoid this, going out of my way to make excuses and other plans. Unfortunately, Father caught on to my antics and gave me an ultimatum: I went to them, or they’d come to our house. Now, I was left with no choice but to see them here when I got home. I’d never actually seen Daven; only by his philandering reputation had I heard of him.

As
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