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Chapter 1: The Affair

Part 1 – The Cold Open

[image: ]


Cold air sliced through the trees, rich with the scent of wet earth and pine. She pressed against him as if she wanted to disappear—like she could shed her entire life if she tried hard enough. Her hands tangled in his hair, pulling his mouth to hers. Each breath came out sharp and hungry, echoing through the woods. There was no softness, only an intense need.

This wasn’t love. It was hunger.

Moonlight spilled through the Oregon pines and ran over his shoulders, turning his skin silver. He held her tight, his grip rough enough to leave marks she would have to hide.

She bent down, teeth grazing his jaw.

“More,” she whispered, not asking, commanding.

He said nothing. He just pulled her closer, rough and wordless, forcing a gasp from her throat. She shut her eyes and let it all go. Let the wilderness erase everything. 
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Part 2 – The Reveal
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She collapsed on his chest, trembling. His breathing slowed, steady, already distant.

She clung to him anyway, a face buried in his neck. He smelled sharp, wild, and metallic. Nothing like home. Nothing like Nathan.

“Blake,” she breathed, his name a secret against his skin. “I knew you had come. I waited.”

He traced her spine with one finger—cold, deliberate. Silence answered her. That was all she needed to know. This was never Nathan.
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Part 3 – The Obsession
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Blake stood, pulling on his shirt without a glance back. He did not shiver in the cold.

“You’re getting reckless, Brooklyn.” His voice was smooth and low, sharp as glass—command with no comfort. “He’ll notice.”

She knelt in the dirt, catching his hand before he could leave. “Let him,” she said, voice cracking. “I do not care about him. I care about this. About you.” She kissed his knuckles, desperate. “Tell me you felt it. Tell me it is real.”
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Part 4 – The Tool
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Blake gave a dry chuckle with no warmth. He let her hold his hand for a moment, then slipped free. “You’re strong,” he said. “You survived the initiation. You are worthy.”

He tilted her chin up with one finger. His blood-red eyes studied her with clinical interest, not desire.

“You are my link. Do not let your human feelings ruin your purpose.”

Her eyes softened, mistaking his tone for tenderness. He almost smiled. “It is mine now. Go home. Be his perfect, normal wife.”
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Part 5 – The Lie Begins
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“When will I see you again?” she asked, voice small.

“When I call.”

He did not kiss her. He did not look back. He just melted into the trees—too fast, too quiet to be human.

Brooklyn stood alone in the clearing, hugging herself as the cold sank in. She pulled her coat tight, took a shaky breath, and pulled out her phone. Tanya’s house. Too much wine. Fell asleep on the couch. She practiced the lie until it sounded right, wiped the mud off her knees, and forced her hands to stop shaking.

She had to be perfect. She could not lose this. She could not lose to him.
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Chapter 2: The Distance  

Part 1: The Morning After  
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The 6:00 AM news cycle waited for no one. 

Nathan Mercer stood at the kitchen island, his back straight and his navy-blue suit jacket already on. He followed precise routines: up at 4:00 AM, a quiet run through the misty Salem streets, a 5:00 AM review of the day's stories, and out the door by 5:30. He adjusted his tie while scanning notes on a local zoning dispute. The aroma of his black coffee filled the quiet kitchen. 

The front door clicked open, the sound unnaturally loud in the pre-dawn silence. 

Brooklyn froze in the entryway; her heavy-duty camera bag slung over one shoulder and her hair damp from fog. She was still in the cargo pants and thermal Henley she had worn yesterday. She had not expected him to be there. 

"Hey," she said, her voice was a bit too bright. 

"Long night," Nathan replied. It was not a question. He did not look up from his notes, but he felt the shift in the room. The chilly air she brought in felt like an intrusion. 

"You know how it is," she said, slipping off her boots. "Chasing that perfect morning light. It’s the only time the fog sits just right over the river."  

He finally looked up, walked over with professional warmth and husbandly duty, and leaned in to kiss her. Brooklyn turned her head in the last second. His lips met the cold skin on her cheek. It wanted to kiss a stranger. 

"Don't let me keep you," she said, forcing a smile as she brushed past him. "Go be the face of Salem."  
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Part 2: The Lie  
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The evening felt different. The house was quiet again, but now it was an empty, expectant silence. Nathan got home at seven, a decent hour. He opened a bottle of wine, diced vegetables for a stir-fry, and set two plates on the dining room table. He was trying. He could feel the gap that had been growing between them for months. 

His phone buzzed on the granite countertop. He wiped his hands on a towel and picked it up—a text from Brooklyn. 

Hey. I am going to be super late. I got stuck on a shot, and now I am grabbing emergency drinks with Tanya. Her mom is sick again. Do not wait up. Love you. 

Nathan read the message twice. He stared at the two plates, the two wine glasses, and the perfectly chopped bell peppers. He felt a familiar, dull ache of disappointment to settle in his chest. This was the third time this week. He typed back a simple "okay." I hope she is all right. 

He put one plate back in the cabinet, turned off the flame on the stove, and ate his dinner alone. The empty chair across from him felt like an accusation. 
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Part 3: The Hunt  
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The lie tasted like adrenaline. Brooklyn was not with Tanya. She was in a rain-slicked alley off Commercial Street, the stench of dumpsters and wet pavement sharp in her nose. She wore black, her movements fluid and silent. She felt alive, her senses on fire. Every distant shout and splash of a tire in a puddle sounded like it was right next to her. 

Blake stood at the mouth of the alley, a shadow against the neon-red glow of a bar sign. He watched a man, drunk and unsteady, fumbling with his keys as he staggered toward a parked car. 

"He's weak," Blake whispered, his voice a low vibration she felt more than she heard. "Sloppy. Easy."  

Brooklyn's heart hammered against her ribs. This was what she wanted. This raw, undeniable power was intoxicating. "Is it my turn?" She asked, her voice tight with anticipation. 

Blake looked at her, his red eyes glowing in the darkness. "You're not ready to finish one. You’re here to watch and learn how to move in their world without being seen." He nodded toward the man. "He won’t even know we were here."  
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Part 4: The Alibi  
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At 11:47 PM, Brooklyn slid into the cracked vinyl booth of a 24-hour diner. The smell of stale coffee and grease suffocated her after the clean, chilly air of the hunt. Tanya Ellis, her best friend, sat across from her, arms crossed, looking exhausted and annoyed.  

"Seriously, B?" Tanya sighed. "I'm a nurse. I must be at the hospital in six hours. You said 10:30."  

"I know, I know, I'm so sorry," Brooklyn said, shedding her coat. She was still buzzing, her skin tingling from the thrill of the night. She had to force herself to calm down and act. "The client had a total nightmare. Keep demanding reshoots. You know how it is. I just needed to see a friendly face before I went home."  

Tanya's expression softened. "Yeah, okay. You look... wired. Rough day?"  

"The roughest," Brooklyn lied, grabbing a menu she did not need. "Just caffeine and desperation. So, tell me everything. How is your mom really doing? 

Tanya leaned forward, her frustration forgotten, and began to talk. Brooklyn nodded, sipped her water, and offered all the right words of sympathy; her mind still replaying the sight of Blake moving through the shadows, a perfect predator. 
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Part 5: The Empty Bed  
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It was 2:14 AM when Nathan heard the key in the lock. He was in bed, the sheets cold on his side, the book on his chest unread. He had been staring at the ceiling for hours, listening. 

He heard the soft padding of her feet on the hardwood, the click of her bedroom door, and then the sound of the shower running. A long, scalding-hot shower. He knew she was washing the night away and washing away something else. 

When she finally slipped into the bedroom, she was wrapped in a towel, her movements quiet, trying not to wake him. She dressed in the dark and slid under the covers, her back to him, keeping a careful six inches of space between their bodies. That empty space felt like a canyon. 

He waited a full minute. "How’s Tanya's mom?" He whispered into the darkness. 

Brooklyn's body went rigid. She did not move for a second, then let out a long, practiced, sleepy-sounding sigh. "Worse," she murmured. "Just... really tired, Nath. Can we talk in the morning?"  

He did not answer. He just pulled his arm back, which had been halfway across the divide. He lay there, wide awake, listening to his wife pretending to be asleep. The distance between them was no longer just a gap; it was a choice. And she was the one who made it. 
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Chapter 3: The Scratch

Part 1: The Breach
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The silence in the house had become a physical weight. It had been two days since Brooklyn claimed to be at Tanya's, two days of polite, hollow interactions. They were roommates, not partners. Nathan felt the chasm widening, and tonight, he could not stand it anymore.

He found her in the living room, bathed in the blue-white light of her laptop, editing photos from her "nature shoot." He stood in the doorway, just watching. She was beautiful, but she felt impossible, like a picture of someone he used to know.

"Brook," he said, his voice quiet.

She did not look up, her fingers still clicking on the trackpad. "Hmm?"

"Can we stop this?" He asked. "Whatever this is. This... distance. I miss you.

That finally made her look up. Her eyes were tired and shadowed. He could not read her expressions. It was guarded and closed off. He walked over, knelt in her chair, and gently closed the laptop.

"Hey," he said, taking her hand. It was cold. "I'm right here. Come back."

He leaned in and kissed her. For a second, it was like kissing marble. She was utterly still and passive. Then, something shifted. She let out a slow breath and kissed him back. It was hesitant, but it was a start. 
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Part 2: The Wrong Memory
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He led her to the bedroom. There was a desperate, searching quality to his movements. He was trying to reclaim something, to prove that the foundation they had built was still there. He unzipped her hoodie with his gentle, familiar touch. 

She let him, her body pliant, her eyes distant. As he lay her back against the pillows, she felt the familiar dread of his touch, his human touch. It felt weak, and it made her skin crawl. 

She closed her eyes. She could not do this. Not with him.

So, she forced him out. In her mind, she was not in her suburban bedroom in Salem. She was back in the cold, damp woods. The man on top of her was not her husband; it was Blake. She pictured his cold, red eyes, felt his possessive, bruising grip on her waist, and recalled the raw, animalistic power of him.

She let out a low sigh, her body finally relaxing, arching up to meet the fantasy.
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Part 3: The Infection
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Nathan felt the change in her at once. The woman who had been passive and cold was suddenly, thrillingly present. He mistook her fantasy for his own success. He thought he had broken through.

He kissed her, and she kissed him back, but her kiss was rough, her teeth grazing his lips in a way that was new and exciting. "That's it," he whispered, "Stay with me."

Brooklyn did not hear him. She was lost. She was with Blake. Her breath came in short, urgent gasps. This was what she wanted. This is power. This wildness. Her movements became frantic and predatory.

As the moment peaked, she arched her back, her mind screaming Blake's name. She threw her head back, and her hands clamped down on Nathan's shoulders; her nails—made stronger and sharper by Blake's bloodline, though she did not know it—slicing into his skin.

It happened in an instant. A faint tear of flesh, lost in the heat and friction of the moment. Nathan did not feel it; he was too lost in his own release. And Brooklyn did not know she had done it; she was too lost in her fantasy. The infection passed between them, silent and unnoticed.
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Part 4: The Aftermath
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It is over. Nathan collapsed beside her, breathing heavily, his body slick with sweat. He felt incredible. He felt connected. He rolled over, pulling her close, burying his face in her hair. "God, Brook," he breathed. "I missed... that."

Brooklyn lay perfectly still. The fantasy evaporated, leaving her cold and disgusted. The man holding her was not Blake. It was just Nathan. The smell of his skin, his sweat, was suddenly repulsive to her.

She felt a desperate need to get up, to shower, to wash him off her.

"Yes," she mumbled, her voice flat and distant. She gently pushed his arm off her. "I'm just... exhausted, Nath." 

Nathan's good mood faded. He felt the chill return instantly, but he did not understand it.
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Part 5: The Dismissal
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Brooklyn slid out of bed, pulling the sheet with her to cover herself, as if she were suddenly shy. "I'm just going to use the bathroom," she said, not looking at him.

Nathan watched her go. He lay in the dark, confused. The passion had felt so real, but the coldness afterward was just as intense. He sighed, rubbing his face. He was only tired. They were just in a rut. It would get better.

He rolled over, his back to the door, his mind already drifting. He did not feel the four shallow cuts on his shoulder, already beading with blood that his body was beginning to fight.

In the bathroom, Brooklyn did not turn on the light. She braced her hands on the cold sink and stared at her dim reflection, her heart pounding with a mix of adrenaline and self-loathing. She had to see Blake. Soon. She needed to feel the real thing, to wash away the feeling of Nathan's weak, human touch.

Neither of them knew that the scratch, an unnoticed act of fantasy, had just become a ticking time bomb.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter 4: Signs of Change 

Part 1: The Scent of Coffee
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Nathan woke up with a dull, throbbing headache behind his eyes. He felt hungover, though he had not had a drink. The night before—the flash of passion, the cold dismissal—left him exhausted and confused. He rolled out of bed, his shoulder feeling vaguely bruised, but he dismissed the sensation. He went into the bathroom and splashed chilly water on his face; his reflection showed eyes ringed with fatigue. The distance from Brooklyn and the pressure at work were getting to him. Downstairs, the aroma of the coffee maker hit him like a physical blow. It was an explosion of sensory detail: he could smell the burnt oils on the beans, the faint metallic tang of the heating element, and the stale grounds from yesterday's filter. He recoiled, his hand flying to his mouth as his stomach turned. "Nath?" Brooklyn called from the kitchen, her voice unnaturally sharp. "Are you okay? You look pale." He gripped the doorframe, breathing through his mouth. "Fine," he lied. "Just a migraine coming on, I think. Coffee smells... strong this morning."
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Part 2: The Newsroom
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The studio at Oregon Current News was sensory hell. The lights, under which he had sat for a decade, felt like they were burning his retinas. The low, constant hum of the servers in the control room was not just background noise; it was a physical vibration in his teeth. "You with me, Mercer?" Nathan blinked, turning to his producer. Jessica Moore leaned against his desk, a tablet in one hand. He could smell the artificial strawberry in her lip gloss and the chalky scent of the antacid she was chewing. The combination was nauseating. "Yeah, Jess. Sorry," he mumbled, rubbing his temples. "Headaches are a killer." "Well, pop an aspirin," she said kindly. "You're on in five. And try to look alive. Vincent is practically drooling over this new 'animal attack' lead. I don't need him to show you up on your own broadcast." Nathan looked across the newsroom. Vincent Hayes, his rival anchor, preened in the makeup chair, his laugh loud and obnoxious. Every sound the man made—the laugh, the snap of his fingers at the intern—grated on Nathan's nerves like scraping metal.
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Part 3: The Spike
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"And in local news," Nathan read from the teleprompter, his voice the smooth, trusted baritone of Salem's favorite anchor, "police are still advising caution for hikers near Minto-Brown Island Park, following another... unusual animal sighting." The camera's red light glowed. He could feel the heat on his skin. From the corner of his eye, he saw Vincent walk past the studio, watching him with a smug little grin. A sudden, white-hot spike of aggression shot through Nathan's chest, stealing his breath. He wanted, for a split second, to get up, walk over, and slam Vincent's face into the glass. He felt his hands clench under the desk, his nails digging into his palms. He faltered, his words stalling for a half-second. "Sightings..." he repeated, forcing his eyes back to the prompter. In his earpiece, Jessica's voice was sharp. "Stay with me, Nathan. Breathe." He swallowed; the rage passed as quickly as it came, leaving him shaky and cold. He finished the segment on autopilot, his heart hammering against his ribs for a reason he could not explain.
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Part 4: The Dismissal
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Brooklyn knelt in the damp soil of the forest floor, far from any hiking trail. Blake stood over her, his arms crossed. "I think I might have scratched him," she said, her voice low, confessing. "Last night. It was an accident. He... started leading me." Blake remained silent. Brooklyn's stomach tightened. She expected him to be furious. "Does he know?" Blake finally asked. "No. He did not even feel it. He is a human, Blake. He is weak. He doesn't suspect anything." Blake looked up, sniffing the air. "He's infected, then," he said, his voice flat. "But my bloodline is weak. He will not survive the first full moon. He'll go feral and die, or a cop will put him down." He looked back at her, his eyes cold. "He's irrelevant. Your only concern is the purity of the pack." Brooklyn felt a strange mix of relief and disappointment. Nathan's life —her husband —was dismissed in a single breath. And just like that, so did she. He was irrelevant. 
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