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She Bit, I Fell

Robert couldn’t get a date any more than a black man could hail a cab on a stormy night in New York City. The odds were stacked, the game rigged, and he knew it.

He’d been trolling the dating sites—eHarmony, ChristianMingle, all those sanctimonious digital meat markets where people pretended to be holy while secretly searching for someone to make them feel less alone in the dark. He’d type out carefully crafted emails to women who described themselves as “God-fearing” and “charity-focused,” women who claimed they built homes for the homeless and took missionary trips to places where the water could kill you. And yet, ninety-nine percent of the time, his inbox stayed empty. Not even a polite rejection. Nothing. Their righteousness extended to everything except the basic courtesy of acknowledging his existence. He had to laugh at it. Hypocrisy was the grease that kept the world turning.

But then, one morning, something strange happened—she wrote back. And Jesus Christ, was she beautiful. Her name was Shanna. Twenty-seven to his forty-three. Blonde. 5’4”, maybe 130 pounds, but all of that weight knew exactly where to go. She was the kind of woman men see in magazines and tell themselves they’ll never have. But here she was, sending messages to him. What did it matter if you struck out a hundred times if you could knock one out of the park when it counted?

She was the one who made the first call, too. That threw him for a loop. None of that old-fashioned crap about the man taking the lead. Shanna didn’t play by those rules, and he liked that. Her voice was cute, the kind of voice that made you think of summer and ice cream and sunsets over Santa Barbara, which was where she was from. Her father owned a winery—big money, old money. She grew up with it all, but she wasn’t some spoiled little princess. She worked as a restaurant manager, slinging stress after hours like it was nothing. A little grit mixed in with the glamour.

They talked for a while, small talk mostly, but it felt good. It felt alive. Robert hadn’t felt that in years. Maybe this was his shot. Maybe the universe was finally cutting him some slack. Or maybe it was just setting him up for another fall. Time would tell. It always did.
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Their date went better than Robert could’ve dreamed. They met at Aqua, one of those high-end joints in San Francisco where the lighting is soft, the wine flows like velvet, and the food looks like something out of an art exhibit. But the real art was Shanna. She showed up in a pastel green dress that clung to her curves and plunged down to mid-chest, revealing cleavage so perfect it could’ve been sculpted by the gods. The conversation was good, sure, but that dress—that dress was a sermon.

Shanna was cheerful, full of life, laughing at his jokes like they were actually funny. And, most importantly, she was into him. It had been a long, lonely stretch since a woman looked at Robert that way, and he soaked it up like a man dying of thirst. He’d spent too many nights trolling Facebook, torturing himself by scrolling through profiles of old girlfriends now wrapped around the arms of some other guy. But Shanna—she was redemption, his shot at crawling out of the pit.

“You are extraordinary,” he said as they left the restaurant, the words tumbling out like loose change as they walked along the crowded streets of Frisco.

They reached the entrance to the BART station, the place where they’d part ways. She lived out in the East Bay. The end of the night was closing in fast, and Robert felt the anxiety creeping up, that gnawing feeling that this perfect moment was slipping through his fingers.

“I want to hug you,” Shanna said suddenly, almost shyly. “I don’t know why.”

Before he could answer, she stepped into him, and he felt her body press against his. The softness of her breasts against his chest was almost enough to send him spiraling. He could feel himself getting aroused, the kind of arousal that makes a man stupid and reckless.

“Maybe next week,” he said, trying to play it cool. “We could check out the Oakland Museum. Or the Monterey Bay Aquarium.”

“Yeah, sure,” she replied, but her voice carried a trace of something—disappointment, maybe? She turned to leave, and he watched her go, the regret hitting him like a truck.

Fuck! he thought. You blew it again, you idiot. You boring piece of shit. He knew how this would go—she’d never reply to his texts, never answer his calls. The silence would swallow him whole. That was how the story always ended.

He turned and started walking away, fists clenched, his chest tight with frustration. Two beefy college kids were heading his way, the kind of guys who looked like they’d just finished shotgunning beers and tossing footballs. Robert felt the wild urge to swing at both of them, just to let the rage out. He knew he’d probably get pummeled, but at least it would feel like something.

Then he heard it. A soft, tentative voice cutting through the noise of the street.

“Robert.”

He turned, surprised to see Shanna standing there,   closer than he expected. Her face was lit by the soft neon glow of a nearby sign, and she looked hesitant but determined.

“You can come over,” she said, almost casually. “For a nightcap. Though... it’s a little early, isn’t it?”

“Yeah,” he stammered, caught off guard. “Yeah, it is a little early.”

“Come on,” she said, grabbing his arm with a smile, her touch warm and electric. She pulled him toward the train station, and just like that, the night wasn’t over. Not even close.
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Her townhome looked small from the outside, one of those cookie-cutter places that screams suburban anonymity. But once inside, it was bigger, colder. Spacious in a way that felt empty. All her furniture was covered, like his grandmother used to do—plastic-wrapped sofas you couldn’t sit on, chairs that existed more as decoration than utility. “Don’t eat on the couch,” she’d say, even though no one ever dared so much as touch the damn thing. Shanna’s place had that same vibe, like walking into a museum where the past stared back at you, daring you to breathe wrong.

There was a gargoyle statue perched on a stand by the stairs, frozen mid-snarl. An old grandfather clock ticked in the corner, out of sync with time. A lamp on the dresser looked like it had been stolen straight out of Aladdin.

“If you rub it, you’ll get three wishes,” she joked, watching him.

“I only need two,” he said, his eyes drifting to her cleavage.

She smirked but brushed it off. “Make yourself at home,” she said, her voice breezy. “I’ve got a new   wine shipment in the kitchen—go grab a bottle.”

He wandered into the kitchen, which was straight out of the 1970s. Gaudy red cabinets and linoleum that had seen better decades. The wine was sitting on the table like she said, but when he opened one of the cabinet doors to grab a glass, it wouldn’t budge. He pulled harder, and the damn thing came off its hinges, sending glasses and bottles crashing to the floor in a symphony of shattering chaos.

“What the fuck?” Shanna’s voice came from behind him, sharp and startled.

Robert’s face burned with embarrassment. “Sorry. Must’ve been old as hell.”

She was already kneeling by the mess, her expression a tight knot of irritation. Among the broken glass and spilled liquid, one bottle had shattered entirely. Its contents oozed out onto the floor, thick and red, pooling like something out of a crime scene.

“What the hell is that?” he asked, staring at the mess.

“What?” she replied, almost absentmindedly, grabbing a towel off the counter to clean up.

“That. The bottle. Is that blood?”

She froze for a moment but then laughed, shaking her head. “No, of course not. It’s food   coloring.”

“Food coloring? You sure?”

“Yeah.”

Robert grabbed a paper towel and started helping, but curiosity got the better of him. He dabbed at the thick liquid, then touched it to his tongue.

“Jesus Christ,” he said, his stomach flipping. “This is blood.”

Shanna sighed, annoyed. “It’s for cooking. I’m half-Filipino. We have a dish—dinuguan. It’s pig’s blood stew. That’s all it is.”

He squinted at her, unsure if she was pulling his leg. “You don’t look Filipino.”

“I’m the fair-skinned one in the family,” she said flatly, her patience clearly wearing thin.

“Fair enough,” Robert said, chuckling nervously. “As long as you’re not, you know, a vampire.”

Her head snapped up, and her eyes darkened. “Stop calling me that,” she said, her tone suddenly cold.

Robert backed off, hands up. “Okay, okay. Just a joke.”

But Shanna wasn’t laughing. She stepped closer, her face serious but with a playful edge, the kind that makes you question whether you should be scared or turned on.

“If I were a vampire,” she said, her voice dropping, “do you know what I’d do to you?”

Robert stumbled back, his back hitting the stove. She moved closer, her eyes locked on his, her presence overwhelming.

“I’d hypnotize you,” she whispered, her lips curling into a grin. “Freeze you in place with just a look.”

Her grip was suddenly on his wrists, stronger than he’d expected. He tried to push her off, but she didn’t budge. “And I’d give you the kind of hickies you wouldn’t forget.”

She leaned in, kissing his neck softly, her teeth grazing his skin.

“Yeah,” she said, pulling back with a smirk. “I’m a vampire.”

“Then bite me, baby,” he said, his heart hammering in his chest.

She laughed, kissed his neck again, then stepped back. “There. You’ve been bitten.”

The tension broke as she pulled off her top without hesitation, standing there in nothing but her skirt, her body like a challenge he wasn’t sure he could meet.

“My coffin’s upstairs,” she said, her voice teasing. “Care to join me?”

She
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