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The Taste of His Sin

Chapter 1 – The Scent of Something Wrong
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Night had always belonged to him.

It wasn’t just the absence of sunlight, nor the quiet hush that settled over the world when most humans retreated into sleep. For Adrian, the night was something deeper—something alive. It breathed through the streets, curled between buildings, lingered in shadows where secrets felt safe enough to exist.

He moved through it like a memory the world had forgotten.

The city stretched around him in dim gold and fractured neon, a pulse of life beneath a thin veil of illusion. Humans laughed, drank, touched—unaware of how close they always were to something older, something watching. Adrian passed them without interest, his presence unnoticed, his footsteps silent against the pavement.

He wasn’t hunting.

Not tonight.

That, more than anything, should have warned him.

A faint unease followed him as he turned down a narrower street, one that slipped away from the noise into something quieter. The air shifted there—cooler, heavier. It clung to his skin in a way that made his instincts stir, not in hunger, but in recognition of something... off.

Adrian slowed.

It was subtle at first. A scent.

Not blood—not exactly. He knew blood in all its variations: fresh, aged, laced with fear, sweetened by desire. This was none of those things. It was darker, richer, threaded with something that made his chest tighten without warning.

It shouldn’t have drawn him in.

And yet, it did.

He followed it without thinking, his steps turning instinctive, precise. The scent deepened as he moved, pulling him further from the main street, into a part of the city that seemed deliberately overlooked. A place where the lights dimmed just a little too early, where the shadows held a little too long.

There was a building at the end of the street—unmarked, unremarkable. If not for what he felt pressing against his senses, Adrian might have passed it without a second glance.

Instead, he stopped.

The scent was strongest here.

It curled around the entrance like an invitation, or a warning.

Adrian tilted his head slightly, listening. Beneath the dull thrum of distant music, beneath the quiet murmur of human voices, there was something else—a rhythm that didn’t belong to the living. Too steady. Too controlled.

Vampires.

Several of them.

That wasn’t unusual. What was unusual was the tension threaded through the air, thick enough that even a human might have felt it without understanding why.

Adrian stepped inside.

The interior was dim, lit in low amber and deep crimson. Music pulsed softly through the space, more felt than heard. It wasn’t a place advertised to the public—not openly. But humans were here anyway, drawn in by something they couldn’t name.

They never realized what they were stepping into.

Adrian’s gaze swept the room once, taking everything in without appearing to. Clusters of people. A bar lined with bodies leaning too close together. Laughter that lingered just a second too long.

And beneath it all—

That scent.

Stronger now.

It cut through everything else, clean and unmistakable. Not overpowering, but impossible to ignore once noticed. It slid under his senses, wrapped around them, settled somewhere deep in his chest.

Adrian exhaled slowly.

This wasn’t normal.

He had lived long enough to know when something didn’t belong. This—whatever it was—didn’t follow the rules. It didn’t fit into anything he understood about his kind.

And yet, it felt... familiar.

That was the most unsettling part.

He moved deeper into the room, ignoring the way a few heads turned subtly in his direction. Some recognized him. Others simply reacted to the quiet authority he carried without effort. It wasn’t something he needed to prove.

It simply was.

The scent shifted as he moved, guiding him.

Closer.

Closer.

Until—

He stopped.

Across the room, near the far wall where the light barely reached, someone stood alone.

At first glance, there was nothing remarkable about him. He didn’t demand attention the way others might. He wasn’t surrounded, wasn’t speaking, wasn’t even moving much at all.

And yet—

Everything in Adrian went still.

Because the scent—

It was him.

There was no doubt. No hesitation.

Adrian’s gaze locked onto the stranger, and for a moment, the rest of the room faded into something distant and irrelevant.

The man looked up.

Their eyes met.

It wasn’t dramatic. No sudden shift in the room, no obvious reaction from anyone else. But for Adrian, the moment stretched, sharpened, narrowed down to a single, impossible point of focus.

The stranger didn’t look surprised.

If anything, there was a quiet sort of recognition in his expression. Not warmth. Not hostility.

Awareness.

As if he had been expecting this.

Adrian frowned slightly, more to himself than anything else.

That alone was enough to irritate him.

He didn’t like being anticipated.

He moved toward him without breaking eye contact, each step measured, controlled. The distance between them closed slowly, deliberately. No one got in his way. No one interrupted.

It was as if the space itself adjusted to let it happen.

Up close, the scent was overwhelming—not in strength, but in depth. It wasn’t something that hit all at once. It unfolded, layer by layer, each one more complex than the last.

Adrian’s instincts reacted immediately.

Not with hunger.

With something sharper.

Need.

He stopped a few feet away.

For a moment, neither of them spoke.

The stranger studied him openly now, his gaze steady, unflinching. There was something unsettling in it—not because it was aggressive, but because it wasn’t.

Most people reacted to Adrian. They shifted, even slightly. Adjusted. Acknowledged what he was, even if they didn’t fully understand it.

This man didn’t.

He simply... looked.

“You shouldn’t be here,” the stranger said finally.

His voice was low, even. Not a warning exactly—but close.

Adrian’s expression didn’t change. “That implies you know where I should be.”

A flicker of something crossed the man’s face. Amusement, perhaps. It was subtle enough that most wouldn’t have noticed.

“I know this place isn’t for you.”

Adrian tilted his head slightly. “And yet, here I am.”

Silence settled between them again, but it wasn’t empty. It pressed in, thick with something unspoken.

The scent shifted again—stronger now, reacting to proximity.

Adrian felt it move through him, not like hunger, not like instinct.

Like temptation.

His jaw tightened slightly.

“What are you?” he asked, the question slipping out before he decided to say it.

The stranger’s gaze sharpened just a fraction.

“That’s a dangerous question.”

“Then answer it carefully.”

Another pause.

Then, quietly—

“I’m someone you should stay away from.”

Adrian almost laughed.

Almost.

Instead, he took a step closer.

The reaction was immediate—not from the man, but from the air between them. It thickened, charged, like something unseen had just been disturbed.

“People have said that before,” Adrian said. “They were usually wrong.”

For the first time, something in the stranger’s composure shifted.

Not fear.

Something closer to frustration.

“You don’t understand,” he said, more firmly now. “Whatever you think this is—”

“I don’t think anything,” Adrian interrupted. “I feel it.”

That stopped him.

Completely.

For a moment, the stranger just stared at him, something unreadable flickering behind his eyes.

Then, softer—

“That’s exactly the problem.”

Adrian’s gaze darkened slightly. “Then explain it.”

The man shook his head once, sharp and decisive.

“No.”

The refusal landed harder than it should have.

Adrian felt it—irrational, immediate. A resistance he didn’t like, not because he wasn’t used to being challenged, but because this felt different.

Personal.

Which made no sense at all.

“Why?” Adrian asked.

Because he wanted to know.

Because he needed to.

The stranger hesitated.

Just for a second.

And in that hesitation, something slipped through—something unguarded.

“Because if you stay,” he said quietly, “you won’t want to leave.”

The words settled between them, heavier than they should have been.

Adrian held his gaze.

“And if I don’t?” he asked.

A faint, almost invisible shift in the man’s expression.

Something like regret.

“Then you still won’t,” he said.

Silence stretched again, but this time, it felt different.

Closer.

Tighter.

Adrian could feel it now—whatever this was, it wasn’t one-sided. It moved between them, subtle but undeniable. A pull that didn’t rely on distance, didn’t weaken with logic.

It simply... existed.

He should have stepped back.

Should have turned around, walked out, let the night close behind him like it always did.

He didn’t.

Instead, he said, very quietly—

“Tell me your name.”

The stranger looked at him for a long moment.

Then, as if deciding something he couldn’t take back—

“...No.”

Adrian blinked once.

Not expecting that.

A faint smirk touched the man’s lips then, brief and fleeting.

“That’s where it starts,” he said. “And I’m not letting it.”

Adrian studied him, something sharper settling beneath his calm exterior.

“Then I’ll find out another way.”

The man’s gaze didn’t waver.

“I’m sure you will.”

Another beat of silence.

Then—

“Leave,” he added, softer this time. Not a command. Not quite a plea. “While you still can.”

Adrian didn’t move.

Didn’t answer.

Because the truth settled in slowly, quietly, with a certainty he couldn’t ignore.

It was already too late.

The scent had found him.

And whatever it carried—

It wasn’t going to let him go.
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Chapter 2 – Hunger That Isn’t Mine
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Adrian left before the night could close in around him.

Not because he wanted to.

Because staying any longer felt like standing too close to the edge of something he didn’t understand—and for the first time in a very long time, he wasn’t certain he could control the fall.

The door shut behind him with a muted sound, sealing away the dim lights and low music of the club. The street greeted him with cool air and empty silence, a sharp contrast to the tension he carried in his chest.

It should have been enough.

Distance usually was.

But as he walked, the scent lingered.

Not around him.

Inside him.

Adrian slowed.

That wasn’t possible.

He stopped beneath a flickering streetlight, his jaw tightening as he drew in a steady breath. The night air was clean—damp concrete, faint traces of rain, distant human life.

Normal.

And yet—

There it was again.

Not as strong as before, not overwhelming. But unmistakable. A ghost of something darker, richer, threaded through his senses like it had settled there, made a place for itself.

His fingers curled slightly at his sides.

No.

That wasn’t how this worked.

Vampires didn’t carry scent like that. They detected, followed, consumed. They didn’t... keep it. It didn’t imprint, didn’t linger beyond proximity.

Except this did.

Adrian exhaled slowly, forcing his body into stillness.

He had felt strange things before. Power shifts. Blood variations. Even rare anomalies among his kind. But this—

This was different.

It wasn’t just physical.

It was... intrusive.

He moved again, faster now, cutting through the city with purpose. The familiar routes came easily, ingrained through years of repetition. Rooftops replaced streets. Shadows replaced light.

Height usually helped him think.

Tonight, it didn’t.

The higher he climbed, the sharper it became—that quiet, persistent sensation under his skin. Not pain. Not hunger.

Something in between.

By the time he reached the top of a narrow building overlooking the city, it had settled into something undeniable.

A craving.

Adrian stood at the edge, the wind catching lightly at his coat, the city sprawling beneath him in fractured light.

He closed his eyes.

And immediately—

He felt it again.

Closer.

Stronger.

Not the scent itself, but the memory of it. The way it had unfolded, the way it had pressed against his senses, the way it had—

His eyes snapped open.

Enough.

This was absurd.

He had gone centuries without losing control. Without questioning himself. Without reacting to something he couldn’t explain.

And now, because of a single encounter—

His jaw tightened.

No.

Not because of the encounter.

Because of him.

Adrian turned sharply, pacing once across the rooftop, then again. Movement helped—barely—but it gave his thoughts something to anchor to.

What was he?

The question returned, sharper now.

The man hadn’t answered.

Had avoided it.

Which meant he knew exactly what Adrian had been asking.

And exactly why.

Adrian stilled
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