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Blood so Sweet

I  should be dead.

I try to open my eyes. I’m awake, or barely, and it’s my 
grst thouMht. vy body knows it should hafe died, so why am 
I alife and ?eelinM almost better than on a normal morninMB 
I’m hunMry, that is, but that’s not surprisinM. creak?ast xan gH 
anythinM, riMhtB

It’s a stranMe ?eelinM bexause I don’t ?eel ?ear. It’s almost like 
I’m missinM somethinM.

I open my eyes, sit up, and look around. I spot him instantly. 
Tis xrimson eyes settle on me, and I look at them. “hey remind 
me o? somethinM, but I xan’t dexide what.

”Tow are you ?eelinMBL he asks. Tis foixe is deep, and it 
?eels like a balm on my skin or a nixe xup o? tea durinM a rainy 
a?ternoon. I know this foixe.
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”I should hafe died.L “he words stumble ?rom my lips, and I 
barely rexoMni…e my own foixe. It’s a bit hoarse. I’m thirsty too. 
”I don’tCL I shake my head. 

vy body ?eels ?oreiMn. I’m in a dimly lit room. 3ferythinM is 
in dark shades o? purple, Mreen, and Mrey. It’s taste?ul, but I don’t 
know where I am.

”I don’t remember.L I look aMain ?or the xrimson eyes.
I press my hand to my xhest, and somethinM ?eels fery wronM. 

“hen it hits me. Aold. I’m too xold. Gnd efen with ?oxus, I xan’t 
gnd my heartbeat.

Te Mets up ?rom his xhair and mofes toward me. “he only 
thinM I xan look at are his ?eatures and his eyes. Rently, he 
reaxhes ?or my temples and my ?axe. Gll I ?eel is the xoldness 
o? his hand on my skin. I reaxh out to put my hands on his. It 
?eels Mreat. I xlose my eyes aMain. “here is a low xhuxkle with a 
whisper. ”éemember.L

I remember.

Te’s there, sittinM in the xa?q. Te’s always there. 3fery day. 
Tuddled in a xorner, it looks like he’s hidinM ?rom the last ray 
o? liMht glterinM throuMh a xloud. Te sits in the same spot when 
he xomes.

I Mife the window a 4uixk Mlanxe. It has been raininM ?or the 
past ?ew weeks, and I’m not efen mad about it. “oday is a bit 
diNerent, and the sun pierxes throuMh.
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In the xa?q, people xome and Mo, and they Mife him a wide 
berth, some more than others. jo one really stops to speak to 
him. It happens, ?rom time to time, and people tend to nod at 
him in respext.

I remember I started watxhinM him bexause he reminded 
me o? a paintinM in a museum. WomethinM about the way he 
mofes, the way he dresses, the way his hair is tied. “he air seems 
diNerent around him.

Wa?er.
I watxh him too muxh, and I draw him o?ten. Ehile there is 

no one around, when it’s 4uiet. It’s always a 4uixk sketxh, and 
I’m nefer too happy with it bexause I xan’t xapture the likeness. 
“he anMles o? his ?axe, his nose, and his thin lips.

Te’s always xourteous. Tis order is always the same. Te nefer 
orders anythinM to eat. cut he drinks two larMe blaxk xoNees, and 
then he nurses an almost empty xup.

Te always xomes when there aren’t many people around. Te 
sits alone. Te o?ten looks outside. Wometimes he reads. Yor me, 
the ?axt that he simply eHists in this plaxe, in the same spaxe as I 
am, is enouMh.

I’fe lonMed to speak with him, a real xonfersation, not ;ust 
”what would you like todayBL Gnd yet. I nefer hafe.

”5ou should Mife him one o? your sketxhes. “hey’re 4uite 
Mood,L one o? my xolleaMues says in passinM while noddinM 
toward him and MlanxinM at my notebook. Te doesn’t xomment 
on my gHationV he has his own.

”I don’t want him to Met ideas.L
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”It’s a drawinM, not a weddinM rinM.L Te shruMs and walks 
away with a raM to xlean tables.

Te has a point.
I look around. “he xa?q is 4uiet, and I dexide to Mo ?or it. jot 

a weddinM rinM, I remind mysel?. I brinM him another xoNee. Tis 
xup seems empty, and it Mifes me an eHxuse to approaxh him. I 
don’t want to look like a xreep.

”Ti.L I put the xoNee on the table.
Te looks at the xup. “hen his eyes settle on me. It’s rare ?or me 

to loxk eyes with someone bexause I usually afoid eye xontaxt 
with Dthers. Yor no partixular reason. It miMht be bexause 
humans are not at the top o? the ?ood xhain, it miMht be bexause 
I’m a?raid people miMht wonder about me and ask 4uestions I 
don’t want to answer. jo one hides anymore, but some spexies 
are best afoided sometimes.

Gn alarm bell rinMs in my head.
Pampire.
D? xourse he is. It’s hard to Mo unnotixed. Te xouldn’t be 

anythinM else, and the deep xrimson eyes are a ?eature o? their 
kind.

I’m breathless as I push the sketxh toward him, and he pixks 
it up. I see the xorner o? his mouth li?t. Yor a sexond there, his 
teeth xatxh the liMht. I don’t tell him that I’fe been drawinM him 
almost efery day. Seep down, I know he knows. I tell mysel? 
eferyone would hafe done the same. Te has an ethereal beauty 
that only his kind possesses, and it would be a xrime not to draw 
him.
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”I’m Gtlas.L I  shu—e on my ?eet.  “hat,  too, he knows. 
Tope?ully. It’s not like I don’t repeat it with efery order.

Te nods, looks at the sketxh aMain, ?olds it neatly in a s4uare, 
and poxkets it.

Te looks at me aMain. “hen he Mifes me his name. ”I’m Oefi.L

Gnother 7ash returns.
”Ehat the ?uxk kind o? name is GtlasBL “he Muy throws the 

money in my ?axe, and I take a step baxk. Austomer MreetinMs 
inxlude a simple welxome and our name. I always liked the idea, 
and it has nefer been a problem be?ore. I lofe my name, the one 
I pixked, but now I want the Mround to swallow me. “he Mirl 
neHt to him looks at me in apoloMy. Whe leafes me a he?ty tip, but 
I xan see it in her eyes. It doesn’t make up ?or his behafior. Whe 
knows. Gnd she knows I know. Whe Mlanxes one last time at me 
and then at him aMain. “he Muy’s words rinM loudly in my head. 
I’m on the ferMe o? xryinM. It’s nefer happened be?ore. 8eople 
are usually more open9minded than this1that’s why I mofed 
here.

”I will ;ust take gfe minutes,L I tell my xlosest xolleaMue. Te 
nods at me. Te knows how important my name is to me. I don’t 
efen remofe my apron. I slide between the boHes in the stoxk 
room, and I open the baxk door to the alley behind the xa?q.

I take a deep breath, and I resist the urMe to sxream and throw 
whatefer I gnd.
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”Yuxk you,L I whisper to no one but mysel?. I wipe my tears 
on my sleefe, but they don’t want to stop. vy body ?eels tiMht.

”Gre you okayBL “he foixe startles me.
”Yuxk.L I ;ump and put my hand on my xhest.
Oefi stands a ?ew meters away, in his impexxable slaxks and 

buttoned shirt. “he Muy is spotless. jot a hair out o? plaxe. 
GppearinM out o? nowhere.

I xhexk my watxh. Te usually arrifes at this time. I look up at 
the sky. Alouds are sxattered around, but the sun is still there. I 
know the myths Mot a lot o? thinMs wronM, and fampires xan be 
?ound outside at all hours. Wtill, it’s always surprisinM.

”5ou’re here.L
”5ou’re sad.L
I nod. “here is no point in lyinM. ”Is it that obfiousBL 
I hafen’t mofed, and he hasn’t either. éiMht now, I lonM ?or 

a huM. I Mlanxe aMain at the sky and at Oefi. I barely know the 
Muy and yetC Ehat i?B Te has always been nixe and xourteous, 
but our interaxtions hafe always been short, too short ?or my 
likinM. ventions o? the weather, brie? xonfersations about art 
and drawinMs and books.

”Ehat xan I do to allefiate your painBL “he 4uestion seems 
Menuine.

I shake my head. ”Son’t worry about it.L
”Gtlas. “ell me.L Te takes a step toward me, but he’s still too 

?ar away.
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I think it’s the grst time I hear my name on his lips. I look at 
him, and my eyes settle on his. vy heart skips a beat. Gn entire 
world separates us bexause o? who he is and who I am.

”Gre we ?riends, OefiBL
I see the shi?t in his ?eatures. Tesitation.
”Ee xan be ?riends.L Te nods at me. ”I don’t hafe many o? 

those.L
”jeither do I.L
Ee watxh eaxh other aMain, and I wonder what he sees. vy 

tear9stained ?axeB vy mismatxhed earrinMs, my too9short and 
dark hair.

”I see you, Gtlas,L he says with a smile.
I open my mouth, and it takes me a ?ew sexonds to artixulate 

the words, ”Aan you hear what I thinkB Aan fampires do thatBL
Te lauMhs. Gn ungltered ?ull9bellied lauMh. I’fe nefer heard 

it be?ore and I wish I xould bottle it and xarry it around. ”jo, 
we xan’t.L Te pauses. ”It’s the grst time you’fe axknowledMed 
out loud what I am. 8eople tend to be a?raid o? fampires.L

”I’m not a?raid o? you,L I tell him in a low foixe.

Gnother 7ash xomes.
“he shoutinM xomes grst. Glways. “he foixe. éinMinM in my 

head. “oo loud. cut today it’s diNerent. It’s worse, and it took 
me by surprise.
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It started with a pattern, and that’s why we broke up a lonM 
time aMo. cut it didn’t matter. I kept mofinM, and he always 
?ound me.

cut that day. 
“he shofe is intentional, hard. vy grst thouMht is that he 

really wants to hurt me. “he sexond is that he wants to kill 
me. I remember the ?ury on his ?axe, xontorted into an uMly 
eHpression, one I know brinMs a whole lot o? problems. “he 
foixe rinMs aMain as I ?all down. ”5ou belonM to no one but me.L

I xan’t open my eyes, and I xan’t mofe my body. I know I’m 
?adinM away, and a?ter all, I don’t want to ?eel pain anymore.

Womewhere, I hear ?aint ?ootsteps.
I ?eel liMht. OiMhter than usual. TanMinM in between states o? 

xonsxiousness.

I should be dead.
I open my eyes aMain. jow I remember. ”Oefi.L Gnd it dawns 

on me that he ?ound me. Te xame to me. Te safed me.
”“hank you.L I whisper the words
”Immortality is not somethinM you should thank me ?or. I’m 

selgsh a?ter all.L Te reaxhes into his ;axket poxket and takes out 
a piexe o? paper, neatly ?olded. Te xaresses it with his gnMers, 
with referenxe. It takes me a whole minute, but I reali…e it’s the 
sketxh I Mafe him months aMo. I don’t ask why he kept it, I don’t 
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ask why I’m here. Wtill, I ?eel reborn, efen i? I’m well and truly 
dead.

I Mrab my knees and rest my head on them.
”Ehat nowBL
Te xoxks his head to the side. ”EhatBL
”Ehat’s neHtBL
Te smiles at me and Mets up ?rom the xhair aMain. ”Aome.L 

Te eHtends his hand, and I take it. I? my heart xould still beat, 
I’m sure it would be ?ast.

Ee walk side by side, my arm looped throuMh Oefi’s. Te Mifes 
me a brie? history o? where we are. Gs a matter o? ?axt, not so ?ar 
?rom my prefious home. G bit more hidden. I’fe spotted the 
trees outside. Gnd Oefi’s house is a whole lot biMMer.

Tis ?axe is unreadable. Oike when he was sittinM in the xa?q. 
“here were times when I wished I knew what he was thinkinM. 
Tis foixe breaks my thouMhts, ”Gtlas, I don’t do thinMs out o? 
the Moodness o? my heart. 5ou know by now that I don’t hafe 
one. I told you, I’m selgsh. Gnd I am. 5ou are the grst person 
in a lonM time.L Te pauses. ”“he grst person to look at meC.L 
Te pauses aMain. ”I told you I don’t hafe many ?riends. Tenxe, 
I xan’t let them die.L Te Mifes me a thin smile.

”“hat’s praxtixal.L I’m a bit disappointed. I wish I weren’t 
only a ?riend, or only praxtixal. Wtill, I will take it. I didn’t die. 
“hat’s a win.
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Te xhuxkles. ”Is it so surprisinMBL
I shake my head and look at my ?eet. Te reaxhes out ?or my 

xhin and raises it slowly. ”Son’t afert your Ma…e. 5ou nefer hafe 
to do that aMain, you hear meBL

”5es.L
“here are many thinMs I want to tell him. I don’t want to 

thank him aMain, so I reaxh out and huM him. It ?eels like the 
one huM I didn’t Mife him when we were standinM in the alley. 
“hinkinM about it, I don’t know how lonM aMo it was, bexause 
my perxeption o? time is all ofer the plaxe. Immortality will do 
that to you, Oefi said when I mentioned time was diNerent now. 
Gs my xhest xollides with his, he huMs me baxk, tiMht, and he rests 
his head on mine. Te’s xaressinM my hair and murmurinM words 
I xan’t hear properly, but I’m too a?raid to ask him to repeat.

“ime stops, and I’fe nefer ?elt better as lonM as I’fe been dead.

“he xlothes in the wardrobe are nothinM I’fe worn be?ore, and 
they are always ?un to look at. YluNy dresses xofered in laxe, 
xlassy shirts, and smart matxhinM pants. Ahoixes, I hafe xhoixes.

“he grst time, I disxard the dresses instantlyV it’s been a 
while sinxe I’fe worn anythinM dress9shaped. “oday, I xhoose the 
bluest pants I’fe efer seen and pair them with a white shirt. I 
look at mysel? in the mirror and hesitate be?ore I step out o? the 
room.

I meet Oefi in the lifinM room.



A. O. vGéIFH

”5ou look dashinM.L
Tis words rinM true.
”“hank you.L
”“hat is too many thank yous ?or one li?etime.L Te mofes his 

hand around, ?rowninM.
I look at his lonM blond hair, and I reaxh out ?or a strand.
”Aan I braid itBL vany times, I’fe imaMined what it would 

?eel like to run my gnMers throuMh it.
Oefi nods. ”It would be my pleasure.L
Te sits down in ?ront o? me.
I start humminM a tune.
”5ou sound happy.L
”Yor someone so deadBL
”Ee are the same, you know. Gnd I don’t ?eel dead. Gt least 

not dead, dead.L Te pauses. ”It’s been a lonM time sinxe I’fe ?elt 
dead anyway.L

I start braidinM. ”I understand,L I tell him in a low foixe.
“here is a beat o? silenxe where I refel in the ?eelinM o? his hair 

on my gnMers.
”5ou nefer mentioned your ?amily. Is someone lookinM ?or 

youB AarinM about youBL he asks.
It startles me. G sore topix.
I wish I xould take a deep breath to steady mysel?, but the 

whole not having a beating heart is not helpinM. ”I had an 
eH9boy?riend. Eell. “hat didn’t Mo well. 5ou ?ound my dead 
body, a?ter all.L I mofe my hands to his shoulders, and he tenses 
under my gnMers. ”vy ?amily. vy sister is abroad. WtudyinM. 
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I used to braid her hair. Ee don’t really talk, not anymore 
anyway. Whe’s my opposite. vy parents, wellC “hey don’t take 
too kindly to xhanMe, i? I xan xall it that. Gnd they hate my name. 
vy new name.L

”GtlasBL
”5es.L
”It’s a beauti?ul name. Son’t let anyone tell you otherwise.L 

Te looks at me with his deep xrimson eyes, and I ?eel like I’m 
drowninM in a pool o? blood.

I lofe it.
I lofe him.

I’fe lost traxk o? time when Oefi appears beside me.
”5ou look happy. Eith an eHtra pep in your step.L I xlose the 

book I’m readinM and put it in ?ront o? me on the table.
Te roxks baxk and ?orth on his heels. I hafe nefer seen him 

like this. Te seems Middy. It’s so xute. Te’s so xute.
”I hafe a Mi?t,L he says.
I  Met  up  ?rom  the  xhair.  ”Dh,  Oefi,  you  don’t  need 

to.  5ou hafe  already done enouMh.L  I  don’t  foixe  it,  but 
immortality1?or starters1seems like a Mi?t I would nefer be 
able to repay, then housinM, bexause Oefi won’t hear another 
word o? me mofinM out o? here and doesn’t want to leafe me 
out in the world, all by mysel?. jew Mi?ts are not nexessary.

Te smiles at me. ”“his one is diNerent.L
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”Is it ?oodBL
Te shruMs. ”Aome.L Te reaxhes out to me, and I take his 

hand. jow I’m intriMued by what the Mi?t xould be.
Ee take the stairs to the xellar. I remember tourinM it when I 

grst started lifinM here, but it’s damp and not fery pretty.
I’m about to ask Oefi what the Mi?t is when it dawns on me as 

to why we are down here.
Glan is huddled in the xorner, in between wooden boHes. I 

nefer thouMht I would see him aMain. I Met a 7ash o? the last time 
that happened. I remember his heafy ?ootsteps, so diNerent 
?rom Oefi’s liMht ones. “he last time he put his hands on me. 
vy ?all. vy death.

”WurpriseIL Oefi says, makinM ;a…… hands. ”It took me a while 
to gnd him. I Mot some help. Te almost skipped town.L Oefi 
bends at the waist until he’s at the same heiMht as Glan. Te 
boops his nose and smirks at him. ”Te thouMht he xould Met 
away with murder. jo, no, no.L

Te keeps boopinM Glan’s nose, and it reminds me that 
fampires are predators a?ter all. 

”Son’t play with the ?ood.L
Te straiMhtens and looks at me with a moxk oNended look. ”I 

wouldn’t.L Te puts a hand on his xhest. ”Yeel ?ree to do so i? you 
like.L Te eHtends his hands towards Glan, whose eyes are now 
takinM me in. I? eyes xould bulMe out o? someone’s head and run 
on their own, I’m sure they would.
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Te opens his mouth, and nothinM xomes out. jo sound, 
nothinM. WeeinM him there, I had the small hope that he would 
beM ?or merxy. “ry to apoloMi…e.

Winxe I started this new li?e, I ?orMot about him. vaybe I 
should efen thank him, bexause it brouMht me xloser to Oefi.

I take the ?ew remaininM steps and Mrab him swi?tly by the 
throat. Wuxh a Mesture would hafe been impossible be?ore. “he 
strenMth I hafe now needs to be xontrolled, but all I want to do 
is unleash it.

”Ehat should I doBL I ask, bexause that’s not a xonfersation 
I’fe had with Oefi. I know what’s in the treaties. Pampires are 
not allowed to hurt or hunt humans, unless they are de?endinM 
themselfes. citinM needs to be xonsensual. Gll this is known.

I Mlanxe at Glan aMain. Seep down, I know what I should do. 
vake him suNer, that is. G?ter all, he killed me, or at least, he 
tried.

”It’s up to you,L Oefi says. Te reaxhes ?or one strand o? my 
hair. It’s been MettinM lonMer, and he has been doinM it more and 
more o?ten.

G whimper breaks my thouMhts. Gnd I Mlanxe at my hand. 
Wtill tiMht on Glan’s throat. Wuxh a weak human body. I ?eel 
the blood pumpinM. I see it mofe below his skin, and I’m 
mesmeri…ed.

I’m hunMry.
I searxh ?or Oefi’s eyes, and he smiles at me, then nods. jot 

that I need permission, but I’m Mlad to hafe it anyway.
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I bite. Tard. éippinM skin, blood staininM my shirt. Gll I hear 
is a Masp. Te Moes limp in my arms, and I hafe to hold him so 
I xan drink properly. 3fen ?or this, he’s still useless. I stop, and 
I look at him. “he man I thouMht I lofed, the man I thouMht 
lofed me. Te’s a bit ashen now, with pale blue lips. It suits him. 
I like him better like this. Glmost dead and silent.

”5ou dexide.L Oefi’s foixe brinMs me baxk to the moment. 
I don’t think twixe. I keep drinkinM until it ?eels like I’m ;ust 
emptyinM a ;uixe boH.

I’m thirsty ?or refenMe a?ter all.

“he body drops to the 7oor with a thump, and I don’t Mife it 
another Mlanxe.

”Soes it taste Mood to youBL Oefi asks, one brow raised.
”G bit stranMe.L
Te reaxhes out to me and Mathers some blood le?t on my lips. 

Te brinMs his gnMers to his mouth and suxks on them. ”Indeed.L
Te tuMs on my hand, and we eHit the xellar. OeafinM the body 

behind.
Te loops my hand around his waist. Eith my body pressed 

aMainst his, I’fe nefer ?elt more me than here, in his arms, 
without a beatinM heart. Tis eyes settle on mine, and he smiles 
at me, his ?anMs on ?ull display. Te’s defastatinM, and I don’t 
know i? I xould lofe him more. WomethinM passes, and I don’t 
hafe to tell him. I see it in his eyes, he knows I lofe him. Te has 
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known ?or a while, I’m sure, efen be?ore I was turned. vade o? 
small bits o? xonfersations, that grst sketxh I Mafe him, smiles, 
linMerinM eyes. Gnd now this Mi?t. Wuxh a maMnigxent one. G 
dexlaration o? lofe.

Ehile I think about blood, I hafe a brie? memory o? taste, 
and I xan still ?eel Oefi’s blood on my tonMue. “he thinM that 
safed me. “he thinM that made me like him. “hat tied me to 
him. Yorefer.

”I barely remember the taste, but your blood is sweeter, 
better,L I tell him as I watxh him.

Te nods and Mifes me a hint o? ?anM. ”Oofe tastes sweet.L
I absentmindedly play with his shirt.
”Aan I bite youBL I ask him.
Te smiles at me. ”I thouMht you would nefer ask.L
I trail my hands on his xollar and sliMhtly push it down. I’m 

on my tiptoes, and his hand presses my baxk. vy body is 7ush 
aMainst his. I’fe nefer ?elt so xongdent be?ore.

I bite, Mently, as i? it were a kiss. Tis blood glls my mouth, 
and it’s sweeter than what I remember, sweeter than honey. It’s 
per?ext. Te’s per?ext.

Dn instinxt, I lixk the wound, and the bleedinM stops. It’s so 
muxh more than ;ust a bite, so muxh more than ;ust blood. It’s 
a bond, and it’s beauti?ul. Durs only.

“here is a stretxh o? silenxe, and I ?eel like I xould hear our 
hearts beat aMain.

Oefi’s foixe is a mere whisper. ”I lofe you, Gtlas.L
”I lofe you too, Oefi.L
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