A VAMFIRE AND A WEREWOLF, THE PERFECT FAIR
AMBER TWIST

Swoosh goes the leaves of bushes and crunch goes the branches under the hooves of a
lone deer rushing through the forest on the outskirts of Ecto-Glade Valley. A deafening
bark and fearsome growl grow close behind the buck. A larger than ordinary wolf with a
deep brown coat and elongated limbs chases after the deer with impressive speed. The
buck prances ahead, leaping over logs that the wolf crushes under his paws. The deer sees
an opening to his left and skids to turn, but that leaves an opening for the quick wolf.
With a snarl and something akin to a roar the wolf leaps and grabs the deer, tumbling
along the moss-covered ground with its prey in his claws.

The helpless animal cries out as claws like daggers tear into his flesh, into his

muscles, into his bones. His cries are cut off with a swift crack that echoes through the
forest, and the last thing the buck feels before slipping away into the rest of death is the
wolf’s teeth that broke his neck. The wolf growls low, watching with bright amber eyes as
the life fades away from the buck.

Slowly, he releases the deer’s neck, blood dripping from his lips and coating his teeth red.
He retracts his claws and lets the corpse fall from his grasp so that he can stand. The
wolf is tall with long arms, large hands, and hind legs that hold him up tall. His left ear
twitches as he catches the sound of leaves rustling in the distance before looking up to
catch a figure leaping from the height of a tree and landing in front of the wolf’s catch
and himself.

The figure stands and casts a look of disqust at seeing the dead buck. “Really?” He asks,
gray eyes looking the animal over. The wolf chuckles at the man’s reaction, voice deep
and rumbling. “Babe, you’re a vamp’ how does this—" he gestures to the buck “—make
you wanna puke your guts out?” The man rolls his eyes, his pale green skin tinting a
slight turquoise on his cheekbones at the term of endearment. He is dressed in a short-
sleeved button up and black slacks. His hair is black, well-taken care of but slightly
ruffled from his tree-hopping.

“It doesn’t make me want to vomit, Bryan.” He retorts snidely as the wolf’s form begins
to warp and shift, realigning bones and reshaping muscles. “I am merely appalled at how
you killed the wretched thing.”

The wolf, Bryan, scoffs once back in his human form. He is a tall man
with tan skin, deep brown hair tied into loose dreads, a tattoo ‘
sleeve of two wolves dancing through rows of flowers on his right
arm. And his physique, phew, is the definition of every girl’s wet
dream when lonely at night after reading a good book.



“Feng, it’s food.” Bryan insists, adjusting his stretchy shorts that the other man, Feng,
got him so that he wouldn’t be naked after shifting from wolf to human. “You said you
were hungry-"

“] said | wanted a date,” Feng interrupts harshly, stepping towards Bryan with his arms
crossed and a glare on his sculpted features. Bryan holds his hands up in surrender but
has a teasing grin on his face. “Not a hunting session. It’s ridiculous how you
werewolves could consider...” He waves a flippant hand as a gesture at the forest and
dead deer. “This as a date.”

Bryan rolls his eyes, both exasperated and fond. He is used to Feng’s more...privileged
attitude towards everything. When they first met, the jiangsht called him a neanderthal
because of the other’s carefree yet brash attitude on life. “Bunny, it is a date. And we
werewolves consider hunting together a date because it helps with bonding. Y’know, like
actual wolves?” The werewolf’s grin widens when Feng huffs, looking away which tells
Bryan that he’s won the arqument. “Besides,” he reaches out and pulls Feng’s hands out
from his crossed arms, holding the slim and delicate things in his larger, more calloused
ones.

“1 would have thought you’d like it if your boyfriend caught you dinner?” Bryan’s voice
was low, soft, and smooth. He resists the chuckle bubbling in his chest at Feng’s
darkening cheeks. The vampire huffs, hands squeezing the other’s.

“Maybe | just want something more romantic.” He mumbles, looking over at the buck.
“However, | shall admit that seeing you chase after that deer so easily was fascinating.”
Bryan feels his heart swell with pride as Feng looks back at him and smiles slightly. “And
it is quite the gesture. | suppose I’m still trying to...” He trails off and the werewolf can
see the cogs turning in his lover’s mind.

“$till trying to let yourself be taken care of?” Bryan finishes for him with a raised brow.
“Let yourself be pampered by the one who loves you? Get off your high horse? Get
over your rich self? Allow yourself to fucking relax?”

Feng snorts, glaring lightly. “I’m still trying to learn not to appease traditions that no
longer exist.” He corrects before holding his head high. “Back in the Qing Dynasty—" “Ah-
ah. Nope.” Bryan immediately places a hand over Feng’s mouth, making the vampire glare
harder. “Don’t wanna hear it, bunny.

You’ve told me one too many stories about the weird traditions from the Qing Dynasty; @
don’t think my brain can handle much more.” Feng rolls his eyes at
Bryan’s words. Then, a sparkle appears in his eyes. With furrowed
brows, Bryan opens his mouth slightly to ask what Feng is
thinking when he feels two sharp stings in his palm. “Fuck!”
He yanks his hand from Feng’s mouth and looks at it.












