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Part One




Creation




Chapter One




When the hottest incubus at Fangville High pulls you into a dark and empty classroom to make out with you, you don’t say no.

So when Serge trailed his hand down my arm, igniting goosebumps the whole way, I was like putty in his hands. He leaned in and whispered into my ear, his breath hot against my skin.

“Come with me,” he said. Three simple words, but trust an incubus to make them the sexiest three words in existence.

My jaw had fallen open in awe that Serge was even acknowledging my existence, but I quickly closed my mouth and hurried after him. My legs felt like jelly and my body felt strangely not mine; I was in such a head-in-the-clouds state that I could barely think straight.

Serge opened the door to the Dark Incantations class and checked to make sure it was empty, then waved me in after him. I did, immediately becoming wrapped in his scent, his power, his aura…just being near him was intoxicating. He closed the door and as soon as it clicked, he pushed me against the wall next to the door and shoved his tongue in my mouth.

I moaned and sagged against the wall. The only reason I didn’t fall to the floor in a liquid heap was because Serge had his hands on me, feeling up my chest and shoulders and arms.

He broke from the kiss and looked deep into my eyes with his dark, mysterious orbs. I could get lost in those eyes of his.

“Serge?” I said, finally gathering the strength to utter a word.

I wasn’t complaining. I mean, you don’t complain when the king of the school wants to make out with you, but I was…unsure. I was low on the social status ladder at school. Like, near the bottom. Maybe this was a Romeo and Juliet situation? His love for me crosses the uncrossable divide?

“Victor…” he said, my name sounding like a dirty word on his sensuous lips. I almost melted at that.

I would be lying if I said I hadn’t fantasized about this when lying in my bed late at night. I may have had a fantasy or two of how this might play out. All of them involved us losing a lot of clothes and doing things I’ve never done before. Things I’m sure a more…experienced guy like Serge was probably an expert at. Especially since he was an incubus.

“What’s going on?” I finally asked. My head was still cloudy with the scent of Serge’s sexy incubus pheromones filling my entire being. I inhaled deep again and my eyes almost rolled back in my head as pure pleasure took over me. I would submit to Serge and do whatever he wanted of me.

I squeezed my eyes shut and tried to focus. I need to break his hold on me, I told myself.

“Victor…” he said, again making my name sound like the sexiest and dirtiest word I’ve ever heard in my life. “I want you.” He kissed my neck and I moaned. “I’ve wanted you for a long time.” He kissed the other side of my neck and I moaned again. “I can’t hold back anymore.” He trailed his tongue from my Adam’s apple up to my lips and then consumed my mouth in a kiss. I felt my mind clear of all thoughts and worries as his power overtook me again.

We made out for what felt like forever, so long that the last part of my mind that could process thought worried we’d get caught. The longer we were here, the higher our chances of someone walking in on us.

Serge nibbled his way along my jaw and ended near my ear. “Take off your shirt,” he moaned.

When an incubus tells you to start taking off clothes, you take them off.

I fumbled with the buttons on my shirt; my fingers didn’t want to work properly. I couldn’t seem to get the first button undone. I swore under my breath and doubled down on the effort.

Serge let out a low, sexy chuckle, then put his hands on mine, stilling my fumbling. “Allow me,” he said.

Slowly, I dropped my hands. Then he gently undid the top button, pausing to press his palm against my sweaty, scrawny chest. He undid a second, again pausing to feel another patch of my skin. He did this over and over, undoing all the buttons and caressing a new spot on my chest or stomach.

He leaned in and kissed me, pushing the shirt over my shoulders. I held my arms back, letting it slide down and crumple to the floor. I reached for his shirt buttons, fumbling and trying to undo them. He put his hands on mine again, but pushed them away.

“Later,” he said, moaning into a kiss. “First, I want to see you.” He stood back and looked at my pale, scrawny torso and let out a sigh of desire.

I didn’t know Serge had a thing for stick figures, but for once I was proud of my scrawny frame. I held up an arm and flexed a bicep. There was a small wiggle of my arm muscles as I did so, even though no telltale bump of a bicep appeared. He felt up my arm and it was like my skin was on fire under his touch. I needed more of it. I craved it.

“I want more…” Serge said.

“More?” I asked, my voice coming out as a squeak. Was this really happening?

He put his hands on the top of the waist of my jeans, at the button fly. “More.” He must’ve sensed my hesitance because he leaned in again and kissed me, making everything melt, including my resolve.

I sighed and sagged against the wall, willing to let Serge go forward, to take my pants off. I was in over my head, but maybe this is how this is for the first time for everyone? My jeans jostled as Serge undid the button. As he grabbed the zipper tab between his thumb and finger, I heard a giggle.

Someone was here. In the room with us.

That was like a bucket of ice water over my head. I batted Serge’s hand away and stood up straight, searching the room for the giggler. Serge trailed his hands up and down my stomach and chest, trying to convince me to give in to him again. I could sense him throwing all his seductive incubus powers at me—the air reeked of pheromones—but that giggle had overcome everything Serge could hope to accomplish.

“Who’s there?” I called out.

“There’s no one here but us, Victor,” Serge said. He pressed his body against mine and tried to kiss me, but I turned my face away from him.

This room had long tables for desks and with the cramped set-up, I really couldn’t see much. There were plenty of hiding places for a giggling voyeur.

“Someone’s here,” I told Serge.

“It’s your imagination,” he said. Then he purred—literally purred—and trailed his hand back down to my zipper fly. I batted his hand away.

“Come out!” I shouted.

Then there was a giggle—I definitely didn’t imagine that one! I pushed Serge away and hurried down the center aisle of the classroom, throwing deadly glares under each table, desperate to find and scold whoever it was.

Down at the last row, I saw feet—more than one pair. I hesitated. Something felt wrong here. Really wrong.

But at the same time, I couldn’t let this giggling voyeur get away with whatever it was they were doing. I scrounged up the last of my courage and shoved my head under that last table, ready to verbally rip these people to pieces.

But all of that resolve crumbled to dust when I came face-to-face with three pairs of undead eyes. Mackenzie and Jessica (the zombie twins that somehow didn’t have body parts falling off) and Bram (the sexiest vampire not-quite-alive and a direct descendent of Dracula) stared at me and then burst out laughing.

I stood up and looked back at Serge. He was best friends with these three.

“Was this a set up?” I asked, my voice quivering. I felt betrayed, hurt, crushed.

Serge kept his seriously sexy gaze on me. “I would never do that to you, Victor,” he said. But then he laughed. He tried to stifle it, but he laughed. At me. And once that barrier broke down, he bent over and guffawed at me.

“You’re an asshole!” I shouted.

Behind me, Serge’s three accomplices climbed out from their hiding spot and were similarly laughing at me. “I can’t believe you fell for it!” Bram crowed between roars of laughter. “Like an incubus would want a human!”

Beside him, Mackenzie had her phone out and pointed at me. She was recording me. I suddenly realized the top of my pants was open. I closed the button, then charged toward her and tried to grab the phone out of her hand; I wanted to smash it to pieces. “What the hell are you doing?” I shouted at her.

Jessica stepped between us to protect her sister and Bram shoved me backward. I stumbled over my clumsy feet and crashed against a table.

“You’re gonna be all over school,” Mackenzie said, gloating.

Tears stung my eyes. Why the hell did I think Serge would actually want me? I’m such an idiot!

“Cry, human,” Jessica said. She sounded vicious. “Cry and then get lost. You don’t belong here.”

“Go home, human,” Bram said. He stepped forward, puffing out his chest and baring his fangs. “Unless you want to become a vampire.”

I scrambled away from him, stumbling to the floor and having to crawl down the aisle as fast as I could. Their cruel laughter just got louder and echoed all around me. I couldn’t escape it.

When I reached the front of the class, I pushed myself to my unsteady feet. In front of me was Serge, laughing just as hard as everyone else. All of that heat and lust and tenderness and desire I had seen in his eyes mere moments ago was gone and now all I saw was cruelty.

I ran to my crumpled shirt on the floor and as I opened the door to escape, Serge said, “I’m way out of your league, human. Get the hell out of Fangville. You don’t belong here. You never will.” Even though I now knew he never felt desire for me, it was still his words that cut the deepest.

“I can’t believe you’d do that,” I said, my words coming out like a whimper.

Serge just laughed louder.

I ran out of the classroom. With lunch nearly being over, the halls were starting to fill up again and so I had dozens of eyes on my shirtless body, gawping at me and my crying face. I spun on my heel. I needed to get out of here. Behind me was a stairwell that led straight down to the main floor and ended at a door. I ran and shoved the door open and pushed my way through. On the other side of the door were more people, more sets of gawping eyes.

Someone’s phone buzzed and he looked at it, then looked at me, and then started laughing. I swore at him and barreled past him, nearly tripping and rolling down the stairs. Their cruel, mocking laughter echoed behind me, following me, chasing me, hounding me.

I finally reached the bottom of the stairs and the door that led to the field. I slammed against the crash bar and ran outside.

People were coming back to school—and they would no doubt all see me and point and laugh, especially if Mackenzie already sent them that video of me. I spotted some people and one of them spotted me and raised her hand to point at me. I ducked to the right, darting into the staff parking lot, stumbling to a halt between two cars.

I fell to my knees, then sat on my butt. I gasped and struggled for air while also trying to hold back from sobbing like the pathetic human I was. As oxygen slowly returned to me, I began to realize how cold I was without my shirt. I struggled into it and buttoned it up.

I leaned against one of the cars and stared at the other. It was covered with a mural of bats and spiders.

My phone buzzed in my pocket. I ignored it. I didn’t want to talk to anyone or have any more “dirty human” insults hurled at me. Not right now.

When it buzzed again and again and again, I pulled it out of my pocket, even if only so I could shut it off. But when the screen lit up again, I saw Igor’s name. That was the one person I was willing to talk to.

I opened our text thread:

IGOR: Victor?

IGOR: Victor, are you there?

IGOR: I saw the video. I’m so sorry.

IGOR: Want to skip Basic Potions and grab a coffee?

IGOR: Victor…please answer…

I still debated just turning off my phone and disappearing for the afternoon, but I knew I’d just end up calling Igor later and doing all this then, so I might as well do all this now.

VICTOR: Meet at The Foggy Cauldron?




Chapter Two




I got to The Foggy Cauldron before Igor, so I went ahead and ordered my eye of newt cappuccino and settled into one of the comfy chairs in the far corner. As I let out a sigh of comfort and tried to let go of at least some of the tension that was weighing heavily on me, Igor hobbled in.

Igor was technically human like me, or at least partly, but he fit in better with the non-human folk than I did, but that was due to some bad genetics in his family. He came in at less than four feet tall and had a terrible hunch, uneven legs that turned his walking into hobbling, and one eye was twice the size of the other. Oh, and his skin was slightly green.

But Igor was more than just an awkward assembly of body parts, he was my best friend. Just seeing him helped ease more of my hurt and embarrassment than the cappuccino or the comfy chair did. If anyone could hear me out and make me feel better about myself, it was Igor.

A few minutes later he hobbled over to me and put his mug down on the little table between our chairs. A giant beetle sat submerged in his latte. But he didn’t sit down—he stood in front of me and held out his arms.

I glanced around, feeling embarrassed, but then realized I needed this more than I needed to not be embarrassed right now. I stood up and hugged Igor. With that, all of the barriers I had up inside me that were holding me all in one piece came tumbling down and I felt so defeated. I sagged into the hug and Igor just held me tighter.

“I’m sorry,” he said. “I’m sorry they did that to you.”

I tried my hardest to not cry, but a single tear escaped and rolled down my cheek. I sniffled. “I just don’t belong,” I said.

“No, no, no…” Igor said. He broke from the hug and held my arms as he looked up into my face. “Tell me everything that happened.”

We sat down and I took a big sip of my cappuccino and then wiped away the foam moustache it had given me. Igor plucked the beetle from his latte and bit into it.

“I don’t know,” I said. “Serge cornered me and told me he was really into me. I mean, I should have seen through it, but I wasn’t really thinking with my head, if you know what I mean.”

“If Serge did that to me, I’d fall for it too,” Igor said, then bit off another chunk of his beetle. “He’s an incubus, for demon’s sake. You don’t say no to an incubus.”

“Exactly!” I said, way too loud. I glanced around in silent apology, then leaned in and lowered my voice. “Besides, he was clearly using his seduction powers on me. I don’t know if it’s possible to say no when he uses every trick he has.”

“So,” Igor said, shoving the last of the beetle in his mouth and licking his fingers, “he pulls you into a classroom and things start getting hot…”

My cheeks burned with embarrassment—embarrassment at reliving my mortification, embarrassment at relating this sexy escapade to a friend who I was pretty sure had never been kissed, like, it was all awkward and painful in a million ways. I distracted myself with a healthy swallow of my cappuccino and then I stared at the floor as I spoke.

“I heard a laugh. That’s how I knew I wasn’t alone. Serge tried turning up his powers even more to distract me, to keep me doing stuff with him, but I broke free of him. I found Mackenzie, Jessica, and Bram watching me. It was Mackenzie who filmed it.”

“The Filthy Four,” Igor muttered.

Serge, Bram, Jessica, and Mackenzie were always together. They were the type that felt they were better than everyone else and they did sort of have the social cred to back that up—Serge was the hottest incubus around, Bram was a descendent of Dracula and supposedly also Nosferatu, and Jessica and Mackenzie were somehow non-decaying zombies. Each of them was unique or exceptional in one way or another, and they never hesitated to remind everyone else of that fact. They especially liked to remind the humans of that fact. Particularly me. This wasn’t the first time they’d pulled crap on me, but they’ve never gone so far before.

“I can’t believe I actually thought he liked me,” I said, chiding myself.

“Hey,” Igor said, “we covered this already. Incubus, remember?”

I looked away from Igor. He was right, but I didn’t want to look at him and acknowledge it.

“This will all blow over before you know it,” Igor said. “Look, it’s Friday; by the time Monday rolls around, everyone will have forgotten and The Filthy Four will have moved on to something different.”

I sighed. “You’re right. I know you are.” I drained the last of my cappuccino. “But they’ll be back to torturing me again soon. They always come back to me.”

There were maybe a dozen humans in our school. Some of them were like Igor and passed as monsters or supernatural beings. Some of them looked more like me and were the lowest of the low on the social status ladder. But with me…I’m named after my great-great-great-great uncle, the Victor Frankenstein who cobbled together a monster from graveyard parts. So while I was an average everyday human, I had this reputation that followed me as being someone who wanted desperately to fit into the world of monsters. My family fame haunted me and I couldn’t escape it. The Filthy Four hounded me regularly to remind me I was a worthless human and would never be more than that.

Sometimes I hated I was related to that Frankenstein. It would be so much easier if I was just an average, ordinary, boring, dull human. Then I could just blend into the woodwork like some of the others do. They didn’t get bullied as much.

“You can’t change who you are, Victor,” Igor said. Somehow he seemed to know what I was thinking. This wasn’t the first time he’d figured out my thoughts—he was either an incredibly perceptive friend or he wasn’t quite fully human.

“I know,” I said sullenly. I drained the last of my eye of newt cappuccino. “I admire the guy, really, but it’s like I can’t escape his shadow. I’m forever going to be compared to him and always just not measure up.”

“I think you measure up,” Igor said, almost too quiet for me to hear. But I heard it. He was always trying to boost my confidence, to pull me out of the lows I always seemed to careen head-first into.

I sighed and sat back, letting myself sink into the plush chair. I closed my eyes for a moment, wishing I could just escape from this all and just be normal. But as I kept my eyes closed and tried to focus on normality, I saw visions of the zombie twins laughing at me and holding up their phone to record me.

“I can’t believe I fell for that,” I muttered and opened my eyes. A hot blush of shame spread across my cheeks. With how pale my skin was, I’m sure the blush stood out like large bloodstains on my face. “I’m such an idiot.”

“Hey,” Igor said. “We’ve already covered this. Incubus. Besides…why wouldn’t he fall for you? I mean…you’re attractive and smart…” Igor trailed off. Maybe he ran out of positive qualities after listing two of them.

“I guess.” Igor was right, I mean, I’ve had my share of dates with cute and attractive guys—both monster and human—so why couldn’t a super-attractive incubus get the hots for me? After all, Harry, that really cute and super hairy werewolf I dated for a couple weeks last fall, was super high on the school’s social ladder. I’ve seen him hang out with the Filthy Four a couple times.

“And as much as your ancestor has screwed over your social life,” Igor said, “you can’t keep hiding behind him forever. He can’t be your excuse for everything.”

I looked at Igor. “Wow. Very mom-like of you.”

He grinned at me, his teeth yellow and uneven, yet somehow perfect for him. “My mama raised me right.”

“Ass.” We both laughed and I felt the dark and moody cloud shift away from me. “How’s your demonic possession project going?” I asked him.

He started explaining the project to me and what he was researching in the school’s library and how he had to get special permission to access some books. It was all really interesting, but I felt my attention drifting.

You can’t keep hiding behind him forever, Igor had said.

That’s quite the challenge, isn’t it? I thought. It was hard to escape his shadow; everyone knew of the Victor Frankenstein and what he had accomplished. He was even a topic of study in a few classes. Those were awkward experiences—everyone looked to me like I had all the answers. I had to blush and shrug and confess I knew as much about my ancestor as they did.

Life would be so much easier if I wasn’t related to him, because then everyone wouldn’t expect me to be like him and then be disappointed when I clearly was not. Igor seemed to get it, seemed to like me for me, but everyone else expected more from me—expected something I couldn’t deliver.

Wait…why can’t I deliver? I asked myself.

“Victor?” Igor asked. “You okay?”

I blinked several times, clearing my thoughts and bringing myself back to the present, to the conversation with Igor.

“Yeah, I was just…” I trailed off. I stared into the middle distance, thinking. Then I blinked and focused my gaze on my friend. “Igor…I…may have an idea.”

Igor leaned closer, the armrest of his chair squeaking under his weight. “An idea?” he asked, clearly interested. Igor was always eager to assist me in whatever I was doing. If I were a supervillain, he would be my henchman. “Do tell.”

I thought for another few moments, working through all of it in my head.

“I have two problems,” I said, speaking slow, basically thinking out loud. “The first is I’m a woefully average human in a mostly-monster school. The second is everyone expects me to be like my great-great-great-great uncle and I’m clearly not.”

Igor rolled his eyes, but still seemed eager. He was probably just getting tired of hearing of how I just don’t measure up. But this would solve all of that.

“There’s a box in my attic,” I said, continuing, “that has all of Victor’s things. I’m pretty sure there are some journals of his in there. I could…see if he has journals from when he built his monster and see if I can replicate his success. Then I wouldn’t be an average human and I would also measure up to what people expect of me.”

Igor squeezed his eyes shut. That’s an odd reaction, I thought. When he opened them again, he looked a little exasperated.

“Not that it’s a bad idea…” Igor said. Then he paused. “Okay, it’s kind of a bad idea.”

“Why?”

He sighed. “First, if you succeed, what are you going to do with a monster? Second, if you’re doing this to fit in with monsters like the Filthy Four, that’s the totally wrong reason to do it. And third…do you remember that mad scientists unit we did in Paranormal History? Your great-great-great-great uncle went mad and chased the monster to the end of the earth and probably died in the process since no one ever heard from him again.”

I let out a sigh just like his, then rebutted. “First, I’ll figure out what to do with the monster later. Second, I’m doing it for me, not the Filthy Four. And third, he was obsessed with destroying his creation, which is the total opposite of what I want. The longer my monster is around, the more social cred I have.”

“Mmhmm,” he said, but in a way that I knew he totally didn’t buy any of my explanations.

Whatever. I didn’t need to prove myself to Igor; I needed to prove myself to the Filthy Four. I needed to prove myself to Fangville High. More than that, I needed to prove myself to me. I needed to know that I wasn’t just a plain, ordinary, dull human. No, I was special, I just had to figure out how to show that to the world.

“You’re still thinking about it, aren’t you?” Igor asked.

“Yes,” I admitted, but not shamefully. There was no shame in me right now.

Only ambition.

If I could pull off what my great-great-great-great uncle pulled off, then I was set for life. And if I could, you know, not go mad and try to murder my monster and likely die in the process, then I would be even better than him. I would be the one that did it and didn’t go crazy.
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