My Bloody Valentine

By Kelsey Logan


Cayla looked at the barn and waited for him to come out. His name was Sam and she held a strange fascination with him. She knew there was something suspicious about the way he acted, and how he was kind of vague. He didn’t quite seem to fit in with the others in town.


The barn door slowly slid open on its rusty hinges. Cayla ran up to meet him.


“Hello Sam, what were you doing in there?”


“Cayla, I told you to leave me alone,” Sam said irritably. He had told her this at least a thousand times, he figured. She followed him everywhere, and had since he’d moved there four months ago. People teased him about it all the time.


“Where are you going?” she pestered him.


“I’m going to the bar, where you’re not allowed because you’re only fifteen. I, on the other hand, being an adult can go drink as much as I want. Now please go home and leave me alone, or I’ll tell your parents you were drinking.”


“But I wasn’t,” she pointed out.


“That may be true, but your parents don’t know that.”


Cayla pouted and walked home very indignantly. Older men could be so stubborn. Although he was eleven years her senior, she thought it could work out. She saw him walk into the tavern and sighed, he was just so handsome.


When Cayla got home her mom walked up to her.


“Where were you?” Anna Peters asked her daughter furiously.


“I went to say hello to Sam,” Cayla said innocently.


“I told you to leave that poor man alone. No wonder all the other men tease him. Having a little girl follow him around everywhere must be humiliating.”


“I’m not a little girl, I’m a young woman.” Cayla drew up to her full height, which wasn’t saying much. Anna just rolled her eyes.


Sam stared down at his pint of beer. He secretly liked Cayla Peters, but he wasn’t about to let anybody know, especially her. She was cute and perky, with big hazel eyes and an attractive easy-going smile. He imagined her running through the hills, her dark blonde hair flying in the breeze. He wanted to ask her to marry him when she was old enough.


But deep down he knew it would never happen. He would be gone by then. He moved around a lot, usually every two or three years. He would bring too much attention to himself if he stayed for much longer. People might suspect him. Nobody could find out his secret, and he hoped they never would.


“Look Mother, Sam Williams is back,” Cayla called from her kitchen window. She watched him walk up the path to get into town, his black hair blowing in the wind.


“Now Cayla leave him alone. You’re engaged remember,” Anna said as she entered the room.


“I’m just going to go say hello,” Cayla cried as she ran out the door. Her mother just sighed and shook her head.


“Hello Sam.”


“Hello Cayla.” He caught sight of the ring on her finger. “Are you engaged?”


“Yes I am, actually.”


 “To who?” His face fell slightly.


“Ben Anders. What’s wrong?”


“I’m just tired. Can we talk later?”


“Sure. Where are you staying?” she inquired.


“The Jacksons’,” he said, and yawned.


That night Cayla decided to take Sam a pie as a welcome back gift. On the way to the Jacksons’ house she heard a muffled scream come from the Anders’ house. She knocked on the door, but nobody came to open it. She turned the doorknob and it opened into the house.


“Ben? Are you home?” she called nervously. No answer. She slowly and quietly crept up the stairs. When she came to the top of the stairs she saw an open door to her right. She cautiously peeked around the doorway. 


Sam was standing over Ben’s sister, Lena’s, body. Cayla gasped and turned to run, but Sam heard her. He ran after her and caught her, wrapping his strong arms around her. She looked up into his pale blue eyes with horror. He seemed to have grown fangs, one on each eyetooth, top and bottom.


“What are you? Some kind of monster?” she whimpered. He let her go, but she stayed rooted to the ground in fear. She slowly swiveled around to face him.


“I’m so sorry you had to see that Cayla,” he said sincerely. His fangs slowly shrank to normal teeth as he spoke. “That’s why I had to leave before. But now I’m back, and I came for you.”


“To kill me?! How kind of you,” she spat the words out, and her eyes became cold and hateful.


“No. I could never do that.”


“Why not?”


“Because,” he hesitated, “I need you.”


“For what exactly? A snack?”


“No, for a companion.”


“A companion! What’s that supposed to mean? Are we going to have polite conversation as you eat me?” She stared into his eyes spitefully.


Sam looked at her teary-eyed. “I love you Cayla. I always have. I came back to ask you to marry me. I made enough money for us to settle down and start a family.”


Cayla knew he was telling the truth. She could see it in his eyes. “Did you ever think about the fact that I might not love you?”


A look of shock came across Sam’s pale face. “Do you really not love me?”


“I never said I didn’t. I asked if you’d thought about it.”


“I thought about it all the time.” He could sense her uneasiness and doubt.


“Bite me,” she stated very simply and reasonably, as she pushed her hair over one shoulder revealing her long, smooth neck.


Sam stared at the girl he loved in complete shock. “I can’t do that.”


“I know what you are. You’re a vampire, and I want to be one too.”


“Have you always known? Is that why you irritated me so much when I was here before?”


“I suspected it. I learned about vampires from my friend Charlotte a long time ago. I, like everyone else, thought they were a thing of pure legend and myth. But when you came to town I slowly figured it out. You accidentally killed your parents when your need for blood became too great for you to stop yourself.” She touched the side of her neck in invitation. “You know you want to turn me. We could be together forever.”


Sam suddenly lunged toward Cayla and sunk his fangs into the side of her neck. Dark blood welled out of the four holes he had made.


After a moment he released her. They looked into each other’s eyes sweetly.


Cayla’s eyes suddenly became mischievous as she reached into her pocket and pulled out a short wooden stake.


“I never said I loved you back.” She laughed evilly and plunged the stake into his heart. Sam fell back and turned to dust.


Cayla was never seen again in that town and neither was Sam. Everybody thought they ran off together and got married. A tender, touching love story. They couldn’t have been more wrong.
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