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   Prologue
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Matt was passionately kissing my neck – something that usually makes me oblivious to anything but him – when I first heard it.  ‘Sarah’ the faint gasp said in my head.  It was so faint that I couldn’t recognize the voice.  I leaned back and looked at Matt.  
 
   “Did you hear that?” I said.  
 
   He grinned.  “What?  Hear you moan?  Yes I did,” then he leaned in and started kissing me again.  
 
   ‘Sar….’ this one choked off and I gasped.  
 
   “Stop!” I said.  
 
   Matt looked at me.  “What’s wrong?” 
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut.  “Link with me, quick.  Somebody’s in trouble but I can’t tell who it is.”  Most vampires have the ability to link minds and pass thoughts and images to other vampires.  I felt Matt in my head as his mind joined with mine.  I squeezed my hand in his and tried to will whoever it was back.  Suddenly brief images flashed in our heads.  Whoever it was must be on a ship as I saw the steel room they were in and the door in front of them.  From the angle they were at, they must be lying on the floor.  Suddenly the door burst open and in walked an angry-looking man, dressed all in black, carrying a machine gun and shouting something I couldn’t understand.  He walked over and I watched in horror as the butt of the gun came down on the person’s head, then the image went black. “No!” I gasped.  I kept my focus on the image, even though all that I saw now was blackness 
 
   “Come on,” I whispered.  “Come back.”
 
   From next to me Matt whispered, “That’s got to be a cargo ship near Africa. That had to be a pirate.”
 
   We waited for what seemed forever.  Slowly a few blurry images began forming, the room started to come into focus again.  The view started to move from the walls to the floor as whoever it was tried to get onto their hands and knees.  I felt my own body move as I tried to send them the strength to stand up – even though that wasn’t possible.
 
   I didn’t even know who this person was, but I desperately wanted to help them.  I saw the floor move as they shook and swayed.  My God, they were so weak.  Ever so slowly, one hand moved forward a few inches, then the other as they tried to crawl toward the wall.  They made it a few feet then collapsed onto the floor for a few minutes. 
 
   ‘You can do this,’ Matt thought. 
 
   ‘Come on, please get up,’ I thought.  Now we were both concerned and trying to help them.  Our encouragement in this stranger’s mind seemed to help a bit as the room moved a bit almost like they were nodding in agreement to our words.  They struggled back to their hands and knees. 
 
   ‘That’s it, keep going,’ I thought as they slowly moved forward again, finally reaching the wall. One hand came up to the wall and then the other. We could hear them grimacing as they tried to stand, failing the first three times.  Finally they made it, and stood gasping, their head resting against the wall.  They reached and grabbed something off the wall and brought it down in front of them.  It looked like some sort of frame.  A picture?  No, not a picture. 
 
   “It’s a mirror,” I whispered.  Their legs gave out and they sank back to the floor, the mirror coming to a rest upside down in their lap.  All three of us heard the first explosion just as the mirror began to come around.  Boom, boom, boom, the rhythmic explosions moved closer as the charges that the pirates must have set began to go off.  The mirror came around and I saw who it was right before the explosion blew the wall out next to him, throwing him into the far wall as the water began rushing in and the ship quickly started to sink.  I didn’t scream, I didn’t utter a sound.  
 
   I could hear Matt next to me saying, “Oh my God, no.  Oh shit, it can’t be,” as I just clung to him and his mind, willing it to stay.  
 
   ‘Sarah, help me’ he gasped.  
 
   As the image inevitably began to fade in my head, I felt the panic and thought, ‘Please don’t go.’  Just before he lost consciousness again, as strongly as I could, I thought, ‘We’re coming, Carlos.’
 
   My mind refused to believe that it had just seen our best friend – my best friend since I had met Matt, Matt’s best friend for over a hundred years – blown out of the side of a ship and into the deep black waters of the sea.
 
   

 
   
  
 

Chapter One
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   One year earlier
 
   Carlos stayed with us for the rest of the week on the island (my island, I thought smiling as I reminded myself, the island that Matt had purchased and given to me for my birthday), until it was time for my sisters to leave.  We were taking a long overdue vacation after everything that had happened and it felt so good to relax – and it was the first time that I had seen my three human sisters since I had been turned – and the first time that I told them that we were all vampires, including Carlos who they all had crushes on (who didn’t – even I had to deal with some demons when it came to how I felt around Carlos).  We had more fun than anyone had the right to have.  Even though it was the first time that I had seen my sisters since becoming a vampire.  It took a little time and a lot of questions but they soon knew that I was still me, even though my diet had changed and my future, well, my future was endless.  My face constantly hurt from all of us laughing so much.
 
   They were all packed and we were dreading our goodbyes when I heard the buzz of the seaplane as it approached from the distance.  Carlos was going to escort them back to Miami, to the airport, where they would wait for their flights and then he would go his own way, not returning to the fortress (the home in Peru that he shared with us and about a hundred other vampires) until he was ready, he said.  I knew where he was coming from – when Matt had been kidnapped recently and his death faked to make me believe he was truly gone – well, the intense friendship that Carlos and I have shared since the day we met came dangerously close to morphing into something more.  And even though Matt had escaped and returned to me before anything had happened, the feelings that Carlos and I shared, the incredible attraction each other, was taking its sweet time going away.
 
   Matt and I were going to remain on the island for another week – a little much-needed alone time for us – before heading back to Peru.  The plane landed and the pilot tied to the dock, waiting for Carlos and my three sisters to board.
 
   We were all still in the house.
 
   “Honey,” I said to Matt but with my eyes locked on Carlos, “can you take the girls down to the dock, please?  I need a minute here.”
 
   I felt Matt’s eyes on me.  Sorry, honey, but this is something I have to do, I thought to myself.  I had no intention of ever cheating on Matt – I completely adore my husband and want him with every ounce of my being – well, almost every ounce.  Apparently there’s a disturbed part of me who wanted to throw down with his best friend, my best friend, the man who could make me laugh when the world was crashing down around me, who saved my ass on numerous occasions, the one who understood me, but who was also a complete slut with women, totally selfish and would break my heart – seriously, how fucked up was I to be playing with fire like this?  Can you say ‘pyromaniac?’
 
   Matt bent down and picked up two of the bags.  “Sure thing, Sarah.  Come on ladies.  Let’s get you on the plane.”
 
   “We’ll be down in a minute,” I said to Cindy who was staring at me as she hesitated.  She knew me better than the other two did and she had commented on the attraction she could see that Carlos and I had for each other.  She had even said that it was so strong that she was amazed that we hadn’t acted on it yet. 
 
   Finally she nodded then turned and followed the others out the door.  I felt Carlos’ hand in mine as I watched them and I turned and wrapped my arms around him, holding him as tight as I could.  “Tell me you’ll come back,” I whispered.  “Even if you don’t mean it, just tell me you’ll come back.”
 
   I felt him take a deep breath, then his fingers tilted my chin up and his eyes met mine.  “Of course I’ll be back, Sarah.  No matter what happens, I could never stay away from you two forever.”  He kissed my cheek and this time it was me who moved my mouth around to meet his.  Unlike the time that he and I had been thrown together in a tiny, confining space – a space that forced us into a tight embrace as we tried to keep silent – and which got him so worked up that that he couldn’t stop himself from kissing me, which then turned into petting and ended with him dry-humping me before I got pissed and walked out. This time I definitely wasn’t pissed, I wanted it this time.  My kiss began tenderly at first then harder, more urgent.  My mouth opened, my tongue found his, my body pressed into his, my fingers weaved into his hair.  I wanted him so much that it hurt.  I ached for him.  I wasn’t the strong one this time.  I could only hope that he was.  A small sob escaped from my chest and he pulled away and pressed his forehead onto mine.  Both of us were gasping.
 
   “Come back to me, Carlos.  Please come back to me.  Soon.  I can’t do this without you.”
 
   “I promise I won’t be gone too long, Sarah,” he finally said. 
 
   “You better not be, or I will come and find you.  I know that things are messed up and weird right now.  But we have to figure out how to deal with it together, not apart.  Please?” I said, smiling weakly.
 
   “I know, Sarah.  And we will.  I just need a little time, that’s all.  A little time will make this pain tolerable.  Right now it’s unbearable.  Right now the ache I feel for what might have been is killing me.  I’ll come back when I can think about you without getting hard,” he smirked.
 
   “Oh shit, then I’ll see you, ummm, never,” I joked.
 
   He smiled sadly.  “God, why didn’t I take advantage of you when you were in a coma?  Why did I suddenly have to develop a set of scruples and respect you enough to not touch you?  I really do love you, kiddo,” he whispered.
 
   “I know and I love you too,” I said.
 
   We turned and walked arm-in-arm out to the dock.  I hugged my sisters, telling them I’d bring Matt out to our family cabin soon then they climbed onto the plane.  I held tight to Matt’s hand and wrapped my arm around Carlos, burying my head in his chest and not even trying to suppress the sobs that escaped me.  I barely heard Matt say, “Good luck out there,” to Carlos, and the meaning of it definitely didn’t register, at least not right now.  This weirdness between me and Carlos was something that was just between us.  Matt didn’t know what was going on, or so I thought.
 
   “Thanks, man,” Carlos replied, then he kissed my forehead and said, “I’ll be back, I promise.”  
 
   I managed to nod then I released my arm from Carlos and wrapped it as tight as I could around Matthew, burying my head in his chest.  This I couldn’t possibly watch.  I squeezed my eyes shut as I heard the doors on the plane shut and heard the propeller spin faster.  I felt the waves as it turned in the water.  We didn’t move or speak until long after we couldn’t hear the plane’s engine anymore.  He just did exactly what I needed him to do.  I knew he would.  He always does.  He held me tight and waited.  I finally did the only thing I could do, the only thing I wanted to do, the only thing that felt right.  I turned and stared into his eyes, filling myself with the love that poured out of them.  Then I leaned in and kissed him, tenderly at first, then more urgently.  Not the same urgency of farewell that I felt when I kissed Carlos, but with the urgency of something that I wouldn’t survive unless I did this.  I wanted him, now.  I had to have him, now.  I needed him, now.  And I would cease to exist if this didn’t happen right now.  He followed my lead, tentative at first, not sure if this was what I really wanted, then his own urgency took over.  I jumped up and wrapped my legs around his waist as his hands found my lower back and slid up under my shirt.  We knew were completely alone on the island now and had no reason to go back to the house.  I lifted my arms over my head and he pulled my shirt off.  It fluttered silently to the dock as I loosened my legs enough to pull his shirt over his head.  I moaned as I felt the excitement of his skin pressing against mine.  Just like the first time we had made love in a hotel room in San Diego – when my skin makes contact with his, it generates enough sexual electricity to power a small city.  I released my legs just long enough to get out of the rest of my clothes, then jumped back up and wrapped them around his waist again.  He hesitated for a bit, allowing my desire to reach that frantic point where I had no choice but to beg.
 
   “Oh my God, please,” I gasped.  I was shaking with anticipation when I finally heard the zipper of his pants and felt him shift slightly as he worked his pants down his legs.  I couldn’t wait until they were all the way off though.  They were still around his ankles when I dropped down and groaned as I took him inside me.  We were both strong enough to stay like this, but he knew we both needed more.  He kicked off his pants, walked off the dock and dropped onto the sand, pressing himself as close to me as he possibly could.  For the first time ever, there was no sense of having to rush.  No one was around who might hear us, no one was searching for us, no one was chasing us, no one was waiting for us, no one was trying to kill us.  It was just us.  With the slow passion of two people whose only mission was to please and enjoy each other, we made love.  For days, we made love, moving into the house only when the sun was beating down on us, stopping only long enough to eat and sleep.  Us.  Just us.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Two
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   We ended up staying on the island for two weeks.  It was the honeymoon we never had.  It was the new beginning I so desperately needed.  Reluctantly we closed up the house, my house I had to remind myself, as I stifled a laugh.
 
   “What’s so funny?” he said.
 
   “I still can’t believe you bought this place,” I said as I smiled.
 
   “What?” he grinned.  “Is the island not big enough for you?  You want a bigger island?”
 
   “No, I do not want a bigger island, dork.  I just can’t believe you were crazy enough to buy…” 
 
   I stopped abruptly, as for some odd reason what he said to Carlos on the dock two weeks earlier finally sunk in.  I dropped down into the kitchen chair and stared at him.  My heart was pounding in my chest.  There were a million thoughts running through my head, the worst of which was ‘Dear God, he knows.’
 
   “Sarah?” he said.
 
   “Why did you say ‘Good luck out there’ to Carlos when he was leaving?” I whispered, not sure I wanted to hear the answer.
 
   He walked around behind me, apparently not wanting to meet my eyes when he answered, not a good sign, I thought.  He kissed the top of my head and said, “He just hasn’t been himself lately.  I was just wishing him luck in, ummm, fixing that.”
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut and felt my heart break.  He knows, but he doesn’t want me to know that he knows.  I reached up and grabbed his hand, which was resting on my shoulder, and squeezed it tight.  Then I stood, turned and wrapped my arms around him, pulling him tight.  “I love you with all of my heart, Matthew Pearl,” I mumbled into his chest, vowing in my head that I would make this up to him, even if I live ten thousand years, I will make this right with him.
 
   He brought my face up to his, this he could say without hiding, “I love you too, Sarah, forever.”  Then he gave me one of those kisses.  The kind filled with all of his love for me, the kind that took my breath away, the kind that I didn’t deserve anymore.  This time, though, I reciprocated; as I flooded myself with all the love I had for him and put every ounce of it into this kiss, this one kiss.  This was my most important kiss, ever.  This kiss had to convince him that my love was for him and only for him, that I wanted him and only him.  I poured my heart, my love, my soul, into this one kiss and I didn’t stop.  Even after his legs gave out and we fell to our knees on the floor, I didn’t stop.  This kiss was going to last forever as far as I was concerned.  It was Matt who finally had to end this kiss, not because he wanted to but because he had to.  His face was a collage of emotions as he stared at me, opening and closing his mouth as he tried to find his voice.  The only sound that escaped him was a small sob as his head fell onto my shoulder.  We held each other as the sun rose above the horizon and streamed through the windows, silently saying everything we needed to say.  We both knew we had to leave but neither of us wanted to move.  
 
   I finally broke the silence.  “We have to go, don’t we?”
 
   He nodded into my neck.  I stood up and held my hand out to him.  He grabbed the bags, I grabbed the cooler full of blood and together we walked down to the dock and onto the boat.
 
   I did my best to help him enjoy the trip back.  In the late afternoon on the first day, I went below to heat up dinner for us.  I drank mine then took off all my clothes, crept back up top, sat on the couch behind him, laid his two pints on my stomach then said, “Hungry, honey?”  He killed the engine and was on me in less than a second.  The next night it was dinner in bed.  The next evening, I strolled out onto the bow in my tiny bikini and lay down to ‘sunbathe.’  I wasn’t alone out there, or in my bikini, for long.  By the time we pulled into the port in Miami, Matt was the only man on my mind, most of the time.  I didn’t miss Carlos too much, which I was glad for, but it was hard to not contact him, just to see how he was doing.  I kept having to tell myself, ‘Give it time, Sarah, we both need that.’  
 
   I felt the stress begin to creep back into Matt on the flight to Peru.  He had a huge amount of work to deal with when he got back.  He had to find a replacement for Ramon – his security assistant who had betrayed us to Malina and almost gotten us killed, for one thing.  He had to deal with those who had abandoned us when Malina fell – a dozen or so of our team had left us.  Malina was one of the remaining evil Elders who hadn’t been killed when we first fought them off and broke their hold over all vampires, and who it turns out had a revenge streak a mile wide.  She tried to take back what we had taken from her, first by kidnapping Matt and then by coming after me.  But she had failed – most notably when she and I fought – and I tore her head off.  Ramon had disappeared when the fighting broke out but he was young and a follower who now had no leader, so we weren’t worried about him.
 
   I also had an idea forming in my mind of something I wanted to try when I got back, but I had to get the approval from the other cabinet members first.  If they agreed, it would keep me very busy too.
 
   On the ride from the airport, I snuggled into Matt in the back seat.  “I’m sorry” I said.
 
   “For what?” he said.
 
   “For hurting you.”
 
   I felt him cringe next to me; he clearly did not want to talk about any of this.  “Sarah, please don’t.  Not now,” he whispered.
 
   “I won’t,” I said.  “I just had to say I’m sorry, and don’t you dare say it’s okay, because it’s not.  It’s not okay, it never was okay, but I’m doing everything I can to make it right.”
 
   He kissed my forehead.  “I know.”
 
   The car pulled up to the gate and we walked through the courtyard in the moonlight.  I glanced in the back corner, realizing that even though it had only been a few years, it seemed like a lifetime ago that we had stood over there and gotten married.  Nobody had been trying to kill us then (or so we thought), the friendship line between me and Carlos wasn’t completely blurred back then, I never thought I’d face a devastating loss again (even though it turned out to be fake, that Matt really didn’t die, it didn’t lessen the pain that I felt at the time that I thought he was dead.  After losing my first husband, Rob and my 4-year-old son, Scottie, in a car accident that happened when they were on a fishing trip and then seeing what I thought was Matt’s death on a DVD (that turned out to be fake), well, it just brought back all of the pain, heartbreak and loss that I’d ever felt and it was too much for me to handle; my body shut down, I went into a stupor, a coma.  And Carlos had stayed with me the entire month that I was in it, taking care of me, playing nursemaid), we never thought we’d face death, we never thought we’d be forced to be apart.  It was only three years ago and how I desperately wished we could go back to how we were then.  But, then the Elders would still be here, Malina would still be here, vampires worldwide would still be sad, lonely and afraid.  As hard as things are right now for Matt and me and Carlos, I can’t have any regrets.  I have to learn from this, grow from it, use it to make everything better.  I have to, or it will all have been for nothing.  I also knew that in order for both of us to get over it, we’d eventually have to talk about it.  Something he’d probably fight tooth and nail.  I thought tonight was not the night for that.  But I was wrong.
 
   I moved closer to Matt and wrapped my arms around him as we walked down the hall.  I was devastated.  I should be relaxed, happy and hopeful now.  Instead, I was worried, scared and doubtful.  It crushed me.  “Are we going to be okay?” I whispered.  His step hesitated, but he continued forward the final few steps to our room without responding.  His silence just about killed me.  We got inside the door and I couldn’t stand it anymore.  “Matt?” I choked out.  He dropped the bags, hanging his head with his back to me, hesitating.  “Oh God,” I groaned, sinking down to the floor with my back against the door.
 
   Suddenly he was there with his hands on either side of my face.  “Don’t,” he gasped.  “I had to think about my answer, that’s all.”  I tried to nod but didn’t bother to try to stop the sobs that were pouring from my chest.  “You asked if we’re going to be okay.  That’s up to you, Sarah.  I have no intention of going anywhere.  I’m here forever, unless you tell me to go.  But it’s entirely up to you to decide if we’re going to be okay.  I don’t know what’s in your heart, honey.  Only you know that.”  He turned and sat next to me, taking my hand in his.  I leaned over and put my head on his lap.  He began caressing my hair.
 
   “I kissed him, Matt,” I said, and I felt the slight hesitation in his hand, before it moved again.
 
   “I know,” he said.
 
   “I kissed him and I wanted to do more, a lot more.”
 
   “I know,” he whispered.
 
   I turned and looked up at him.  “But why do you still want to be with me?  Why don’t you hate me?”
 
   “Sarah, I can’t hate you for what happened.  You didn’t kiss him before you thought I was dead, did you?”  I shook my head as he continued, “You didn’t want him before you thought I was dead.  I mean, first she made me sleep with her.  That had to have hurt you Sarah, even a little, even though you saw on the DVD that I was starving, strapped to a table and didn’t have any choice.  And, of course, my kidnapping and quote, unquote, death had a profound effect on you.  I knew it would.  Malina knew it would.  She knew your past history.  She knew that having you lose another person that you loved would send you over the edge.  Quite honestly, I knew that the only way you’d survive it would be for you to cling to someone else and I also knew that the only one close enough, strong enough and loving enough for that to happen was Carlos.  You two are so much more alike than you and I.  You both have such compassion and a huge zest for life.  It scares me, but you’d really be perfect together.  But I think what took all three of us by surprise is, the feelings that you developed for him in order to survive this whole ordeal, when those feelings didn’t go away after you two found out I was alive.  Your feelings for me didn’t diminish, I know that, I’ve always felt that from you, but neither did your feelings for him, or his for you.  That’s where we sit right now.  Only you can know what’s in your heart, only you can figure out what it is that you truly want and only you can know if we’re going to be okay.”
 
   “But it’s you that I want,” I whispered.
 
   He leaned down and kissed my temple.  “It’s easy for you to think that now, honey, because he’s not here.  You won’t know the answer to that for sure until after he comes back.”
 
   “But I want that to be the answer,” I sobbed.
 
   “I know you do sweetheart, and so do I, believe me, so do I.”
 
   We stayed there the rest of the night, my head in his lap, his hand caressing my hair, his head leaning back against the door.  Finally, after the sun was streaming through the windows on the other side of the room, he leaned down and kissed my cheek.  “We really should go to work, honey,” he said.
 
   I nodded my head.  “I know,” I said, “but will you do something for me first?”
 
   “What’s that?” he said.
 
   I turned and looked at him.  “Will you make love to me first?  Please?”
 
   He smiled at me.  “That is a question where the answer will always be yes,” he said.  He leaned down, placed his lips on mine, scooped me into his arms and carried me to the bedroom.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Three
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   We were showered and ready by nine a.m.  We walked together to the kitchen to grab breakfast and then Matt dropped me at my office.  “Good morning Missy,” he said to my assistant, as he kept his eyes locked on me.
 
   “Good morning Matthew,” she said from her desk.
 
   Matt leaned in and tenderly kissed me.  “I love you so much,” I said when he finally stopped.
 
   “And I love you,” he said.  “I’ll see you in a little while.”
 
   I nodded and forced myself to not cling to him as he turned to leave.  As I walked into my office I said to Missy, “I need to see Billy and Bahiti as soon as possible.”  Billy was my vice president, Bahiti was my finance minister.  I had, surprising to me, been voted in as President after we had forcibly removed the Elders from power after figuring out how corrupt they were.  I sat down and then noticed that Missy was hovering near the door.  “Yes Missy?” I said.
 
   “Um, I, um, well,” she mumbled as she fidgeted.
 
   I motioned to the chair across from me.  “Missy, please sit and tell me.  It’s okay.”
 
   She hesitated then moved quickly to the chair.  “It’s just that, um, well, I’m sooo sorry about Ramon and I swear I didn’t know, I swear I didn’t.  But I would totally understand if you want to find another assistant.”  She looked down at her hands, waiting for my response.  For a moment I didn’t know what she was talking about and then it dawned on me – she and Ramon had been dating when all of this Malina crap had gone down.
 
   “Missy,” I said, “I know you didn’t know and there isn’t anybody who could measure up to you, so why would I bother?”
 
   “Really?” she said.  I watched the relief flood into her.  “Thank you, Sarah.  Thank you so much.”
 
   We stared at each of for a few seconds.  “Well?”
 
   “Well, what?” she said.
 
   “Bahiti and Billy?” I said.
 
   She jumped out of her chair.  “Oh, yes, I’m sorry,” she said.  “I’ll get them right away.”
 
   They were in my office fifteen minutes later.  “I have an idea that I wanted to run by you two,” I said.
 
   “Sure, Sarah, go ahead,” Billy said.
 
   “I’d like to open up our medical facilities to the villagers.”
 
   “Excuse me?” Billy said.  Bahiti just watched and listened.
 
   “Well, think about it.  We have a state of the art medical facility for a bunch of vampires who rarely need it.  We have top notch doctors, who rotate between here and human hospitals and who were all excellent doctors for humans before they were turned.  Right now, if one of the villagers has an emergency, it’s a two hour flight to the nearest mediocre hospital, and that’s if they can stay alive until the plane gets here.  The kids need immunizations, the adults need routine care.  We have the staff, we have the equipment, we have the money, we have the time, why can’t we?” I said.
 
   They both stared at me.  “I think it’s an excellent idea,” Bahiti said.
 
   “Well, of course it’s an excellent idea, but how do we keep it from getting out of control?” Billy asked.  “How do we keep the word from getting out, from spreading to the next village and the next, and so on?”
 
   “So, let it,” I said.  “It can only go so far before it doesn’t make sense for them to come here because they’re too far away.”
 
   “I suppose you’re right, Sarah.  But just to be safe, can we do it on a trial basis, reserving the right to shut it down if it becomes too much?” Billy said.
 
   “I can live with that,” I said as a huge grin broke out on my face.
 
   “Okay, Sarah,” Billy said, “this is your baby, run with it.  Just keep us informed regularly, okay?”
 
   “Of course I will,” I said, trying desperately to contain my excitement.  I saw them out then turned to Missy, “I’m going to be in the medical wing the rest of the day, if Matt comes by, will you please let him know?”  
 
   As I rushed out the door, Missy said, “Okay, but is everything alright Sarah?”
 
   “Everything’s great,” I called over my shoulder.  “Better than great.”
 
   I forced myself to slow down before entering the clinic.  As I walked in, Dr. David Graham looked up.  “David,” I said, “just the person I wanted to see.”
 
   “Hello, Sarah, what can I do for you?” he said.
 
   “I have a proposition for you,” I said.  “Do you have a little time?”
 
   “Of course,” he smiled, “it’s not like I have a lot to do around here.  Please, have a seat.”
 
   As I sat I said, “Actually, what I want to talk to you about has to do with bringing you more work.”
 
   “Why?” he said.  “Do you know of a bunch of injured vampires?”
 
   “Not vampires,” I said, “humans.  I want to have our facilities available to the villagers.”
 
   We spent the next few hours discussing it, and going over the changes we’d have to make – available blood, plasma, drugs and anesthetics, X-ray machines, plaster for casts, surgical instruments.  We made calls to the other two doctors who rotated in the clinic with David: Cameron and Andy.  They were both as enthusiastic as we were.  “I don’t have a medical background, but I’d like to help as much as I can,” I said.
 
   “Oh, absolutely,” David said.
 
   “How soon do you think we can be ready?” I said.
 
   “Well, if I order the equipment within the next two days, and we work really hard, I’m thinking four weeks, six tops.”
 
   And work we did, tirelessly, over the next five weeks.  We added exam rooms, installed new equipment, bought a computer system for patient records, and built a waiting room.  We were exhausted, yet I felt energized, rejuvenated.  I was doing something good, something that would help people.  We had nothing to fight, but everything to fight for.  This meant something, it was important.  I noticed the change in me almost immediately.  I felt happier, more alive, than I had in months.  I had a purpose, something other than trying to stay alive.  I noticed it, and so did Matt.  It rekindled what had been bogged down in all the muck of the last year and a half.  Buried under the stress, the anger, the fear, the pain, the confusion.  Our love for each other threatened to overwhelm my heart again, and that thrilled me to no end.  
 
   We took long midnight strolls in the woods, we laughed, we talked, we found out things about each other than we hadn’t had time to find out before.  And we made love endlessly.  Whenever we had time, and sometimes even when we didn’t.  It excited him every time that I linked to him and thought to him, ‘I’ve got ten minutes, meet me in our room?’  He usually never bothered to answer with anything but a growl, which excited the hell out of me.  I barely ever thought of Carlos, and I never reached out to talk to him.  He needed time and I did too.  I missed him terribly, but I wanted to be sure I was missing him for the right reasons.  I wanted to miss my best friend, the one who could always make me smile, always make me laugh, and that would take a little more time, for both of us.
 
   The day before the clinic opened, I asked Matt to join me on a walk through the village.  We put up fliers and talked to a lot of people.  They were all really excited about having the clinic, but not nearly as excited as I was about running it.  And as excited as I was, I had no idea how much of an impact it would have on my life.
 
   I was in the clinic at seven the next morning, and so was everyone else, even though the doors weren’t supposed to open until eight.  We had two doctors on duty, David and Cameron, along with four nurses and Missy’s best friend Tanya at the front desk.  A few people arrived early, including a young mother, Carmela, with her two small children.  Her three-year-old boy was due for immunizations and a check-up, but she didn’t have a babysitter, so she had to bring her four-month-old baby girl with her.  I was talking to her when her son tugged on my dress.  I bent down to him, and he pointed to the toys.  “Do you want to play with the toys?” I asked.  He nodded and then put his hand in mine, dragging me over to the play area with him.  My heart sputtered for a second – the last small hand I had held was my son’s– but then he looked up at me with his big, beautiful, brown eyes and smiled.  And I couldn’t help but smile back.  He pulled on my arm and I knew he wanted me down on the carpet next to him.  I sat down crossed-legged as he pointed to the blocks.  I handed some to him and he and I started building, laughing and playing.  His mom came and sat in the chairs next to us, smiling, as she rocked her little one, who had started to fuss.  Monica came in then and told her that the doctor was ready to see Juan.  Her little girl was really fussing now.  
 
   She looked at me.  “Would you mind holding Sophia while I take Juan inside?  I don’t want her crying to upset him.”  
 
   I looked at her for half a second then stood up.  “I’d be happy to,” I said and I held my arms out.  I put Sophia’s head on my shoulder and began rocking back and forth and bouncing on my knees, just like I used to do for Scotty, but hadn’t done since.  I quietly hummed to her, and it wasn’t long before her fussing stopped.  I sat down in the chair and placed her on my legs.  She stared at me and began cooing, and then she smiled.  It started to dawn on me that room around me was completely silent.  I looked up and saw that every face in the room was staring at me.  Tanya, Cameron, Lisa, Sandy… and Matt.  I smiled at him, “Come meet my friend, Sophia,” I said.  As he walked over I asked, “Why is everyone staring at me?”  
 
   Matt looked at the others and said, “I think we’re all in awe right now, this little one was fussing like there’s no tomorrow, and in the space of about thirty seconds you had her smiling.  We could all feel how natural this was for you, how perfect you are at it.”  They all nodded and I blushed.  Matt was standing in front of me, so I cradled the baby in my arms and stood so I could lean into him.  He stuck his pinky out so she could grab onto it.  When she did, he beamed.  “She’s beautiful, isn’t she?” he whispered.  I nodded but couldn’t speak.  
 
   I suddenly had an image in my head that couldn’t possibly happen – an image of us as a family, of Matt and me as parents, raising a child together.  That might have been an option before I was changed, but not anymore, was it?  Of course it wasn’t.  Vampires can’t have children – and they sure don’t live in an environment where they can raise them if they adopt.  But it sure felt nice right now.  If only for a few minutes, it felt so right to feel like a family.  I leaned up and kissed Matt on the cheek.  He smiled at me and pressed his head against mine, all the while keeping his eyes on Sophia, who was now smiling at him and cooing.  Suddenly Juan appeared from around the corner, followed closely by Carmela.  Juan was carrying a sucker and looking at the Band-Aid on his arm.  I could see tears in his eyes.
 
   I bent down to him.  “Wow, you are such a brave boy,” I said and he turned and beamed at me, his tears and pain instantly vanishing.  I stood and handed Sophia to Carmela, smiling.  “She’s a beautiful baby.”  I stepped back and felt Matt’s hand as he placed it in mine.
 
   The rest of the day flew by, and I loved every second of it.  Everyone in the village was taking full advantage of not having to travel hours to see a doctor.  When I finally left at eight that night and made my way to our room, I was exhausted and beaming.  Matt was waiting for me, arms wide, a smile on his face, but with sadness in his eyes that I saw immediately.  I took my favorite place in his arms then asked, “What’s wrong?”
 
   “Oh, you caught that, did you?” he said.  “I should’ve known you would.”  I looked up at him as he went on.  “I’m just sorry that I took that away from you,” he said.
 
   “Took what away from me?” I said, completely confused.
 
   “Sarah, if you had stayed human, you could have had more children someday.  I feel awful that I took that away from you.”
 
   I smiled at him.  “Matt, the only person I would ever want to have a child with is you, and since that was never a possibility, you didn’t take anything away from me.  I have no regrets for becoming what I am today, no regrets at all.”
 
   “You’re sure?” he whispered.
 
   “Positive,” I said as I leaned in to kiss him, slowly moving my hands down his back and pressing him into me.  It wasn’t long before his body was responding, and I groaned as I felt his swollen excitement pressing into me.  Keeping my lips locked on his, my tongue playing with his, I leaned away and fumbled with the buttons on my blouse, as he pulled his shirt off.  I groaned as his hand pressed into my lower back and pulled me tight to him, his other hand gently playing with my nipple.  He always seemed to know the exact right places to touch on me.  I instantly knew that I wanted to connect with him on every level right now, something I hadn’t done since all this Carlos business began, something I was afraid to do, until now.  We worked our way out of the rest of our clothes and he moved to pick me up, to press me against the wall.  Just before he did, though, I joined our scars – our matching scars given to us by a chief in a Peruvian tribe that were part of the process to turn me into a vampire and which allowed us to feel everything the other was feeling when they touched – and then I connected my mind to his.  He knew everything I was thinking, everything I was feeling.  I could hide nothing when we were like this.  He hesitated for a brief second and stared at me, a little shocked and maybe even a little leery.  But he quickly understood.  His mouth crushed down on mine and the waves of ecstasy began crashing instantly and we both rode them all the way till dawn.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Four
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The next few weeks were a blur of hectic days in the clinic, routine cabinet meetings and romantic nights with Matt.  Carmela came back again with Juan and Sophia, this time for Sophia’s check up and shots – so Juan and I played with the toys in the waiting room while his mom and Sophia were seeing the doctor.  I bonded with every child that came through our doors; they all knew me by name.  I didn’t think I could ever be around kids again without feeling overwhelmingly sad, but they showed me that I could.
 
   Our first emergency came two months after we’d opened.  A young woman, Maria, was hemorrhaging from what we found out was a tumor in her uterus.  David performed an emergency hysterectomy at two o’clock in the morning.  I was there when they wheeled her in to the operating room and I was there when they brought her out.  My gut feeling told me that I needed to be there.  I stayed with her all night because I wanted to be there when she woke up.  I didn’t want her to be alone when she got the devastating news.  And devastating it was.  She was twenty-four years old and engaged to be married.  Her fiancé was working in another town.  When he received word from his family members of what happened, he sent a telegram telling her that the wedding was off.  He said he couldn’t marry someone who couldn’t give him a son.  I clutched that telegram in my hand, seething at him and grieving for her.  
 
   I was there when she woke the next morning.  I held her hand while David gave her the news and tears began silently falling from her eyes.  I stayed and tried to get her to talk to me, but right now she was shut down.  I was there when she whispered to me, “He left me, didn’t he?”  I nodded and held her hand as she read the telegram.  I was there as it fluttered to the floor and she shut down again.  And I was there for her recovery, talking to her even though she said nothing back, trying to find something, anything that she could grab on to and use to pull herself back.  
 
   On the third morning, I walked into her room and threw open the curtains, allowing the sun to stream into the room.  “The doctor says you need to get up and move around, so today you and I are going for a walk.”
 
   “No Sarah,” she mumbled, rolling away from me.
 
   I placed my hand on her arm.  “Yes, Maria.”  She rolled her head back and looked at me.  Realizing that I would win in the end – I am a vampire, after all, a very strong vampire – she nodded her head and slowly sat up.  I held her arm and helped her up.  We strolled down the hall and out into the courtyard.  I could feel the fresh air and sunshine revive her and her steps quickened.  We watched a group of young kids playing basketball on the court that we had recently put in for the villagers then we wandered over to the waterfall and sat on the bench for a while.  She was too quiet so I turned and looked at her.  She had tears streaming down her face.  
 
   “I have nothing, Sarah.  What am I supposed to do now?  My entire life has been geared toward becoming a wife and mother.  That’s gone now.  So, I ask you, what am I supposed to do?”
 
   I had already given this some thought.  I had a strong feeling that it was important that she stay around, so I was prepared to answer her question.  “Live here,” I said, “work in the clinic, maybe become a nurse.”
 
   She just stared at me, her mouth opening several times to say something, but then closing as she changed her mind.  Finally she said, “What if that’s not enough?”
 
   I squeezed her hand tight.  “Then we’ll think of something else, together.”
 
   She stared at the waterfall for a few minutes, thinking, then, finally, she nodded her head and I smiled.  “Let’s go find you a room, okay?” I said.
 
   She nodded.  “Okay.”
 
   We walked back inside and down the hall to the security room.  As we entered, Derek, Matt’s new security assistant, stood up.  “Good morning, Miss Sarah.  Nice to see you,” he said.
 
   “Good morning, Derek.  It’s nice to see you too.  Is he available?” I said as I thumbed toward Matt’s open door.
 
   A familiar voice that made my heart swell said, “For you, always, my love.”
 
   I turned toward him stranding in the doorway and beamed, wondering how did he always make me feel so good?
 
   I walked over and gave him a quick kiss, then turned.  “Matt, this is Maria.  Maria, this is Matt.”  She walked over and shook his hand.  
 
   “It’s nice to meet you Maria,” he said.
 
   She blushed slightly (yeah, he has the same effect on me, I thought).  “You too,” she whispered.
 
   “Maria’s going to be staying with us for a while.  She’s going to be working in the clinic with me.  What rooms are vacant right now?” I said.
 
   “Step into my office,” he said.  “Let’s take a look.”
 
   He motioned for Maria to sit on one of the chairs on the far side of his desk, but he held firmly to my hand, keeping me next to him.  My eyes met his and I smiled.  He pointed to the computer screen.  “Looks like there are five open right now; three in the east wing, and two in the south.” 
 
   The south wing is where our room is located, and I wanted to be near her in case she had… difficulties.  One was at the far end of the hall, the other was across the hall from Carlos’ room, which was next to ours, that one would work.  “Let’s put her in one-eighteen,” I said.  
 
   “Sounds great,” Matt said, jumping up and ushering Maria toward the door while I stared at him, completely confused.  He looked at me and went on, “Derek here can give you the key, and if you don’t mind waiting here with him, I have another matter that I need to discuss with Sarah.  It’ll only take a minute.  It’s that security issue that we were discussing earlier, Sarah,” he said, thoroughly confusing me.  ‘Security issue, what friggin’ security issue?’ I thought to him as Maria said, “Certainly,” and walked out.  Matt closed the door, wrapped me in his arms and crushed his mouth down on mine, all while thinking ‘The issue where I have to secure you in my arms before I go insane.’  It was another one of those kisses, the kind that overflowed my heart, made my knees weak, made me too stupid to speak and made me hunger for more.  I would never get used to these kisses, but I was learning how to deal with them.  My entire body was pulsing with desire, the fire beginning to reach the out of control point.  My hands began to move down his body toward the front of his pants… and that’s when he knew he had to stop… this time.  
 
   He grabbed my wrists and smiled at me.  “Later, my sweet,” he said and I nodded.  I knew better now than to try to speak after these kisses.  I laid my head on his chest as I tried to slow my breathing.  He was panting too and I smiled as I felt the other reactions his body had.  Finally, after a few minutes, he whispered, “Ready?”
 
   “Think so,” I barely mumbled.
 
   He opened the door, saying to me as we walked out, “So, I’ll print out the specs on the new camera system and we can go over them at the next cabinet meeting, okay?”
 
   “Okay,” I said through gritted teeth, it was still difficult to talk.
 
   “Nice to have met you Maria,” he said as he waved to her.
 
   “You too,” she said.
 
   He kissed me on the cheek and gave my elbow a squeeze, “See you in a little while, honey.”
 
   I nodded and Maria and I headed out into the hall.  She kept glancing at me out of the corner of her eye.  Finally, I had to ask, “What is it, Maria?”
 
   “Sorry, but I just couldn’t help wondering.  What does it feel like to be loved that much?”
 
   I hesitated slightly, smiling.  “It’s amazing, wonderful and overwhelming,” I said, “and I really hope it never changes.”
 
   “There really isn’t a new security camera system, is there?  He just needed a minute alone with you, right?” she said.
 
   I stared at her for a second then smiled, “You’re right, no new camera system.  But how did you know?”
 
   She smiled.  “Trust me.  A woman knows.  And with him, it’s easy to see.”
 
   Of course she would know, I thought as we came to her door.  I turned around and pointed to the door down the hall.  “That’s my room, there.  And this one across from you is our best friend Carlos’ room.  He’s away right now, but he should be back soon.  He’s a lot of fun, you’ll like him,” I said, trying not to sound as sad as I felt.
 
   I showed her around her room then had to get her back to her room in the clinic.  David hadn’t released her yet.  Before I left her that evening, I told her I’d be back at nine the next morning.  As I walked out her door, she said, “Sarah?”  I turned and saw her smiling at me.  There was still sadness in her eyes, but at least she was smiling.  “Thank you, for everything,” she said.  
 
   I smiled at her.  “Sleep well, Maria.  I’ll see you in the morning.”
 
   “Good night, Sarah.”
 
   As I walked down the hall, I linked with Matt.  ‘Hungry?’ I thought. 
 
   ‘For you?  Starving,’ he thought and I smiled.
 
   ‘Meet me in the kitchen?’ I thought.
 
   ‘The kitchen?  Aren’t you worried that people will see us in there?’
 
   I laughed, startling one of the guards.  “Sorry, Jason,” I said.
 
   “Not a problem, Miss Sarah,” he said.
 
   ‘Now you’ve got me scaring the guards.  Do I need to restrain you?’ I thought.
 
   ‘Please?’ he thought, then he turned and grinned at me as I walked in the kitchen and I went straight into his arms.  
 
   “I love you so much,” I whispered.
 
   “I love you too,” he said.  “Now, let’s eat so we can talk more about this restraining business,” he said as his eyes sparkled when he grinned at me.
 
   I grabbed one of the pints that he had already heated from the microwave.  Grinning as I drank, I dropped the empty bag in the trash and said, “Baby, this is going to hurt so good.”  I grabbed his wrist, led him down the hall to our room, and spent the next few hours showing him exactly what I meant.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Five
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Present Day
 
   I was thinking about Maria now, as I snuggled into Matt on the plane.  She’d been with us for over ten months now and she was an angel.  Everyone loved her.  And she loved everyone she met.  She was great with the kids, great in the recovery rooms, and a fast learner.  She was even allowed to be in the operating rooms to help with surgeries.  She would be holding down the fort now, while I was gone, and that made me smile.  I knew everything would be okay there.  What I didn’t know was if everything would be okay where I was going.
 
   We had another few hours before we landed in South Africa, then more time securing a boat that could get us to the area where the ship went down.  Of course we’d have to do that in total darkness, there were other ships out there still investigating what happened.  But I couldn’t wait until they were gone.  He was down there somewhere.  I knew it.  I felt it.  Down on the ocean floor, terrified, weak, lacking the strength to swim, dying.  I had to find him.  We both did.  I could feel Matt’s tension as he held my hand, which didn’t surprise me at all.  He still wasn’t sure.  But I was.  He told me I couldn’t be sure until I saw him again, but I knew without a doubt that he was wrong.  I was going to find my best friend and I was doing it with the man I loved, the only man I wanted.  I was more sure of this than I was that we’d actually find him, at least I hoped I was.  The ocean floor is endless.  The currents could have moved him miles already.  It’s not like he had a locator beacon on him.  His heartbeat was all we’d be able to use to try to find him, and right now that was probably slow and weak.  A small sob escaped from me, and Matt squeezed my hand tighter and kissed my forehead, “We’ll find him, Sarah, we have to.”
 
   “I love you,” I whispered.
 
   “I know, Sarah.  And I love you,” he said.
 
   We were flying commercial.  David and Cameron were standing by in New York with Stefan, ready to bring his private jet to South Africa to bring Carlos home after we found him, but that could take days, weeks, months even, and they couldn’t be hanging around in South Africa for that long, especially if we weren’t telling the authorities what we were doing there.  Omoruyi – one of the vampires who had helped us on our dangerous journey to discover how to transform me into a vampire (vampires weren’t allowed to know then – that was one of the ways the Elders held power over everyone) – was waiting for us at the airport, and he had a boat ready for us.  He had captured one of the pirates and “interrogated” him (meaning drained him) so he had a good idea of where the boat had been when it went down.  I felt the altitude shift in the plane and I sat up straight and squeezed Matt’s hand tighter.  Being in first class allowed us to get to customs faster, but it still took a while to get through.  I tried my hardest to not appear anxious, but I’m sure they noticed it somewhat, as did Matt, who I heard say to the agents, “She’s afraid of flying.”  They nodded and appeared satisfied with that explanation.
 
   They stamped our passports and handed them to us, “Enjoy your visit here,” they said.
 
   We retrieved our bags and found Omoruyi.  “Hello, my friends,” he said.  “I’m sorry that it’s these unfortunate circumstances that have brought us together again.”
 
   “So are we, Omoruyi.  So are we,” Matt said as he shook his hand.
 
   We got into the car he had waiting and made the drive down to the waterfront.  He had a lot of fishing gear on board, in case we were stopped by anyone, so we could tell them we were on a fishing trip.  We headed out late afternoon, along with several other fishing charters.  Omoruyi already had the coordinates programmed into the on-board computer, and as soon as darkness fell, we killed the lights and quietly moved off on our own.  We reached our first search grid at midnight.  Matt and I donned wet suits, only to protect our skin from the damaging effects of salt water, and masks.  Air tanks wouldn’t be necessary, we could both not breathe for as long as necessary, and besides, we might be going deeper than the tanks could.  We tied a line between the two of us, at Matt’s insistence, and then tied another line to the middle of that.  This second line we would bring down from the boat, as a guide to getting us back.  The complete silence, or lack of his heartbeat, screamed at me.  “Ready?” Matt said.  I nodded, Matt took my hand and we dropped into the water.  Without having air in our lungs, we dropped toward the bottom easily.  Matt’s soothing voice was soon in my head.  ‘Relax, Sarah,’ he thought, ‘We need to hear his heart, not yours.’
 
   ‘Sorry,’ I thought, ‘I’ll try.’
 
   I closed my eyes, gripped my hand firmly in his, and allowed him to lead us down while I tried to relax.  When I next opened my eyes, I could see shapes on the bottom coming into view.  Ship parts, the stern of the ship.  ‘Let’s look inside first,’ Matt thought.
 
   ‘Okay,’ I thought.  Matt tied the rope from above onto the railing.  He pried open a door and we moved inside, careful not to catch the rope that was linking us together on anything.  It took us a few minutes of searching, but we found the room that Carlos had been in, recognizing it instantly.  I saw the broken mirror pieces floating inside, and saw the hole in the fuselage that he had gone through.  I followed Matt through the hole and we began searching.  I knew in my heart that we wouldn’t find him here, that would be too easy, but we still searched. 
 
   Finally, after what seemed like minutes to me, Matt pointed to his watch.  ‘It’s almost dawn, sweetheart, we need to get back above.’
 
   I so did not want to stop, but I nodded my head.  ‘Okay,’ I thought.  Matt untied the rope from the railing and we followed it up.
 
   Omoruyi was waiting for us.  “I was just getting ready to contact you,” he said.  “We have to get out of these shipping lanes and into fishing waters before the sun rises.”
 
   “We know,” Matt said as we took off our wetsuits.  Omoruyi went above and started the engine.  We were in prime fishing territory fifteen minutes later.  We set up the poles (without bait of course) so that we blended in better.  Then he said, “I slept a little while you were below, why don’t you go catch a couple hours of sleep?  We can switch at, say, eleven?”
 
   “Sounds good, thanks Omoruyi,” I said as I led Matt below.  We fed and then crawled into bed.  Exhausted from spending the entire night in the water, I wrapped Matt’s arm around me, snuggled in close to him and fell quickly to sleep.
 
    
 
   I was awakened a few hours later by the pain.  Oh my God, the pain.  My arms, my neck, my eyes, everything was burning.  I tried to rub my arms to get them to stop hurting, but nothing helped.  “Sarah!” I heard Matt say, but I couldn’t find him, it was too dark.  It was pitch black.  “Sarah, wake up, honey.”
 
   My eyes fluttered open and tried to take in my surroundings.  “Honey, you were dreaming.”  
 
   It took me a few seconds to realize what he had said then I curled into a ball and felt the sobs.  “Sarah, it was just a dream.  You’re fine now.”
 
   I shook my head, “He’s hurting, Matt.  He’s in so much pain down there.  Oh my God, we have to find him,” I sobbed.
 
   I felt Matt’s hand on my hair.  “Honey, it was probably just a dream.”
 
   I couldn’t stop myself, I turned and glared at him,.  “It was not a dream,” I snapped.  “It was him.”  I regretted it the before I even said it, but I couldn’t stop myself.  I squeezed my eyes shut and reached for him.  “I’m sorry,” I whispered into his chest.  
 
   “Don’t be,” he said.  “You’re sure it was him?”
 
   I nodded.  “Yes,” I whimpered.
 
   “Well, hopefully that means we’re close.  And it means he’s still alive,” he said.
 
   Suddenly, out of nowhere, I had to let Matt know it was him, and only him that I wanted.  I don’t know where it came from, I only knew it was there and nothing was going to stop me, nothing.  I crushed my mouth onto his, finding his tongue with mine.  I tried to pull him on top of me, but he resisted.  “Honey,” he whispered out of the corner of his mouth. “We can’t.”  
 
   But I could feel his body already responding.  I linked quickly with him.  ‘We can and we will, and don’t you dare try to stop me Matthew Pearl, just shut the hell up and enjoy it.’
 
   He pulled back and grinned at me.  ‘Do you have any idea how much you just turned me on,’ he thought before his mouth crushed down onto mine again.
 
   ‘Show me,’ I thought, stifling the groan that threatened to escape.  ‘The floor,’ I thought.  ‘The mattress makes noise.’  I wrapped my legs firmly around his waist, pulling him deep inside me as he tried not to groan while he took us down to the floor, where I stayed firmly on his lap, as we rode the waves in the water and our own waves at the same time.
 
   I rested my head on his chest, trying quietly to catch my breath.  ‘Sorry about the scratches,’ I thought.  
 
   ‘Jeez, woman, don’t you dare apologize for that.  They’re already healing.  But the things I felt your body do, holy crap… that was amazing.  Just thinking about it and I’m getting all worked up again.’
 
   ‘I can tell,’ I grinned.  Suddenly his mouth was on mine again.  ‘Again?’ I thought.
 
   ‘We have thirty minutes until we have to go above… and I’m using every… single… one… of… them,’ he thoughtWe emerged into the bright sun at eleven on the dot and Omoruyi went below to sleep.  We sat on the bench seat in the shade while we scanned the water for other boats.
 
   I grew anxious and impatient as the day seemed to drag on.  I really needed to get under the water soon.  We had the area mapped out into twelve grids and we managed to get through two yesterday.  I was hoping to do three today.  I went and snuggled into Matt and tried to draw some calm from him.  He wrapped his arm around me and kissed my forehead.  “I know this is hard for you, and I’m really sorry for that,” I said.  “It’s hard for me too, because you still think that I don’t know what I want, but I do.  I know that I’m here searching for my best friend with the only man that I truly love, that I love down to the depths of my soul.  But I don’t know how to convince you of that.  I hate that I gave you a reason to doubt me.”
 
   “Sarah, don’t blame yourself for any of this.  This wasn’t your fault.  This was Malina, all Malina.  She pushed us all to our limits and it’s pretty amazing that the only effect we suffered was a little doubt.  It could have been so much worse.  And as for convincing me, well, after this morning I’d have to say that you’re doing a mighty fine job of that,” he grinned as he leaned in to kiss me.  
 
   I pulled back and stared at him.  “This isn’t just about sex, Matt.  If it was it’d be easy.”  
 
   “Easy, am I?” he said smiling.  I stared at him for a few seconds, then attacked him, kissing him hard as my tongue found his, guiding his hand up to my breast, reaching down between his legs and squeezing.  He groaned and I pulled back.  It took him a few seconds to catch his breath.  “Okay, you’re right,” he gasped, “if it was just sex it would be easy.  But how can there not be any doubt at all, Sarah?  You haven’t seen him in months and the last time you saw him you weren’t sure.  So how you possibly know for certain until you do see him again?”
 
   “I just do, Matt.  The same way I knew not to be afraid of you when I first saw you on the pier.  The same way I knew that going on this adventure with you was the right thing to do.  The same way I knew that the Elders weren’t being honest with us.  The same way I knew when Malina was going to attack us.  I don’t know how I know these things, I just do.  The only time it’s ever been messed up for me was when I watched that DVD, when I watched you die.  If I hadn’t shut down so quickly, I might have been able to figure it out and save us all this heartache.  But the truth is, shutting down was the only way I could survive at the time.  It’s the only way that I was able to stay alive at the time, but it also messed something up in me, something that took a little while to fix, but it is fixed now, Matthew, I know it is.”  I couldn’t say anymore now, I had too many emotions coursing through me, and to tell the truth, I really wasn’t sure.  I was trying to convince myself just as much as I was trying to convince Matt.  I didn’t want to hurt him anymore.  I didn’t want to hurt Carlos anymore.  
 
   Matt studied me for a bit, then he nodded and wrapped me in his arms.  “Alright, honey, I believe you.  No more doubt.”  His hand gently brought my chin up.  “I love you, Sarah Pearl.”  His mouth came down on mine with one of those kisses.  I knew I should stop him, I really couldn’t afford to be flustered and stupid right now, but there was nothing inside me that could stop him.  The fact of the matter was that, despite how they affected me, I truly loved these kisses and I never wanted them to stop.  The only thing that stopped this one was Omoruyi’s voice as he cleared his throat.  Matt pressed his forehead to mine.  “Sun’s down, let’s go find him,” he said.  I nodded as the boat’s engine roared to life.  
 
   We had a busy night, searching grids two, three, eight and nine, but found nothing.  Thankfully I had a dreamless sleep the next day, but after searching grids four, five and ten, finding nothing and knowing there were only three grids left before we were out of the shipping lanes and into the open ocean, where the currents were like a washing machine… well, my hopes were dying along with a piece of my heart.
 
   The next day at dawn, we sat at the stern of the boat with our feet dangling in the water.  We had just finished searching the last three grids – six, eleven and twelve, and found nothing, and I could feel the panic building in me.  “Maybe we should start back at the beginning, we must have missed something,” I said.
 
   “Sarah, the current wouldn’t have pushed him that way,” Matt said.
 
   “But, maybe he’s stuck underneath something and the current can’t move him.  Matt, we can’t just leave.  He’s down there, we have to find him,” I sobbed.  He wrapped his arm around me.  “Okay, honey.  We’ll try the first grids again, but not until tonight.  The sun’s coming up soon.  We have to move the boat, okay?”  I nodded into his chest and Matt turned and nodded to Omoruyi.  The boat roared to life and began to move toward the fishing ground.
 
   Suddenly an image appeared in my head, an image that only Carlos could have been dreaming about, because I was wide awake and he and I were the only two who had seen this.  It was Carlos and me, passionately kissing, in the broom closet that we had been forced to hide in when Matt was bringing someone to the interrogation room and he had given us explicit orders that he didn’t want this person to see us or know we were in the building.  It was a tiny space and we were as close as two people could be and, well, things had happened that we couldn’t stop – kissing, grabbing, groping – just about everything short of sex – which probably would have happened if there had been enough room for us to take our clothes off.
 
   “Stop the boat,” I yelled.  Omoruyi killed the engine and I turned to tell Matt what I had seen, but my heart leapt into my throat instead.  Oh, the pain that was on his face.  His mind was still linked to mine from our time in the water.  His eyes were squeezed shut… he had seen it too.  “Matt?” I whispered.
 
   “No, Sarah, don’t.  Not now,” he turned and looked at me and the pain in his eyes killed me.  I wanted to curl up in a ball, I wanted to disappear in my head, I wanted to go into a coma again.  I couldn’t bear to see his pain.  His beautiful fingers brought my chin up and he shook his head.  “You’re not going anywhere, missy.  Now, concentrate.  Where is he?”
 
   “I can’t,” I groaned.
 
   “Sarah, goddamn it, he’s still my best friend.  I need you to find him Sarah, find him and bring him back.” 
 
   I nodded, took a deep breath and closed my eyes.  I reached out my mind, searching, trying to find any spark. ‘Carlos!’ I thought.  ‘Please, Carlos.  I’m here, I’m right here, but I need a little help.  I can’t find you.’
 
   ‘…Hide…..and…..seek?’ he thought and I gasped, squeezing Matt’s hand so hard that he winced.
 
   ‘No more hiding, Carlos.  Show me where you are, please?’ I thought.
 
   ‘….Give…up…then?’ he thought.
 
   ‘Yes, I give up, you win.  Open your eyes, please? Show me where you are.’ 
 
   ‘But it burns, Sarah.’
 
   ‘I know it does, honey, and I’m so sorry.  But if you open them and look around, just once, really fast, then I’ll get you and make the burning stop, okay?’
 
   ‘Promise?’ he thought.
 
   ‘Promise.’ 
 
   ‘On the count of 3, k?’ he thought.
 
   ‘Ready, Carlos,’ I said as I linked with Matt too.
 
   ‘One… two… three.’
 
   Matt and I both gasped at the pain.  We squeezed our hands together and pushed through it.  ‘There,’ Matt thought.  ‘The stern, see the stern, he’s pinned under that smokestack that we saw behind the stern, the one that broke off.’  The image went black.  I grabbed my mask as Omoruyi started the engine.
 
   “Grid 7, Omoruyi,” Matt said.  My head dropped to my chest as the sobs began.  Matt’s arm came around my shoulder, but I pushed it off. 
 
   “No,” I gasped.  “I don’t deserve you.  All I ever do is hurt you.”  I leaned away from him as far as I could go.  He reached over and pulled me onto his lap.  I tried to push away on his chest, but I had no strength in my arms, I was sobbing too hard.  I gave up and buried my face in his chest.  He kissed my temple. 
 
   “Sarah, nothing that has happened has changed how I feel about you.  If anything, it’s made me realize even more how much this, us, means to me.”
 
   “I’m so sorry,” I whimpered.
 
   “I know,” he said as the boat came to a stop.  
 
   Omoruyi said from behind us, “We only have a few minutes, please hurry.”  We turned and nodded, then looked at each other. 
 
   “Ready?” Matt said.  I nodded and we dropped into the water.  It only took us a few seconds, but it seemed like it took forever.  As the stern came into view, we both veered left, quickly finding the smoke stack.  We moved around to the far side and that’s when we saw him.  ‘Oh my God,’ Matt thought.
 
   ‘How?’ I thought.  ‘How are we going to get him out?’  The only part of him that was visible was his head and the right side of his chest, the rest of him was buried under the broken smokestack.  
 
   ‘I doubt we can lift it, let’s try digging so we can pull him out, okay?’ Matt thought.  I nodded and we moved to both sides of him.  
 
   ‘Carlos, we’re here,’ I thought
 
   ‘It’s about friggin’ time,’ he thought.  ‘What took you so long?  Ahh ahh… don’t do that, it hurts.’ 
 
   ‘Sorry, but we have to,’ Matt thought, ‘but we’ll try to hurry.’  We dug at a feverish pace.  ‘Try pulling now,’ Matt thought.  
 
   I reached down and grabbed his hand, and he screamed.  ‘Don’t touch me, please don’t touch me.’
 
   ‘I’m sorry, Carlos, but we have to.  We can’t get you out unless we touch you,’ I thought, trying to sound calm, when my insides were anything but.  I pulled as he grimaced, but he moved a few inches.
 
   Matt moved from side to side, digging as fast as he could.  ‘Keep pulling,’ he thought.  Pretty soon he was out far enough for me to grab under both arms, but I couldn’t grab both hands, his left one was too mangled.  I shoved both feet into the sand, trying to get a good foothold, and pulled as hard as I could.  Suddenly I was on my back, with Carlos on top of me. Matt swam over to me and lifted him off me.  We both put our arms under him and began quickly swimming towards the surface (though vampires do breath, it’s not physiologically necessary – we mostly do it out of habit from our human lives and for the sense of smell).  
 
   Omoruyi was waiting for us at the stern.  “Hurry, we must hurry,” he said as I saw the sun appearing on the horizon.  Carlos was, thankfully, unconscious.  The pain from pulling him out must have knocked him out.  Omoruyi grabbed under his arms and pulled him onto the back of the boat then he ran to the helm and started the motor.  Matt and I barely had time to jump onto the swim platform before the boat was flying through the water.  We steadied each other and crawled over to Carlos.  We lifted him and carried him below where he wouldn’t be seen if we were stopped.  We laid him on the floor and we went to work.  I found a bucket and filled it with warm fresh water, grabbed a washcloth and said, “Get his clothes off, we have to wash the salt off of him.”  Matt tore off what little was left, it looked like several creatures tried to take a bite out of him, but only got cloth.  Yes, it crossed my mind that Carlos was naked in front of me, with my husband two feet away, but no, that couldn’t bother me right now.  There was too much work to be done first.  I didn’t want to rub, I was afraid that his skin might rub off, so I just gently squeezed the washcloth over him, starting at his head and working my way down.  Matt grabbed another washcloth and did the same.  We looked at each other when we neared the bottom of his belly.
 
   “Ummm, I’ll do his feet and legs, you do his…” Matt said.
 
   “Gee, thanks,” I said as I squeezed the cloth so that the water dripped over his crotch – and despite the state he was in, the pain he was in, I couldn’t help being impressed with what was resting against his left thigh.  I forced my eyes to look away, several times, since they seemed to be drawn back as if they were metal and his shaft was a magnet.  We finished and then I gently rolled him toward me, trying not to notice that it flopped onto my knees when I did.  “Pull his clothes out and then do his back, while I hold him.”  Matt had almost finished when Carlos suddenly started thrashing and coughing.  All the seawater inside him came out onto my forearm – which was cradled under his head – along with a few small fish and two tiny hermit crabs.
 
   I smiled at Matt.  “I suppose I deserved that,” I said.  “Can you put some towels on the bed?  We need to move him up there.”  
 
   Matt laid the towels down, then stepped aside, “You move him Sarah.”  My eyes begged him not to make me do that.  “You’ll be gentler than I can be,” he said as his hand rested on my cheek.  He kissed my forehead.  “It’s okay,” he whispered.  Since I was between the bed and Carlos, I got up and moved around to his other side while Matt held him on his side.  I locked my eyes on Matt as he laid him on my arms, and I kept them locked on him as I picked Carlos up and gently laid him on the bed, quickly covering him with the sheet.  Then I made my way to Matt’s arms.  He held me for a few minutes then said, “We need to get out of these wetsuits, Sarah.”
 
   I nodded, then looked at him.  “Ummm, where?  The bathroom’s not big enough to change in.”
 
   Matt rolled his eyes at me.  “Sarah, stop being so sensitive.  He’s a wreck and completely out of it, do you really think I’m worried that you’re going to fall into his arms if you get naked in front of him?  Please give me a little more credit than that.”
 
   “I’m sor–” I began to say but Matt’s finger came to my lips and stopped me.
 
   “No,” he said, “I’ve heard that enough.  I know you’re sorry, Sarah.  I don’t want to hear that anymore.”  He reached behind me and undid the zipper on my wetsuit, as I pulled down the zipper on his.  We both peeled our wetsuits off then dried off with towels.  I pulled on a sundress while Matt threw on a t-shirt and sweats.
 
   “Hungry?” I said as I moved around the corner into the tiny kitchen.
 
   Matt nodded and followed me.  “What are you smiling at?” he said.
 
   “Nothing,” I said, but an idea had come to me, and he was about to find out what it was.  I put four pints of blood into the small microwave and handed two to Matt when it was done.  
 
   After we finished, he smiled, “Seriously, Sarah, what the hell are you smiling at?”
 
   I leaned up to his ear and whispered, “I’m not wearing anything under my dress,” as I guided his hand between my legs.  His shocked look quickly turned into hunger as his mouth found mine… I didn’t need to tell him twice.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Six
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   An agonizing scream woke me.  Matt and I were sleeping on the floor.  The boat was docked, but we had to hide out here until the plane landed, which wouldn’t be for another few hours.  I flew up and grabbed Carlos’ hand.  “Shhh, Carlos,” I said as calmly as I could.  “Try not to move.”  His eyes were wide and frantically searching the room, finally landing on my face.  The pain in them was almost unbearable.  He opened his mouth and tried to say something, but the only sound that came out was a raspy groan.  “Shhh, your vocal cords are pretty messed up from the saltwater.  Don’t try to talk.  Are you hungry?  Do you think you could eat?”  He stared at me for what felt like forever, whimpering.  His eyes were pleading with me to make the pain go away.  
 
   His eyes moved up and found Matt, who was now standing over my shoulder.  “Come on Carlos, please try?” he said.  Finally, ever so slightly, he nodded his head.  Matt heated up a pint (supplied to us from a global network of prison doctors so that the blood supplied to us was from evil, or bad people), brought it back and handed it to me.  I held it close to Carlos, but nothing happened.  He grimaced then looked to me for help.  
 
   “Matt, can you bring me the wash rag?  I want to try to clean out his nose.  He can’t smell right now.”  Most vampires’ fangs only reacted to the scent of evil blood – you smelled evil, your fangs dropped, then you drink – that’s how it was with all vampires, except for me apparently.  For reasons we had yet to determine, I was able to drop my fangs whenever I wanted to and could probably drink any kind of blood, from a good person or an evil one, but I had already been told that vampires drinking blood from a good person was not a good idea – it was addicting to us, which was probably why most vampire’s fangs only reacted to evil blood, it wouldn’t bode well to have a bunch of vampire addicts running around, now would it?.  
 
   Matt doused the washcloth in warm water and brought it over to me.
 
   “I’m sorry Carlos, but this might hurt a bit,” I said.  He stared at me then closed his eyes.  I was as gentle as I could be, but he still whimpered and squeezed my other hand too hard, making me wince.  I handed the rag back to Matt then picked up the blood, holding it near his nose again.  I was trying to will his fangs down, but again, there was nothing.  
 
   “Maybe if he tastes it?” Matt said.  I nodded, pushed the blood to the bottom of the bag, dropped my fangs, held my breath (so that I couldn’t smell it) and pierced a small hole in the bag.  I squeezed out a little onto my finger then carefully stuck my finger in his mouth.  Carlos’ eyes were glued to mine the entire time.  At first it was only my finger that was moving, but slowly, I felt his tongue begin to move around my finger as the blood made its way beneath the damaged surface of his tongue to the still functioning taste buds beneath.  He closed his eyes, groaned, then opened them up again… and they were changed – his eyes were the black eyes of a hunter.  I quickly grabbed the bag and stuck it on his lowered teeth.  “Good job, Carlos,” I said.  “That was really good.”  I looked up at Matt.  “How much longer?”
 
   “About another hour,” he said.  
 
   I nodded and looked back at Carlos.  “Okay, hun, we hate to do this, but we’re going to have to move you soon,” I said.  Carlos whimpered and I saw the fear in his eyes.  “I know, I know.  It’s gonna hurt like hell, but we have to get you to on the plane.  We’ll be as gentle and as quick as we can, I promise.  Okay?”
 
   “Carlos, please,” Matt said from behind me.  “God, why does everyone think I’m going to flip and go ballistic?”
 
   “Maybe that’s because that’s what a normal person would do,” I said.
 
   “Okay, well maybe someday I will, but not while he’s so messed up.  I’ll at least wait until he’s healed before I beat the crap out of him for kissing my wife,” he grinned and winked at me, his eyes sparkling.
 
   I leaned back into him.  “I love you,” I whispered.
 
   He leaned down and kissed me before saying, “I love you too.”  Suddenly Matt closed his eyes.  “The plane’s down.  They’re on their way here in the ambulance,” he opened his eyes and went on, “they’ll be able to bring the stretcher down the dock to the edge of the boat, but we’ll need to move Carlos from here to the stretcher.”  Then he locked his eyes on Carlos.  “You can’t scream, Carlos.  Whatever you do, don’t scream.  They think we’re just bringing someone who got seasick.  If someone calls the police, they’d insist on escorting us to the hospital, and that’s the last place we want to be, okay?”
 
   Carlos nodded slightly, he got it.  We heard the ambulance as it quietly rolled into the parking lot.  They got out the stretcher and began moving down the dock toward the boat.  “You think lifting the sheet would be best?” Matt said.
 
   I nodded.  “The less hands touching him, the better.”  I climbed onto the bed, over Carlos and pulled the corners of the sheet up.  Matt did the same on the other side.  Carlos looked at both of us, trying to be brave but terrified of the pain that we all knew was coming.  “Ready?” I said.
 
   He nodded slightly then he was in both our heads.  ‘Keep talking to me, help me to be quiet, please?’
 
   ‘You got it,’ Matt thought.
 
   ‘Of course,’ I thought.
 
   I looked at Matt.  “On three, okay?”
 
   He nodded.  “One, two, three,” and we lifted.  Carlos moaned, but managed to keep it quiet.  The more steps we took, the louder he got, though.  ‘Shhh, Carlos, you’re doing great, we’re almost there,’ I thought and he quieted a bit, then he started to get louder again.  
 
   ‘Seriously, dude, after what Malina did to you, I thought you were tougher than this,’ Matt thought as he winked, reminding Carlos of the time that Malina had basically broken Carlos in half, nearly killing him and putting him in the hospital for several weeks.  Carlos quieted again.  I could hear him gritting his teeth.  We made it out the door and up the few steps to the deck before he started groaning again.
 
   ‘Just a few more steps, hun.  You can do this Carlos,’ I thought.  The panic was clear in his eyes, but he managed to quiet again.  
 
   ‘Stop, dear God, please stop,’ he thought.  And we did just that, as we gently laid him on the stretcher.  We all lifted the stretcher so the wheels were just barely above the ground and tried to “float” him to the ambulance.  He managed to stay quiet the rest of the way, but only because he had passed out again from the pain.  We said our goodbyes to Omoruyi at the ambulance, thanking him profusely for his help then we all piled into the back, while Cameron drove.  David immediately began checking Carlos.  From the shaking of his head and the deeply concerned look on his face, things were bad, really bad.  He finally looked up at me. 
 
   “Sarah,” he began, “I’ve never seen anything this bad.  I don’t know if he can come back from this.”  
 
   I stared at David for a while then shook my head.  “He can and he will, David,” I said.  “He has to.”  Suddenly an image was in my head – Carlos arguing with someone, a man, with black hair and scarring on one side of his face.  Then, just as quickly, the scene was gone.  “Matt?” I said, “who is Jonas?”
 
   Matt’s eyes shot to mine and there was complete fear and concern in them.  “Where- Where did you hear that name?” he whispered.
 
   “Just now, in my head.  Carlos was dreaming.  They were arguing.  Why?  Who is he?” I said.
 
   “Could you tell if it was recent, Sarah.  Think hard.  Could you tell?”
 
   “I’m not sure, Matt.  It seemed like it was.  Carlos was wearing the same kind of clothes he wears now.  But I can’t be sure.  Why?  Who the hell is he?”
 
   “So Carlos wasn’t wearing a military uniform or clothes that look like they’re from the 1700’s?” he said, still ignoring my questions.  I was starting to get irritated.
 
   “No, he wasn’t.  Damn it, Matt, who is he?” I snapped.
 
   Matt squeezed his eyes shut for a second, then looked at me.  “Remember when Carlos mentioned ‘what he had gone through before’ and ‘how it had changed him’?”
 
   I nodded.  “Vaguely.  In Mexico, right?  After we got back from our trip down the Amazon during our search to find out how to change me into a vampire (most vampires didn’t know how to create other vampires and weren’t allowed to know for fear of creating too many and getting out of control) after we got our scars on our hands – our matching scars that allow you to feel me and me to feel you when they touch.  You told me you’d tell me later what he was talking about but you never did.”
 
   “I know.  Well, Jonas is what he went through.  Jonas put him through hell and back, many times.  He’s supposed to be locked away somewhere, or dead.  If he’s out, if he’s alive…” Matt closed his eyes and shook his head.  Wow, I thought, this guy must be bad with a capital ‘B.’
 
   Suddenly the ambulance stopped.  We were on the tarmac, next to the plane; our conversation would have to continue later.  Cameron opened the doors for us and we quickly moved the stretcher from the ambulance to the plane.  We were in the air a few minutes later.  I heard David mutter, “He really needs to feed,” under his breath, so I got up from my seat and heated up a few pints.  I walked over to Carlos, ignoring the questioning looks from both David and Cameron.  
 
   “But how…?” I heard Cameron say.
 
   I sat down next to Carlos and linked with him.  ‘Carlos,’ I thought.  ‘I need you to wake up.  Come on, please wake up.  Please?’
 
   ‘No,’ popped in my head and I smiled.  Always the smart-ass.
 
   ‘No?  I think that’s the first time you’ve ever said that to anyone, especially a woman,’
 
   I saw the slight smile on his face as his eyes fluttered open.  ‘You know me too well, Sarah.  Now, why the hell did you wake me?’
 
   I held the blood up.  ‘Dinner,’ I thought.
 
   ‘Oh, okay.  But I still can’t smell it,’ he thought.
 
   I nodded, closed my eyes and dropped my fangs.  I repeated the process of putting blood on my finger, putting it in his mouth and waiting for him to taste it and react.  Once he did, I was able to get him to drain both bags.  ‘More?’ I thought.
 
   ‘Please, not now,’ he thought.  ‘Later, okay? Can I sleep now, please?’
 
   ‘Okay, but one question first.  Does what happened to you have anything to do with Jonas?’ I thought.  
 
   From the terrified look in his eyes, I knew his answer before he thought it.  ‘Yes… but how did you…?’
 
   ‘You were dreaming earlier.’
 
   ‘Oh.  Talk to Matt about him, okay?  Please let me sleep for a bit.  I’ll try to fill you in later, but tell him he’s back… he’s back and he’s pissed as hell,’ he thought.
 
   I nodded and went back to my seat next to Matt.  “Did you hear any of that?” I said.
 
   He nodded and put his hand in mine.  “This is bad, Sarah.  From what Carlos has told me, Jonas is the scariest, strongest, most ruthless creature he’s ever encountered.  He’s evil, Sarah.  Pure evil.”
 
   I leaned into Matt.  “Are we ever going to be able to lead just a normal married vampire couple’s life?”
 
   He kissed my forehead.  “I hope so, Sarah.  I really hope so.  But given the true nature of vampires… I mean violence and death is a part of all of us, it’s how we all came to be.  It might just be a natural part of our existence too, I hope not, but it might be.”
 
   “Sometimes I wish we could just disappear,” I said as I snuggled in to him, dozing.  He leaned his head onto mine.  “Me too,” he whispered as he drifted off to sleep.
 
   I slept for a few hours, until Carlos’ quiet whimpering woke me.  Everyone else was asleep as I went and sat next to him.  ‘I’m sorry,’ he thought as his eyes found mine.  ‘I didn’t mean to wake anyone.’
 
   ‘Don’t be,’ I thought.  ‘Now, what can I do to help?  Do you think you could feed?’
 
   He slightly shook his head.  ‘Not now,’ he thought, ‘the microwave will wake everyone.  Just sit and talk to me for a few minutes, okay?  Tell me what you’ve been doing while I was away,’ he thought.
 
   I smiled.  ‘Okay,’ I thought.  ‘Well, we opened the medical clinic up to the villagers.’
 
   ‘To the humans?  Wow.  Who’s idea was that?’ he thought.
 
   ‘Mine,’ I grinned.
 
   He stared at me for a few seconds.  ‘Okay, Florence Nightingale, tell me all about it.’ 
 
   I spent the next few minutes telling him about the clinic, the kids, the emergencies, how much it meant to me.  Finally, I felt his hand relax in mine and I knew he was asleep again.  I gently pulled my hand out and crept back to my seat, snuggling back into Matt.  “He okay now?” he mumbled.
 
   “He’s sleeping again,” I whispered, “which is what we should be doing.”
 
   “Maybe I don’t want to,” he said as he tilted my chin up and found my lips with his, kissing me soft and sensually.  And there we remained for the rest of the flight.  No rush or inclination to take it farther, just like two teenagers making out on a first date.  And we didn’t stop until the plane taxied to a stop on the tarmac.  As the engines wound down, I put my forehead on his and just breathed him in.
 
   “I love you so much,” I said.  His hands came up to my face.
 
   “Look at me, Sarah” he said, and I did.  “Stop feeling guilty and stop feeling like you have to prove something to me.  I know you love me and you have nothing to feel guilty for.”  His finger went to my lips as I tried to protest.  “No, no more of this.  We had a hiccup and we’ve come through it.  It was tough on all of us, but we made it through.  And given the nature of our species and how long we’re going to be together, I’m pretty sure it won’t be the last one.  It’s probably the first of many, actually.  But we’ll get through them all, together, and with each one our love will get stronger.  You of all people should know that life can throw you some pretty wicked curveballs, but each one is a lesson, and if you learn from it then you come out better on the other side.”
 
   I just stared at him, completely speechless.  How was I supposed to respond to that?  How am I not supposed to feel guilty?  “But how Matt?” I whispered.  “How am I supposed to not feel guilty?”
 
   “Because if you don’t, Sarah, then we can’t move past this.  I have and I need you to, also.  How the hell are we supposed to enjoy each other if you’re spending all your time worrying about how I’m going to react or trying to atone for something that, truthfully, wasn’t much of anything?”
 
   “But I don’t know how to not feel guilty.  I’ve never been on this side before.  I’ve always been on your side of something, the side where I’m trying to make someone else feel less guilty about something that they did to me.  I’ve always been the quote, unquote, victim, not the bad guy – like when my first husband Rob had cheated on me and I had forgiven him.  I feel like shit, Matt, and I can’t seem to make that go away,” I said.
 
   “I know, Sarah, but you need to find a way, because, honestly, I’m getting pretty sick and tired of hearing you say how sorry you are.  I know you’re sorry, I know he’s sorry, but frankly, every time you tell me you’re sorry now just reminds me of the whole thing all over again, and I really would rather that doesn’t happen.  I would prefer to not have to think about it ever again, is that too much to ask?  Can you at least make that happen?”
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut and bit my lip.  I came so close to saying I’m sorry again it wasn’t funny.  Instead I wrapped my arms around his waist and laid 
 
   my head on his chest.  “I love you Matthew Pearl, I seriously don’t deserve you, but I completely love you.  Okay, you win.  I’ll do my best to stop feeling guilty and I won’t say I’m sorry anymore… but I will always be trying to make it up to you, so get used to that,” I said.
 
   He lifted my chin and grinned at me.  “Well, I was hoping for that, darlin’, looking forward to it actually.” He leaned down and planted one of those kisses on me.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Seven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Somehow we managed to get Carlos off the plane and onto the helicopter without him waking up, but the turbulent helicopter ride was another story.  The first jolt had him screaming as loud as his damaged vocal cords could.  I unbuckled myself and flew to his side.  “Carlos,” I said, “look at me, look at me right now.”  I waited until his terrified, panicked eyes finally found mine.  “Good, now close your eyes and listen to my voice, okay?”  He nodded slightly, whimpering and crying out once more as the helicopter dipped again.  “Carlos, you’re at the house on the island.  You’re walking on the beach and you’re surrounded by a dozen hot, sexy, beautiful women,” I said then I smiled as I saw the corners of his mouth turn up slightly.  “Right now, they’re all vying for your affection and you’re deciding which one you’re going to spend the night with.”  His voice popped into my head for a second and I smiled.  “Okay, you’re deciding which two you’re going to spend the night with,” I said then I looked at Matt and saw him shaking his head and laughing.  “Should it be the blonde with the big boobs and the athletic brunette?  Or how about the exotically sensual one with long black hair and the cute redhead?  Or the beautiful olive skinned one who’s topless right now and the centerfold from last month’s magazine, or the one with long strawberry blonde hair, blue eyes and a round, perky butt that’s just begging to be squeezed.”  I felt the chopper begin its descent, we were almost there.  Carlos popped into my head again and I laughed.  “No, I suppose you don’t have to choose.  Go ahead and take them all.”
 
   “Well, now that’s just not fair,” Matt said from behind me, grinning from ear to ear, “he has to share some with the rest of us.”
 
   “No kidding,” David said.  “I’d like the blonde with the big boobs.”
 
   “Dibs on the athletic brunette,” Matt said.
 
   “Fine.  Carlos, Matt gets the athletic brunette, David gets the blonde, and you get the rest… except for the olive skinned beauty, she’s for me.”  I grinned as two heads and Carlos’ eyes whipped around to me.  “What?  Why should you be the only ones who get to have fun?”
 
   ‘The strawberry blonde with the perky butt just waiting to be squeezed, that’s you isn’t it?  I want her the most.’
 
   I tried not to blush as I smiled at him. 
 
   ‘God, it’s good to see you again, Sarah.  I really missed you.  Thanks for being here,’ Carlos thought.
 
   “Like I’d be anywhere else, goofball,” I said as the chopper touched down, causing Carlos to wince.  “What’s say we get you to a room so you don’t have to move again for a very long time.  Sound good?”
 
   ‘Sounds like heaven, of course so does seeing you with the olive skinned beauty too,’ he thought as his grin tried to get bigger.
 
   We managed to get him inside without too much pain for him.  Transferring him from the stretcher to the hospital bed was another matter entirely.  We were as gentle as we possibly could be, and he tried so hard to not cry out, but we could all tell he was in agony.  As soon as we set him down, I asked one of the interns to bring two pints of blood.  I still had to put the blood on my finger and in his mouth to get his fangs to drop, but I was glad when he drained both pints.  David checked in his nose and down his throat.  “The nose will probably take a few more days at least, but the vocal cords look much better.  He might be able to speak normally by tomorrow,” he said.
 
   “That’s too bad,” I said as I grinned at Carlos, “he’s much less annoying when he can’t speak.”
 
   Carlos mouthed the word ‘bitch’ then winked at me.
 
   Matt came over and wrapped his arms around my waist.  “Do you want first shift or second?”
 
   I looked at him with pain all over my face… I didn’t want him to leave.
 
   “Sarah, one of us needs to stay with him, don’t you think?  The nurses we have around here now are used to humans, they haven’t been trained yet on vampire care and David and Cameron need to get some sleep, so I think it’s best if one of us stays.  At least for tonight, don’t you think?” he said.
 
   ‘You guys really don’t have to do that,’ Carlos thought to me.
 
   “No, Carlos, he’s right.  We can’t have you screaming out in the middle of the night when there are a few human patients here.  One of us should stay,” I said then I looked at Matt.  “Since he just fed, I’ll go try to get some sleep.  You take first shift.  I’ll be back in a few hours, but wake me if he wants to feed again, okay?”
 
   “I think I could probably manage to feed him,” Matt said.
 
   “Really?” I said.  “You really want to stick your finger in his mouth and have him suck it off of your finger?”
 
   “Oh, yeah, that’s not really something I’d like to experience.  I’ll wake you, okay?  Go sleep now.  I love you, Sarah,” he said as he locked his lips with mine.  Several minutes passed before he finally pulled away. 
 
   “I love you too.  I’ll see you in a bit.”  I looked at Carlos.  “Try to sleep, dude.”  He barely nodded.  “Night,” I said.
 
   ‘Night, Sarah,’ he thought.  ‘And thanks again.  You’re still the best ever.  And I can’t begin to tell you how much I missed you.’  I leaned down and gently kissed his forehead.
 
   I smiled, nodded and stepped out of the room.  I got halfway down the hall to our room when I said, “This is ridiculous.  I’m not going to get any sleep alone.”  I turned around, walked back into the clinic, grabbed an extra chair from the waiting room and walked back into Carlos’ room.  Matt seemed to be expecting this, and was smiling and holding his hand out to me when I walked in.  I set my chair next to his and gladly took it.  I brought my feet up on the chair and rested my head on my knees, looking at Matt and smiling.  The pace of the last week was catching up to me, and my eyelids grew heavy.  Before I knew it I was out.
 
   The nightmare began a few hours later.  It was Carlos’ nightmare, but it was also playing in my head as I slept.  It was Carlos, from a long time ago judging by his clothes.  It looked like he was in a barn and he appeared to be shackled, with his arms above his head.  He was beaten severely and in incredible pain… and he was starving, holy shit was he starving.  I thought I was starving after going a month without feeding.  That was peanuts compared to this.  I had no idea that someone could be this hungry and still be somewhat conscious.  The barn door opened and in walked Jonas, with a young, unconscious girl under one arm and a really scary looking horrible man walking on his other side.  “It’s time Carlos,” Jonas said.  “I’m tired of waiting for you.  It’s now or never.  You join me now, or I’m leaving you here to slowly starve to death.”  Jonas dropped the young girl on the ground and unlocked Carlos, who immediately fell to the ground.  Jonas helped him sit up and placed the girl across his lap.
 
   Carlos looked up at Jonas said, “Please, I beg you, please don’t make me do this.  She’s good, she’s innocent, she doesn’t deserve this.”
 
   Jonas looked at the horrible man and nodded to him.  “Have a seat next to my friend Carlos, Jeremiah,” he said.  I could feel Carlos struggling as the evil scent of Jeremiah hit him.  Jonas placed himself behind Carlos, putting both hands on either side of his head.
 
   “Please, no,” Carlos whispered, but I could feel what he was feeling and knew that his fangs were already down.  Carlos struggled to turn his head toward Jeremiah, wanting so badly to sink his teeth into his neck.
 
   “No, no,” Jonas said, “he’s here because his scent brings your fangs down, she is the only one you get to feed on.”
 
   “I can’t,” Carlos said through gritted teeth.
 
   Jonas leaned down to his ear, “You can and you will, or I’m going to kill your sister, your brothers, your mother and every other family member of yours that I can find.”
 
   As soon as he said that Carlos groaned, turned and sank his teeth into the young girl’s neck as a sob escaped him.
 
   “NO!” I screamed, waking myself up.
 
   Matt was instantly soothing me.  “Sarah, you were dreaming.  It’s okay, honey.”
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut.  “Oh my God, Matt.  Jonas figured out how to feed on innocents.  And he forced Carlos to do it too.  Oh my God,” I sobbed.
 
   Carlos’ raspy voice made us jump.  “It took me ten years to hide my family, to give them new identities, make certain they were safe.  Ten years I had to stay with Jonas, before I could finally turn him in to the Elders,” he whispered.  “You should have left me at the bottom of the ocean, cause he’s coming for me and he’ll go through anyone who gets in his way, and even those who don’t.”
 
   “Carlos, how did he find out you’re the one who turned him in?” Matt said.
 
   “I told him,” he said.
 
   We both jumped up and exclaimed, “You WHAT?!?”
 
   “I thought he’d just kill me and be done with it.  Instead he locked me in the cargo hold of that stupid ship.  I don’t know why.  I don’t know if he knew that the pirates were going to take it over and blow it up.  But I can tell you that he had a plan, he always has a plan,” he said.
 
   A voice in all our heads made all of us jump, ‘Of course I have a plan, Carlos.  But if I told you what it was it wouldn’t be any fun for me.  And after all these years, I’m looking forward to some fun, a lot of fun.  I’m especially looking forward to meeting you, Sarah.  Oh yes, you and I are going to be close, very close.  I’m getting aroused just thinking about it, that and ripping apart Carlos and Matt.  So much fun, so much time.  Till next time,’ and then Jonas was gone.  At least we hoped he was gone.
 
   Matt’s hand was squeezing mine so tight I winced.  “Did anybody feel him coming into our heads?” Matt said
 
   We both nodded our heads.  “He can usually come in without being noticed,” Carlos said.  “He could still be here now.”
 
   I stood up.  “I’m calling Marie.  Hopefully Musetta can help us.  I‘ll be back here in five minutes.  When I get back, I want you two to fill me in on everything you know about Jonas, okay?”  I kissed Matt and headed out the door.  I could only hope that Jonas wasn’t still in my head as I called Marie, the daughter of the voodoo priestess who provided a crucial piece to turning me into a vampire – a formula that she made from a variety of disgusting ingredients that made my heart rate increase – to allow the vampire ‘virus’ to circulate through my body before it died – and it slowed the speed with which Matt drank my blood – allowing him to stop before he killed me, something that most vampires can’t do because it only takes seconds for us to drain an entire human body.
 
   Marie said that she’d talk to her mother about our situation and to see if she thought that there was any way to block Jonas from being in our heads, or would allow us to notice him being there, and she’d call me back later this afternoon.  On my way back to the clinic, I stopped by the kitchen and heated up six pints.  I drained two myself and brought the other four to Matt and Carlos.  “Okay,” I said after I’d helped Carlos feed, “tell me everything about him.”
 
   “He’s over seven hundred years old.  He was the original Enforcer, building the elite guard force that protected the Elders, brought over here by Victor, the original Elder, to protect him.  Many felt that Jonas was somewhat bitter at having to serve under Victor, that he felt that he should be in charge.  He remained an Enforcer for three hundred years though, protecting Victor and the others, but growing angrier and more bitter each day, until he figured out his technique for consuming innocent blood, which makes you much stronger and much more powerful than evil blood.  That’s when he left, and began plotting his revenge against the Elders.  Plotting and growing stronger by the minute, for over one hundred and fifty years, and wreaking havoc wherever he went.  He was just about to carry out his plan when I told the Elders where they could find him.  They captured him and imprisoned him.  I begged them to kill him, but they said they wanted him to suffer instead.  So they threw him in a prison they had built just for him, on an island in the middle of the Indian Ocean, more than one thousand miles from anything.  He was feeding off the rats that got in to his cell.  He finally managed to break out of the cell about twenty five years ago, but he was still stuck on the island because he could no longer fly, not for short distances like most of us can and definitely not a thousand miles, and he lacked the strength to swim very far.  About a year ago, a small boat anchored in the cove and some shady treasure hunters started diving and looking for shipwrecks.  One of them came ashore to look for food and, unfortunately for him, he was a really bad guy.  Jonas fed off of him, then waited for the others that he knew would come searching for him.  He killed all but one member of the crew.  He told the last guy that he’d let him live if he helped him get the boat to South Africa.  Of course, he killed him too, right before they arrived.  He didn’t need him anymore.  He’s been quietly gaining his strength back ever since, and interrogating every vampire he comes across.  He’s got some serial killer named Lester working for him, so he can feed off innocents.  And when I just happened to show up nearby in my travels…. well, he just couldn’t resist a reunion.  Once he had me, I knew if he found out that I had a family of sorts again, people that I truly care about and would do anything to protect, you and Matt, I knew that he’d try to force me to join him, in order to save you.  So I told him I was the one who turned on him before, the one who got him caught.  I hoped that he’d be so angry that he’d just kill me quickly and it would be over with.”  Carlos closed his eyes then, because he was exhausted from telling us all of this.
 
   I walked over to Carlos’ bed and leaned down close to his face.  “Carlos,” I whispered, as Matt smirked behind me, he knew me well enough to know what was coming.  “I know you’re hurting right now.  But if you ever do anything that stupid again, the pain that you feel now is nothing compared to the pain you’ll feel when I’m through with you.  Got it?”
 
   He nodded as he tried to smile.  I leaned down and very gently kissed his forehead.  Suddenly there was a quiet knock on the door.  I shot back into Matt’s arms, both of us instantly tense and alert for anything.  “Come in,” I said.
 
   Maria opened the door slightly.  “I’m really sorry to bother you, Sarah,” she began, “but Carmela is here with Juan and Sophia, and she’s asking to see you.  If you’re too busy I can ask her to come back later.”
 
   I shook my head.  “No, that’s okay, Maria.  I’m not too busy.  I’ll be right there.”
 
   She nodded and closed the door.  I turned back to say goodbye to Carlos, but he was staring wide-eyed at the door.  “Who was that?” he whispered.
 
   “That was Maria, she’s a nurse here,” I said.
 
   “I hope she’s going to be taking care of me,” he said.
 
   I smiled.  “I’d have to see if she’s willing to learn that.  So far, she’s only taken care of humans.  You’re the first vampire patient we’ve had since she started.”
 
   He looked over at me.  “Please check for me?  Would you, Sarah?”
 
   “Sure, Carlos, but only if you’ll behave yourself around her.  Deal?” I said, and he nodded, an interesting and tame response for Carlos that kind of confused me.  I turned to Matt.  “You staying?”
 
   He shook his head.  “I need to go talk to Stefan and Penelope about Jonas.  I’ll bring them back here with me in a little while, okay?”
 
   “You’ll be okay by yourself for a little while?” I asked Carlos.
 
   “I’ll be fine.  I’m beat.  I want to try to sleep for a bit,” he said.
 
   “Let me know if you need anything, anything at all,” I said, and he nodded.
 
   Matt grabbed my hand and together we walked down the hall.  As soon as we rounded the corner near the waiting room, Juan squealed and ran to hug me.  I scooped him up in my arms.  “Play now?” he said.
 
   “Of course I’ll play with you now, Juan,” I said.
 
   Matt smiled and kissed my cheek.  “Have fun, I’ll see you in a bit.”
 
   I nodded and walked with Juan over to the toys.  “Hello Carmela,” I said, “it’s so nice to see you again.  What brings you here today?”
 
   “Well, actually, I have a huge favor to ask,” she said, in Spanish.  “My brother needs my help moving.  Is there any possibility you could baby-sit Juan and Sophia for a few hours today?  My neighbor was supposed to do it, but she’s got a bad cold.  I would be back before five this evening, I promise.”
 
   I had to just stare for a minute.  Was she really asking me to watch her kids?  Me?  A vampire?  She trusted me enough to do that?  “I’d love to,” I said.
 
   “Oh, thank you.  Thank you so much,” she said as she handed me the diaper bag.  “There’s formula, diapers and instructions in here.  Sophia had a bottle right before we got here, and I just changed her, so she should be good for a while.  Juan will let you know when he needs to go.  Thank you so much,” she said as she stood up and handed Sophia to me.
 
   I sat down on the floor next to Juan, with Sophia on my lap.  “Blocks or cars?” I asked.  He handed me a car.  “Cars it is,” I said.  I opened the diaper bag and pulled out a colorful rattle for Sophia.  I kept her occupied with it, while I used my other hand to play cars with Juan.  We sat playing for almost half an hour, before Juan got antsy and wanted to do something else.  I knew we had a new kids’ play area outside, with a slide and swings, in the corner, where it was shaded most of the time.  “Would you like to go outside and play, Juan?”  I said, as I bounced Sophia on my lap.  He jumped up and nodded his head.  As we headed outside, I reached out to Matthew, ‘Are you too busy to meet me outside for a little bit?’
 
   ‘Not at all, but I was just going to bring Stefan and Penelope to talk to you, is now not a good time?’ he thought.
 
   ‘Can you ask them to meet us in Carlos’ room at five thirty?  I’m going to be busy until then.’ I thought.
 
   ‘Sure, but what’s up, Sarah?’
 
   ‘You’ll see, just come outside.’
 
   ‘On my way.’
 
   Juan, Sophia and I had reached the play area and Juan wanted me to push him on the swings.  “Just a second Juan, I have someone coming to hold Sophia, then I can push you, okay?” I said.
 
   “Okay,” he said, clearly frustrated.
 
   “How about the slide first?” I said.  “I can help you up there, if you want.”
 
   That brought a smile to his face, and to mine.  He reached for my hand and we walked over to the slide.  I held tight as he climbed to the top, still holding tight as he slid down.  “Wheeeeee,” he squealed.  “Again.”
 
   We moved back around to the ladder.  “Well, this looks like fun,” Matt said, as he joined us.
 
   “Just in time,” I said.  “Can you hold Sophia while I help Juan?”
 
   Matt’s face fell “Sarah, I’ve never… ummm… I don’t know how… uhhh,” he stuttered.  Unlike me, he had never been a parent when he was human – his human wife had died during childbirth and he had been shot while on duty as a cop about a year later – it was then that the Elders had taken him and turned him into a vampire.
 
   I smiled at him and kissed his cheek.  “Relax sweetheart.  You’ll do just fine.  And I’ll be right here.  Now go sit on the bench.”
 
   He moved very slowly for a vampire.  He was clearly nervous.  “Hold out your hands,” I said, which he did, and I gently placed Sophia in his arms, who promptly smiled at him.  “See, you’re doing just fine.”
 
   I stood and walked back to Juan.  “Thank you for waiting so patiently, Juan,” I said as I helped him up the slide.  He went down one more time then we moved to the swings.
 
   “Higher,” he kept saying as I pushed him, while keeping one eye on Matt and Sophia.  She was beginning to fuss a little, and I could see the panic forming in his eyes.  “Juan,” I said as he flew back and forth, “would it be okay if my friend Matt pushed you?  He can push you higher than I can.”
 
   “Yesss,” he squealed.
 
   Matt was over to me in a few seconds, handing Sophia to me.  “You did great, honey,” I said, trying to calm him.  “Relax, and don’t push too hard,” I whispered so Juan couldn’t hear me.  I put Sophia up on my shoulder and patted her back.  I got a big burp out of her almost immediately and she stopped fussing.  “That was her problem?” Matt said.  “How did you know that?”
 
   I smiled at him.  “Honey, I didn’t know that.  Usually, when a baby fusses, it’s because of one of four things – they’re hungry, they need a diaper change, they need to burp or they need some love.  I started with the burping, and it just happened to be right, this time.”
 
   Suddenly Juan squealed.  “Mommy!  Look Mommy, look how high I’m going.”
 
   Carmela walked over to us, beaming.  “I see that sweetie.  You’re going so high.”
 
   She took Sophia from me.  “Thank you so much, I really appreciate this,” she said.
 
   “I was happy to do it, Carmela.  Anytime you need a babysitter, I’m available,” I said.  Matt stopped the swing and helped Juan climb out while I handed the diaper bag to Carmela.  We both waved as they started walking towards the gate.  Suddenly Juan dropped his Mom’s hand and ran to me.  I squatted down and he threw his arms around my neck, giving me a big hug.  “Bye, bye, Sarah,” he said.
 
   “Bye Juan.  You be a good boy for your mom.  I’ll see you soon,” I said, trying not to sound choked up.  Matt wrapped his arms around me as I stood up.  “I’m fine,” I said as my head rested on his chest.
 
   “You sure?” he said, clearly concerned.  He knew that even though it had been years, I still felt the loss of my young son as if it were yesterday – and I always would.
 
   I looked up at him and smiled.  “Absolutely.  Although I am missing being with you, it’s been a little while.  But I know Stefan and Penelope are probably waiting for us in Carlos’ room.  I can wait.”
 
   Matt’s eyes darted around the compound, then he looked up and he smiled.  “You’re right,” he said.  “You game for a quickie?”
 
   “Always,” I said.  I definitely liked where this was going.  He tightened his arms around me and crushed his mouth down on mine.  Our tongues danced around each other as I felt us rising off the ground.  His mind reached out to mine, and I gladly let him in.  ‘We need to be quiet,’ he thought, ‘if someone hears us up here, they might come to investigate.’
 
   ‘Up here, where?’ I thought, as I tried to suppress a groan.
 
   ‘The roof,’ he thought, as we touched down.  We quickly moved away from the edges, toward the pillar on the side of the access door.  Within seconds, our shirts were off, his pants were around his ankles and mine were off.  My legs were wrapped around his waist as he held me up, pressing my back against the wall as he pounded into me.  ‘Oh my God… I can’t… I can’t… I can’t keep quiet,’ I thought as my climax threatened to unleash.  Just as I opened my mouth to cry out, I managed to sink my teeth into his neck and muffle my scream.
 
   “Sorry about that,” I whispered into his neck afterwards, licking the large bite marks I had left there.
 
   “Dear God, don’t be,” Matt said, as he grinned.  “I love it when you can’t control yourself.”
 
   ‘So do I,’ said a sinister voice in my head.
 
   Matt felt me tense up immediately and he looked into my eyes.  I pointed to my head.  “Jonas,” I said.  Matt growled.  We quickly pulled our clothes on and I linked with Matt.  ‘What the hell do you want now?’ I thought.
 
   ‘Nothing,’ Jonas thought, ‘just amusing myself while you’re enjoying yourself.  Although, if you thought that was out of control, just wait until I get my hands on you.  You’ll be begging me, pleading with me, for more.’
 
   Matt growled again.  ‘The only begging and pleading will be from you, begging me to let you live, which I won’t.’
 
   Jonas laughed.  ‘Oh my, but this is too much fun.  The pure satisfaction I’m going to get as I force you to watch me pleasuring your wife is just… oh my… I get aroused just thinking about it.’
 
   Matt was about ready to blow a gasket.  I reached out my hand to calm him as I thought, ‘Pleasuring me?  You don’t have the right equipment or technique to pleasure me.  The only reaction you could possibly get out of me is laughter.  Now get the hell out of my head, you disgusting, silly, little man.’
 
   Jonas tried to sound calm, but I could tell that I had touched a nerve, exactly the reaction I wanted as he thought, ‘Fine, I’ll go now, but you’ll see, Sarah.  One day soon, you’ll see.’
 
   “I am going to kill that asshole,” Matt said through gritted teeth.
 
   “You and me both, baby,” I said, then I turned his face to mine.  “This one’s going to be tough.  You’re reaction is just what he’s looking for.  He obviously wants you so furious that you can’t think straight.  We, no, you, have to find a way to not let him get to you like that.”
 
   “That easy for you so say, Sarah.  I just got you back, not just physically but your heart too, and now he’s talking about trying to mess that up again,” he said.
 
   I stepped back and glared at him.  “I cannot believe you just compared this to what happened with Carlos.  If you honestly think that someone I despise can force themselves on me and I’d fall for them because of that… then you must not truly believe that I love you, which means that you’re not over what happened before and you might never be.  I can’t spend the rest of eternity swimming upstream, Matt.  Am I fighting a losing battle here?”
 
   The panic was in his eyes instantly.  “Oh shit, no.  I didn’t mean it like that.  I know you love me and I know you’d never fall for him Sarah.  I just meant that if he did get a hold of you and did the things he’s talking about doing… well… it would probably mess both of us up, to say the least.”
 
   “Then we’ll just have to make sure that never happens, won’t we?” I said.
 
   He nodded and pressed his forehead to mine.  “I’m sorry, Sarah,” he said.  “I love you.”
 
   “I love you too,” I said as I brought my mouth to his and kissed him.  “Now, let’s get back to work, okay?”  He nodded and we rose into the air and lowered ourselves into the back corner of the yard, where we wouldn’t be noticed.  We clung to each other as we walked inside and into Carlos’ room.  Stefan and Penelope were already there – they were two of the original Elders, but they had helped us and I knew in my heart that they were good people, so we had asked them to join us – and they were now part of my cabinet.  “Hello, all, sorry we’re late” I said.
 
   “No problem, we just got here ourselves,” Stefan said.
 
   “Great, now were either of you here when Jonas was?” I asked.
 
   “Stefan wasn’t but I was,” Penelope said.  “Victor brought me and Paolo in right after he found this place.  We were a group of three for a long time.  He didn’t expand it to five until about three hundred years ago.”
 
   “Tell me about Jonas when he was here,” I said.
 
   “He was brutal.  We had a hard time controlling him.  Many times he would go overboard with punishment, killing many that we didn’t want killed.  He never failed when we sent him to hunt down missing vampires, which was never an issue.  But it got to the point where, if we wanted the vampire found alive so we could extract information, we’d send someone else to find them, because we weren’t sure we could count on Jonas to bring them back alive.  We had just begun discussing firing him when he left on his own.”
 
   ‘I knew it,’ came the voice in my head.
 
   “God, Jonas, why do you always pick me?” I groaned.  Penelope’s head whipped around. “He’s here?  In your head?  What did he say?” she said, her panic clear on her face. 
 
   ‘Cause your mind is the sexiest,’ he thought and I cringed.
 
   “He said he suspected you were going to fire him, and now you just confirmed it,” I said.
 
   ‘Let me talk to all of them,’ Jonas thought.
 
   “He wants us to link,” I said.  They all looked at each other then nodded.
 
   ‘Get it out quick, Jonas, I’m too busy for morons,’ I thought.
 
   ‘Temper, temper.  My, but you are a feisty one, Sarah.  I really like it,’ Matt’s hand squeezed tighter in mine as Jonas went on.  ‘Hello Penelope.  Miss me?  I’ll bet you miss the things I used to do to you in your room, don’t you?’
 
   Penelope squeezed her eyes shut, blushing, as Stefan turned to look at her.  “He was your lover?” Stefan said.  Stefan and Penelope had married right after we had defeated the Elders, something they weren’t allowed to do when the Elders were in control.  Love was a foreign emotion to most of them.
 
   “Very briefly,” she mumbled.
 
   ‘Ahhh, you didn’t tell him?  How interesting,’ Jonas thought.
 
   ‘Truthfully, it was pretty forgettable, so I didn’t bother,’ Penelope thought, as I smiled and thought, ‘Good one, P.’
 
   ‘Oooh, ouch.  That’s not what you told me at the time, you said I was the best you’d ever had.  No matter, though, my sights are set elsewhere now, to that feisty auburn-haired beauty standing next to you, the one who has these amazing full-body orgasms.’  Now it was my turn to squeeze my eyes shut and blush as he went on, ‘They’re quite spectacular, but they’ll be even more spectacular when I get a hold of her.’
 
   ‘Not a fucking chance,’ I thought, not caring that everyone was listening, but I peeked at Matt and saw him smiling.  ‘You’re boring the hell out of me Jonas, would you get to your point?’ I thought.
 
   ‘My, but you do arouse me, Sarah. Very much. Especially right now.’  
 
   ‘Shut the hell up, Jonas,’ Matt thought as he growled.  Then every face in the room turned to me. My eyes were closed, I was smiling, and I was thinking the alphabet song… over and over again… hoping that the repetition and annoyance of it would make Jonas want to leave.  I was right.  
 
   ‘Alright, alright, I’ll go,’ Jonas thought.  ‘You win, this time, Sarah.  But don’t get too cocky.  It’s going to take a lot more than a stupid song to beat me in person.’  And with that, he was gone.  The rest of us quickly disconnected.
 
   “Okay,” I said, “when we talk, everybody be thinking the alphabet song.”
 
   Carlos chuckled from his bed.  “That’s going to drive him nuts, Sarah.”
 
   “I hope so, Carlos,” I said.  “Now, Carlos needs to eat and sleep.  Why don’t we all meet back here tomorrow morning at eight?  Does that work for everyone?”  Stefan and Penelope said their goodnights and I went to the kitchen to grab dinner.  Carlos’ nose still wasn’t healed, so I helped him feed again.  “I’ll stay awake first, Matt,” I said.  “You can take–”
 
   “Uh-uh,” Carlos interrupted.  “No way.  I’m fine, Sarah.  The pain isn’t too bad.  I’ll sleep, and if something wakes me up, I’ll wake you.  So please go, okay?”
 
   I hesitated. “You promise you’ll wake me?”
 
   “Scout’s honor,” he said, holding up two fingers.
 
   “Okay.  But if I get word that you woke up screaming and you didn’t wake me, then I’m going to be in here until you’re released, understand?” I said.
 
   “Okay, okay.  Now go, so I can sleep, please?”
 
   Matt’s arm went around my waist as he began to pull me toward the door.  “Night, Carlos,” he said.  “See you in the morning.”
 
   “Night you two,” Carlos said.
 
   As we approached the door to our room, Maria’s door opened.  “Sarah?” she whispered.
 
   “Yes, Maria, what is it?  Is something wrong?”
 
   “No, not at all.  I was just wondering, well, I was wondering if I could help you with the vampire patient tomorrow,” she said.
 
   “Really?  You want to help with Carlos?”
 
   “If that’s okay, yes.  I’d like to learn so I can help with all the patients.”
 
   “That’s great, Maria.  We have a meeting with him first, but I’ll come and get you after that, okay?”
 
   “That’s fine.  Thank you Sarah, and good night.”
 
   “Good night Maria.”
 
   I turned back to Matt, who was waiting for me at our door, smiling.  “Ready for bed, Mrs. Pearl?” he said, holding his arms out to me.
 
   I loved the surprised look on his face as I ducked under them and walked into the room.  “Not quite, Mr. Pearl,” I said as I began to strip while I was walking through the living room.  “We need a shower first.”  I smiled as I heard the door slam behind me and his clothing falling to the floor as he quickly followed after me.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Eight
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   “I so do not want to get up yet,” I groaned.  It was seven thirty, but we’d only gotten a few hours sleep… we’d spent most of our night enjoying each other.
 
   “Me neither,” Matt sleepily mumbled as his caressing fingers moved from my arm, to my chest, then down my belly.
 
   ‘Me neither,’ Jonas said in my head.
 
   I quickly sat up.  “Go to hell Jonas,” I said and thought.
 
   “Damn it,” Matt spat, “that guy is on my last nerve.”
 
   “Mine too, sweetheart, mine too.”  I started to climb out of bed, but then stopped.  “No,” I said.
 
   “No?” Matt said.
 
   “He doesn’t get to come between us.  We can’t allow him to do that.  Either we start singing in our heads when we’re together, or we just learn to ignore him.  Either way, he is not going to stop us,” I said.
 
   “Seriously, Sarah, how am I supposed to get aroused when I’m singing the alphabet song in my head?” he groaned.
 
   I looked at him and smiled.  “Link with me.  I’ll sing it.  You just need to relax and enjoy,” I said as I ducked my head under the covers and began kissing his belly, and slowly moving lower.  I felt his mind link with mine, and I started singing in my head, ‘This is the song that never ends… yes it goes on and on my friend…’ over and over as Matt groaned and his body quickly began to respond to me.  Pretty soon he growled, sat up and grabbed me, pulling me on top of him as his mouth crushed down on mine.  It was getting way too difficult to concentrate on the song.  I began skipping words, forgetting sentences.  Eventually I just thought, ‘Oh forget it,’ and my body began squeezing and convulsing, causing Matt to bite down on my neck as he, too, finally let himself go.
 
   My head rested on Matt’s shoulder as I tried to catch my breath.  “No one is going to ever stop you from doing that to me,” I said.
 
   “Stop me from doing that to you?” Matt said, as he gasped.  “I’m pretty sure you meant that the other way around.”
 
   I looked at him and smiled.  “Now we can go to work,” I said.  He smiled and nodded then we climbed out of bed.  
 
   We made it to Carlos’ room just after eight.  As soon as we walked in Stefan handed us notepads and pens, then held his finger up and mouthed ‘Shhhh’.
 
   I nodded.  “Okay, what can you tell me about Jonas?  Any idea what his plans are?  Any thoughts on how we can beat him?  Capture him?  Get him the hell out of my head – which he is in right now.  Go away Jonas,” I said and thought.
 
   ‘Well, good morning Sarah, everyone.  Good guess on me being in your head,’ he thought.
 
   “He says good morning and that I made a lucky guess that he was in my head listening,” I said as I wrote on the notepad ‘it wasn’t a guess, I’m starting to be able to tell when he’s there’ which I held up and showed to everyone.
 
   ‘How?’ Matt mouthed.
 
   I wrote ‘it makes me feel kind of, nauseous, is the best way I can describe it.’
 
   Matt and Carlos both laughed when I held that one up.
 
   ‘You going to let me in on the joke?’ Jonas thought.
 
   “He wants to know if I’m going to let him in on the joke,” I said then I thought and said, “Maybe later Jonas.”
 
   That made him angry.  ‘Do not cross me Sarah.  I can do other things when I’m in your head,’ and with that the room started spinning then went black.
 
   The voices sounded miles away.  “Sarah?  Wake up, Sarah.  Oh God, what’s wrong with her?  What happened?”
 
   “Lay her down, Matt.  Let me take a look at her,” Cameron said.
 
   “Dr. Cameron, what can I do to help?” Maria said, sweet Maria.  I tried to wave at her, but I couldn’t see her.  I was still in a pitch black cave or something.  But how could anything be pitch black for me?  Nothing was ever pitch black.  I could see perfectly in the dark.  But why could I hear their voices but I couldn’t see them?  I felt someone try to come in to my head, so I let them. 
 
   ‘Sarah?  Honey?  Are you there?’ Matt thought.
 
   ‘Course I am baby, but where are you?  Is it time for hide and seek?’ I thought then I started giggling.  Something definitely wasn’t right.  Not only was everything black but I felt, well, I felt like I was drunk.  That’s when the fear kicked in.  My adrenaline began furiously pumping through my body.  Something was definitely wrong, and that something was—  ‘Jonas!’ I thought, ‘you’ve made your point.  Let me go.’
 
   Matt started to growl, but I blindly reached my hand out to stop him.  He grabbed it and held it tight in his.
 
   Jonas began laughing.  ‘But this is so much fun, Sarah.  Look at them fumbling around trying to figure out what’s wrong with you.  I must confess you’re pretty amazing, Sarah.  Nobody’s ever figured it out before by themselves, nobody.  All right then, I’ve had enough fun for now.’
 
   And with that my head was clear and I could see again.  I blinked, focused on Matt’s face and smiled.  “Hi,” he said, smiling back at me.
 
   “That was seriously messed up,” I said.  “Did anyone know he could do that?”
 
   “Not exactly,” Penelope said.  “I think we’ve all had that happen to us.”  She looked around and Stefan and Carlos nodded.  “We never knew what, or who, caused it.”
 
   “He did that to me a lot when he was trying to get me to join him,” Carlos said, “but I had no clue it was him.  I thought I was having blackouts from the stress and starvation.”
 
   I noticed Penelope standing in the corner, biting her lip, a look of pain and fear on her face.  She met my eyes and barely shook her head.  I tried to get in to her head.  At first she shook her head no, then took a deep breath and let me in.  ‘What’s wrong?’ I thought.
 
   ‘I don’t want Stefan to find out,’ she thought.  I could see her hands shaking.
 
   ‘Find out what?’
 
   ‘If I tell you, you can’t tell anyone, not even Matt.  Promise me you won’t tell anyone.’
 
   ‘I promise.’
 
   ‘Jonas used to do that to me to force himself on me.  He never spoke, so I didn’t know it was him, but now I do.  At first I tried to fight him off, but, being blind, I wasn’t very effective, so eventually I just gave up.  I’d just lay there until he was finished, waiting for him to go away so my vision could return,’ she thought, then squeezed her eyes shut, as if trying to make the memory go away.
 
   ‘Oh, Penelope,’ I thought as I tried not to let my emotions show on my face.
 
   ‘Don’t, Sarah.  Please don’t feel sorry for me.  Just help me figure out how to get rid of him once and for all.’
 
   ‘You have my word.’
 
   “Honey?” Matt said, and I smiled. 
 
   “I love you,” I said.
 
   He beamed and leaned down to gently kiss me.  “I love you too,” he said as he smiled at me, a smile that lit up his face, the same way his smile lit up his face the first night he spoke to me, the same way his face lights up every time he looks at me.  “You think you’re feeling good enough to stand yet?” he said.
 
   I nodded.  “I think so,” I said, as I shakily started to get up.  Matt held tight, wrapping his arms around my waist.  I grabbed my notebook and wrote, ‘No more talking, no more scheduling meetings out loud.  I don’t want him in my head when we’re all together.  Please everyone, think.  We have to figure out how to stop him.’  They all nodded.  “Well, I guess we’re stuck right now.  All we can do now is wait,” I said, knowing Jonas would hear it.
 
   “I guess so,” Carlos said, “it sucks, but you’re right, Sarah.”
 
   “I’ve got some other work to do, and so does Penelope, so we’re going to take off now.” Stefan said.
 
   I walked over to Carlos.  “You need to feed and then it’s time to change your pajamas and sheets.  Your skin has dried, you’ve pushed out a lot more salt and we don’t want you lying in it.”
 
   Carlos groaned.  “Can’t you find someone else to change me?  It’s embarrassing having you do it.”
 
   “Well, I was going to have Maria help me, so that she could do it next time,” I said.
 
   “Maria?  Don’t you have a guy that could do it?” he said, pouting.
 
   “Not at the moment.  Stop being such a big wuss, Carlos,” I said as I smiled at him.
 
   I turned at looked at Matt.  “Can you go grab four pints for him please?”
 
   He nodded and stepped out.  I looked back at Carlos and he was just staring at me.  God, no, not now.  “It’s still there for you, isn’t it, Sarah?  The pull, it’s still just as strong, isn’t it?  It is for me.  I’m lying here in so much pain, but all I can think of is you in my arms.”
 
   “Don’t, Carlos.  Please, not now.  I’m not ready for this now.”
 
   “Are we ever ready for it?  I think we know now that, if we’re going to be part of each other’s lives, we have to learn how to deal with it.  That’s all we can do, deal with it.  Honestly, it does seem to make it a little easier when Maria’s around, for me anyways.  Maybe distractions help, you know?”
 
   “We can hope, I guess.  Don’t go anywhere, Carlos.  I’ll be right back,” I said.
 
   “Ha ha, funny,” he said, sarcastically.  “Don’t go anywhere she says, what a comedian.”
 
   I walked out into the hall and got Tanya’s attention at the front desk.  She walked over to me.  “What’s up Sarah?”
 
   “Can you find Maria and send her in here with a clean gown and bedding for Carlos?”
 
   “Sure thing,” she said, and she walked back to her desk.  I saw Matt coming with Carlos’ meal, so I waited for him, smiling.  “Hi handsome,” I said when he got to me.  
 
   He grinned at me.  “Well, hello beautiful.”  He handed me two of the pints.  I closed my eyes and dropped my fangs to pierce one of the bags.  “You know it totally turns me on when you do that.” 
 
   I grinned and nodded, then stuck one fang into the corner of the bag as we walked into Carlos’ room.  “Breakfast is served,” I said.
 
   “It’s about damn time,” he said as he grinned.
 
   I squeezed a drop of blood on my finger and stuck it in Carlos’ mouth, waiting for his fangs to react.  There was a soft knock on the door.  “Come in,” I said.  
 
   Maria poked her head in the door just as Carlos’ fangs dropped, one of which went into my finger.  “Ouch,” I mumbled as I pulled my finger out and pressed his fangs into the blood.  After a few seconds, he was done with the fourth pint, which I tossed into the garbage then I turned to Maria, who was waiting by the door, wide-eyed but patient.  “Come in Maria.  Maria, I’d like you to meet my best friend Carlos.  Carlos, this is Maria,” I said.
 
   “Hola, Senor Carlos,” she said, shyly.
 
   “Como esta, Maria?” he replied, with his goofy grin firmly in place.
 
   She grinned and looked at the floor, clearly too shy to carry on a conversation so soon.  
 
   “Okay, Maria.  Let’s get his bedding changed.  First his gown,” I said.
 
   “Sarah, please, do we have to?” he mumbled.
 
   “Relax, I’ve got you covered,” I said as I held up a hand towel.  “Literally.”  I handed him the towel, which he stuck under the sheet and used to cover his groin.
 
   “Ready?” I said and he nodded.
 
   “Okay, Maria.  I’ll roll him towards me, you untie the back and open it, then I’ll roll him back and we’ll, gently, take it off of him.”  I looked at Carlos’ eyes, to be sure he was ready, since I knew this would cause him to hurt like hell.  He looked scared, but determined, as he nodded.  I put one hand on his arm, the other on his thigh then ever so gently pulled him toward me.
 
   He grunted and tried really hard not to moan.  “The leg, Sarah, the leg.  Try moving your hand down a little,” he said through gritted teeth.  
 
   “Better?” I said.
 
   “No,” he groaned.
 
   Maria nodded at me and I lowered him back down, pausing for a minute to allow him to recover.  “Carlos, you’ve got a lot of dried salt on you, we need to try to wash it off again” I said
 
   He tried, unsuccessfully, to give me an evil stare.  “You have a death wish or something?” he said.
 
   “You know it will hurt worse if we leave it there,” I said.
 
   “Yeah, I know, but I have an idea,” he said as he pointed to my notepad and paper.
 
   “Can you hold this?” I said, meaning the pen, but not wanting to say it just in case Jonas was listening.
 
   “Probably not, but you can for me,” he said.
 
   I pulled the chair up next to the bed and sat down.  “This doesn’t get you out of the sponge bath you know,” I said.
 
   “I know,” he groaned, “in a minute.”
 
   I gripped the pen and held it to the paper as he gently laid his hand over mine and started guiding it over the paper.
 
   “You have blood for the humans, right?” he slowly had me write.  I nodded yes.
 
   “I’ll heal twice as fast if you let me have some.” 
 
   I stared at the paper for a few seconds then looked at Matt, who read it and looked at me.
 
   “But Carlos, you said it’s very…” Matt said but stopped when Carlos held up his hand
 
   He began writing again, “Addicting, yes it is.  Very.  But I’ve been thinking about it.  I think it’s the only way we’ll be strong enough to take on Jonas.”
 
   “We?” I said.
 
   Carlos nodded, then wrote, “Yes, we.  The three of us.  Drinking it won’t be a problem for you, Sarah.  You can drop your fangs at will.  Matt and I will have to use the evil blood to drop our fangs, then drink it.”
 
   “But what about… after?” I said.
 
   “David, Cameron, Stefan & Penelope can help us break the addiction.” 
 
   “How bad is it?  How long does it take?” I said.
 
   Carlos squeezed his eyes shut.  Clearly this was a bad memory.  “Okay, yes, it’s really bad.  It took me a few months, but I was doing it on my own.  I didn’t have help.”
 
   I looked at him for a bit, while I mulled over his idea.  Finally I said, “For you, okay.  But until you get better, we’re going to have to think about whether or not we’ll do it too, okay?”  Suddenly I began to feel what was now becoming, the more familiar queasiness that let me know that Jonas was back.  I pointed to my head and mouthed, “Jonas.”  Then I looked at Matt.  “Honey, can you go get Carlos four and one?”  He nodded and walked out as he understood that I meant four pints of regular human blood and one pint evil.  I walked into the bathroom and filled the pan I had in there with warm water, then I put some Vitamin E oil and aloe in the water.  I carried it out with a washcloth.  “Okay, Maria.  Thanks for being so patient.  This is warm water with some Vitamin E oil and aloe in it.  It’ll help wash the salt off without drying out his skin more.”  I began gently pulling off Carlos’ gown as he grimaced.  “Sorry,” I said.  As I began to gently wash him, I was noticing that he kept looking over at Maria.  I smiled.  He was right.  It did help a little if he was distracted.  I handed the washcloth to Maria and said, “Now you do his other arm and side.”
 
   After she was done, I pulled him onto his side again, so she could wash his backside.  I smiled when I noticed her blush when she got to his behind.  I laid him back down, then looked at him.  “Do you think you could hold the washcloth long enough to wash…”  I looked toward his crotch, still covered by the towel.  
 
   He lifted his arm up.  “God, I hope so,” he mumbled.  I laid the washcloth in his hand and looked away as he moved it down.  A few seconds later he said, “Okay, done,” and I turned back around.  
 
   I placed the washcloth and pan on the floor and laid the clean gown over him.  “Okay, I’m going to lift you up now.  I promise I’ll be really careful with that leg, okay?  Maria, while I hold him I need you to change the sheets.”  She nodded and I slowly and carefully moved my arms under Carlos.
 
   He gasped as I went to lift, but gritted his teeth and said, “I’m okay, keep going.”
 
   Matt walked in with the blood then, took one look at Carlos cradled in my arms like a baby and said,  “Oh no… we are NOT adopting him.”
 
   Carlos tried to smile through the pain.  “Ah, come on DAD… please?” he said.
 
   I saw Maria smiling.  She looked at me.  “All finished,” she said.  I laid him back down as gently as I could then got ready to feed him.
 
   “You’re sure about this?” I said, and he nodded.
 
   I laid the four heated regular pints on the bed next to his pillow then I took the heated evil pint.  “Do you need me to help feed him?” Maria said.
 
   “No,” I said a little too quickly.  “It’s just too dangerous for you, okay?” 
 
   She nodded and backed toward the door, still watching.  I closed my eyes, dropped my fangs, pierced the evil blood, put a drop on my finger then handed it to Matt.  “Drink this,” I said to him, and he did.  I put my finger in Carlos’ mouth and waited.  As soon as his fangs dropped, I put one of the innocents’ bags on his teeth… and he moaned.  He drained it, I pulled it off and put on the second one… and he moaned louder and his eyes rolled.  I pulled that one off and put on the third… and he groaned and shivered.  I looked at Matt, who was looking just as surprised as I was.  I pulled off the third bag, put on the fourth and Carlos grabbed my arm and pressed the bag on harder.  He groaned again, his eyes rolled back in his head and his body gave a little spasm that looked somewhat familiar to me.  I know I was blushing and when I looked up at Matt again, he was too, but he was also trying really hard not to laugh.  I felt Carlos’ grip loosen and I looked back at him.  He was longingly licking my arm and moaning.
 
   “Um, Carlos,” I whispered.  His eyes fluttered open then grew wide with surprise as he realized what he was doing.  He let go of my arm and dropped his hands to his sides as I pulled off the last bag and wiped off my arm.  “Please tell me I didn’t just… .please tell me that was a dream,” he whispered so Maria couldn’t hear.
 
   “Sorry, can’t do that.  That was definitely an interesting reaction, does that happen every time?”
 
   “Oh my God, I’m so sorry, this is so embarrassing,” he said.  Suddenly his eyes went to Matt and there was fear in them.  “Matt!  Shit, I didn’t mean to… Oh crap.”
 
   “Relax, it wasn’t your fault,” Matt said, “but you didn’t answer Sarah’s question.  Does that happen every time?”
 
   “I’m not sure,” he said.  “It’s kind of like I black out or it seems like a dream.  So whether it happened every time or I just imagined it sometimes, I can’t say.”
 
   “Interesting,” Matt said.
 
   Suddenly Maria cleared her throat.  I could see she was blushing, but I could also hear her heart racing, almost like she was… excited, even aroused.  Very interesting, I thought.  “Yes Maria?”  I said.
 
   “I have some other patients to attend to, is it all right if I go now?” she said, looking from me to Carlos and back again.
 
   “Of course,” I said, smiling.  “Thank you for your help.” 
 
   She nodded and quickly ducked out the door.  
 
   “Well, gee Carlos, this has been fun,” Matt grinned, “but you need your rest now and I need my wife for a bit.  We’ll be back to check on you later this evening, okay?  And, yes, I know, Sarah.  I know to tell Carlos – be sure to contact one of us if you need anything, anything at all – there, happy now?” 
 
   “I’m fine, and, yes, I could use a rest.  So please go, but think about what I said before.  I think it’s important,” Carlos said.
 
   I waved at him as Matt ushered me out the door.  As soon as we were in the hall, he cradled my face in his hands and began giving me one of those kisses.  My heart began racing, my breathing deepened, every nerve in my body began responding.  I didn’t care that we were in the hallway, I didn’t care who saw us, I didn’t care that this couldn’t go farther and I didn’t care that Jonas was still in my head, snickering.  I wasn’t going to be the one to spoil this moment for Matt.  Even though what Matt was doing was amazing, I was actively trying in my head to figure out a way to force Jonas out.  I had managed to push him away far enough that I could barely hear him, but that was all I could manage this time… it would have to be enough for now.
 
   Matt finally stopped, he knew when that line had been reached by both of us, and he placed his forehead on mine.  We closed our eyes and just stayed that way for a few minutes, completely oblivious of the people moving past us, until we could both move again without him walking with a big tent in his pants and my legs feeling like Jell-O.
 
   We turned and walked down the hall, and I stopped trying to force Jonas out.  I chuckled. 
 
   “What’s so funny?” Matt said
 
   I pointed to my head.  “Jonas.  He’s singing ‘I’m Henry the Eighth, I am’ over and over.”
 
   Matt growled and I squeezed his hand to calm him.  “Take a walk with me?” he said.
 
   “Sure, where?”
 
   “I want you to show me the cave Malina was in,” he said.  I stopped dead in my tracks. 
 
   “What?” he said, but I held up my hand to stop him.  We were next to Tanya’s desk and I motioned to her for a pen and paper, which she quickly gave me.  I wrote, ‘Jonas stopped singing for a second when you said that.  Do you think he might be hiding there?’ 
 
   Matt took the pad and paper from me and wrote, ‘He might be.  Do you still have the map showing where it is?’
 
   “I think so,” I said.  I handed the notepad and pen back to Tanya.  “Thanks,” I said, then I grabbed Matt’s hand and we quickly made our way to our room.  I started searching through the dresser drawers.  “I don’t remember exactly where I put… oh, here it is,” I said, handing it to Matt.  “Wait,” I whispered.  “What if he can see what I see when he’s in my head.”  Matt stopped what he was doing and just stared at me.  He looked dumbfounded.
 
   “What?” I said.
 
   He smiled.  A sad, hurt smile.  “You haven’t noticed, have you?” he said.
 
   “Noticed what?” I said.
 
   “That’s just you and Carlos, and anyone who happens to be linked with the two of you at the time.  I realized that after we figured out that it was him who linked with you when he was in that ship.  Most vampires can pass images back and forth, but we can’t see what the other is seeing in real time.  At first I thought it was a special ability that you had.  Something that was unique to you.  I thought maybe you could see other vampire’s thoughts in real time.  But it’s not.  It’s only you and Carlos.  You are the only two I’ve ever heard of or seen who can see what the other one is seeing when you’re linked.  With everyone else it’s just thoughts or pictures,” he said. 
 
   I just stared at him for a minute, unable to speak.  “No,” I whispered, “you must be wrong, Matt.  That can’t be.  Why?  Why would that happen?”
 
   Matt shook his head.  “I don’t know, Sarah.”
 
   I started shaking my head.  “No, no, no, no, no,” I began saying as my breathing deepened.  I was shaking all over, I felt like I was going to hyperventilate.
 
   Matt reached out to me.  “Sarah?” he said, but I shrunk away from him.
 
   “Don’t touch me,” I said as I jumped up and started backing towards the door.  I began talking to myself between gasps, my eyes closed as I prepared to run.  I was going to run far away, as far as I could go. I started mumbling, “Great, Sarah, you’re a real fucking winner. Now you’re hurting him by doing shit that you don’t even know how you’re doing it. Super. I give up. It’s time to for me to go now.”  I turned around to open the door, but Matt was standing there blocking it.  He grabbed my shoulders. 
 
   “STOP!” he yelled as I tried to squirm away. 
 
   “NO!” I screamed, squirming harder.  “My heart cannot handle hurting you anymore, Matt.  You’d be better off without me.  All I ever do is cause you pain.”  I wiggled and tried to throw his hands off of me.  His fingers dug in to my arms as he held tight.  
 
   “STOP SQUIRMING SARAH!” he bellowed, flipping me around so my back was pressed to his chest.  He pinned my arms across my chest.  “All you ever do is give me more love than I deserve, more love than I could ever hope for.  If you left you would cause me more pain than I have ever felt in my life.  My heart would be broken and I wouldn’t survive.  Do you hear me?  I would cease to exist.  So you have a weird connection with him, so fucking what?  If the only part of you that I have to share with Carlos is your mind, well, hell, I can happily live with that, because, believe me, I was willing to share more, a lot more, if that’s what it took to keep you with me.”
 
   I hung my head and stopped squirming, as the sobs started.  He turned me around and I buried my face in his chest.  He picked me up and carried me to the couch, laying me across his lap, waiting patiently until I had no more left to cry.  As I began to quiet, I stared at the scar on my hand.  “Why, Matt?  Why do I keep hurting you?” I mumbled.
 
   “Sarah, you’re hurting yourself a lot more than you’ve ever hurt me.  You have got to stop beating yourself up all the time.  If I was hurting bad, I’d let you know.  But I’m not, and I never have been, not by you, or Carlos.”
 
   “You’re only saying that to make me feel better,” I said.
 
   “No, honey, I’m not.  Okay, look.  It hurt a little when I saw you kiss him.  It hurt a little when I could see and feel how drawn you two were to each other when I came back.  It hurt a little when I saw the connection you two have.  Honestly, I’ve said it before, you two are more compatible than anyone I’ve ever seen and yes, that does scare me a little.  But all of that was nothing compared to how much it hurt every time you and I had to be apart for work.  Or the hurt I felt when the Elders separated us.  Or the hurt I felt when I had to go to Peru by myself.  Or the hurt I felt when Malina took me.  Or the hurt I felt when she forced me to see how much pain you were in and I couldn’t do anything to make you feel better.  All of that hurt a lot, so much more than anything you’ve ever done or think you may have done, so much more.  So, please honey, I’m begging you, please stop beating yourself up over something so… small.”
 
   “It’s not small to me,” I whispered as I looked at him and tried to smile.
 
   “Yeah, I noticed,” he said as he leaned in to kiss me.  “Now, how about that walk?” he said.
 
   “You still want to go?  Even if…” I said, the grabbed pen and paper.  ‘Even if he might be there?’ I wrote.
 
   He nodded and pointed to the map, showing me he wanted us to come around the back side of the cave, from the top, then he took the pen and wrote, ‘Not to confront him, just to scout the location.  Verify that he’s there.’
 
   I nodded, then got up and changed into jeans, a t-shirt and hiking shoes.  We headed out the back door and jumped the wall by the waterfall.  We’d gone about a hundred yards when I stopped him.  “Is there anything else?” I said.
 
   “Anything else?” he said.
 
   “Yeah, besides this weird link with Carlos, is there anything else between he and I that I haven’t figured out yet?  Because, if there is, I’d really like to know about it now and not be surprised anymore.”
 
   Matt smiled at me.  “Well,” he began, “you share the same birthday, but other than that, I can’t think of anything.”
 
   “We share the same… so our anniversary is also his birthday (we’d gotten married on my birthday)?  Why would you have agreed to marry me on that day then?” I said.  “Why didn’t anyone tell me this before?”
 
   “Probably because he never celebrates it.  Birthdays don’t mean much to us anymore.  I’m probably the only one he’s told when his birthday was.”
 
   “Okay, I can live with that.  But that’s it? There’s nothing else?”  Matt nodded.  “You swear?” I said.
 
   Matt smiled and held up two fingers.  “Scout’s honor,” he grinned.  Then he reached out and pulled me toward him.  He pointed up, indicating that we were going to fly from here, and I nodded.  We rose above the trees.  I pointed to the area above us where the cave was, and Matt headed a little to the right of it, landing softly on the roof of the cave.  Malina’s scent was still here, but it was mixed with another scent, one that I hadn’t smelled the last time I was here.  I squeezed Matt’s hand tight and nodded to him.  We crept to the edge and lay down on our bellies to peak down.  I held my hair to keep it from falling over the edge as I looked and listened.  Matt tapped my arm, shook his head and shrugged his shoulders, mouthing, “I don’t think he’s here anymore.”  He stood up, pointed to the ground and held his hand out to me.  I took it and we silently jumped to the ground just to the side of the cave.  We crept around and peaked inside.  His scent was everywhere, but it wasn’t fresh, he was gone.  We walked to the entrance and he dropped my hand.  “Wait here a second, I just want to take a quick look around.”  I stood watching him for a few seconds and then I felt it.  I completely tensed up, wanting to turn around but afraid to.  I could feel his eyes on me.  As if in slow motion, I slowly turned around… and met Jonas.
 
   He stood about twenty feet behind me, grinning, with his arms crossed, leaning up against a tree. His voice popped in my head.  ‘Don’t make a sound or the cave will collapse,’ he thought then he showed me the small detonator he had in his hand.  ‘Walk towards me.’
 
   I looked up and found the wiring and the explosives embedded in the rock.  I knew what he had it rigged for.  I don’t know how I knew, I just knew.  It was rigged to just collapse at the mouth of the cave, trapping anyone inside.  If I walked forward, Matt was still inside.  I looked at Jonas and thought, ‘No,’ while crossing my arms across my chest.
 
   His grin went wider.  ‘No?’ he thought.  ‘That’s pretty bold considering the situation you’re in.’
 
   ‘If I step forward, you’ll press that button and trap Matt inside,’ I thought as I was trying to determine if I could get to Jonas fast enough to knock that detonator out of his hand before he could press the button.  If I could just distract him or something, 
 
   I took a deep breath, and thrust my chest out a little farther.  ‘Come to me,’ I thought.
 
   His eyebrows shot up.  ‘Excuse me?’ he thought.  That had thoroughly confused him, good.
 
   ‘Come to me, Jonas.  Come to me now,’
 
   He stopped leaning against the tree, hesitating as he tried to work through the confusion in his head.  He was supposed to be in control here, he was the one with the detonator.  But I knew how much he wanted me.  He had let me know that over and over again, and I could feel it in him.  ‘I’m right here, Jonas.  Come to me.’ 
 
   He covered half the distance to me in the blink of an eye… and then I got the distraction I needed.  From behind me, Matt’s voice said, “What the…?”
 
   Jonas’ eyes darted to Matt, who had just noticed him.  I sprung at Jonas, and before he could react, I knocked the detonator out of his hand.  Then I landed on top of him.  I heard Matt growl from behind me as Jonas began to recover himself.  He pinned his arms around me and jumped back to his feet.  He spun me around so my back was pressed into him and he pinned my arms across my chest.  I tried to struggle, but his arms were like a vise.  I had never felt someone so strong.
 
   “STOP!” he bellowed and I heard a crack as he broke my wrist.  He dropped my arms and pinned his arm around my neck.  “I’ll snap her pretty little neck if you come any closer,” he said to Matt, who instantly stopped moving.  Matt’s eyes met mine and stayed there.
 
   “I’m extremely disappointed,” Jonas said.  “I was expecting a lot more from you.  You two are making this way too easy.  You’ve got to improve before our next meeting.  Yes, I’m going to let you go in a minute, but first, allow me to introduce myself,” he said as he began kissing the back of my neck.  I reached up with my good hand and tried to pull his arm away from my neck.  It had no effect at all, he just squeezed slightly tighter and said, “Now, Sarah, please don’t make me kill you yet.  I have big plans for you and me.”  His other hand moved around to my stomach, trying to find the bottom of my shirt.  As it slid underneath and began to move up, towards my breasts, I reached my mind out to Matt. 
 
   ‘Turn around,’ I thought.  Matt didn’t move, he just stood there staring and growling as Jonas’ hand reached my breasts.  I could feel Jonas’ body responding, the hardness in his jeans, as he pressed into my backside.  ‘Damn it Matt!  For God’s sakes turn around.  He wants you to see this.  If you turn around he’ll stop,’ I thought.  That finally got through to him.  Matt blinked, as if coming out of a trance, and slowly turned around.  I smiled as I felt Jonas’ hand stop.
 
   Jonas whispered in my ear, “He can still hear, you know.  I could just keep going,”  He started to slide his hand down the front of my pants.  I closed my eyes and willed myself to remain calm.  The last thing I needed was for Jonas to feel me panicking.  
 
   “But hearing just isn’t the same as seeing, is it Jonas?” I said.  Again, his hand stopped.
 
   “I suppose you’re right, Sarah, but damn, you feel and smell better than I imagined, I’m not sure I can stop now,” he said.
 
   “But, Jonas,” I said, grasping at the last straw I had, “I thought you wanted to show me that you could please me better than anyone else.  You really think you can do that with your arm pinned around my neck, threatening to break it?”
 
   “Fine, I’ll stop, this time,” he said.  Matt turned around then as Jonas continued.  “I just hope that this little demonstration here has shown you that you’re going to have to do better, so much better.  I don’t know yet if our next meeting will be our final meeting, or if it will be another demonstration.  But I truly expect and hope you won’t disappoint me again.  And, Sarah,” he said as he spun me around to face him, knowing that Matt was watching again.  I winced as he grabbed my broken wrist and pulled my hand towards his pants, pressing it against his erection.  “You will know this, you will enjoy this and it will give you pleasure unlike any you’ve ever known.”  He kissed me, his tongue forcing my mouth open and finding mine, his eyes on Matt the entire time, my eyes on him.  Suddenly he winced as I bit his tongue.  He pulled back and smiled at me.  There was a little blood dripping down his chin.  “I like it like that too, Sarah,” he said as he wiped the blood from his face.  Suddenly he shoved me backwards.  I flew into Matt’s arms and we both fell to the ground… and Jonas was gone.  He flew faster than I’ve ever seen a vampire fly.
 
   Matt and I sat, stunned, on the ground for a few minutes.  Finally he started to say “Sarah, I’m so sor—” but my hand flew up and covered his mouth.  
 
   “Don’t you dare, Matthew.  Don’t you dare blame yourself for this.  Now, let’s go home because I desperately need a shower and a toothbrush to wash his stink off me,” I said and I saw Matt smile, “and I need some blood to help my wrist heal.  And we seriously need to consider what Carlos said, because this asshole really is stronger than anyone I’ve ever met.”
 
   Suddenly Carlos was in my head.  ‘Sarah… is it time to feed?  I’m hungry, Sarah.  It’s time to feed… please tell me it’s time to feed…’
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut.  “Carlos is hungry again, Matt.  If he’s this bad, this fast… is this something we should really tackle?  Especially me?  I don’t have to go through some special process to get my fangs to release.  What if I start attacking and killing humans on the streets?  I’m not sure it’s safe to have me try it.  Maybe just you and Carlos?” I said.
 
   “Well, I’ve been thinking about that,” Matt said.  “Is he there?  In your head?  Can you tell?” he said.
 
   I shook my head no.  “I don’t feel nauseous, so I don’t think so.”
 
   “What if, after Carlos is better, we drew him away, to the island?  We could feed on whatever, nobody would be in danger from you, and Cameron and David could be there to help us afterwards.”
 
   I looked at him for a few minutes, thinking about what he said, trying to picture how it would go down, trying to imagine the outcome; at least the one I hoped would happen.  It actually felt like it might work.  But it definitely wasn’t something I was ready to commit to, yet.  I stood up and held my good hand out to Matt and we started heading down the mountain.
 
   ‘Sarah… hungry… hungry… hungry… please?’ Carlos thought.
 
   I turned to Matt.   “Clinic first, okay?  I need to feed Carlos and have Cameron set my wrist.”
 
   He nodded then gathered me in his arms and we flew the rest of the way, landing softly by the waterfall.  I went to Carlos’ room first, while Matt went to collect Carlos’ dinner and Cameron.  I walked in and was pleasantly surprised to see Maria sitting in the chair next to Carlos’ bed, and Carlos was sitting up.  He was obviously doing much better.  “Sarah,” he said as Maria jumped up.
 
   She blushed and said, “I’m sorry Sarah, I didn’t mean to visit so long.”
 
   I smiled at her.  “It’s fine, Maria.”
 
   Carlos said, “I was just showing Maria this show.”  He pointed to the TV.  “can you believe she’s never seen it before…” then he stopped and stared at me, wrinkling his nose.  “Maria, I’m really sorry, but I need to talk to Sarah alone for a minute.  Do you mind?  I hope you’ll come back later,” he said, his eyes never leaving my face.
 
   “That’s fine, it’s getting late anyways.  I’ll be back in the morning.  Goodnight Carlos, Sarah,” Maria said as she backed out the door.
 
   The second the door closed, Carlos said, “Where did you see him?”
 
   I sank into the chair, cradling my obviously broken wrist in my other hand.  “Up by the cave, the one Malina stayed in.  I see your nose is working again.”
 
   “Sort of, for his scent it is anyways, but I haven’t noticed any other smells yet.  Were you alone?” he said.
 
   “No, Matt was with me.”
 
   “Is he okay?”
 
   “Yes, I’m okay,” Matt said, as he walked in with five pints, followed closely by Cameron, who was carrying a wrist brace.
 
   “Let me see the wrist, please, Sarah,” Cameron said.  I winced as he ran his fingers along the bones.  There was a snap as he realigned the bones, then he put the brace on.  “I want to take X-rays tomorrow morning to make sure it’s lined up correctly, understand?”
 
   I nodded.  “I’ll come see you first thing in the morning, okay?” I said.  Cameron nodded and backed out of the room.
 
   “Okay, so tell me everything,” Carlos said.
 
   “First, you feed, while they’re still warm,” I said.
 
   “Only if you guys leave,” he said, blushing.
 
   “Carlos,” I said, “you still might need help.  And I need to see if this causes that reaction every time, because if I’ve got the two of you reacting that way every time you feed, then we’re going to have to make sure you’re feeding in private, or we’ll be having a lot of embarrassing moments.”
 
   “The two of us?” Carlos said.
 
   I nodded.  “You and Matt,” I said.
 
   “Not you?” he said.
 
   I shook my head.  “Not yet.  It’s too dangerous for me right now.  I’ll explain later, first eat.”
 
   Matt handed me the evil pint, which I handed to Carlos.  “You try by yourself first,” I said.  He pressed the bag to his nose and inhaled a few times, then opened his eyes and looked at me, shaking his head.  “Maybe it’s the plastic.” he said.  “Can you try putting some on the back of your hand and letting me smell that?”  I nodded and dropped my fangs, pierced the pint and squeezed a few drops onto the back of my broken hand.  I went to hand the pint to Matt, but stopped.  Instead, I drained it first, then handed Matt the empty bag.  “For my wrist,” I said as he smiled at me.  I spread the blood around on the back of my hand then put my hand up to Carlos’ nose.  
 
   He gently pushed it closer.  “Oh, I think… I think… oh yes,” he said as his eyes opened, his changed eyes.  His tongue licked the back of my hand and his fangs dropped.  I handed the first bag to him, then the next three, and tried again, unsuccessfully, not to blush, as again he had the same reaction, this one more noticeable from the undeniably familiar shape under the sheet between his legs.  My heart was pounding in my chest.  I was in pain with a broken wrist, my husband was standing right next to me, but, God help me, I was turned on.  Shit.
 
   “Well,” I said afterward, “feedings are definitely going to have to be private for a while.”
 
   Carlos nodded.  “Sorry,” he said, blushing, as his breathing tried to return to normal.  We waited until he was ready.  Finally, he said, “Okay, tell me what happened.”
 
   Matt and I looked at each other.  “Go ahead, Sarah,” he said.
 
   I nodded.  “Jonas was in my head, singing.”
 
   “Singing?” Carlos said.
 
   “Yep, singing the same song over and over to bug me.  But when Matt said that he wanted me to show him the cave that Malina was in, Jonas stopped singing for a second, making me think that he might be there.”
 
   Carlos looked at Matt.  “What made you want to see the cave?” he said.
 
   Matt shrugged his shoulders.
 
   “That idea might have been him too.  He might have somehow planted it in your head,” Carlos said then he turned back and looked at me.  “Go on.”
 
   “Okay, so we flew up there and landed on top of the cave.  We could smell him, but it didn’t smell fresh, it definitely seemed abandoned now.  We dropped down to search.  Matt was inside the cave, I was standing at the entrance watching him, when I felt Jonas watching me from behind.  I turned around and saw that he had a detonator in his hand.  He had rigged the mouth of the cave to collapse, trapping anyone who was inside.  He told me to walk towards him or he would push the button… I told him no,” I said.
 
   “You told him no?” Carlos said, and there was total surprise on his face as I nodded.  “And he didn’t go ballistic and push the button?”
 
   I shook my head.  “No, because I told him to come to me,” I said.  Both of them stared at me.  
 
   “You what?” Matt said.
 
   “I had to stay where I was so he wouldn’t push the button and I had to get him closer to me so I could knock it out of his hand, so I told him to come to me.”
 
   “Not your smartest idea ever, Sarah, but probably not your dumbest either,” Carlos said.  “Go on.”
 
   “Well, he was almost to me, when Matt saw him.  That distracted Jonas enough for me to spring at him and knock the detonator out of his hand.  But he grabbed me before I could get away from him.  He broke my wrist to show me how strong he was, then he told Matt to stay away or he’d break my neck.  God, he’s strong Carlos.  He broke my wrist like it was nothing.  Is that from the…?” I said.
 
   “Mostly, but part of it is just him, from being around for so long,” he said.  “Then what happened?”
 
   I hesitated.  Matt and I looked at each other.  It was bad enough the first time… did we really have to relive it?  Carlos noticed our reaction immediately and sat up straighter.  “That son of a bitch didn’t… he didn’t… tell me what he did Sarah,” he growled.
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut, fighting to keep my mouth shut, but it finally burst out.  “He felt me up, okay?  He was trying to get a reaction out of Matt, so he felt me up.”  I shivered as I remembered how creepy it felt.
 
   Carlos looked at Matt.  “You… you didn’t react?” he said, sounding amazed.
 
   Matt shook his head, looking completely ashamed as he said, “No, Sarah linked with me and told me to turn around.”  I reached up and clasped my hand in Matt’s.
 
   “And you did?” Carlos said.  “You just turned around?  But…how?”
 
   “Nobody can say no to Sarah, Carlos.  You know that as well as I do,” Matt said as he leaned down and kissed the side of my head.
 
   Carlos looked back at me.  “Did that work?” he whispered.
 
   “Eventually,” I said, “it took me a few minutes to convince him, but then it did work.”
 
   “How?” Carlos whispered.
 
   “Because I reminded him that he wanted to force Matt to watch and he couldn’t do that up there with Matt turned around like that,” I said.
 
   “That stopped him?” Carlos said, clearly floored.  I nodded.  “And then?” he said.
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut again… I was afraid he’d ask that.  “Sarah?” he said.
 
   When I opened my eyes, I was pissed and feeling the anger from that moment all over again.  “Then he… then he put my hand on his… on his… on the front of his pants and he kissed me… so I bit his tongue.  Which reminds me, I really need to brush my teeth and shower now,” I said as I started to stand.
 
   “Wait,” Carlos said, “you bit his tongue… and he reacted… how?”
 
   “He smiled at me… and then he left,” I said.
 
   “He kissed you, you bit his tongue… and he smiled at you?” Carlos whispered as he looked up at Matt and they both smiled.
 
   “What?” I said, looking back and forth between them.  “Tell me, damn it.”
 
   “Well, honey, it’s just that you have this uncanny ability to make the men in your life… ummm… how can I put this, Carlos?” Matt said.
 
   “Act stupid?” Carlos said.
 
   “Yeah, that’s it,” Matt smiled.  “They react in ways that they don’t react to anyone else.”
 
   I stared at both of them.  “I do not,” I finally said.
 
   Both of them said, “Yes, you do,” very emphatically.  “Sarah, it wouldn’t surprise me one bit if you talked Jonas into returning to his island prison without putting up a fight.  Seriously, you could probably do that,” Carlos said.
 
   I opened my mouth to argue again. I mean, the idea that I could talk men into that… it was ridiculous, right?  But I was tired and I could still smell Jonas on me.  I’d had enough for today.  “I’m not going to argue with you anymore.  I’m going to shower and then be selfish by having my husband make me feel good again.  You get some sleep, we’ll talk more in the morning, okay?” I said.
 
   “When are you going to start Matt on…” Carlos said.
 
   I shook my head.  “We’ll figure that out tomorrow, okay?”
 
   Carlos nodded.  “Fine, but we can’t wait too long.”
 
   “I know, Carlos.  Goodnight.  Sleep well.”
 
   “Night,” he said as he settled back into the pillow.
 
   Matt and I stopped by the kitchen to feed before heading to our room.  I brushed my teeth for a good five minutes, trying to get the taste of Jonas out of it.  Then I took off my brace and climbed in the shower.  One hand was useless, and I was just trying to figure out how to wash myself one-handed, when Matt climbed in with me.  He washed my hair, my body then he began massaging all the tension from my body.  He began with my neck, then my shoulders, then down my arms being careful with my wrist, then my back, all while gently kissing the back of my neck.  He reached the bottom of my back and his hands moved around to the front and down between my legs.  I groaned and pressed my good hand and my forehead against the shower wall as his fingers danced in all the right places.  It wasn’t long before he unleashed a much-needed climax that rocked my body and would have sent me to the floor if he hadn’t held me up.  As soon as I could think again, I growled as I spun around and crushed my mouth down on his.  I was desperate for more.  I jumped up, wrapped my legs around his waist and shivered as I felt him enter me, but I kept wincing because I couldn’t stop my wrist from trying to move.  Very gently, he shut off the water, climbed out of the shower and set me down on the rug, pressing one hand lightly on my arm so it wouldn’t move, as he began moving inside me.  Our tongues danced around as I reached my mind to out to his.  My scarred hand was the one with the broken wrist, so I was afraid to move it, but I desperately wanted to feel everything.  Matt knew this, though, and he ever-so-gently rested his palm on mine, close enough for the scars to touch, but never too close that I felt any pain.  I arched my back and sunk my teeth into his neck as the power of the moment coursed through every part of my body, feeling like it would have no end.  He waited though, waited for me, with gritted teeth and every ounce of strength he had, he waited, until I was almost finished, almost but not quite, knowing that his climax would then trigger another one of mine to start all over again.  I pulled my teeth out of his neck and he smiled at me.  I began kissing him again, my surprise turning to pure anticipation as I realized what he had done and what was coming.  I felt him then, felt him in every cell in my body as he exploded.  I cried out as my body instantly responded… every one of my spasms matching his, every shiver matching his, every pulse matching his… and I really didn’t care if it ever ended.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Nine
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   We slept right where we were all night, never bothering to move to the bed.  I woke first and for a brief instant I felt overwhelmed at his tenderness.  He was still on top of me, sound asleep, with his head on my chest, but it was his arm that amazed me.  His arm was still gently resting on mine, keeping my wrist from moving during the night and causing me pain because I had fallen asleep before I put my brace back on.  Who?  I thought.  Who is that gentle?  I ran my fingers through his hair with my other hand and laid my head back down.  He yawned, then I heard the smile in his voice as he said, “This really is my favorite pillow, you know.”
 
   “Ummm, that would be pillows, I think,” I said.
 
   “Why, yes, it would,” he said as he kissed each breast.
 
   I smiled at him then I grew serious.  “Honey?” I said.  “The good blood.  Is it really a good idea?  It scares the heck out of me.”
 
   “It scares me too, but I’m worried that we don’t stand a chance without it.  Don’t you think we need to be on more even footing with him to beat him?”
 
   “Can we beat him?” I whispered.
 
   “We have to Sarah, what other choice do we have?” he said.  My silence answered his question for him.  He looked up at me.  “Oh hell no, Sarah.  You do not get to even consider going off with him in order to save us.  Hell no, no way.  You get mad at me for always wanting to protect you, yet you’re always so willing to sacrifice yourself in order to save me… and Carlos.  Not this time, Sarah.  I can’t fight this fight with you if I’m worried about that.  I have to know that you will be by my side until this is over, however it’s over, however it ends.  We have to be side-by-side, together.  Promise me that, please promise me that,” he said.
 
   I stared at him for a while.  He was asking me for something more than I’d ever promised anyone in my entire life.  Something more than I’d ever thought I was capable of.  How could I not leave that option open?  How, if it came to that, how could I choose to let him die rather than save him, even if saving him meant leaving him and being with someone that I completely despised?  How the hell was I supposed to promise that?  I saw the fear in his eyes as he desperately waited for my answer.  How could I not promise to die by his side rather than leave him?  Wasn’t that what I was supposed to do?  No matter how hard it was, wasn’t that the right thing to do?  “I promise,” I whispered.  I felt the relief flow from him as his mouth came down on mine.  “Wait,” I said.  He stopped and looked at me.  I pointed to the counter.  “Hand me my brace.  I don’t want gentle this time,” I smiled.  
 
   “I’ll do you one better,” he said as he scooped me off the floor and carried me to the counter, setting me on the edge with my back pressed against the mirror.  “Get it yourself,” he growled as his mouth crushed down on mine.  I groaned as I fumbled to put the brace on, fastening the Velcro just before the first wave hit me.  It was hours before we finally left that bathroom.
 
   ‘Hungry, Sarah.  It’s time to eat.  Please, please?’ Carlos thought as I was gasping and trying to catch my breath.  ‘What’s wrong?  Your heart, your heart is racing.  You’re shiver… Oh!  Oh, shit! I’m sorry.  I’m going.’
 
   ‘No, it’s okay, now.  You don’t have to go.  We’ll be there in a few minutes, okay?’  I thought.
 
   ‘Okay,’  he thought, ‘and I’m sorry.  I’ll try to remember to check first next time.’
 
   “Carlos is hungry,” I said.
 
   Matt stared at me for a second then he shook his head.  “I don’t think I want to know,” he said.
 
   “No,” I said, “he popped in right after.  Nothing like almost getting caught to get the adrenaline pumping.”  I smiled.  “I need to go see Cameron anyways.  We may have messed up my wrist that last time.”
 
   Matt gasped.  “Did I do that?”
 
   “Relax, sweetie,” I said, “that one was all me.  I needed more… leverage.”
 
   “Stop,” he groaned, “you’re going to get me going again.”
 
   “Yeah, me too, but I promised Cameron I’d be there first thing in the morning,” I said.  “I think we’re a little past that already.”
 
   We got dressed, stopped by the kitchen for breakfast, grabbed an extra pint for Carlos, then I headed to the clinic, reluctantly leaving Matt in the hall.  “I really should at least check in with Derek,” he said.  We promised to meet for lunch.
 
   As soon as I reached Tanya’s desk, I borrowed her phone to call Missy, asking her to set up an appointment with Bahiti today at eleven.  I walked in to Cameron’s office at nine.  He put the X-rays on the board a few minutes later.  “Geez, Sarah.  I swear it looks worse than it was yesterday.  You do some boxing last night?  No, scratch that, forget I asked, ‘cause I really don’t want to know the answer.  I’m going to have to re-set it, again.  Then, please, keep the brace on at all times, except to shower… ALONE… please,” he said.  I smiled, but didn’t answer – that I was definitely not promising.
 
   After fixing my wrist again, Cameron walked me to the door of Carlos’ room then said he had other patients to see.  I walked in… and tried not to panic.  Carlos was not in his bed.  As slowly as I could, so I didn’t startle any humans in the waiting room, I went to Tanya’s desk.  “Do you know where Carlos is, Tanya?”
 
   “Huh?  Oh yeah, he’s taking a walk in the courtyard with Maria,” she said.
 
   “He’s walking?” I said, but I didn’t wait for an answer.  I headed out the door and into the sun, easily finding them heading toward the bench by the waterfall, his arm linked to hers to help him.  I wandered over to them just as they sat down.  “Oh, hey, Sarah,” he said.  “Maria suggested a walk while I was waiting for you.” 
 
   “That was a great idea,” I said.  “I didn’t know you were well enough to be up and around already.”
 
   “I’m feeling much better,” he said, “the pain’s not too bad.  How’s the wrist?”
 
   I looked at my arm.  “Healing,” I said.
 
   “It’d heal faster if you stopped using it,” he grinned as he winked.
 
   I smiled at him.  Yeah, he knew me too well.  
 
   “I’m hungry, how about we go back in now?” he said, as he sat there bouncing his leg.  I’ve seen that before.  He was already hooked again.  This is not good, not good at all, I thought.  “Can you help me up, Sarah?  I don’t want to hurt Maria’s back.”
 
   “Sure,” I said as I went to stand in front of him, offering my good arm for him to grab onto.  
 
   “On three,” he said, “one, two, three,” he grunted and winced slightly, but made it up without too much pain.  He wasn’t kidding when he said he’d heal twice as fast.  He placed one hand through my arm, the other through Maria’s, and we slowly made our way inside.  As he climbed on his bed he said, “Can I have more, Sarah?  To heal faster?”
 
   More? I thought.  He was already feeding more than Matt or I ever did, but here he was asking for more.  I turned to Maria,  “I’m sorry, Maria, but can I have a minute alone with Carlos?”
 
   “Of course,” she said as she opened the door.
 
   “Wait,” Carlos said, “will you come visit me later, Maria?”
 
   Maria blushed bright red and smiled.  “Yes,” she shyly said as she scurried out the door.
 
   Carlos glared at me.  “What the heck, Sarah.  That was kind of rude.”
 
   I sat down on the bed, facing him, and took his hand in mine.  “Carlos,” I said, “I hate seeing you like this.  You’re already hooked.  How bad is it going to be when you’ve been on it for a few months?”
 
   “Back off, Sarah,” he snapped.  “I’m fine.  You need to make up your friggin’ mind.  First you want me then you don’t want me.  First you want me to get better, now you don’t.  I can’t keep up with your crazy-ass shit.”
 
   I knew this was the addiction talking, but I couldn’t keep the hurt from my eyes.  I knew he saw it and I knew he felt bad for saying it.  “Two things will never change, Carlos.  I will always love you and you will always be my best friend.”
 
   He squeezed his eyes shut.  “I know, Sarah.  I’m sorry.  I didn’t mean what I said.  I’m trying really hard to keep it together, but I’m so anxious to get better so I can kick his ass.”
 
   “I’m anxious too, Carlos.  But you, we, need to be smart about it.  If you’re too heavy into this addiction, you’ll be useless in a fight.  You’ll be strong, but not smart and you’ll lose,” I said.  “And I won’t be smart because I’ll just be worrying about you.”
 
   “And I won’t be smart because I’ll be worrying about both of you,” Matt said, smiling as he walked over and wrapped his arm around me.  “Hello, my love,” he said as he leaned down to kiss me.
 
   “Okay, okay,” Carlos said.  “I’ll keep it under control.  Same amount?  Please, Sarah?”
 
   I looked at him for a few seconds then nodded my head.  “I’ll get it,” I said.
 
   As I walked out I heard Matt say to him, “So, I heard you were walking around today, that’s amazing.”
 
   I was smiling and daydreaming as I made my way to the coolers, but then I slowed and tensed up as I started to feel nauseous.  ‘Hey sexy.  Miss me?’ Jonas thought.
 
   ‘What do you want, Jonas?’ I thought.
 
   ‘You know what I want,’ he thought.  ‘I want you.’
 
   ‘You can’t have me, Jonas.’
 
   ‘You’ll change your mind,’ he thought, ‘soon.’
 
   ‘No I won’t.’
 
   ‘Oh, yes you will,’ he thought.  ‘You know you were getting turned on up there yesterday.  Your nipples got hard.  You wanted more.’
 
   ‘Nipples do that however they’re touched, Jonas, it’s involuntary.’
 
   ‘Your heart was beating faster.’
 
   ‘Your arm was around my neck, threatening to break it.’
 
   ‘Whatever, Sarah.  You win this time.  But you’re going to be begging me to fuck you, soon.’
 
   ‘Gee, how romantic,’ I thought.
 
   ‘Romance is highly overrated,’ he thought.
 
   I opened one of the coolers.  In the clinic they were side by side, but clearly marked.
 
   ‘What cha doin’?’
 
   ‘None of your business, Jonas,’ I thought.
 
   ‘Does someone want to lose their sight again,’ he growled.
 
   ‘Fine, I’m getting breakfast.’
 
   ‘Virgin blood’s the best.’
 
   ‘Yeah, well, I seriously doubt there are many virgin prisoners, so I guess I’ll never know.’
 
   ‘Oh, come on.  I know you’re feeding the good stuff to Carlos.  I told you I wanted you to do better, Sarah.  You’re not going to do better unless you’re feeding on it too.  Please tell me you and Matt aren’t going to let me down again.  You are using good blood, right?’
 
   ‘I’m feeding the good stuff to Carlos because you just about killed him, Jonas.  And, as for what Matt and I are drinking, why should I tell you?’
 
   ‘No way,’ he thought, ‘you smelled that delicious and you’re not feeding on good blood?  Oh my God, Sarah.  There’s no way I’ll be able to stop once you start to feed on it.’
 
   ‘What makes you think I’m going to?’
 
   ‘Because you don’t stand a chance if you don’t.’
 
   ‘So?’ I thought.  ‘Maybe I’ve just decided I’m not going to fight you.  Maybe I’ve decided I’m just going to stand there and let you kill me.’
 
   ‘Because I’m not going to kill you, Sarah.  At least not right away.  I’m going make you watch me kill them.  And then I’m going to make you my pet, for as long as I want to.’
 
   ‘You can’t force me to want you.’
 
   He laughed in my head.  ‘Do you really think I care if you want me?  I want you, I’m going to have you, that’s all I care about.’
 
   ‘What’ll it take for you to just go away, Jonas?’
 
   He was quiet for a few seconds, like he was actually thinking about an answer.  ‘Fuck me.’
 
   ‘That’s it?’ I thought.  ‘I sleep with you and you’ll go away?’
 
   ‘No, Sarah.  I didn’t say sleep with me.  I said fuck me.  You’re entire body and mind has to be into it, the way it is when you’re fucking him.  If I don’t feel that, then the deal’s off.’ 
 
   Now I was the silent one.  There’s no way I could do that, could I?
 
   ‘Sarah?’
 
   ‘How do I know you’ll go away afterwards?  What guarantee can you give me?’ I thought as my hands began to shake and my heart raced.  I can’t do this… can I?
 
   ‘I’ll take you to my island.  You can have a boat waiting for you. You can leave me there in all my weakened, satisfied glory.’
 
   ‘You’re lying.’
 
   ‘Maybe,’ he thought, ‘but what if I’m not, Sarah?  What if you can save them?  Without a fight, without anybody getting hurt or killed?  Just a few hours with me, is that so awful?  But it has to be real, Sarah.  There will be no faking.  We will be linked.  I will know.’
 
   Silence.  Deafening silence.  ‘Jonas?’ I finally thought.
 
   ‘Yes?’
 
   ‘Will you go away for a little while?  Let me think?  Please?’ 
 
   ‘Of course.  I’ll talk to you tomorrow.  Sleep well tonight… and try not to dream about me,’ he thought, then he was gone.  I tossed the pints into the microwave, my mind racing as it whined.  I jumped when it beeped.  I grabbed Carlos’ breakfast and made my way back to his room.
 
   “Geez, Sarah.  What took you so long?  You get lost?” Carlos said.
 
   I shook my head.  “No, but I did just have an interesting conversation with Jonas,” I said.
 
   Matt jumped up and Carlos sat straight up in bed.  “WHAT!?” Matt exclaimed.  “What did he say?”
 
   “Well, he just gave us another option for making him go away.  One that doesn’t involve any fighting and doesn’t involve any bloodshed,” I said.
 
   “You’re kidding me, right?” Carlos said.  “What option?”
 
   I hesitated for a second… and that was all it took for Matt to figure it out.
 
   “You promised, Sarah,” he whispered.
 
   “And I’ll keep that promise, Matt.  I promised to die by your side, if, in the heat of battle he said he’d let you live if I went with him.  I will still do that.  But this is different.  There isn’t any battle with this, and I wouldn’t be leaving with him… it would only be one time,” I said.  But I knew as soon as I said it that I couldn’t go through with it.  I knew as soon as I saw the hurt in his eyes that I could never, ever do it.  I set the blood down on the bed next to Carlos and walked over to Matt.  I wrapped my arms around him and looked into his eyes.  “I’m so sorry,” I said as I began kissing him, gently working my way through his pain until he responded.
 
   I couldn’t stop kissing him, not when Carlos said, “Uhhh, guys, my nose works, can you please leave?”  I couldn’t stop even as Carlos’ request became more desperate.  “Oh, God, I can smell it guys, please, please… I can’t hold out much longer… come on guys… please… oh hell…” he groaned.  I couldn’t stop even as we heard Carlos slurping his dinner, moaning and groaning as his ecstasy grew.  Couldn’t stop as Carlos’ moans were clearly accompanied by uncontrollable, involuntary sexual reactions under the sheet as he downed the last pint.  Couldn’t stop as Carlos let out a final muffled cry of pleasure after he shoved his pillow in his face.  Couldn’t stop as Carlos lay there gasping and cursing us under his breath.  But finally had to stop when he began throwing the empty pints at the back of my head.
 
   On the last one, Matt and I started laughing, “Okay, okay, we’ll stop.”
 
   “Damn it,” Carlos said, “my nose is fixed now.  Meals will be private from now on, understand?”
 
   “Oh, crap,” I said, “what time is it?”
 
   “Almost eleven, why?” Matt said.
 
   “I have a meeting with Bahiti,” I said as I rushed toward the door.  “I’ll be back in an hour.”
 
   I raced through the halls and into my office.  I sat down at my desk across from Bahiti.  “Thanks for coming.  I have some history questions for you.”
 
   “Sure, Sarah,” she said, “what would you like to know?”
 
   “Well,” I said, clearly nervous, though I wasn’t sure why, “did vampires used to be different?  I mean, a long time ago.”
 
   She stared at me for what seemed like forever, then she smiled.  “You mean, did they used to be like you.  Able to drop their fangs at will and feed on whatever or whoever, they wanted?”
 
   I nodded.
 
   “Well, a lot of our ancient history was destroyed by Victor, but I have heard a few stories.  I’m not sure if they’re true or not though.”
 
   “What were they?” I said.  “They were bad, weren’t they?”
 
   “Some of them, yes.  But there are bad vampires now, as you well know, so I don’t think it was much worse then.  But apparently vampires had no discipline, no structure.  They never tried to control themselves and they were ruthless killers,” she said.
 
   “So you don’t know if their need to kill was out of control or just they themselves wanting to kill?”
 
   She shook her head.  “No, but I know someone I can ask.”
 
   “Who?” I asked.  “There’s a vampire around who was alive before Victor took over?”  I gasped as I realized she was talking about Sekhmet – an ancient Egyptian Queen who had ruled over vampires for over a thousand years before she decided to shut down her body and go into vampire hibernation.  We had gone into her temple during our search on how to turn me into a vampire and some of the drawings on her throne had provided a crucial timing piece to the process.  “Bahiti, is that safe?”
 
   She smiled.  “If I don’t push her to answer questions she doesn’t want to answer, then, yes it’s safe.”
 
   I shook my head.  “No, I can’t ask you to do that for me, Bahiti.”
 
   “You didn’t ask, I’m volunteering,” she said as she stood up.  “I’ll be back in a few days.  I’ll let you know what I find out.”  She turned and walked out before I could say anything else.
 
   I had one more stop on the way back to Carlos’ room.  I knocked on her door and waited for Stacy to answer.  Stacy had been a prostitute friend of mine who I had asked, and she had eagerly agreed, to become a vampire.  She was now running the first vampire call-girl business.  “Sarah!” she said as she hugged me.  “I haven’t talked to you in ages.  How are you?”
 
   “I’m great Stacy, how are you doing?” I said.  She saw right through me though.
 
   “Come in, tell me what’s going on,” she said as she pulled me toward the couch
 
   I smiled at her.  “Okay, this might sound odd, but I have to ask anyway.  Can you drop your fangs whenever you want?”
 
   “The way you can?  No.  But every once in a while, they’ll just randomly drop.  I keep trying to figure out what I’m doing when it happens, but I haven’t been able to yet because it’s so rare.”
 
   “How rare?”
 
   “Once, maybe twice a year.”
 
   “Oh,” I said, trying not sound too disappointed.
 
   “Sarah, there’s nothing wrong with you,” she said.
 
   “Easy for you to say,” I said, “you’re not the only one like me.”
 
   “There’s nothing wrong with being unique,” she said then she smiled.  “You know what you need?” 
 
   “What?” 
 
   “A sexy new negligee,” she said as she grabbed my hand.
 
   “Where are we going?”
 
   “To my shop.  I’m going to pick something out for you.”
 
   “Stacy,” I began, but she turned and gave me that ‘don’t be such a drag’ look, so I stopped.
 
   Twenty minutes later I had hidden my new purchase in our room and was heading back to Carlos’ room, but Matt found me in the hallway.  “He’s not here,” he said as he gave me a kiss.
 
   “Where is he?”
 
   “With Maria.  Is that why you had her stay with us, Sarah?  I’ve never seen him like this with anyone… except…” he started to say but stopped because he knew that he didn’t need to continue.  We both knew all too well who he was talking about.
 
   “I had a feeling.  Yes, that’s why I had her stay,” I said.
 
   “You are something else, Sarah Pearl,” he said, smiling at me.
 
   “You think so?” I said.  “Wait till you see what I have in store for you later,” I said then I winked at him.
 
   He stared at me then I watched a shiver rock his body.  He pulled me into his arms.  “Why wait till later?” he growled.
 
   “Why wait till later for what?” Carlos said.
 
   I turned and looked at him, and my heart swelled when I saw he was holding Maria’s hand.  Maria looked a little worried that I might be mad, so I smiled at her and she relaxed.
 
   “Wait,” Carlos said, “forget I asked that, because knowing you two I already know the answer.”  Carlos leaned over and whispered something in Maria’s ear that made her eyes go wide and then she blushed.  They’ve already progressed to the sharing secrets stage? I thought.  Wow, I did better than I thought.
 
   “So, Sarah,” Carlos said, “I went to grab some lunch earlier, but I see you’ve got some sort of electronic lock on the fridge.  You gonna tell me the combination?”
 
   I stared at him then I shook my head.  “No, Carlos,” I said then I held up my hand when he started to argue.  “I changed it this morning.  And I’m not going to tell you and I’m not going to tell Matt, since he’s starting on it tonight.”
 
   “I am?” he said.
 
   I nodded.  “Yes, you are.  But Carlos, the other fridge isn’t locked.  If you’re hungry, help yourself to that.”
 
   Carlos glared at me.  He was trying desperately to control himself.  He wanted to scream at me, maybe even swing at me, but I saw him gently squeeze Maria’s hand, as if trying to draw calm from her.  “Fine,” he grumbled, “I’ll wait.”
 
   Maria could feel the tension and tried to help.  “The sun’s just setting, how about we all take a walk in the courtyard?” she said.  Carlos and I continued to stare each other down, but we both nodded.  I grabbed Matt’s hand and we turned to head down the hall.  Suddenly I started feeling nauseous.  I squeezed Matt’s hand tight.  I pointed to my head when he turned and looked at me.  I felt Matt linking with me just before Jonas came in.
 
   ‘What are we up to this evening, Sarah?’ Jonas thought.
 
   ‘I thought you were going to leave me alone until tomorrow, Jonas.’ 
 
   ‘Ahhh, we have a visitor.  Hello Matthew.’
 
   ‘Jonas,’ Matt thought, hissing the “s”, which made me smile.
 
   ‘So, Sarah, did you share my offer with your husband or do I get to have some fun and tell him?’
 
   ‘She told me, Jonas,’ Matt thought.
 
   ‘Too bad, that would’ve been fun.  So, are you going to share, Matthew?’ 
 
   ‘Fuck off, Jonas,’ I thought.
 
   ‘Stop, Sarah, you’re getting me all excited,’ Jonas thought.  ‘Does this mean you’re not taking me up on my offer?’
 
   ‘Yes, that’s what it means, Jonas.’
 
   ‘Good.  It’ll be so much more fun taking it instead of you giving it.’
 
   ‘Why, Jonas?  Why me?’
 
   He was silent for a few seconds.  ‘Why you?  You mean you don’t know?’
 
   ‘No, I don’t know, Jonas.  Why me?’ I thought.
 
   ‘Tell her Matt.’
 
   ‘I have, Jonas, a thousand times,’ he thought.  ‘Apparently she can’t see it from her point of view.’
 
   I squeezed my eyes shut.  ‘Stop it guys.  I’m tired.  Jonas, will you please go away and let me sleep?’ 
 
   ‘Wow,’ Jonas thought, ‘she really doesn’t have any idea.  That is insane, incredible and makes her that much more irresistible.’
 
   ‘I know,’ Matt thought.  ‘Now, would you please leave her alone?’
 
   ‘Maybe I’ll just come and take her right now, tonight.  I can’t wait much longer, Matt.  I’ve got to have her.’
 
   ‘You can’t have her, Jonas.’  I couldn’t believe how calm he was right now.
 
   ‘I can and I will,’ Jonas thought.
 
   ‘You don’t understand what I’m saying, Jonas.  You could take her and, well, you know, do whatever.  But you can never have her, not in the way you’re wanting to have her, because she doesn’t want you.  She never will and I think you know that.’
 
   ‘I can make her want me, eventually.’
 
   ‘You go ahead and think that, Jonas.  But right now I’m done with this conversation.  I’m not going to waste my time arguing with you.  I need to go eat,’ Matt thought.
 
   We had all reached the waterfall by now.  Carlos and Maria sat on one bench, Matt and I took the other.  Everyone was completely silent, which was fine by me.  My nausea went away, Jonas had left without saying a word and that started to make me feel uncomfortable.  Suddenly I became very tense and started looking around.  
 
   “What is it Sarah?” Matt said.
 
   “Something’s not right.  He never leaves without saying something,” I said as my eyes darted around the courtyard.  “I think he might be… I think he’s—”  My eyes found him on the roof.  “He’s here,” I groaned.
 
   “Oh shit,” Carlos said as he wrapped a protective arm around Maria.  Matt and I jumped up and went to stand in front of her too.  I held tight to Matt’s hand, there was no way I could let him take on Jonas by himself.
 
   Again, there was silence.  Nobody said a word.  Not me, not Jonas, not Matt, not Carlos, nobody.  Once again, it was me who broke it.  “Now, Jonas?  Is it now?  Is that why you’re here?” I said.
 
   “What?  I can’t just come by and visit?  Maybe I just wanted to meet Carlos’ new squeeze.”
 
   Carlos growled behind me, but I put my hand back to stop him, as Jonas went on
 
   “Maybe I just wanted to see you again, Sarah.  Maybe I just wanted to taste you again.”
 
   That got a growl from Matt.
 
   “Maybe, maybe, maybe,” I said, “that’s all bullshit, Jonas.  Tell me why you’re really here.”
 
   Jonas grinned then jumped down from the roof, landing about ten feet away from us.  Matt instinctively moved to step in front of me, but I yanked on his hand and pulled him back.
 
   “I want a girl,” Jonas said.
 
   “Excuse me?” I said.
 
   “You heard me.  I heard about your little escort service you’ve got going here.  I want company for a few hours.”
 
   “I can’t do that, Jonas.  You might hurt her.  I can’t put anyone in that kind of danger,” I said.
 
   Jonas turned and took a few steps toward the door.  He was closer to it than we were.  “Fine,” he said, “I’ll just go in and take one.  But if we’re doing it this way, I’m not bringing her back.”
 
   “Wait,” I said.  Jonas stopped and smiled at me. “You won’t hurt her?”
 
   “Sarah,” Matt said, but I looked at him and he stopped.  
 
   I turned back to Jonas.  “Will you promise me that you won’t hurt her or make her do anything she doesn’t want to do?”
 
   “Sarah, you can’t be seriously considering this,” Carlos said.
 
   “Really, Sarah, he’s right,” Matt said.
 
   I whirled around and faced both of them, glaring.  “Shut up, both of you, please?  I don’t hear either one of you coming up with any ideas here, so just back off and let me talk, okay?” I said, then I turned back to face Jonas, completely missing the smirks that Matt and Carlos made to each other but were hidden from Jonas.
 
   “Well, Jonas?” I said.
 
   “Okay, Sarah, I’ll promise, on one condition.”
 
   “What’s that?” I said.
 
   “You have to take me to them,” he said, then held up his hand when I opened my mouth to protest.  “I want to choose the girl that is most like you, in looks and scent.  I need you there to compare.”
 
   I stared at him for a second then said, “Will you keep your hands off me?” 
 
   “Sarah, don’t,” Matt said.
 
   I looked at him then back at Jonas.  “Will you keep your hands off me… and Matt comes with me too,” I said.
 
   Jonas sighed.  “Fine,” he groaned.  “I’ll keep my hands off you, but he stays back a ways when I’m choosing, okay?  I don’t want his scent to mess up yours.”
 
   I nodded, then turned to Carlos.  “Get Maria inside to your room and stay with her until he’s gone, okay?”
 
   Carlos nodded, grimaced slightly as he stood up then wrapped his arms around Maria as he led her inside.  As I gripped Matt’s hand and stepped forward I linked with Stacy.  ‘I need all of your available girls lined up for a customer.’
 
   ‘Sure, when?’
 
   ‘Now… we’ll be there in about two minutes.’
 
   ‘We?’
 
   ‘Don’t ask.  Can you have them ready?’
 
   ‘Will do.’
 
   Jonas stepped forward to the door and held it open, leering at me.  A chill went down my spine as I felt the evil hunger emanating from him.  I squeezed Matt’s hand tighter.
 
   “After you,” Jonas said.
 
   Matt and I kept our eyes locked on Jonas as we stepped inside.  This was someone I never wanted to have my back to ever again.
 
   “Mmm, mmm, mmmm,” Jonas growled.  “We better hurry or I won’t be able to keep my promise, Sarah.  Having you this close, it’s almost impossible to keep my hands off you.”
 
   Matt tensed even more next to me.
 
   “How’s the wrist?” Jonas said.
 
   “Hurts, thanks,” I said sarcastically.
 
   “It wouldn’t if you’d change your diet,” he said.
 
   “No, Jonas,” I said.
 
   He turned and looked at me.  “Why do you fight it, Sarah?  What are you afraid of?” he said, then I suddenly felt like I was going to puke as his mind jumped into mine, searching for the answer to his question, the answer that I didn’t want him to have.  I stopped walking and bent over with my hands across my belly, groaning.
 
   “Get out of my head, Jonas.  I’m not… I’m not going… you don’t get to… get out… get out… damn it, get out.”
 
   And he did, but obviously not before he got the answer he was looking for.  He just stared at me, with his mouth hanging open.  “No way…” he said.  “You can… at will?  Whenever you want?  I’ve heard old stories about vampires like you, but I thought they were just rumors.  God, I’m so jealous… what I wouldn’t give to be able to do that too.”
 
   “Jonas, I’d gladly give you this ability, if it would make you go away.  Gladly.  I don’t want it.”
 
   “You don’t want it?” Jonas gasped, then he shook his head.  “You are either incredibly stupid or absolutely amazing… I can’t decide which.”  Jonas shivered.  “God, just the thought of being able to go out and take whoever I wanted, whenever I wanted, without outside help…” he groaned.
 
   I started walking again.  “Can we please just get this over with?” I said.  We reached Stacy’s door, but I hesitated.  Without looking at Jonas, I said, “Please, please, don’t hurt her, Jonas.  I’m begging you, please don’t hurt her, for me, please?”  I turned and locked my eyes with his.  For a split-second, I saw sympathy in them, and he wavered.  That’s what I was looking for.  If I could reach him on this, then maybe, just maybe, I could reason with him on everything else.  He nodded and I turned back and knocked on the door.  Stacy opened it and looked at us.  “Are you ready?” I said.  She nodded and stepped back to let us in.  She had eight beautiful vampires lined up: Megan, Abby, Alison, Susie, Trixie, Debbie, Laura and Heidi.  Jonas stopped and looked at me, then looked at Matt.  I squeezed Matt’s hand and said, “Wait here, honey, please?”
 
   Matt glared at Jonas, but nodded his head.  His eyes were locked on Jonas and I could see that he was tense and ready to spring.  I smiled.  Sometimes it still felt good to have him as my protector.  “Come, stand here, Sarah,” Jonas said, pointing to a spot just in front of the line of girls.  He came around to stand behind me and I froze.  I could hear the growl starting in Matt’s chest.  Jonas pinned his hands behind his back and looked at Matt.  “See, no hands,” he said.  But his body was pressed so close to mine.  I could feel his breath on my neck as he breathed in my scent.  I could hear his heartbeat speed up… and I could feel his reaction in his pants, which he pressed against my hip.  I knew Matt was going to spring… and I also knew Jonas would probably kill him in an instant if he did.
 
   “Jonas,” I whispered.
 
   “Fine,” he whispered then he backed up and walked along the line of girls.  “Nope,” he dismissed Trixie.  “Not even close,” he said to Abby.  “Maybe, stay here,” he said to Laura.  “Nowhere near it,” he said to Debbie.  “No and no,” he said to Heidi and Susie.  “Maybe another time,” he said to Alison.  Then he stopped when he came to Megan.  She smiled at him as he walked around behind her.  He grabbed her hand and pressed it against his pants as he breathed her in.  “Very nice,” she said.  He spun her around and kissed her with his eyes locked on me.  When he stopped he said, “Not quite the same, but close enough.”
 
   Matt and I escorted them to Megan’s room. 
 
   “Two hours Jonas,” I said, “we’ll be waiting out here in two hours to escort you out.”
 
   “Gee, Sarah, two hours might not be long enough, I usually like to go all night,” he said and I saw Megan’s eyes go wide and she smiled.
 
   “Jonas, I’ll be waiting out here, be done in two hours.”
 
   “I’ll try, Sarah,” he said, grinning, as he reached behind Megan and opened her door.  He began kissing her as they walked into the room and it was only a few seconds before I heard her moaning.  I sat down on the bench in the hall and pulled Matt down next to me.  “Really, Sarah?  Do we really have to stay here… and listen to that?” he said.
 
   I nodded.  “Unfortunately, yes.  Just in case her moans turn to screams from pain, Matt.  But we can pretty much tune them out,” I said as I climbed onto his lap, facing him and began kissing him.  His hands quickly moved around to my back and he pulled me closer.  Uh-oh, I thought.  This was definitely more than just a make-out session.  “Uh, honey,” I mumbled between kisses.  “Careful, we are in the hall, you know.”  I groaned when I felt the bulge growing in his pants.  “Matt,” I groaned as I pushed away his hand as it tried to move up under my shirt.  “Don’t,” I mumbled as his hand again reached for my breast.  Something wasn’t right.  He wasn’t saying anything.  It was as if he couldn’t hear me.  As his hands moved to unbutton my pants, I grabbed them and yelled, “Matt, stop it!”
 
   His eyes snapped open and he looked around, as if he had no idea where he was.  He looked at me, then down at his hands, which were still on the waistband of my pants.  “What?  What was I doing?” he said.
 
   I grinned at him.  “Trying to make love to me, right here, in the hallway.”
 
   “But I… but I don’t remember,” he groaned.
 
   “I know,” I said, “it’s got to be him,” I gestured toward Megan’s door.  “He must be transferring what he’s feeling into your head.  Carlos said he can do that, remember?”
 
   Matt’s mouth closed on mine again.  I was going to lose it… we were going to lose it if I… if I didn’t… I pushed myself off of him and backed up to the far wall.  He started to stand.  “Stop.” I said.  “He wants us to do this.  Why?  Does he want us to leave our post here?  Or is he just playing?  It doesn’t matter.  I’m staying here, we have to stop.”
 
   Matt groaned, “But it hurts to stop, Sarah.”
 
   “I know, believe me I know,” I said, my chest still heaving.  “Try to think about something else, something bad.  Think about how you felt when Malina had you, when she took you away from me.” 
 
   “Not working Sarah,” Matt said as he bent over, groaning.
 
   We could hear Megan in her room and her cries of pleasure weren’t helping either.  Finally, thankfully, the feelings vanished.  I could hear Jonas laughing in Megan’s room before he went back to what he was doing.  “You want more?” Jonas said to her.
 
   “Oh my God, yes, please, yes, more,” she groaned.
 
   I squatted down with my back against the wall and my head in my hands.  “I’m sorry Matt,” I whispered.
 
   “Sorry?” he said, his chest still heaving.  “What on earth for?”
 
   “For agreeing to this, for letting him inside.”
 
   “Sarah,” he said as he looked at me, his eyes still filled with pain, “there’s no bloodshed, no one’s dying, no one’s getting hurt, well almost no one.”  He tried to smile.
 
   “Is it safe to sit next to you now?”
 
   “Probably not,” he grinned as he held his hand out to me, which I gladly took as I sat next to him.  
 
   Sometime later, I heard voices coming towards Megan’s door.
 
    “Sorry, hun, but I only get two hours,” Jonas said.
 
   “I’ll ask her then,” Megan said, “she can’t be that cruel.  She’ll understand.  You can’t leave yet, you just can’t.”
 
   Megan’s door opened.  “Sarah?” she said.
 
   “No, Megan.  I’m sorry.  He has to leave now.”
 
   “But… but… oh my God, Sarah.  That was the best sex I’ve ever had.  I have to have more, I need more, please?” she pleaded.
 
   Jonas leered at me as he spoke to Megan.  “Sorry, Megan.  I’ve got to go.  But I’ll be back.”
 
   “No, please don’t go.  Let me come with you.  Please, can I come with you?”
 
   He smiled at her.  “Not this time, sweetie,” he said as he kissed her.
 
   She groaned and pulled him tight to her.  He pulled away and had to gently push her back.  
 
   “Promise me you’ll come back,” she pleaded.  “Promise me you’ll come back, soon.”
 
   He kissed her cheek as he looked at me.  “I’ll be back, soon,” he said, then he took a step toward us.  “Shall we?” he said as Matt and I stood up.
 
   “That was so not cool, Jonas,” Matt said.
 
   Jonas chuckled.  “I thought it was funny.  Although I should have known that Sarah would be strong enough to resist.  Megan seemed pretty impressed, though, didn’t she?  Just think, Sarah, this could all be yours.”
 
   “Shut up Jonas,” Matt and I both said… and he grinned.
 
   “You know, we don’t have to be enemies, Sarah.”
 
   I stopped and stared at Jonas.  “Does that mean you’re going to leave Carlos alone?  That you’re not going to hurt him?”
 
   “Carlos?  No, I’m going to kill him.  It’s his fault that I was locked up for two-hundred years.  But why do you care?” 
 
   “Because he’s my best friend, Jonas.  Because he’s Matt’s best friend.  And because if it wasn’t Carlos, it would have been somebody else who turned you in.  You were out of control and had to be stopped.  You needed to be locked away,” I said.
 
   His reaction was swift and decisive.  “Nobody deserved what I got,” he growled into my face as he grabbed me by my hair and pulled my head back.  
 
   Matt moved to stop him, but he reached out with his right hand, grabbed Matt by the neck and pinned him against the wall.  “All I have to do is squeeze, Sarah,” he whispered.  
 
   “Matt, stop moving,” I said, then I looked into Jonas’ eyes.  “God, Jonas, please, don’t.”
 
   His black, hatred-filled eyes glared at me.  I really thought he was going to break Matt‘s neck.  My heart was flying in my chest and my brain was working at a million miles an hour trying to figure out a way I could stop him.  I didn’t have to break his hold on Matt, just get him to loosen it a bit, just distract him.  Suddenly I knew exactly what I had to do.  Both of my hands came up.  They cradled Jonas’ face, turned it towards mine and planted a kiss on his mouth.  I kept my eyes open and saw the shock on his face.  Surprise turned to what I could only describe as laughter.  His eyes softened and I, again, saw something other than anger in them.  But he also looked completely confused by this change, like it was something totally new to him.  He nodded then took a step back, releasing us both.  Matt had me in his arms a split-second later.  
 
   “God I love your spunk, Sarah. I’ve got to get out of here now,” Jonas said, “but I’ll be back soon.”
 
   “I won’t be here, Jonas.”
 
   “Yes you will, Sarah.”
 
   “No, Jonas, I won’t.  I’m, ummm, we, are going to the island.  If you insist on going through with this, then we’re going to the island.  Tomorrow.  That’s where you can find us.”
 
   “Mmm, that must mean you’re going to change your diet for me, Sarah.  Alright, you go.  I’ll give you a little time, not much, but a little.”
 
   I stopped and looked at him.  “Jonas, will you please let this go?  I really think you and I could be friends if you’d just let this go.  You could stay here.  I’d help you get cleaned up, get you back on the right diet.  This anger you have, I don’t think it’s all you.  I think most of it is your addiction.  I’m so tired of all the fighting.  Let me help you, please?”
 
   Jonas just stared at me with his mouth hanging open.  He looked from me, to Matt, back to me and back to Matt.  
 
   Finally he said to Matt, “She’s serious, isn’t she?”
 
   Matt nodded, “Yes she is.  I know.  I told you,” he said.
 
   “Unbelievable,” Jonas said, shaking his head as he started walking toward the door.  He opened the door then turned back to us.  “Until next time. Sarah.  Matt,” then he flew out the door like a rocket.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Ten
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I wrapped my arm around Matt’s waist.  “Come on,” I said, “it’s time for dinner.”
 
   “Sarah?” he whispered.  “I can’t beat him. Not physically anyways.  He’s just too strong.”
 
   “I know, honey.  I’m working on him.  I think I’m even getting through to him a little.”
 
   “I don’t know Sarah.  Do you really think he can change?”
 
   “People can change, Matt.  Even people like Jonas.  Sometimes all it takes is having someone around who believes in them.”
 
   We reached the coolers in the clinic.  I looked at Matt and waited.  
 
   “What?” he said.
 
   “Turn around, please?” I said which he did.  I punched in the combination then grabbed eight pints.  Then I had Matt grab two from the other fridge.  We walked silently down the hall to Carlos’ room and I knocked on his door.  I heard voices, giggling (Really? Giggling?), then Carlos said, “What?” through the door.
 
   “He’s gone, Carlos,” I said.  
 
   The door cracked open a few inches and a shirtless Carlos poked his head out.
 
   “Everything okay?” he said then he noticed the surprised look on my face.  “What?” he said.
 
   “Are you… are you healed enough for that?” I said.
 
   “Oh,” he grinned, “apparently I am.  Now, if you don’t mind…”
 
   “Ummm, I brought you dinner, too,” I said.  He reached his hand out the door to grab it, but I pulled mine back.  
 
   “Carlos, you can’t.  Not with her in there.  What if she was too close and you bit her?”
 
   “Oh, crap,” he said.  “You’re right.  Sorry, I’m still kinda new at this interacting with humans stuff.  Do you mind keeping her company in the hall for a second?”
 
   “Sure,” I said, “send her out.”
 
   A few seconds later Maria stepped out wearing Carlos’ robe and the flush and glow of someone who’d just had their first intimate vampire experience was written clearly on her face.  I smiled at her.  I knew that look all too well.  “Hi Maria,” I said as I handed the four pints of good blood and one pint of bad (or evil) blood to Carlos.  “Give me the bad one when you’re done, I’ll drink it, okay?” I said and he nodded.  He closed the door to his apartment and a few seconds later I heard the hum of his microwave, then his bedroom door as he closed it, wanting more privacy.  A minute later his door opened.  He handed me the bad pint and gently took Maria’s hand, pulling her inside.  I quickly drained the blood and then Matt and I started down the hall, but Carlos’ voice stopped me. 
 
   “Sarah?” he whispered.  I turned and looked at him.  “Did you know?  Maria.  Did you know that I would… that I would fall for her?”
 
   I smiled at him.  “I had a feeling, Carlos.”
 
   He shook his head.  “Amazing,” he said.  “You did good, kiddo.  Thanks.”
 
   “You’re welcome, Carlos.  Oh, and we’re leaving for the island tomorrow,.”
 
   “We are?” he said, “Okay.  But Maria’s coming with us.” 
 
   “Is that smart, Carlos?  Wouldn’t she be safer if she were here, away from him?” I said.
 
   “I’ll keep her safe, Sarah.  But I need her with me, otherwise I won’t be effective.  Plus, she’s ready to go through the change for me.  We’ve already talked about it.  We can do that when we’re out there, so she’ll be a little less vulnerable.  Please?”
 
   “Carlos.  You’ll have to keep her safe from me too.  I don’t know how I’ll react once I’m on that stuff.  I could be dangerous.  The whole point of us going to the island was so I wouldn’t be around humans, remember?”
 
   “I know, Sarah.  She won’t leave my side.  We can do the linking ceremony right when we get there, then do the change a few days after that, okay?” 
 
   “I guess, if you’re sure.  I’ll see you in the morning, Carlos.  We’re leaving at ten.  Night.”
 
   “Night, Sarah.  And, thanks again,” he said as he closed the door.
 
   I walked in to our room and smiled as I saw Matt lying naked on the bed.  He grinned at me and said, “Feed me, baby.” 
 
   “Okay,” I said, “but why are you naked?”
 
   “Well, we’ve both seen how Carlos reacts when he drinks this stuff.  If I react the same way I want to take full advantage of it.  And if I don’t, well, I still always want to make love to you.”
 
   I hesitated.  “Okay, I guess.  But no biting, Matt.  There can’t be any biting.  I don’t want to taste this stuff or have it inside me until we’re tucked away on the island, where it’s safe.  Which means that I absolutely cannot bite you.”
 
   He stuck out his bottom lip.  “No biting?  Ahh, that sucks,” then he grinned.  “I suppose I can live with that.”
 
   I set the pints down on the end of the bed and pulled my clothes off.  I dropped the pints in the microwave and turned it on.  After it dinged, I grabbed them and climbed on the bed next to Matt.  I went to hand him the pint of evil blood, but he grabbed my hand and stopped me.  I stared at him.  “Don’t let me be like him, Sarah.  I don’t want to end up like Jonas: angry, bitter and alone,” he said.
 
   “You won’t, sweetheart. I promise,” I said.  “You ready?”
 
   He nodded, but looked terrified.  I held one of each in my hand as I climbed onto his lap so I could face him.  As if trying to put off what he knew he had to do, he started kissing me.  We were both already naked so it didn’t take long for both our bodies to respond.  “Matt,” I said as he kissed my neck, “you’re dinner’s getting cold.  He groaned into my neck and then stopped.  He looked at me and nodded.  I held the evil pint up to his nose.  As soon as his fangs dropped I pulled it away and replaced it with the good blood.
 
   He moaned loud and long, and I instantly felt the rest of his body respond under me.  I put another one on his teeth.  He groaned out a “Yesssssss,” and pulled me tighter to him as he began to move inside me. “More, more,” he panted as it emptied.  I quickly pushed on the third.  His eyes rolled back into his head and he grabbed my hips, pushing me down onto him.  The fourth and final pint, he drained in a second.  He growled as he tossed it aside, then he pushed me back on the back on the bed and crushed his body down hard onto mine.  His mouth found mine and I could taste a little of the blood in his mouth.  I was on fire now, and apparently so was he, as reaction was swift and very strong.  He growled “Bed’s too soft, I need more.”  He pushed us both off the end of the bed onto the floor, catching the back of my head just before it hit the ground.
 
   “Oh my God, Matt,” I groaned as my first climax hit.  I had to fight the urge to bite with every muscle in my body. And that was just the beginning.
 
   As the first light of dawn came peaking through the window, he finally reached the monstrous climax that he had been searching for all night, although I had lost count how many he had that had led up to this one.  And I didn’t even bother trying to count how many I had.  He couldn’t keep from biting on this one though, and I almost lost it when his fangs sunk into my neck.  I cried out as my own climax crashed down and turned my mouth toward his neck.  Just a little taste wouldn’t hurt would it?  But just as my fangs touched his skin, I closed my lips over them and pressed only my mouth into his neck, until we were both done.  Matt rolled onto his side, clearly exhausted.  We both quickly fell asleep, but he kept twitching and jerking, waking me up each time he did.  I finally gave up on sleep, got up and started packing our things for the trip.  Our ride was leaving at ten, so I woke him up at nine by gently kissing him.  His eyes shot open.  “More?” he gasped.  “Is it time for more?  Please tell me it’s time for more.”
 
   “Matt, we have to leave for the airport in an hour.  More is going to have to wait until we’re on the island.”
 
   Panic filled his face.  “No,” he gasped.
 
   I kissed him to distract him, then pulled back and reminded him, “Honey, as soon as we get to the island, we both get to have some.”
 
   He stared at me for a few seconds then understood.  “Both?  Both of us?  Together?  Oh God,” he said as he shivered.  He pulled me down to him, his mouth crushing onto mine.
 
   “Matt,” I mumbled through the kisses, “don’t you want to shower before we leave?”
 
   “If I’m choosing between a shower or sex with you,” he said as he slid one finger into the waist band of my jeans, just one tiny little finger, and ripped them right off of me.  “I’m choosing sex, every time.”
 
   “Holy shit, Matt.  How did you… oh my God, don’t stop, don’t you dare friggin’ stop,” I groaned.  
 
   I dressed (again!) and got him out the door a few minutes before ten.  We walked down the hall and knocked on Carlos’ door.  He opened it with a huge smile on his face, but I grew concerned when I saw the dark circles under Maria’s eyes.  She was human, she needed sleep.
 
   As we settled onto the plane, both Matt and Carlos were jittery.  Matt fell into a fitful sleep in his seat.  Maria laid her head on Carlos’ shoulder and tried to doze off, but he kept turning and kissing her, waking her up again.  On the third time he did this, I shot into his mind, ‘Stop it, Carlos.’
 
   ‘No,’ he thought and he tried to kiss her again.
 
   ‘Carlos!’ I thought.
 
   ‘What?’ he thought as he turned and glared at me.
 
   ‘She’s human and needs her sleep.  You’re going to make her sick.  Knock it off, Carlos.’  
 
   ‘Or what?’
 
   ‘Or I’m going to knock your ass out,’ I thought then had to bite my lip to keep from laughing.
 
   “Ahhh, I see psycho Sarah is back in town,” he whispered, then he started quietly chuckling.  He stood up, gently laying Maria across his seat as he did, and came and sat in the empty seat next to me.  He clasped my hand in his as he gazed lovingly at Maria.  “I really don’t know how you did it.  First try and you knocked it out of the park.  You have a gift.  You are one of a kind, Sarah, and definitely something special.”
 
   “So are you, Carlos, so are you,” I said as I laid my head on his shoulder.  
 
   He linked with me again.  ‘Do you still think about it, Sarah?  About us?  About what it would have been like?  Be honest.’
 
   ‘Shit.  You had to add that ‘be honest’ didn’t you?’ I thought and he chuckled.
 
   ‘Honestly?  Yeah, I guess I do, sometimes.  We have a connection, Carlos.  An incredibly strong connection.  I can’t deny that anymore.  But I also can’t give in to it either.  I have to fight it.’ 
 
   ‘What did you feel when I kissed you, Sarah?’
 
   ‘Don’t ask me that, Carlos.  Please?’
 
   ‘Sarah, I have to know.’
 
   ‘Why?’
 
   ‘Because I have to know if it was the same thing that I felt, or if my imagination is just blowing it all out of proportion.’
 
   My heart was racing as I thought about that kiss again.  I hadn’t thought about it in a long time, but once I did, that feeling came back as strong as ever.  I squeezed my eyes shut.  
 
   ‘Sarah?’
 
   ‘I felt a desire, a yearning, unlike anything I’ve felt before.  With Matt, I want him, I crave him.  But when you kissed me, I felt like it was something that I had to have.  Something I needed.  I felt helpless to stop it.’
 
   ‘But you did.’
 
   ‘If we’d been in a bigger room, I wouldn’t have.’
 
   ‘Really?’
 
   ‘Really.’
 
   ‘Do you regret that we weren’t in a bigger room?’
 
   ‘Yes and no.’
 
   ‘Sometimes I hate that you’re so strong.  But that’s also why I love you too.’
 
   ‘I know.  And I love you too.  But can we please stop talking about this?  It’s easier for me if I don’t think about it.’ 
 
   ‘Yeah, I know.  Me too.’
 
   He nodded, kissed my temple, and then we both drifted off to sleep.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Eleven
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   The seaplane landed at midnight, and Aduviri was waiting for us on the dock.  Aduviri was the son of the Peruvian chief who had given us our matching scars that are part of the process needed to create a vampire.  He had helped us when we needed to create several new vampires at one time when we were preparing to do battle with The Elders.  We had called him from the plane, and since he was already on Paradise Island, he hopped into his boat and made the half-day’s journey right away.  “Hello Sarah, Matthew, Carlos.  It’s nice to see you again,” he said.
 
   “Hi Aduviri,” Carlos said.  “I’d like you to meet Maria.  Maria, this is Aduviri.”
 
   Maria shyly stuck out her hand and smiled at him.  He shook it.  Suddenly Aduviri’s eyes went wide and shock filled his face.  “Wait! The linking ceremony,” he gasped, “it’s for you, Carlos?”
 
   A huge goofy grin filled Carlos’ face as he nodded.  “That’s right,” he said.  “I’ll bet you never in a million years expected it to be me, did ya?  Well, neither did I, my friend.  Neither did I.”
 
   We all decided to forgo feeding and stay in the main house tonight.  Aduviri would do the linking ceremony in the morning then he would head back to Paradise Island, leaving one less human here for me to worry about.  I snuggled in to Matt’s arms to sleep.  “I think there’s something wrong with me Matt,” I said.
 
   “Why, Sarah?  What’s wrong?” he said.
 
   “I absolutely hate it when I can’t make love to you,” I said.  “I shouldn’t be this… addicted to you, should I?”
 
   He grinned.  “It’s only fair, since I’m that addicted to you.”  Then he sat up, pulled his shorts on, stood up and stuck out his hand to me.  “Come with me.”
 
   “Where?” I said as I pulled on my nightgown.
 
   “Just come with me,” he said as he grabbed the blanket off the end of the bed.
 
   I happily took his hand and he led me down the stairs and out the front door.  We walked down to the beach and along the water until we were about a mile away from the house.  He spread out the blanket, dropped his shorts and lay down. 
 
   “Better?” he said as he grinned at me.
 
   “Oh, much,” I said as I peeled off my nightgown and joined him.
 
   I was still asleep but I began to realize that something was wrong.  In the dream I was having, the waves were lapping at my toes.  And I swear my feet really were wet.  But that wasn’t possible.  We had spread out the blanket way up by the tree line, even at high tide the water didn’t reach that far.  So why did my toes feel wet?  I frowned in my sleep.  I was laying on my right side facing Matt, who was on his left side facing me.  Our limbs were entwined.  I opened one eye, looked at Matt, smiled… and then I felt it.  Water was dripping on my feet.  As if in slow motion, my head turned.  I gasped and pulled myself tighter to Matt, trying to cover up.  “Well, good morning sleepy head,” Jonas said.
 
   “Jonas, what the hell are you doing here?” I said as I frantically glanced around looking for my nightgown.  “Where is my…” I started to say, but then I saw it, in his hand.  
 
   “It’s a nice, warm morning, Sarah.  You don’t need this,” he grinned.
 
   “Jonas you are such an ass,” I said.
 
   “And you have such a nice one,” he said.
 
   Throughout this exchange, Matt hadn’t moved, hadn’t made a peep.  Suddenly his arm moved and he shoved something into my hand.  “Put these on, Sarah,” he growled.
 
   “But you won’t have anything,” I said as I slid his shorts over my feet and pulled them up while Matt kept my chest covered.
 
   “Sarah, it’s you he wants to see.  I could care less if he sees me.  Now, cross your arms, cause I’m going to stand up,” he said.  Suddenly my nightgown fluttered down over both of us.
 
   “That I definitely don’t need to see,” Jonas said.
 
   I turned my back to Jonas, slipped it on, and handed Matt’s shorts back to him.  I turned back, couldn’t find Jonas, then looked up and saw him hovering above us.  Matt moved to jump up, but I grabbed his hand and held him down.  I knew Jonas would tear him apart if he did.  “You didn’t answer my question, Jonas. What the hell are you doing here?” I said.
 
   “Well, I came by last night to check the place out, but, lucky me, I got treated to an awesome show.  Thank you very much, Sarah,” he sneered.
 
   “You… you… you saw us?” I whispered as I squeezed Matt’s hand tighter when I heard the growl in his chest.
 
   “Oh, absolutely.  And I must say it’s much better seeing it than just feeling it in your head, much better.”
 
   “Go to hell, Jonas,” I mumbled.
 
   “Sarah, please let go of my hand,” Matt said through clenched teeth as he glared at Jonas.
 
   “No, Matt.  He’ll kill you.”
 
   “Relax.  I’m leaving now.  But I’ll be back soon,” Jonas said and then he flew off.  I stared at the sky where he had just been. 
 
   “Matt?  How far is the nearest island from here?” I said.
 
   “About sixty miles,” he said as he too stared at the sky.
 
   “He can fly that far?”
 
   “Apparently.”
 
   “Do you know any other vampires who can fly that far?”
 
   Apparently Matt had reached his breaking point, because he did something he’s never done before… he snapped at me.  “No, Sarah.  Damn it.  I don’t know any vampires who can fly that far.  I don’t know any vampires who are as strong as he is.  And I don’t know how in the fuck we are going to beat him, okay?  Happy now?  This is friggin’ hopeless.”  He threw his arms up the air and started walking, by himself, toward the house.  I didn’t move. I was too stunned to move.  Too stunned… and then too pissed off.  I crossed my arms across my chest, glared at Matt… and waited.  He walked about half a mile, slowed, then finally stopped.  He hung his head, turned and looked at me, then covered the distance back to me in two seconds.  He wrapped his arms around me, but mine stayed firmly across my chest.  
 
   “Oh, Sarah, I’m so sorry,” he said.  “I’ve just never felt this… scared before.”
 
   I stepped back, put my hands on his face and looked into his panic-filled eyes.  “Yes you have, Matt.  Before you changed me, remember?  You were scared shitless.  But we made it through that, and we’ll make it through this.”
 
   “But that time, I was in control and my fear was that I was going to kill you.  This time, this time it’s different.  This time my fear is that I’m going to die and I’m not going to be able to keep him from… keep him from… touching you,” he groaned.
 
   “If you don’t think we stand a chance physically, then you have to let me try to get through to him.  You have to let me try, Matt,” I said.
 
   He stared at me for a few seconds.  “Do you really have any hope that you can, Sarah?”
 
   I nodded.  “Yes I do.  I’ve seen him hesitate.  I’ve felt his confusion.  I think with the right person and the right words of encouragement, he could change.”
 
   He pressed his forehead to mine.  “Well, you’re definitely the right person, Sarah.  But this scares the shit out of me too.”
 
   “I know, Matt.  It scares me too.  But I have to try.  To give us a chance, I have to try,” I said.
 
   “I’m a little disappointed though.”
 
   “Why?”
 
   “I was looking forward to feeding time, with both of us feeding on the good blood,” he said.
 
   “Oh, well, we’re still going to do that,” I said.
 
   He tilted his head as he looked at me.  “But why?”
 
   “Because I need him to believe that we’re still planning on trying to beat him physically.  If I asked him to come here so he and I could ‘talk,’ I don’t think he’d be too receptive.  I need him to come here believing it’s for a fight.  Which means, all of us need to act like we’re preparing for that fight.”
 
   “But won’t that make it harder for you?  You’ll be going through withdrawals while you’re trying to help him.”
 
   “But so will he, and his will be much worse.  I’ll be fine, Matt.  Trust me, okay?”
 
   He nodded.  “I love you so much, Sarah.”
 
   “I love you too, baby,” I said.  “Now, let’s go wake the others so we can do the linking ceremony.  Then Aduviri can go home and we can feed,” I grinned.
 
   I picked up the blanket and we slowly made our way back to the house.  As we approached the steps, we heard worried voices from inside.  “I don’t know where they are,” Carlos said.  “You don’t think he came and took them do you?”
 
   I turned to Matt and said, “Uh-oh.”  We sped up and burst through the front door.
 
   “Oh, thank God,” Carlos said, “where the hell have you two been?  You had me worried sick.  And why are you still in your nightgown, Sarah?”  Then he spied the blanket across my arm and raised his eyebrow.
 
   “What?” I said.  “It was too hot in our room last night, so we went down and slept on the beach.  We planned on being back before everyone was up, but Jonas delayed us.”
 
   That got Carlos’ attention.  “Jonas!  He was here?” he said.  “What happened?”
 
   I told him about Jonas showing up to ‘scope out the island,’ leaving out the part about what he’d seen while he was here. 
 
   “How did we not hear his boat?” Carlos said.
 
   “Because he didn’t bring one,” I said.
 
   “Then how…?  No!” he gasped.  “Please tell me he didn’t fly here,” he whispered.
 
   “I wish I could, Carlos,” Matt said.
 
   Carlos sank down onto the couch.  “There’s no way,” he said.  “We can’t beat him.”
 
   “Not in the way we want to, but Sarah here has an idea.  Something she’d like to try,” Matt said.
 
   “What?” Carlos said. 
 
   But I shook my head.  “Later.  First go do the linking ceremony.  We’ll talk later, okay?”
 
   Carlos looked a little nervous, but he stood and held out his hand to Maria.  Aduviri followed them into the den and closed the doors.  I looked at Matt and smiled.  “We should probably go get dressed,” I said.  He took my hand and we headed up the stairs.
 
   Two hours later we were saying goodbye to Aduviri on the dock.  Carlos and Maria were still asleep on the floor in the den… and I knew from experience that when they woke up from their trance… they’d be needing privacy.  Sex with the scars is mind-boggling, to say the least.  “What do you say I go grab us some breakfast and we feed in the guest house?” I said.
 
   Matt grinned at me.  “He’s going to get really pissed when he finds out, Sarah.”
 
   “Oh, please,” I said, “like he’s not going to be having sex in our house.  He’ll get over it.”
 
   I quietly snuck into the house, down the stairs to the basement, grabbed eight pints of good blood and one bad one for Matt, then met him back on the porch… and we couldn’t seem to get to the guest house fast enough.  But as soon as the blood was warming in the microwave, my nerves kicked in… big time.  “Maybe I shouldn’t, Matt.  I’m scared.  I don’t want to become a monster.”
 
   “You?  A monster?” Matt said.  “I’m not seeing any chance of that, Sarah.  Look, if you start going crazy in the streets, you have my word that I will chain you up until you come back to your senses,” he smiled with a twinkle in his eye.
 
   I smiled.  “Well, that sounds like it could be fun.”
 
   I turned back to the microwave to grab the blood, when Matt wrapped his arms around my waist and began kissing the side of my neck.  I moaned and brought my hand up to his hair, then spun around and brought my mouth to his.  As I kissed him, he reached behind me and grabbed two good pints and one bad from the microwave.  He pulled away and handed one to me.  I was terrified, but he locked his eyes on mine and helped calm me.  I nodded, closed my eyes, dropped my fangs… and sank them into the sweetest liquid I have ever tasted.  I groaned as every nerve in my body ignited.  I opened my eyes just as Matt finished his pint.  His mouth crushed down on mine and I suddenly had to feel his skin on mine, but I wasn’t letting his lips leave mine.  I grabbed hold of his t-shirt and tore it off his chest.  He groaned and did the same with mine, then he grabbed two more pints, and handed one to me.  As we fed again, I felt him pressing tighter to me.  A shiver rocked my body when we locked lips again.  His tongue danced around mine and I groaned as his hand slid between my belly and my pants…. and he tore them off.  He quickly grabbed two more pints.  We drained them and locked our mouths together again.  I undid the top button on his jeans, then tore them open the rest of the way, sending buttons flying everywhere as he groaned.  I jumped up, locked my legs around his waist and took him inside me as he handed me my last pint and he drained his.  I threw it onto the floor and crushed my mouth down on his just as my first body-shaking climax hit.  The waves of it rolled through both of us, until they crashed into his equally epic climax… and it was hours before we were able to stop.
 
   We lay in the middle of the kitchen floor, little spasms still occasionally coursing through us, threatening to get us going again, when we heard footsteps approaching.  “Oh shit!” Matt said.  We jumped up.  He threw open the fridge door to hide himself, then pulled me behind him to hide me, just as Carlos and Maria came through the door.  They were laughing, until they saw us.
 
   “Oh, there you guys are… what the heck?” Carlos said as he realized we were naked.  “Oh, come on.  Did you have to?  Here?  In my house?  Please put your clothes back on.”
 
   “Ummm, we can’t Carlos… they’re kind of torn up.  Could you go get us a couple of towels please?” I said.
 
   Carlos just stared at us, his mouth hanging open.  Finally, he shook his head and went to the bathroom.  He handed Matt the towels, then he sat at the kitchen table.  
 
   “Look, I’m sorry Carlos.  It’s just that we knew you and Maria would need… um… privacy when you woke up,” I said and Carlos grinned and winked at Maria, who blushed, “and Matt and I needed to feed, so we came over here.”
 
   Carlos’ eyes snapped open and he was at Maria’s side in a flash.  “You fed, Sarah?  On the good stuff?  Why didn’t you tell me?  How are you feeling?  Are you tempted?” he said as he stood protectively in front of Maria.
 
   I smiled and shook my head.  “Yes I fed on the good stuff.  I did just tell you.  I’m fine and no I’m not tempted at all.  But this was my first time.  I’ll let you know if anything changes, I promise.”
 
   He relaxed… a little.  But he was watching me like a hawk.  And he watched me that way for the next four days, and I was glad he did.  We fed three times a day, morning, noon and night, and every time we did, Maria’s scent became stronger and more desirable to me.  I was jittery.  I kept bumping up meal times… by ten minutes, then twenty, then thirty.  And the guys noticed it.  I could feel both of their eyes on me at all times… and I could feel my eyes on Maria every time she was near.  The pull to drain her was so strong… and I was fighting it every second of every day.  
 
   I woke on the morning of the fifth day tense and irritated.  I wanted to get through the morning, that’s all, just through the morning.  We were going to change Maria this afternoon.  As soon as we did that, she would be safe from me.  So until then… tense and irritated it was.  The only time I relaxed was when we fed, which also meant more incredible sex, but once we were done with that… it was back to tense and irritated.
 
   “I’m going for a walk on the beach,” I said.
 
   “You want company?” Matt said distractedly, his nose was buried in his computer, trying to stay current with work.
 
   “No, that’s okay.  I just want to think.  I’ll be back in a little bit, okay?”
 
   “Okay, sweetie.  I love you.”
 
   I couldn’t help but notice the worry in his eyes as he looked at me over his computer.  I tried to smile, “I love you too,” I said, then I headed out the door, having no clue that all hell was about to break loose.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Twelve
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I made it about a half mile down the beach when I felt him behind me.  I didn’t turn around.  “Hello, Jonas,” I said.
 
   “Hello darlin’.  Miss me?” he said.
 
   “Not really, Jonas,” I sighed.
 
   “Oooh. You changed your diet, Sarah. You smell absolutely delicious,” he said.  “It’s time, now, Sarah.  I can’t stay away any longer.”
 
   “Yes you can, Jonas.”
 
   “No, I’m tired of waiting and I’m tired of this game, Sarah,” he said, “and to prove it to you, I’ve got a present for you.”
 
   Suddenly Carlos was shouting in my head, ‘SARAH!  It’s Maria… she’s gone… I can’t find her.  Oh God, Sarah… where is she?’
 
   I growled at Jonas, “What the hell did you do?”
 
   Suddenly he flew and grabbed me.  We flew out over the water, toward the big rock with the cave in it.  Faster than I could blink, we landed at the edge of the water.  I looked inside the cave… and groaned.  Scared, shaking and cowering in the back corner was Maria.
 
   I turned to Jonas.  “This is not funny Jonas.  What the hell do you hope to accomplish with this?”
 
   He laughed.  “Accomplish?  I’m going to prove to you that you’re just like me, Sarah.  Can’t you smell her?  She smells so good.  You know you want to drain her.”
 
   Maria whimpered when he said this.  I squeezed my eyes shut.  “Jonas, I’m nothing like you.  Of course I can smell her, of course she smells good, but I do not want to drain her.  I would never want to do that.  Just because something smells good or tastes good or you really want it, doesn’t mean you should just take it.  If it’s wrong, then you should walk away, because that’s the right thing to do.”
 
   He stared at me.  “I can see you’re going to need a little help,” he said, then he was behind Maria in a flash.  Pinning her and turning her neck towards me.
 
   “Don’t hurt her, Jonas.  Don’t you dare hurt her.”
 
   His evil smile sent a chill down my spine.  “I’m not going to hurt her, Sarah,” he said, “but you are.”  Then I screamed as his fingernail came across her neck, slicing it open at the jugular.  Maria’s eyes went wide.  Jonas dropped her into the sand and stepped back, watching me.  I was at her side in an instant, pressing my hand onto the wound, trying desperately to stop the flow of blood, while at the same time fighting the overwhelming urge to sink my fangs into her neck.  I was gasping, fighting to control myself.  “You son of a bitch, Jonas,” I growled.  I closed my eyes and linked with Carlos, ‘Get the room ready, quick, Carlos.  We have to do the change right now.’
 
   ‘What?  What do you mean, Sarah?  Why?’
 
   ‘Damn it Carlos.  Don’t ask questions, just fucking MOVE.’
 
   I turned my head and saw Jonas blocking my exit.  “Get out of my way, Jonas.”
 
   “No, Sarah. I can’t do that,” he said.
 
   I looked in Maria’s terrified eyes and tried to smile.  I took one of her hands and pressed it against her throat, removing mine.  “Put pressure here, for a second, okay?” I whispered, and she nodded.  Then I turned and flung myself at Jonas, knocking him backwards into the sand.  I started punching his face repeatedly as I yelled, “You can and you will, asshole.”  He was stunned at my ferocity.  “Stay the hell out of my way,” I said then I picked him up and threw him against the back wall, knocking a huge chunk of rock down on top of him.  I saw that as my only chance.  I scooped up Maria and flew out of the mouth of the cave.  Heading toward the house, I linked with Carlos, ‘I’m coming, she’s hurt bad.  She’s bleeding a lot.  God, Carlos, there’s so much blood.  I don’t want to drop her when I land, please come help me.’
 
   Two figures streaked out of the house.  Carlos took Maria from my arms, but I kept my hand firmly on her neck.  I felt Matt’s arm around my waist as the four of us landed on the porch, and we hit the ground running – into the house, up the stairs and into the room.
 
   “Keep her conscious, Carlos.  She has to stay conscious,” I said as I frantically grabbed the powder that we got from the Mexican priest – the powder that gets sprinkled into the scars to re-open them and then again inside the scars, so that when they are joined together, the vampire ‘virus’ can stay alive long enough to travel from the vampire’s body to the human’s.  
 
   “Stay with me baby, okay?  Please stay with me,” Carlos whispered as Maria’s eyes tried to lock onto his. 
 
   “Hands.  I need hands,” I yelled.  Matt grabbed both their hands and held them palm side out for me.  I sprinkled the powder, waited the agonizing few seconds that it took for the scars to re-open, sprinkled more as Matt pressed their palms together.  Maria gasped and the energy from it seemed to revive her a bit.  I ripped the tops out of two of the bottles of formula from the voodoo priestess Musetta.  The formula – made from chicken blood, ground bones and other things that I didn’t want to know about, speeds up the human’s heart rate and gives the vampire the ability to slow down the speed that the drink the human’s blood, allowing them to stop before they kill them.  I used both my hands to pour them into both of their mouths at the same time.  
 
   Matt positioned himself behind Carlos.  I watched Carlos’ face, waiting for his eyes to open.  The second they did I said, “Okay, Carlos, now.”  He plunged his fangs into the open wound.  “Stay awake, Maria.  You can do this, for Carlos.  Stay awake, please.”  Her eyes rolled back, but then came back and focused on me.  I saw her clenching her teeth.  “That’s good, honey.  Fight,” I said.  Matt pulled Carlos back and plunged the syringe into his neck, filling it with Carlos’ blood.  He handed it to me and I plunged it into Maria’s neck.  Carlos’ blood revived her even more.  Back and forth we went.  I was a robot.  I had to be.  Because if I thought about what I was doing, I would lose my fight and plunge my teeth into her neck.  I was struggling so hard.  My eyes were changed, making it more difficult to see what I was doing.  My teeth were down, making it harder to speak.  And my need to feed was unbearable.  As we began the fifth, and final, transfer, I heard him chuckling in the doorway.  “Fuck off, Jonas,” I growled.  Matt and Carlos flinched.  “Don’t move, you two!” I shouted.  I plunged the last syringe of blood into Maria’s neck.
 
   “Did it work, Sarah?  Oh God, please tell me it worked,” Carlos groaned.
 
   “I hope so, Carlos.  I think it did.  I still hear her heart.  It’ll stop in a few seconds, but then it will start up again, so keep listening, okay?  Just listen.”
 
   I handed the syringe to Matt and mumbled, “Stay with them, Matt.  Help Carlos get her through the change.”  Then I pushed myself off of the bed and turned to face Jonas.
 
   “Sarah?” Matt said.
 
   “Matt, I don’t want to break anything in the house, so I’m going to take Jonas outside to beat the crap out of him.  Will you please stay here with Carlos?” 
 
   I could hear the fear in his voice as he said, “Okay, honey.  I love you.”  I blinked when he said this.  I couldn’t leave without… 
 
   “I love you too,” I said then I moved around to give him a kiss.  He was shaking.  
 
   “Be careful,” he whispered.  I nodded and turned back to Jonas.  I could still smell Maria’s blood, I couldn’t help it.  I was covered with it.  My arms, my hands, my shirt, my hair.  It was everywhere.  I used the scent to help my fury build.  
 
   “You, me, outside, now,” I yelled as I moved toward Jonas.  
 
   Jonas stepped to the side and held his arm out.  “Ladies first,”
 
   I stopped.  The last thing I wanted was him in the room and me out of it.  “No, assholes first,” I said.
 
   Jonas clucked his tongue, “Temper, temper, Sarah,” but he stepped out into the hall and headed down the stairs.  I paused and looked back at Matt one more time then I followed him down the stairs.
 
   I shoved Jonas all the way down to the beach then slapped him across the face as hard as I could.  “Don’t you ever, ever, do something like that again, Jonas.  Do I make myself clear?”
 
   Jonas just stared at me as he rubbed his cheek.  “What makes you think you can tell me what I can and cannot do?” he growled.
 
   “Because, Jonas, that’s what friends do,” I said.  That stopped him cold.
 
   “Friends?  What do you mean… friends?” he whispered.
 
   I walked down to the water and tried to wash the blood off my hands and arms.  The shirt, however, was hopeless.  “Friends, Jonas.  I really believe you and I can be friends.”
 
   He looked down at his hands.  “Sarah, I don’t have friends.”
 
   “I know that, Jonas, but you could, if you tried.  I know you could.”.
 
   Suddenly he smirked at me.  “Oh, I get it.  You’re trying to break me down.  To make me believe you want to be friends, so you can ambush me.  Nice try, Sarah.”
 
   I walked up so I was inches from his face.  “Jonas, look at me.  I’m not doing this to trick you.  I really feel that, deep down, you’re a good person and that you and I could be great friends.”
 
   His head tilted to the side as he studied me.  “You… you think I’m a good person?  Nobody’s ever said that to me.”  Suddenly he was in a rage.  “Ahhh, damn it, no.  I don’t believe you,” he growled then he grabbed me around the waist and took off flying.  It scared the hell out of me.  I had no idea where we were going… and I had no idea how fast we were going.  All I know is we landed on a deserted island about ten minutes later.  He pushed me onto my back in the sand.  “Now you’re mine,” he growled as he pressed down onto me.  I kept turning my head as he tried to kiss me.  
 
   “Jonas, no,” I mumbled.
 
   “Sarah, yes,” he growled.
 
   “No, please, Jonas.  Please don’t do this.  I can’t be your friend if you do this.”
 
   He stopped for a second and looked at me.  “Would you stop with this friend crap.  You don’t want to be my friend, Sarah.  I don’t know how to be a friend.”
 
   “I can teach you Jonas.  I want to show you. Please?”
 
   He growled, but he pushed off of me.  “What the hell are you up to, Sarah?” he groaned.
 
   “I’m not up to anything, Jonas.  Just give me a chance to prove that to you, please?” 
 
   He stood up and started pacing and mumbling to himself.  Suddenly he stopped and stared at me.  I didn’t realize it, but I had been picking at the now dried blood in my hair and on my shirt.  “There’s a small hut about twenty yards behind you.  You can have one of my shirts, if you want,” he said then he went back to pacing and mumbling.  I stood up and walked to the hut.  
 
   As I stepped inside, Matt’s voice popped into my head, ‘Sarah?  Are you okay?  Please tell me you’re okay?  Where are you?’  The words rolled out of him at a frantic pace, he was in a panic.
 
   ‘I’m here sweetheart and I’m okay.’
 
   ‘Thank God,’ he groaned, ‘but where is here?’
 
   ‘Oh… well, I’m not exactly sure.  It’s a small, deserted island, that, at Jonas’ speed is about ten minutes away from you.’
 
   Dead silence… uh oh.  ‘He… he took you?’
 
   ‘Well, yes, but I’m fine.  Everything’s fine,’ I thought, knowing that wouldn’t convince him.
 
   ‘Which direction?’ he demanded.
 
   ‘Honey, I don’t want you to spook him.  I’m really okay,’ I thought, but I knew there was no way I was going to win this fight.
 
   ‘Damn it, Sarah Pearl.  Which direction?’
 
   ‘Well, I was scared, so my eyes were closed most of the time, but West, I think.  Or maybe Northwest.’
 
   ‘You listen to me very carefully, Sarah.  Are you listening?’
 
   ‘Yes, I’m listening.’
 
   ‘Okay, I’m getting in the boat right now and I’m going to head out.  I can’t bring Carlos with me, because he needs to stay here with Maria.  She’s too new to travel anywhere.  So here’s what you’re going to do.  You’re going to link with Carlos and let him see everything you’re seeing – the island, the sand, the trees, the sun, the horizon, everything.  Got it?  You’re going to do that, and he’s going to let me know where you are.  I will dock off shore and try to give you some space to do whatever it is you’re trying to do.  But if he so much as looks at you funny, so help me God, you are not going to keep me away from you.  Understand?  You are not going to keep me away.’
 
   My breath caught in my chest as I felt the power of his love in my head.  ‘Okay, honey.  I love you so much,’ I thought while trying not to sob… that would probably send him over the edge that he was so precariously balanced on right now.  
 
   ‘I love you too… and, please be careful,’ he thought.  ‘I’m going to bring Carlos up to speed on this.  Give me two minutes then contact him, okay?’
 
   ‘Got it,’ I thought… and then I gasped as I felt his mind pull away from mine.
 
   I had to get back to Jonas, so I quickly opened the trunk in the hut and found a t-shirt and a towel.  There was so much dried blood on me that just changing my shirt wasn’t going to be enough.  I had to be able to clean off.  I walked down to the beach… and relaxed a bit when I found Jonas in the exact same place, still pacing and mumbling to himself.
 
   “Ummm, Jonas?” I whispered, startling him.  He stopped and stared at me with a completely confused look on his face, like he had no idea I was on the island with him.
 
   “Could you please put your back to the water?  I need to wash this blood off of me.”
 
   He grinned at me.  “I’ve already seen you naked, you know,” he said.
 
   “Yes, I know.  But that wasn’t by my choice.  And I’d really appreciate it now if you’d give me a little privacy.  Please?” 
 
   “You’re going to trust me to keep my back turned while you’re naked?” he said as shock filled his face.
 
   “Yes, I am, Jonas.”
 
   He opened and closed his mouth several times, then gave up on finding any words.  He turned his back to the waves and began mumbling to himself again.  I tried to make out his words as I shed everything but my underwear and stepped into the water.  “Why would she?” he said.  “I don’t get it,” then “Could I really?” then “I don’t know how” and so on, back and forth his argument went.  I dunked my head underwater, worked the dried blood out of my hair, brought my head out of the water… and froze.  Jonas was standing at the edge of the water, staring at me, no, he was leering at me.  I didn’t say a word, I just watched him, trying to figure out what he was going to do.  I waited as he opened his mouth  “I… I have to go feed,” he said.
 
   “I’m hungry too.  Why don’t we go feed at my house?” 
 
   “You want me… to… come to your house… to feed?” he said.
 
   “Yes I do.  Actually, I’d like you to come and stay with us for a while.  So we can get to know each other better and become friends.”
 
   He grinned at me.  “I’d rather get to know you better right now,” he growled then he took a few steps towards me.  Carlos was in my head, watching, which meant Matt was watching.  
 
   ‘Don’t do anything yet, give me a minute,’ I thought, just in case Matt had found the island and was nearby waiting.  “Jonas, will you hand me the towel please?” I said.
 
   He stopped, looked at the towel on the sand, looked back at me, back at the towel and back at me.  My heart was pounding in my chest as I waited.  I tried not to show my relief when he bent down and picked it up and held it open for me.  I covered my chest with my hands, walked towards him then turned my back to him.  I closed my eyes as I tried to will my body to not shake.  Finally, I felt the towel drape across my shoulders and I heard him turn and walk back up to the dry sand and start pacing again.  I wrapped the towel around me and walked up to my clothes.  I turned my back to Jonas as I quickly pulled on my jeans and t-shirt, then I used the towel to dry my hair as I watched him.  I spread the towel on the sand and sat down.  I turned and held my hand out to him.  “Come and sit down with me?” I said.  I could see him wrestling with his decision.  He took a tentative step towards me then stopped, then another, then stopped, and so on, until he was standing next to me.  He stared at my hand like he was afraid to touch it.  “It’s okay Jonas, it’s only my hand,” I said.
 
   He slowly put his hand in mine and sat down next to me. “What the hell is it about you, Sarah?  Anybody else tries something like this and I’d know in a heartbeat they were full of shit. But you? There’s something different about you.  Even though my mind is trying to tell me you’re lying, my gut, my heart, is telling me you’re not.  Why is that?  How do you do that?”
 
   “How do I do that?  Because I’m telling you the truth, Jonas.  The absolute truth.  And you can feel that.”
 
   I could feel his eyes on me as he scrutinized, while I stared out at the water.  If Carlos and Matt saw him sitting so close to me, they’d freak.  “You’re playing a very dangerous game Sarah.  I hope you know that.”
 
   “I’m not playing a game, Jonas.  Now, why don’t you tell me a little about yourself?” 
 
   “Me?  Like what?” 
 
   “Like how old are you?” 
 
   “I have no idea.”
 
   “Okay, how about what year were you born?”
 
   “1304,” he said.
 
   I tried not to react to that but, “Wow,” popped out, then I jumped to the next question, hoping I hadn’t offended him.  “How old were you when you were turned?” I said.
 
   “Twenty-six,” he said.
 
   I turned and looked at him.  He didn’t look twenty-six.  He looked older than that.  His twenty-six years must have been hard.  “How did you get the scars on your face?” I asked.
 
   He reached up with his fingers and lightly touched them.  “I got attacked by a dog when I was sixteen.”
 
   “Did you have a rough life before you were turned?” 
 
   I could see anger and bitterness in his eyes when he responded.  “Well, let’s see.  I was an orphan living on the streets by the time I was ten.  Does that answer your question?” 
 
   “Ten?  Wow, that must have been hard.  How did you survive?”
 
   “I did what I had to,” he said.  Okay, no specifics, I get it and I won’t push it.
 
   “When…” I began but he interrupted.
 
   “No, now it’s my turn.  Tell me something about you.  Tell me about your life before you were turned,” he said.
 
   “Well, I was married before.”
 
   “Divorced?” 
 
   “No, widowed.”
 
   He stared for a second.  “How old were you when he died?”
 
   “Thirty-two.”
 
   “How old was he?”
 
   “Thirty-six.”
 
   “Whoa.  What happened?” he said.
 
   “Car accident,” I said, feeling the huge lump in my throat.  In my head I was begging him to not ask more… but in my heart I knew he was going to.  It wasn’t his fault… he didn’t know.
 
   “That’s too bad.  Kids?” he said… and there it was.  My chest did a little hiccup.
 
   “One.  A son.”
 
   “And he is where?” 
 
   “Gone.  He was with his dad in that car accident,” I said.  With more hiccups as I tried to keep the sobs at bay.
 
   “Oh, Sarah.  I’m so sorry,” he said.  “But how… how did you get through that?”
 
   I rested my head on my knees as I looked at him.  “Honestly?  I have no idea, Jonas.  I didn’t live, but I couldn’t die.  I felt nothing.  I was just empty… until Matt walked into my life.”
 
   “So, if I come to your house, what are you going to feed me?”
 
   Going for broke here, I thought.  “Ummm, how about half and half?”
 
   In my head Matt and Carlos were both protesting, ‘Uh-uh, no way Sarah.  He is not coming here.  Not a frickin’ chance,’ they thought.
 
   ‘Yes he is guys, so just chill out and get over it,’ I thought.
 
   Jonas slightly smiled at me.  “Are they arguing with you right now?” he said.
 
   I smiled.  “Sort of.”
 
   “What did you tell them?”
 
   “I told them to chill out and get over it,” I said… and he chuckled.
 
   “So, half and half, huh?  You really want me off the good stuff?  Because you think I’ll be a….how did you put it?… a better friend?”
 
   I nodded.  “And I think you’ll be happier, eventually,” I said.
 
   He stared at me for a while then finally said, “Okay, Sarah.  I’ll try it, for you.  But I’ve gotta be honest with you.  Withdrawal from this shit is brutal.  I’ll probably end up killing you, all of you, but I’ll try it,” he said.
 
   Matt and Carlos were stunned, to say the least.  ‘I don’t believe it,’ Matt thought.
 
   ‘Son of a bitch, she actually did it,’ came from Carlos.  
 
   ‘I knew you had magic, baby, but this… this is extraordinary,’ from Matt.
 
   ‘Guys, we’re not out of the woods yet, not by a long shot, so stop celebrating.’
 
   “Ready?” Jonas said… and I nodded.  Before he took off though, he smiled… with a twinkle in his eye.  “I gotta say, this is a first for me, Sarah.  This having a friend thing.  And for as long as I’ve been around, I didn’t think there were any firsts left for me.  It feels… exciting.  You really are one of a kind,” he said, then he wrapped his arm around my waist, took off and headed toward home (at least I hoped it was toward home).
 
   He landed softly on the sand and released me.  “What do you do now, Sarah?  Do you wait for him to get back or do you feed me?” he said.  The way he said it made it feel like a test to me.  I could hear the boat approaching fast.  But if this was a test… 
 
   “Let’s go eat,” I said as I headed toward the house.
 
   “Why did you make that choice?  Because you’re afraid of me?” he said.
 
   I shook my head.  “No, because you’re my guest here.”
 
   He smiled and nodded his head.  “Nice,” he said as we headed toward the house.  When we walked in, Carlos and Maria weren’t there.  I knew they wouldn’t be.  I was sure Carlos would have taken her to the guest house… and I didn’t blame him for not wanting to be anywhere near Jonas.  Jonas followed me down the stairs to the basement.  He raised his eyebrows when he saw the lock on the fridge door.  “Let me guess,” he said, “you’re the only one who knows the combination.”
 
   I smiled.  “Yes I am.  Could you turn around please?” I said.
 
   He didn’t budge.  “Seriously?  Sarah, you do know I could tear that door off with my little finger.”
 
   “Yeah, I know that… but I’d rather you didn’t.  Now will you please turn around.” 
 
   He sighed, then turned.  “If you insist.”
 
   I opened it and pulled out two pints for him.  Then I pulled out six pints of the regular blood from the other fridge. 
 
   “Honey,” I heard Matt say from upstairs, and there was a definite tinge of panic in it.
 
   Jonas laughed.  “I think the hubby’s just a touch worried, Sarah.”
 
   I smiled at him.  “I’m downstairs,” I called then I headed up.  Jonas followed me up the stairs.
 
   “You have an exquisite ass, Sarah,” he said.
 
   I stopped and turned around.  “That’s a touch over the friend line, Jonas.  But, thanks,” I said.  Matt was waiting at the top of the stairs… and from the furious look on his face, he had heard Jonas’ comment.  I gave him a quick kiss, mumbling, “Relax,” into his lips.  Then I grabbed his hand and brought him into the kitchen next to me… I didn’t want him standing there as Jonas walked past, I’m not sure how Matt would react.  I stopped at the microwave and tossed the blood inside.  As Jonas walked past us to sit at the kitchen table, he nodded his head at Matt. 
 
   “Matthew,” he said.  
 
   Matt clenched his teeth and squeezed my hand, but said, “Jonas.”  
 
   I looked at Matt.  “Can you call Cameron today?  Get him out here to help supervise?” I said.  Matt nodded, but kept his eyes locked firmly on Jonas.  The microwave dinged and I opened it.  I went to hand Jonas his meal, but as the scent of the good blood hit me, I hesitated.  I looked at it, desperately wanting it for myself.  I licked my lips then looked at Jonas.  Jonas smiled at me. 
 
   “Take one,” he said.  YES!  My mind screamed at me, but I shook my head.  
 
   “Thank you, but no.  No more for me,” I said and I handed them to him.  He shrugged his shoulders. 
 
   “Suit yourself, but it’s gonna hurt, Sarah,” he said.  “You shouldn’t quit cold turkey.”
 
   “But I only fed on it a few times, Jonas.  It shouldn’t be that bad,” I said.
 
   He shook his head.  “You’re wrong.  With this stuff, all it takes is once then every muscle in our bodies aches for it again.  When they threw me on that island, forcing me off of it, it just about killed me.  It won’t take you as long as me, but it will hurt just as bad,” he said.
 
   I smiled at him.  “Thanks, Jonas, but I’ll take my chances,” I said.  He nodded and picked up his first pint.  I turned and looked at Matt, watching Jonas feed felt too… intimate to me.  And so began our crazy recovery.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Thirteen
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Days one and two weren’t bad at all and I was beginning to think Jonas’ warning was wrong.  Then day three came…
 
   It began with a horrendous wake up call for me.  It was dawn and I was sound asleep when suddenly every muscle in my body cramped up.  I cried out, tried to roll into a ball and fell on the floor.  My hands and my feet were contorted into horrible-looking positions.  I could see ripples of pain moving through my calves, my stomach, my arms, everywhere.  The cramps were so strong I thought they might break bones.
 
   “Sarah!” Matt cried out as he quickly moved to my side.  I couldn’t speak, my mouth was clenched.  I couldn’t even open my eyes.  “Sarah?” Matt whispered.  “How can I help?”  Suddenly our door flew open.  Jonas came in… and he took over.  
 
   As he began to scoop me into his arms he looked at Matt and said, “Go get her at least eight pints, quick.”  Matt didn’t budge.  He was frantic, but afraid to leave me with Jonas.  Jonas stood up with me in his arms.  “Matt! Focus!  She needs your help.  Go get her eight pints… Now!” he snapped.  Matt blinked, then turned and ran down the stairs. 
 
   Jonas sat on the edge of the bed and set me down next to him so my head was resting in his lap.  The rest of my body was still a horrifying, contorted ball.  Jonas began massaging both sides of my face and jaw.  My terrified eyes popped open and stared at Jonas.  “What the hell…” Matt said as he came back into the room.  
 
   “Relax.  She can’t feed if her jaw won’t open, can she?  I’m working the cramps out of it.  Then she can feed and we can work on the rest,” he said.  
 
   Matt set the blood down on the bed and sat down. “We?”
 
   “Yes, we.  You can’t very well massage her arms and legs at the same time can you?  Unless, of course, you want her to suffer longer.  If that’s what you want, I can just go now,” he said and I whimpered, my eyes pleading with Matt to let him stay.  
 
   “No,” Matt said, “don’t leave.  Just tell me what to do to help her.”
 
   “First,” he said as we all heard the pop as my jaw finally released, “you can hand me a pint.”  Jonas looked down at me.  “Sarah, I need you to release your fangs, please?” he said.  I whimpered again, knowing how much it was going to hurt.  I know there was pure panic in my eyes.  I was too afraid to release them… and Jonas saw that.  He smiled a little as he kept massaging my jaw to keep it from locking up again.  “Sarah, if you don’t release them right now, I’m going to lean down and kiss you,” he said.  Well, I was definitely more afraid of that than the pain.  I closed my eyes and whimpered slightly as I dropped my fangs.  Jonas chuckled as he pressed a pint to them.  He looked at Matt.  “I knew that would do it,” he said.  They made me drain all eight pints, even though I didn’t want them all.  “Go start a bath,” Jonas said to Matt.  “The warm water will help release the muscles when we’re massaging.”
 
   “Wait,” Matt said, “you’re not going to be in there when she’s in the bath?”
 
   Jonas squeezed his eyes shut, sighed, then opened them and stared at Matt.  “Look.  Put some damn bubbles in it or something.  But she needs both of us in there, so deal with it, okay?”  Matt nodded, climbed off the bed and walked into the bathroom.  Jonas followed with me in his arms, whimpering.  “Get in.  I’m going to hand her to you,” Jonas said
 
   “Get in?  Wouldn’t I be more effective out of the tub?” Matt said.
 
   “Well, that depends.  Do you really want her to feel the pain of her back coming in contact with the hard tub or do you think your body might be a little softer for her?” he said.  Matt climbed into the tub in his boxers and held his arms out.  Jonas gently lowered me down to him then he pulled off his own shirt.  “Okay, start with her hands.  Massage the fingers, like this, okay?” he said.  Matt nodded and did as Jonas instructed, while Jonas started working on my feet and toes.  
 
   Twenty minutes later, Matt was working on my upper arms, while Jonas had managed to get my right leg to straighten out and was working on my left.  A little over an hour after this pain hit me, I finally uttered my first word.  “Ow,” I whispered. 
 
   “Well, hey there,” Jonas said.  “Welcome back.”  I tried to smile… and not blush as I glanced down and saw that the bubbles were gone and my nightgown was gone (Matt tore it off when it kept getting in his way).  Jonas saw my embarrassment and stood up.  “Don’t worry, I’ll go.  I’m gonna go sit on the porch and wait for breakfast.  Matt, you need to work a little more on her stomach muscles and back before you get her out of the tub,” he said as he turned to walk out.  
 
   “Jonas?” Matt said.  He stopped and looked back at Matt.  “Thanks.”  
 
   Jonas nodded, then said, as he walked out, “Just remember, we’re all going to need help when we’re going through that, soon.”
 
   “Yeah, you’re next,” I mumbled.
 
   “Ooohhh, lucky me,” he said as he kissed the top of my head.
 
   An hour later I was gingerly making my way down the stairs.  “Are you sure you don’t want me to carry you?” Matt said.
 
   “It’s okay, sweetie.  I’m thinking the more I use the muscles now, the better they’ll feel.  Right, Jonas?” 
 
   “That’s correct,” Jonas said from the doorway.
 
   “Am I done?  Or do I have to go through that again?” I said.
 
   “As short of a time that you were on it, you might be done.  But I can’t guarantee it.  The rest of us definitely won’t be so lucky.  The longer you’re on it, the more times you have to go through that.”
 
   “How the hell did you and Carlos go through that alone?” I said.
 
   Jonas smiled a little.  “Each episode lasts several days when you don’t have someone there to massage the muscles… so you just grin and bear it, I suppose.”
 
   “So, when’s my turn?” Matt said.
 
   Matt and Carlos were both down to one pint a day.  Jonas was on two.  “As soon as we’re sure I’m done.  Let’s give it a couple of days, okay?  By the way, where’s Cameron?” I said.
 
   “He and David had some sort of medical emergency back at the village.  He said one of them would be here as soon as they could.”
 
   “Great.  I guess we’re on our own on this,” I said.  I tried to push myself off of the couch, because I knew everyone needed to feed, but I didn’t have any luck.  “Someone help me up, please?” I said.  They both shot up off the couch to help me.  Jonas started to put his arm down, but he smiled as I grabbed onto both his and Matt’s, one hand for each.  They pulled me to my feet.  “Time for you guys to feed,” I said as I headed toward the basement stairs.  “I can’t carry this all up by myself.  Can I get a little help please?” I said.  They were both behind me in a flash.  
 
   And so it went for the next two days.  Matt watched me like a hawk, of course.  And I watched Jonas.  I could see when he was hurting, so I would try to distract him by having him join me for a walk on the beach or a stroll through the woods.  I enjoyed seeing his new, friendly personality emerging.  The one I knew was in there, hidden under all the pain, loneliness and addiction.  He even told Carlos that he no longer blamed him for his being exiled to the island, which meant that Carlos and Maria now joined us occasionally in the main house.  At two a.m. on the third day after my first withdrawal episode, I gave up on sleeping and decided to take a walk.  The cramping wasn’t bad, but it was enough that it kept me from sleeping and I didn’t want to wake Matt or Jonas.  For some reason I decided to take the back path through the woods.  Suddenly I noticed a light through the trees.  “What the…?” I said.  I swear it looked like a fire.  I sped up, ignoring the aching in my legs, until I came to the edge of the clearing.  The same clearing that we stood in when we convinced all those vampires to go up against the Elders not too long ago.  I stopped there… and stared at the fire. 
 
   Somebody had lit a fire in the fire pit in the middle of the clearing.  Who would do that?  Who would do that in the middle of the night?  I tentatively began walking towards it, my eyes searching the surrounding forest with every step I took, my nose breathing in every scent.  I heard the quiet snap as my foot triggered the trap, and I screamed as the wire cable squeezed around my ankle, pulling me upside down in a second.  The cable was digging into my ankle as I tried to pull myself up.  I heard someone approaching from behind.  I managed to turn my head around and gasp just before the rock he was holding smashed down on my forehead and knocked me out.  
 
   “Sarah,” the voice called… from too far away.  “Sarah, Sarah,” it said again, this time a little closer.  Maybe it was Matt and he was looking for me.  I should probably call to him to let him know where I was.  “Sarah,” it said again.  
 
   My eyes fluttered.  “I’m here.  I’m over here.”
 
   “Yes I know you’re here, you stupid bitch.  I put you there,” he said.
 
   Now that wasn’t Matt… but it was a voice that I knew all too well.  My head was still foggy and I was seeing two of him, but I definitely knew who he was.  “Ramon,” I growled.  I quickly tried to clear my head and assess my situation.  He had me up against a large oak tree, a huge metal chain wrapped around me and locked around my wrists.  And my neck felt unusually heavy, like it was weighed down by something.  I thought it might just be from the blow to the head that I took, but as soon as I glanced down, I knew I was wrong.  Hanging from my neck was enough C-4 explosives to send me to the moon… and the detonator was in Ramon’s hand. 
 
   “So now what?” I said.
 
   Ramon sat down on a rock and said, “Now we wait.”
 
   “Wait for what?” I said.
 
   “For them,” he said.
 
   “Why wait for them.  I’m the one who killed Malina.  Push the damn button.  Or are you afraid?  Just like you were too afraid to fight us before,” I said.  
 
   He jumped up and slapped me across the face.  “Fuck you, Sarah!” he screamed.  “She made me stay behind.  She told me I had to.  I had no choice.  If I had a choice, I would have been there and I would have torn you to shreds.  Instead, I’m alone, all alone and the only thing I have to look forward to is watching you being blown to bits.”  I watched his finger twitch over the trigger and I tried to will him to push it now, but he caught my gaze and followed it to his finger.  He sneered at me.  “Oh, I get it.  You’re trying to save your little man, or should I say men?  Did you and Carlos finally do it?  I can’t believe Matt would still want a slut like you.  No woman of mine is ever going to cheat on me and live.  No way, no how.  No, you’re not going to save them this time… and they can’t save you.  We’re just going to wait for the family reunion… complete with fireworks.  Ahhh, I hear them now.  They know you’re missing and they’re searching.  Go ahead, Sarah.  Call to them, link with them, just try to tell them to stay away.  You and I both know they won’t.  They’ll have to try to save you, so they’ll come… and then you’ll see… you’ll all see, what I am capable of,” he said then he turned and moved to the opposite side of the clearing from where I was, presumably so he wouldn’t get hit by the blast too.  
 
   I immediately closed my eyes and linked with Matt.  ‘Honey.  Listen to me very carefully’, I thought.  ‘I need you to stop right where you are.  Please, dear God, stop.  Don’t come any closer. Please.’  I know he could hear the sobs that were racking my chest.
 
   ‘Sarah?  It’s Jonas, isn’t it?  What the fuck has he done to you?’ Matt thought.
 
   That confused me.  ‘Jonas?  No, not Jonas.  Why would you think it was Jonas?’
 
   ‘Because he’s missing too.  But if it’s not Jonas, then why do I have to stay away, honey?’ 
 
   ‘Because it’s Ramon… and he’s got a bomb.’
 
   ‘A b-b-bomb?’ Carlos thought.  ‘What do you mean he’s got a bomb?’
 
   I heard their footsteps speed up then.  ‘No, not faster, guys.  Please, just stop.  For me?  Please, stop,’ I thought.  I could see their shapes now, coming closer.  Matt cleared the trees and stopped at the edge of the clearing.  His eyes locked on me and took a second to register what he was seeing.  I squeezed my eyes shut as I saw the pure terror that filled his face.  He gasped, “NO!” as he fell to his knees.  
 
   Ramon stepped out into the clearing then.  Carlos growled at him and started to move towards him, but stopped when Ramon shook his head and held his hand up showing him the detonator.  “Not one step closer” he growled.  
 
   Matt kept his eyes locked on me as he said, “What do you want, Ramon?”
 
   “What do I want?” he spat.  “That’s easy.  I want to watch you choose.”
 
   “Choose?  Choose what, Ramon?” Matt said.
 
   Ramon hesitated with his answer, waiting until Matt had to tear his eyes away from me and look at him.  
 
   “Choose whether you want to watch her die or do you want to die with her,” he said as he smiled.
 
   “Ramon,” Carlos said, “there must be something we can work out here.  Nobody has to die.”
 
   “That’s where you’re wrong.  Somebody does have to die.  All of you have to die.”
 
   Matt didn’t even think.  He just started slowly walking towards me.  I was instantly in a total panic.  “No, no, no, no, no, no, no,” I kept saying over and over.  It was all I could say.  I squeezed my eyes shut, then opened them again.  Hoping, praying, that I wasn’t really seeing this.  “Please, no,” I gasped.  All he did was smile, just smile.  You know, that smile that’s only for me.  The one that always lights up his entire face.  “Oh God,” I sobbed.  I dropped my head.  He was three feet away from me, that’s all, just three measly feet.  Suddenly the nausea hit me like a freight train. 
 
   ‘Sarah, quick, tell him to stall.  Don’t let him reach you.  And for God’s sake, lift your head up for me.  Now, damn it,’ Jonas thought.  
 
   I instantly linked with Matt, ‘Stall.  Jonas wants you to stall.’  Confusion filled his face… but he stopped.  Oh thank God, he stopped.  He turned to Ramon.  
 
   “Can I ask one thing,” he said.
 
   “What?” he spat.  “You change your mind?  Don’t feel like sacrificing yourself for that slut?”
 
   Matt growled.  “No I did not change my mind,” he spat, then he regained his composure.  “Can I hold her in my arms?  When the bomb goes off, can I please be holding her in my arms?”
 
   Ramon just stared at him.  Probably trying to figure out what his angle was.  Jonas took this moment of hesitation to tell me, ‘Head up now, Sarah.’
 
   ‘Why?  What are you going to do?  NO!  You can’t Jonas.  He’ll push the button when you’re holding it.  Don’t!’ I thought.
 
   ‘Damn it Sarah.  I’m faster than that.  By the time he pushes the button, I will be away from you and I will have dropped the bomb.  Now shut up and hold your head up.  I’m coming… NOW!’ he thought.
 
   I held my breath and lifted my head.  ‘Please let him be fast enough, please let him be fast…’ I thought to myself as my hair moved in the wind.  I blinked.  I never even saw him.  I looked down at my chest… and the bomb was gone.  I started to turn my head to scan the sky when I heard Ramon. 
 
   “What the fuck?  NO!” he said, and his thumb went down on the button.  Carlos pounced on Ramon and quickly tore his head off as Matt and I watched in horror at the shape of Ramon as he was slammed into the side of a huge boulder on the side of the cliff.  He had dropped the bomb, but it was still only a few feet away from him when it went off.  
 
   “NO!  Matt, get me down, please get me down,” I screamed.  He ran around behind me.
 
   “Shit,” I heard him say.
 
   “What?  What?” I said.
 
   “Nothing.  I just need to find a… here this will work,” he said.  I heard the huge rock bang down on the lock.  I was straining with all my might to pull the chain apart as his blows rained down.  Finally, after what felt like an eternity but was really only a few seconds, he stopped.  The lock fell to the ground and I began yanking at the chain to get it off me.  I started running full speed towards where he fell.  I stopped when I broke through the trees and saw him.  I heard Matt come to a stop next to me.  
 
   “Good blood, as much as you and Carlos can carry.  The combination is 9208.  Go.  Quick,” I whispered.  I slowly moved toward the mangled mess that was Jonas.  His left leg was gone.  His right arm was bent backwards and pinned underneath him.  His shirt was in shreds, revealing large gashes across his chest and stomach.  As I quietly approached he opened his eyes, looked at me… and started laughing.  I tiptoed over to him, knelt down and gently brushed his hair out of his eyes.  “Well, Sarah,” he gasped.  “I used to be faster than that.”
 
   “Oh, Jonas.  Why?  Why did you do that?” 
 
   “Don’t be stupid, Sarah.  You of all people should know that I had to.  Not doing it was never an option,” he gasped, then started coughing.  I wiped the blood away from his mouth.
 
   “What do you mean you had no choice.  Of course you had a choice.  You didn’t have to do it.  I didn’t want you to it,” I whispered.
 
   “Of course you didn’t want me to do it.  That’s why I had to do it.  You will never understand, Sarah.  That’s why we all love you.  Isn’t that right Matt?” 
 
   Matt nodded as he stepped closer.  He had at least a dozen pints of blood cradled in his arms.  Jonas took one look at it and smiled.  “You drink it.  I don’t think I’ll be needing it anymore,” he said.
 
   “What?  Don’t be ridiculous.  Of course you will.  You’re going to get better, Jonas.  You have to,” I sobbed.
 
   “Now, Sarah.  Don’t go blaming yourself for this.  You were a victim in this too. You did not cause this.  You have to promise me right now that you will not blame yourself for this.  You saved me Sarah Pearl.  In more ways than I could ever comprehend.  You saved me,” he whispered.  His breathing was much more shallow.  He closed his eyes.  
 
   “No!  Jonas, open your eyes.  Please!  Open your eyes and look at me.  Don’t leave me,” I sobbed.
 
   He smiled and opened his eyes, but I could tell they weren’t able to focus anymore.  “Sarah?  Sarah?” he said, as if he couldn’t see me.
 
   “I’m right here, Jonas,” I said as I leaned down and kissed his temple.
 
   “Mmmmm. Sarah?  I think I would have liked this being a friend thing.  I think I would have liked it a lot,” then he closed his eyes… and stopped breathing.
 
   “No,” I gasped as I looked back at Matt.  “He’s not… please tell me he’s not dead.”
 
   Matt walked over and wrapped his arms around me.  “I’m sorry, honey, but I don’t hear his heart anymore.”
 
   I started shaking my head.  “No.  That can’t be.  You have to save him, Matt.  He can’t die.  He’s a really old, strong vampire.  They just don’t die… do they?  There must be some vampire magic voodoo shit you can do to bring him back… there has to be,” I growled.  I was getting pissed now… and poor Matt was going to bear the brunt of it.  I pushed him away from me and jumped up.  “Goddamn it Matt.  Call Bahiti, call Musetta, call every fucking vampire you know and find a way to bring him back.  Do you hear me?  You fucking find a way to bring him back,” I yelled.  My chest was heaving, I was gasping for air.  I knew I was fighting a lost cause.  Knew it in my heart, but my head didn’t want to stop.  I fell to my knees.  “Oh my God,” I sobbed.  I crawled over to Jonas and took his face in my hands.  “I’m so sorry, Jonas.  I’m so sorry that we didn’t get the chance to see what great friends we were going to be.  I would have been proud to be your friend,” I whispered, then I leaned down and kissed him goodbye
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   It took us two weeks, but Maria and I managed to help Matt and Carlos get through the worst of their withdrawals.  I was almost glad I had to help them.  It kept me busy and it kept me from thinking about what had happened.  We buried Jonas out in the garden, under the shade of an oak tree.  I tried to get out to visit him at least once a day.  I would sit and talk to him about my day.  It was calming and it helped me feel a little less guilty.
 
   Cameron had finally arrived, looking stressed and frazzled.  He wouldn’t tell us much about whatever emergency they had back at home.  He only told us that an apartment building had collapsed.  Forty-three were dead, over one-hundred severely injured, including many children.  They were still caring for many of them back at the fortress.  I could tell there was more that he wasn’t telling me, but I didn’t push it.  We quickly packed so we could get back.  I wanted to see what I could do to help.  Another much needed distraction.
 
   Matt had been so patient with me.  I had comforted him through his painful withdrawals, but that was the extent of our intimacy.  I was still in such a deep state of mourning that I just couldn’t seem to think about sex… or anything else.  I couldn’t even remember when the last time was that we had made love… probably that night on the beach… the night that Jonas had seen us.  A small sob escaped me as his face popped into my head.  Matt was used to this now.  He never said anything.  He just held me tighter and gave me a kiss on my forehead. 
 
   The flights back were pretty much silent.  None of us said anything until we were in the car pulling up to the fortress.  Cameron was staring out the window as he spoke.  “Two of the kids injured were Sophia and Juan, Sarah,” he said.
 
   I gasped.  “Oh my God, why didn’t you tell me?  Are they okay?  Carmela must be a wreck.  Is she here?” I gasped.
 
   He turned and looked at me with the saddest eyes I had ever seen.  “They’ll be okay, Sarah.  But Carmela… Carmela didn’t make it,” he whispered.
 
   “Oh no!” I sobbed.  I buried my head in Matt’s chest for a few minutes and just cried.  “But who’s taking care of them?  Did she have family nearby?  She had a brother, right?” 
 
   “We’re taking care of them.  We only know about the brother… and he seems to have disappeared.  As far as we can tell, he was her only family.”
 
   “But… but what’s going to happen to them?  Who’s going to raise them?” I whispered.
 
   “If we can’t find anybody, they’ll probably go to an orphanage.  But, actually, we were hoping you and Matt would maybe do it,” he said .  
 
   My mouth hung open.  “Us?  But… how can we, Cameron?  We’re vampires.”
 
   “So?  These kids know you… and they adore you.  Why couldn’t you raise them?”
 
   I shook my head.  “Not now Cameron.  Just take me to see them, okay?” I said as the car came to a stop.  We asked Ivan to take the bags to our room as we followed Cameron to the clinic.  My hand was squeezed tight in Matt’s and I was leaning into him.  I was so damn tired.  I couldn’t remember when the last time was that I slept.  Or when the last time was that I ate.  “Honey.  Maybe you should rest for a little bit first?” Matt whispered.
 
   I tried to smile at him.  “No, I’ll be okay.  I need to see them first,” I said.  
 
   Cameron stopped in front of room 106.  He looked back at me.  “Ready?” he said.  I nodded and he pushed open the door.  Sophia was crying in the arms of a nurse.  Juan had his back to her as he quietly played with a truck in the corner of the room.  
 
   I walked in.  “Hello, Juan,” I said.  Sophia stopped crying, squealed and held her arms up to me.  
 
   As I scooped her up, Juan yelled, “Sarah!” and ran over to hug me.  I sat down on the floor with both of them on my lap.  “I have an ow-ie… see?” Juan said as he showed me his bandaged arm.  Sophia had a few nasty bruises on her cheek and legs, but otherwise looked okay.  
 
   “I see that.  I’ll bet you were a very brave boy when Dr. Cameron fixed that, weren’t you?” I said.  He puffed out his chest and emphatically nodded his head.  I looked back at Cameron.  “Do they have to stay here?” I said.  
 
   He shook his head.  “No.  I just need to see Juan tomorrow to take his stitches out, but other than that they’re fine,” he said.  
 
   I turned back to Juan.  “How would you like to come to my room and watch a movie?  Would that be fun?” 
 
   Juan gasped.  “Do you have Finding Nemo?”
 
   I grinned at him.  “Of course I do,” I said.  Juan jumped up and held his hand out to me.  I stood up with Sophia on one arm and grabbed onto Juan’s hand.  I turned to the nurse.  “Can you see that Juan’s dinner and formula and diapers for the baby are sent to my room please, Lydia?” 
 
   She nodded.  “Of course, Miss Sarah.  I’ll do that right away.”  Sophia, Juan, Matt and I headed out the door and on to our room.  
 
   “That’s a big TV,” Juan said when he walked into our living room and planted himself on the couch.  I went to the cabinet, found the movie and popped it into the DVD player.  I sat on the couch next to Juan with Sophia on my lap.  There was a knock at our door, which Matt quickly answered.  
 
   “Mmmm, I smell chicken nuggets,” I said, trying not to grimace – food definitely didn’t smell good to me anymore.  
 
   “That’s my favorite,” Juan said.  Matt set the food on the coffee table and scooted it closer to the couch.  I turned on the TV and started the movie while Juan dug into his dinner.  I handed Matt one of Sophia’s bottles and he heated it in the microwave.  I could tell she was really tired.  Her eyes started drooping as soon as she started on the bottle.  Juan quickly devoured his dinner and sat between us on the couch.  When the movie got to the part where Nemo lost his mom, Juan, who had been making comments during the movie, grew very silent.  I picked up the remote and hit the pause button.  
 
   “Sarah?  Mommy’s not coming back, is she?” he whispered.  My heart almost broke.  I looked at Matt.  The poor kid was only four, yet kids were so smart and intuitive.  I decided that he was old enough for the truth.  I stood and set the sleeping Sophia in Matt’s arms, then knelt on the floor in front of Juan so I could look into his eyes.  
 
   “Not in the way you want her to, sweetie.  But she will always be in here,” I said as I touched his forehead, “because you will always remember her.  And she will always be in here,” I touched his heart, “because you will always love her,” I said then I wiped the tear from his cheek and swallowed him into my arms.  He laid his head on my shoulder and quietly cried.  After a few minutes, he sat up and wiped his nose (on his sleeve, of course).  
 
   “Are you going to be my mommy now?” he said.  I looked into his beautiful brown eyes and wished I could say yes… but instead I went with the smart thing, the right thing.  An idea that had come to me shortly after I saw Juan.  
 
   “I’d really love to, but I’m not sure that’s really a good idea because I’m… because I’m…” 
 
   “Because you’re different?” Juan said.
 
   I looked at Matt and smiled… yep, kids are definitely smart.  “Because I’m different.  But how would you feel about having two mommy’s?  One that you get to live with and one who comes and visits you a lot,” I said.  I caught the confused look on Matt’s face, but kept my attention on Juan.  
 
   “Who?” Juan said.
 
   “I have a sister.  Her name is Cindy.  She’s a great mommy.  And she’s not… different,” I said.  “Would it be okay if I brought her here so you could meet her?  I promise you don’t have to live with her if you don’t like her, okay?”
 
   Suddenly Matt was in my head, ‘Uh, honey? Don’t you think you should ask her first?’  
 
   I smiled at him.  ‘I know my sister.  She’d do it in a heartbeat.’ 
 
   Juan thought about it for a second.  “Okay,” he said.  “Can we watch the rest of the movie now?”
 
   “Yes we can,” I said as I sat back down next to him.
 
   We all fell asleep where we were.  Juan with his head on my lap.  Matt and I with our heads together.  Sophia cradled in Matt’s arms.  At dawn, Matt mumbled, “My leg’s wet.  I think she needs a diaper change.”  
 
   “So get up and change her,” I said, smiling and trying not to laugh.  I lifted my head.  “Here, hand her to me and go grab me a diaper and the wipes,” I said.  Matt didn’t even make it back to the couch before I had her wet diaper off and had her ready for the new one.  
 
   “Wow,” he said.
 
   “I’ve had lots of practice,” I said, with a sad smile on my face.  Matt put his hand on the back of my neck and kissed the top of my head. 
 
   “I love you, Sarah.”
 
   “I love you too.  Now, can you hold her again for a few minutes?  I need to call my sister.”  I set her in his open arms and slowly slid out from under Juan’s head.  I grabbed my cell phone, went into the bedroom and closed the door.  
 
   I emerged twenty minutes later, walked to the back of the couch, wrapped my arms around Matt and kissed his cheek.  “Well?” he said.
 
   “She’s packing and I have a plane ticket waiting for her at the Corpus Christi airport.”
 
   He looked amazed.  “It was that easy for her?”
 
   “Yes, Matt.  It was that easy for her.”
 
   “So you’re not the only Stafford sister with an enormous heart?  How did both of become this way?” 
 
   I smiled.  “Not both of us, Matt.  All four of us.  And that’s easy.  We got this way because of our parents.  You think I have a big heart?  I wish you could have met them, because mine is small compared to theirs.  I guarantee you’ve never met two more loving people.  And the fact that they found each other still amazes me.  They were so connected that Dad’s heart gave out three days after Mom’s.  He just couldn’t survive without her,” I said.
 
   “The same thing would happen to me, you know,” he whispered.  I just stared at him.  There were no words.  He’d done it again.  Floored me with how much he loved me.
 
   “So what’s the plan?” he said, completely oblivious to what he’d just done.  It just seemed to come naturally to him.
 
   “Cindy’s coming here so they can meet her.  Then all of us, including you, will fly to Corpus Christi to get them settled.  I’ll probably stay at least two weeks, so if you need to get back here first, I’ll understand.”
 
   “Well, I’ll try to stay.  But we have been gone a lot, sweetie.  Things are really piling up,” he said.
 
   Suddenly Juan sat up.  “Mommy?” he said as he rubbed his eyes.  I moved around to sit next to him and wrapped my arm around him.  
 
   “Good morning, Juan.  Were you dreaming about your Mommy?” I said.  He nodded, trying to hold back tears.  
 
   “Do you want to tell me about it?” I said.
 
   “We were at the park.  She was pushing me on the swings.” 
 
   I smiled.  “That’s a great dream, Juan.  How about after breakfast, we go outside and I’ll push you on the swings?  Would you like that?” 
 
   His smile beamed at me.  “Yes,” he said.
 
   I smiled at Matt who was on the floor with Sophia.  He was playing peek-a-boo, and she was laughing hysterically.
 
   I felt a little sad that this couldn’t be the life for us.  But I was glad that we could still be a part of Juan and Sophia’s lives.  Matt and I were living the life we were supposed to live.  We were who we were meant to be.  And we were exactly where we were supposed to be.
 
   

 
   

Epilogue
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   I ended up staying in Corpus Christi for three weeks.  Matt had to leave after one.  He had a situation developing back home that he had to look into.  Someone kept relentlessly trying to hack into our database.  They kept themselves well hidden, but they were very determined to get in.  Why they desperately wanted in and what exactly they were looking for made us very uneasy.  So Matt had returned and I had stayed.  Juan and Sophia were thrilled with their new home, and they adored Cindy.  I knew they would.  And she was so happy with them.  I hadn’t seen her that happy in a long time.  It was October tenth when I left and I had promised that Matt and I would come back at Christmas, so it would only be a few months before I saw them again.  Of course, it was October tenth… and it had been almost a month since Matt and I had slept together.  I knew this because of how much my body hurt.  I knew this because my heart was so sad… and I knew this because I could no longer think straight.  I squirmed in my seat on the plane.  I was on fire… and I was still hours away from Matt.  The desire that had been sleeping in me… sleeping because of grief, sleeping because of stress, sleeping because of kids… was wide awake now.  And it wasn’t waking up slowly, no siree bob.  It woke up screaming at me to do something about it.  It woke up having a temper tantrum.  It woke up with a vengeance and I was beginning to wonder if I was even going to make it back home before I had to do something about it.  I managed, barely, to make it through the flight.  I almost lost it as I walked to the car – damn these tight jeans.  
 
   But by the time the car was pulling up to the compound, I could no longer think coherent thoughts, let alone speak.  I tried to reach into Matt’s mind to somehow tell him that I needed him, right now, but even my mind couldn’t form words.  But he knew.  Of course, he knew.  As the car pulled to a stop, Matt was waiting for me in the courtyard.  He pulled open the door and smiled at me.  I wanted to just pull him into the car, but there were people all around.  “Ivan,” Matt said, with his eyes only on me, “would you please take Sarah’s bags to our room?” he said.  He pulled me out of the car and wrapped me into his arms.  I looked desperately into his eyes.  I needed to know where he was taking me, but I was unable to ask.  I was desperate to know that he understood what I needed.  He smiled at me and pressed his forehead to mine.  “I’ve felt you, and what it is you wanted… no, needed… well, demanded actually… for the last few hours.  I’m not sure how I did it.  I’ve had to keep doing my work… but in a completely aroused state… God, I’ve missed you, Sarah,” he groaned.
 
   I finally managed to squeak out one word, because I knew we couldn’t stay here at the fortress right now.  “Where?” I whispered.
 
   His love-filled smile lit up his face as he glanced up.  “The cave,” he said as his mouth finally found mine.  I was vaguely aware that we were flying as every ounce of pent-up passion flooded out of my body.  My legs locked around his waist.  I pressed my pelvis hard into him and my first climax hit before we had even touched the ground.
 
   We made love for four days straight.  Occasionally taking sleep breaks, but waking up and starting right where we had left off.  We made up for more than the weeks of no intimacy.  We made up for the months of stress.  We made up for the weeks of grief.  We made up for the weeks of taking care of everyone but ourselves.  More than anything, what we did in those four days was do the only thing we knew how to do, the only thing we needed to do, the only thing we could do…  What we did was find each other again.  And we both knew, without a doubt, that together was exactly where we were supposed to be.
 
    
 
    
 
   The End
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   “It can’t be that many,” I said
 
   “It really is, Sarah,” he said
 
   “But, Matt.  How can eighty-seven vampires go missing in the last six months?  How is that possible?”
 
   He shook his head.  “I don’t know Sarah.”
 
   “No one’s seen or heard from any of them?  At all?” I said, still unable to believe what he was saying.
 
   “No.  Nothing,” he said then he looked away and squeezed his eyes shut.  That’s when I knew.  I knew he was keeping something from me.  I knew he wasn’t telling me everything.  I took his hand in mine.  I felt him tense up.  He could sense that I knew.
 
   “Matt,” I whispered, “tell me.  You have to tell me.”
 
   “I know I do, Sarah.  It’s just so hard.  I feel so guilty.  I’m head of security, I was responsible for them.  I feel like this is my fault.”
 
   “It isn’t.  I know that.  You should know that.  But Matt, who is it?”
 
   He looked at me.  “I’m so sorry, Sarah,” he said.
 
   Okay, this is bad.  He’s stalling now… and it was beginning to piss me off.
 
   “Matthew Pearl.  Tell me who is missing, right now,” I hissed.
 
   “Stacy,” he whispered.
 
   Stacy was a great friend, a stripper before I had turned her and as a vampire she ran a top-quality vampire call-girl service.
 
   I gasped.  “No!”
 
   “It’s worse, Sarah,” he said even more quietly.
 
   “Worse?  How could it be worse?” I groaned.
 
   “Missy’s gone too.”
 
   Missy was my assistant in the office, she kept me organized, she kept me grounded, she kept me sane.
 
   He caught me just as me knees started to give out and wrapped his arms around me as I sobbed into his chest.  “No, no, no, no, no,” I said between sobs.  “Oh my God,” I said as I tried to get control of myself.  I pulled my head back and looked at him.  “When?  When did they disappear?”  I was terrified that I already knew the answer, but I had to ask anyway.  I was right.
 
   “Last week, when we were on the island.”
 
   “Shit!” I said.  “Why does this crap always happen when we’re trying to have a normal life?  Why?”
 
   He gave me that look.  
 
   “What?” I said.
 
   “Sarah, considering everything that’s gone on in our life, especially lately, do you really think we could ever have what’s considered a normal life?” 
 
   I grimaced.  That stung.  “Point taken,” I said.  I rested my head on his shoulder.  “What do we do now?” I said.
 
   “I’m not sure.  I don’t have a single clue.  There haven’t been any rumors.  Nothing.  There’s nothing.  It’s as if they vanished into thin air.”
 
   I looked at him and took a deep breath.  “Okay.  One thing’s for certain.  This place is going into lockdown.  Get anyone back here who’s gone.  Nobody leaves.  Nobody.  And put the word out to everyone, warning them.  Tell them they can come here if they want.  They can stay here until we figure this out.  And you and I are going on lockdown too.”
 
   “Us?  We’re going on lockdown?  What exactly does that mean?”
 
   “It means you’re not leaving my side, ever.  Not even for a second.  We’re going to work in the same office.  Eat together.  You’ll have to come with me when I make my rounds in the clinic.  Everything.  All the time.  Together.  You were ripped from my life once before when Malina kidnapped you and then I almost lost you, now, because, well, because I was stupid.  I’m trying to fix that now.  It would devastate me if you were taken now.”
 
   Matt stared at me for a second then he nodded.  “Okay, Sarah,” he said then his mouth gently came down on mine.  Suddenly the alarm sounded.  “Oh God, no,” he groaned as he grabbed my hand and we ran down the hall towards his office.
 
   “What, Matt?  What does it mean?  Not another one,” I said then I gasped when he nodded.  We burst through the security room door.
 
   “What’s happened, Derek?” Matt said.
 
   “I… I… I just saw them take Tracy,” he stammered.
 
   “What?  What do you mean you saw them?  Saw who?” he said.
 
   Derek pointed a shaky finger at the monitors.  “She was walking through the courtyard, when these… things… swooped out of the sky, grabbed her and flew away with her.”
 
   “Things?  You mean they weren’t vampires?” Matt said.
 
   “Not like any vampires that I’ve ever seen” he said.  “They had wings.”
 
   We both stared at him with our mouths hanging open.  “Wings?” Matt was finally able to say.  “As in, actual, attached to their bodies, wings?”
 
   Derek nodded.  He punched a few commands into his keyboard.  “Here, look,” he said.
 
   The center monitor flickered then began playing the tape from a minute ago.  We saw several vampires in the courtyard.  Tracy must have been shopping in the village.  She walked in through the main gate, smiling and waving at the guard, Troy then she continued on into the courtyard.  As she reached the halfway point, several shadows appeared around her.  Strange, huge, bird-like shadows.  Tracy noticed them too.  She stopped walking and looked at the ground with a confused look on her face.  Then she slowly looked up.  Confusion quickly turned to horror.  She dropped the bags she was carrying and was just about to scream, when they swooped down.  
 
   “What the—”  Matt and I both said.  Derek quickly hit the pause button.  The three of us could only stare… we were completely speechless.  My head tilted to the side as I studied the odd creatures.  Three were male, one was female.  I could tell because all were completely naked.  All were completely hairless.  Their hands and feet resembled claws and talons.  Their eyes were shaped more like an eagle’s eyes than a human’s.  The muscles on their bodies were chiseled and looked much, much stronger than ours.  Their teeth were down.  And they were all wearing some sort of tracking collar around their necks.  I pointed at it.
 
   “Do you see that?” I said.
 
   Matt nodded next to me.  “Uh-huh.  It’s like these things are somebody’s pets.”
 
   “Have either of you ever seen anything like this before?” I said.
 
   “No way,” Derek said.
 
   “No, Sarah,” Matt said.
 
   “I have,” whispered a quiet, shaking voice behind us.  We all whipped our heads around and stared at Bahiti’s terrified face… then we waited for her to continue…
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