
        
            
                
            
        

     
   
   To My Readers,
 
         I can’t tell you how much I appreciate all your support.  I hope you enjoy Bloodline as much as you have my others.   
 
         Liz, my wonderful writing partner and sister.  Thanks for everything.  Can’t tell you how much I appreciate you listening to every crying phone call I made to you.
 
        To Aunt Betty, THANK YOU!  For always pushing me to be more.  Without your stubbornness wearing off on me, I don’t know that I would be saying this now.  I love you.
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   Chapter One
 
        Suddenly Taylor woke from a much needed nap.  She was sweaty, crying and clinging to his pillow.  Jesus!  Of all the things she could have dreamed of, why did she have to dream about Chase and relive his death every time her eyes closed.  
 
        Just one time, she wanted to be able to sleep, without waking up fifty billion times having had a nightmare or dream resulting in her living nightmare.  Or having to change her clothes that were drenched in her sweat.  She smeared her hands over her face that was now flooded by tears.
 
        As she changed, she couldn’t help but to think about the dream.  To her, it seemed very real.  Like it had only been yesterday.  Everything in the dream had been identical to her memory.  She sat down on the bed once more replaying that night.
 
   *****
 
         “Aren’t you ever gonna be done with whatever it is you work on out there?  I am so sick of you spending hours after work in your mysterious workshop that I’m not allowed to enter.  What are you hiding from me?  I used to be able to go in there, what are you doing that you don’t want me to know about?” 
 
         “Eventually.”  He said it in a way that was meant to drive her crazy.  Nonchalant like.  Well turnabout is fair play in love and war.  This was most definitely war, or so she thought quietly to herself.
 
        She strolled leisurely up behind him as he washed the grit from his hands, throwing her arms around his waist moving her hands straight to his manhood.  She rubbed up and down his impressive length through his jeans and what she hadn't expected was the fresh smell of pine all over him to engulf her nares and stir her inner Goddess.  She took a deep breath, and back to the task at hand she began teasing him with the plan of playing dirty.  Really dirty if needed.  To get him right to the point then stop until he told her exactly what she wanted to hear.  That was her plan.
 
         “You can touch all you like and both of us will enjoy it as always, but I’m not telling you anything.”  He informed her of her failed assault as he continued to wash his hands as if she weren’t touching him at all.  She didn’t have to touch him to get what she wanted.  Or so she thought anyways.  She wanted to show him exactly what she was thinking and what she could do.
 
        She walked away from him flopping down on the couch and let out a hard sigh before flipping the channels on the TV.  She ignored his laughter in the background as she had no doubt he thought this was entertaining.  She fought to keep her eyes on the TV and not on him.  That in itself was a task from hell for her to keep.  Chase, so sexy, and hers to do with whatever she wanted.  
 
         “Are you gonna sit there and pout or are you gonna come take a shower with me?  I could use some help with washing my back.  You know you wash mine, I’ll wash yours.  Or I’ll lick yours, you suck mine.”  He laughed louder this time.
 
        Shower! Shower!  Shower!  Her inner Goddess answered the question for her.  Her mind however wasn’t going to give in so easy as she was determined to show him he too could fail at whatever game he was attempting and she knew exactly what cards he was playing with.
 
         “Come on Babe, you know you don’t wanna play this game with me.  I always win.”  She could hear his amusement he was now attempting to hide in his voice.  And there was something about that amusement that did things to her.  Things she didn’t want to admit right now.
 
        She stared at the TV trying to concentrate hard on not looking into his sapphire eyes.  Just a look into his eyes would make her melt in her shoes and probably her panties as well.  It didn’t take much for him to get her vaginal juices flowing, as if they were rejoicing for what was to come.  Hell he didn’t have to do anything, just the thought of him and she was ready.
 
        "Babe, are you seriously playing hard to get?"  He almost sounded shocked, was she that easy?  The first time she didn't say yes baby yes he knew exactly what she was doing.  She thought to herself, yes I'm playing hard to get but I ain't about to tell you shit, because I'm about to get my way.  She kept telling herself stay strong Taylor, you can do this.
 
        "Really?"  He slowly said the word showing how this had excited him.  She knew it had.  She didn't have to look at him to know.  She could hear it loud and clear.  
 
        She watched him shrug his shoulders as he walked away. Oh well she thought, if this is how he wanted to play it so be it.  She wanted to know what he was doing out there and why she wasn't allowed to be out there to begin with.  This whole game of his had gone on for far too long.  
 
        She waited until she heard the shower running.  His whistling began before she quickly ran into the bedroom removed the blanket and pillows from the bed and threw them on the couch.  She ran back into the bedroom and stripped hurrying to get changed into her jammies and back on the couch before he finished.
 
        She opened the door grabbing a pair of sweats and a T-shirt.  She turned quickly to lay them on the bed but hands gripped her waist and began tugging her towards the shower.  The water from his skin soaking in to her.
 
        "Let me go right now. I'm not in the mood."  She was serious. Seriously lying through her teeth that is.  What she really meant was bend her over the bed and take her fast and hard.  
 
        He stopped, wrapped his hand in her hair and held tight while he pulled her head back to his chest.  His other hand left her waist and trailed down her back, over her butt straight for the place she wanted him the most.
 
        He parted her, running his finger over her clit, across her vagina, over her anus causing her breath to hitch.  “Hmm.”  He put his finger in front of her showing her how much she had drenched his finger with just a single rub.  
 
         “Looks like you do.  Your mouths says no no, but your pussy says yes yes.  I know you, you’re attempting to play hard to get and your pretending you’re mad at me for not telling you what’s out there but then as I said you’re only pretending.”
 
        And as if that wasn’t enough, when he slowly licked and sucked juices juices off his long finger, she knew without a doubt much more of that and she would come just watching him.  She found this side of him fucking hot as hell.  She almost felt disappointed to see his finger leave his mouth and trail back to her waist.
 
        He quickly spun her around and pressed his mouth to her lips.  She fought for all of about two seconds.  The minute he rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger, it was over.  She opened her mouth to moan and his tongue came rushing in and she had lost all since of hard to get, that she had.
 
        Her body immediately melted towards him and gave into what they both wanted.  Her hands roamed over his gloriously defined back as she licked down his neck.  He deftly carried her to the shower and commenced to do what he did best.  What they did best.
 
   *****
 
        She shook her head pulling herself from her thoughts.  Quickly she showered and changed.  When she came out from the shower she stared into the corner where the curio that had been the big secret sat.  He had been making it for a surprise for her birthday.  
 
        She walked into the kitchen.  The house was quiet.  Liz was snuggled up on the couch with a book which Taylor hadn’t seen her do in a long time.  Liz had used to love to read.  That was all it seemed like she did until she moved in with Taylor to help out.
 
         “So what’s it this time.  Pirates capturing the heroine, who of course is a stow away, running from something or someone and her falling in love with the captain, where of course he will have to save her from whatever has her running and then they will sail into the sun set happily ever after?
 
         “No a mysterious woman acting as someone she’s not, falling in love with the sheriff of the town set back in like horse and buggy days?  Oh wait I got it.
 
         “A lonely girl with no family, letting her guard down to the bad boy of the town who no longer is the bad boy he used to be?  Or maybe back in the day of settling the land, uh let’s see, a young girl 18 or so, virgin of course, on a trail with her mother and father.  Indians storm the trail and the parents send the young girl to run for her life in which another Indian sees her.  He of course is immediately twitterpated with her.  He kidnaps her and takes her virgin flower and she immediately falls in love with him?”  Taylor chuckled as she waited for a response and was surprised when she looked over at Liz, who had only held one finger in the air gesturing to wait.
 
        Taylor took notice that Liz’s face was flushed, sweaty almost, totally stirred by whatever the hell it was she was reading.  Taylor never read the historical romances that Liz generally read.  Taylor preferred mystery or vampire novels.  There was something about a hot erotic vampire that turned her on.
 
         “Oh my God that was so freaking hot.”  Liz fanned herself with the book.  “You’ve got to read this.  This has got to be the hottest, no sexiest book I have ever read.  I mean it.  Woo!  I swear it is nothing like neither of us has ever read and probably will never read another one even in the same league as this one.  I guarantee it.”
 
        Taylor burst out laughing.  What kind of book could do that to an adult woman?  After all it was a freaking book.  Not real.  
 
         “Please let me see that thing.”  She sarcastically grabbed the book and read through it expecting the same ole thing.  Oh holy hell!  Taylor was now hooked.  She literally couldn’t stop reading about the handcuffs, bondage, spanking and some incredibly kinky sex.  She could feel herself flushing all over and suddenly understood why Liz had been so bothered.  Right now Taylor had a sudden urge to go buy some rope.
 
        Taylor finished the scene and turned back to Liz.  “When you’re done, I get it next!  Don’t stop until you’re finished.”  Taylor had to admit, just that one little scene had done things to her that hadn’t occurred since Chase’s death.  Never in a million years would she have thought about be flogged as sexy, turn on, or even interesting.
 
         “I told you right.”  Liz laughed flipping back through the pages and nestling back into the couch into the same comfy appearing position she had been in.
 
         “When you’re done with it, I want it next.  Seriously.”  Taylor felt she needed to reiterate her earlier statement as she turned walking back to the kitchen.
 
         “I told ya so.”  Liz giggled softly.
 
        Taylor didn’t say much after that.  Later on that night, she was standing at the sink washing supper dishes remembering the last time Chase had been there to help her.  The last time she allowed him to help her do anything.
 
   *****
 
         “Pass me those plates.”  Taylor reached up and handed them to him, admiring just how damn sexy he looked standing there doing something as simple as dishes.  He stood 6 foot tall and towered her short 5 foot 2 inch height.  Chase was built like a God.  Taylor always had felt scrawny next to him, while extremely safe.
 
         “Taylor what are you doing?”  He didn’t have to look at her.  She knew he knew exactly what she was doing.  Lusting after her incredibly sexy man.  He always knew what she was up to.  She was an open book to him, Chase understood her like no one else ever did.  The connection between them was like nothing she could have ever imagined.
 
         “What do you think I’m doing?”  Taylor stood behind him, slipping her hands into the back pockets of his Levis.  Oh his wonderfully filled out Levis, with that butt.  You know the one.  The one you see in the commercials.  Yes, that butt!
 
         “Staring at my ass instead of rinsing the now full sink of dishes is exactly what you’re doing Babe.  Wanna try to deny it?  We can play hard to get again if you’d like.  It holds so many more possibilities.”  Taylor laughed at him when he said it.  He really did know her all to well.  Before she could respond to him, he spun around, ripping her hands from his ass, grabbing her face and kissed her.  Not just a ‘you better get back to rinsing dishes kiss’, but a ‘hurry let’s get this done, so I can ravage you all night kiss’.
 
        His mouth tasted of fried chicken.  Taylor loved the way his tongue would conquer hers, no matter how hard she tried to play hard to get.  Or the way he could force her mouth open and take what he wanted.  She loved the way the feel of his hard, muscular, chest against her breast, would make her weak in the knees.  And she loved the way he felt when he was deep inside her, moving as if his only duty in life was to pleasure her.
 
   *****
 
         “Tay, come on don’t cry.  He wouldn’t want that.  You know that.”
 
         “How do you know what he would want?  How do I know what he would want?  It’s not like he can tell me what he wants.  He never told me what he wanted and it’s not like I have a choice in the matter.  It’s not like I wanted this.  God damn it!  I can’t do this!  I want him back Liz.  I want to wake up and feel his arms around me.  I want to smell him again.  I want to get mad at him again.  I want to argue with him so we can have incredible make up sex.  I want him!!!.”  Taylor wiped the tears and then continued to vent.
 
         “Do you know what it's like to have this huge, hole in your chest, that’s there no matter what you do, and keeps getting bigger and bigger and there isn’t anything you can do about it? Do you know what it's like to dread going back to work every day, because I have to deal with sick people? Do you have any idea how I feel every damn day? I'm lost Liz.  I can’t do this without him. God has to hate me. He has to. Why else would he take him away from me? Can you tell me that?
 
        "Or how sometimes when the house is really quiet, I can catch a glimpse of him out of the corner of my eye. Or at night when the house is completely quiet, I can almost hear his laugh.  Or when I catch a strong scent of him next to me. A cool whisper of air next to my neck. All the damn time! Do you know that sometimes I still expect him to walk right through those doors to me? Wrap his arms around me and tell me he loves me.  Tell me he’s sorry for leaving me and he's missed me terribly, as much as I him and he will never do it again! Why? Why Liz, just tell me?"
 
        She didn't mean to scream Lord knows, definitely not Liz all people.  She had been her rock and savior from complete insanity since that day, it was just that anger now ran in the place of the blood in her veins and seemed to only grow day after day and no matter what she did to try to let go of it, it only got worse the more she thought about it, the more she tried to forgive Chase for not staying with her.
 
        Liz grabbed a hold of her, embracing her and just let her cry.  She always knew what Taylor needed. Had been six years since Chase's death but to Taylor each day felt like the same day over and over again.  The day she had to say goodbye. The day she had to bury the entirety of her life.  The day her heart no longer needed to beat because life no longer existed in her body.
 
        The day God should have taken her with Chase, because she became nothing more than a walking, talking, breathing corpse of a body that had nothing left.
 
        Six weeks after the funeral, Liz convinced her after weeks of throwing up non-stop to go to the doctor.  When the doctor told her she was pregnant, her heart stopped.  She couldn’t believe it.  Chase and her had tried for 5 years to get pregnant and never did.
 
        She had been so busy with Chase she hadn’t noticed the signs.  She had missed several periods but then that was nothing for Taylor.  Her periods were always coming and going and that was one of the reasons the doctors had thought it was so hard for her to conceive.
 
        Only five months later Zacharia Thomas and Ashley Paige were born.  Both healthy as they could be.  The first look into Zach’s eyes were like looking straight into Chase’s.
 
        Liz moved in after to help Taylor with raising a set of twins.  Without Liz, she hadn’t know what she would have done.  Everything from that point on revolved around the babies.  Taylor worked days, Liz worked evenings.  The twins were on an easy schedule for sleeping and feeding and Taylor and Liz soon fell into that schedule as well.
 
   

 
   
  
 

Chapter Two
 
         “Taylor tonight you and I sister are so going out.  Won’t take no for an answer anymore.  Ms. Rosa said she’d babysit and we’re going.  You have to get out of this house.  No excuses, I’ve got everything covered.”
 
        Liz tapped her foot half expecting Taylor to argue the point with her but when she didn’t Liz was thrown back with a simple “Ok.”  Taylor could see the shock all over Liz’s face and chuckled..
 
         “Are you actually gonna go out with me without any arguing or excuses on why you can’t?”  Sarcasm noted in her voice.  
 
         “You told me no excuses.  Besides I wouldn’t mind it.  I could use a drink or two maybe twenty.”  They both laughed.  “There is one problem.  What the hell am I going to wear?  I can’t exactly wear scrubs.  It’s not like I have kept up with the latest fashion and accessories.  And if you wanna go out tonight, we don’t have time for one of your runway extravaganzas.  As much as you know I’ll miss that.”
 
         “Easy.  I like my runway extravaganzas thank you very much.  You still have that outfit you wore to Kevin’s birthday party don’t ya?”
 
         “You know I do, but I don’t know about that.  It’s freezing outside tonight.  Haven’t you noticed that?”
 
         “It’s perfect.  Do it.  See ya in an hour.  Be ready.  Don’t worry about the kids; I can take them over to Ms. Rosa’s.  GET. READY. NOW!”  Taylor laughed when she picked up the bossy tone Liz had used with her.
 
        By the time Taylor had finished showering and doing her hair she had already easily talked herself out of going.  She didn’t want to go out and party.  Well, maybe a little bit, but her party days were long over.  Going out and having a few drinks was one thing, but truth be known, she didn’t want twenty drinks, just a couple to relax.
 
        Taylor walked out of her room dead set on not going.  This was a stupid idea.  She would just stay at home and watch some TV.  She didn’t need to go out to relax.  Just needed some quiet time.  With the twins at Ms. Rosa’s and Liz going out there was no reason Taylor couldn’t get it right there in the comfort of her home.
 
         “Oh no you don’t!  You march your ass right back in there and get ready.  This is no joke, I’m not playing nor am I gonna let you back out this time.  Do it now.  Go on now.  I’m serious.”
 
         “I don’t think I can.  Just the thought of it is, is, well, I can’t ok.  I mean, I don’t wanna go and spend the entire night out.  I just wanna go and have a few then come home and go to sleep.  And besides I don’t feel right about this.  I feel like going out and moving on is like I am… hell I don’t know.”  Taylor shrugged her shoulders dropping her head to prevent Liz from seeing the tears forming.
 
         “Like your forgetting him, like you’re moving on, that’s what you are supposed to do Tay.  You are supposed to move on.  I swear if you don’t go in there and get ready so help me God I will drag you out of this house with your jammies on and I won’t stop at the mall on the way!  Tears won’t get you out of this one!  You told me you wanted to live again.  Feel whole, complete.  How in the hell are you supposed to do that when you have been living like you’re the one that died?”  Liz said it as if Taylor had used it as an excuse before.
 
        Taylor stared at Liz.  “Fine!  Ok.  Give me a few minutes.  But I’m telling you right now, I’m not staying out all night.  Do I need to just take my own car?  Because I don’t have a problem with that you know?”
 
         “Nice try.  Take your own vehicle and you won’t show up.  I know what you’re trying to pull.  Give it up Tay, you’re going!”  Liz’s brows moved together.
 
        Twenty minutes later, Taylor stepped out wearing a blue turtle neck, black straight mini skirt, dark hose, and black boot heels that came up just below her knee.  
 
         “I don’t know about this.  Are you sure this is ok?  You don’t think I’m too slutty wearing this skirt?  I don’t wanna seem easy and appear as if I am looking but I don’t want to be the laugh of the crowd ether.”
 
         “Are you kidding, you’re hot.  That’s great.”  Liz smiled at Taylor briefly before turning and walking out the door.  Taylor took a deep breath attempting to soothe the bundle of nerves that were building in the pit of her stomach.
 
   *****
 
        The minute Liz parked the car she looked over at Taylor.  She was spinning her wedding band.  Staring at it.  Lost in it as if it were hypnotizing her.  Secretly questioning, if it were ok for a widow to go out clubbing with her sister.  She turned to Liz.
 
         “I don’t wanna talk about it ok.  Let’s just have a good time tonight.”  Taylor smiled at Liz.
 
         “You got it.”  Liz smiled back.
 
        When the door opened to the club the music was blaring and the cloud of cigarette smoke slapped her in the face.  She immediately turned looking at Liz.  Before Taylor could run, Liz grabbed her hand squeezing to the point circulation was cut off.
 
        "Do this for me please. We both need this. I need my sister back Tay. I miss you. I miss all the fun that we used to have together. You know you weren't the only one who lost. We all did. It's time Taylor. It's time to let go." When the tears were visible in Liz's eyes Taylor squeezed her hand back and with butterflies doing Flip-flops in her stomach and with the not so pleasant aroma of smoke engulfing her she went in.
 
        The last time she had been here it had been with Chase. Taylor stood there looking around remembering getting irritated because the bouncer carded her at the door and it had been raining. He wouldn't even let her step in while she dug out her ID from her purse.  
 
        Fighting the tears back and knowing that if Liz seen the tears it would only cause her more grief.  Taylor quickly shook away her thoughts.
 
        The blasting music in the air retched through her eardrums again shocking her and reminding her why she didn't come to places like this anymore. It wasn't that she did enjoy the music that was being played, but she didn't like it extremely loud.
 
        The place was totally crowded. People dancing and having a good time. Taylor looked around quickly finding a table. Thank God as the majority of the tables had already been taken.
 
        "Come on Tay, let's go." Liz was full of excitement when she pointed to the dance for. Taylor looked around at all the other women. Bumping and grinding on the men. Not her thing anymore she thought.
 
         “I'll set this one out. Give me a chance to get a drink and in me first.  I'll catch the next one with you. You know loosen up a little." Taylor waited for her to go on and she was glad that Liz did.
 
        "Grab me a Morgan and Dew please." Were the only words that Liz spoke before she was gone on the dance floor dancing and enjoying herself for the first time Taylor had seen in a long time.
 
   .     "What can I get ya?" Taylor hadn't even noticed the waitress come up.
 
        "Capt. Morgan and Mountain Dew, and a Bud Light with an iced mug please."
 
         “Be right back." Taylor watched the waitress shimmy off to fetch the order.
 
        Taylor stared at the way everyone was dressed. One woman was wearing light-colored jeans with intricate designs on the back pockets paired with a pink shimmery top. She looked nice. The next wearing a short black skirt, flats, and purple halter. Taylor thought and kind of chuckled at the fact that if the woman bent over she would know if the panties matched the outfit. Slut! 
 
        The waitress returned giving Taylor the drinks that she had ordered. To Taylor's surprise it wasn't long and she finished her second Bud Light. She watched Liz remain on the dance floor dancing it up and having the time of her life.  I love to watch her smile and laugh.
 
        Taylor's thoughts ran wild with much regret and sorrow. Feeling as if she had halted Liz's life altogether. A tap to her shoulder broke her concentration on Liz. She turned and looked over her shoulder to see a man sitting there. Their eyes locked. She stared at a man with short dark hair that was clean-cut on the sides and back, unruly on the top, addictive mysterious dark sexy as hell eyes that were making Taylor feel as though they were eating her up in this very moment, pale flawless skin.
 
        Dimples in each of his cheeks and chin. Beautiful white perfect teeth. Tall stature, she was sure even though he was seated as his long legs told all. Lean but muscular build but not the bulky muscles Taylor didn't like. The nice, "yes I'm in great shape" kind of muscle.
 
        He stayed seated at the table, that was one step above the table where Taylor sat. She watched his lips curl into a smile and she no longer heard the music, the people, anything for that matter. She only saw his mouth that she wondered what would taste like with her tongue in it. His voice was deep, smooth, yet rough. "I don't think she heard you.”
 
        Taylor was captivated by the view hidden from with in and those deep eyes, the secrets that clearly were meant to be there, no emotion, just dark sexy, addictive eyes. She imagined like needing another score of Valium his eyes were causing her to feel weird, even strange but were welcomed emotions.
 
        "Damien." He held out his hand to shake her hand. When Taylor didn't take her eyes away from him as he reached out grasping her hand, placing his to hers, he shook it. "Nice to meet you too." His chuckle brought her back from no man's land. She shook her head wondering what happened to her and just looked down.
 
        Still holding her hand she noted that his hand was strong, large, with long slender fingers like that of the piano player but cold as if you'd only just come in from the frigid air outside. She returned her gaze to his eyes.
 
        So many questions.  One, are you real?  Two, do you have a girlfriend slash wife?  Three, do you want one?”  Her inner Goddess began jumping up and down out of pure excitement.
 
        "What's your name?" And the smile on his lips startled her in the most uncomfortable and definitely unexpected way.  As if a gentle, tender surge of electricity shot through her body and ended at her suddenly now awakened vagina.
 
        Taylor imagined like a dormant volcano lying there silently, waiting for the pressure to build before she began to quake, trimmer, then suddenly and violently shivering with excitement as she howls into the air spilling lava up and over her opening, owning everything in her path showing no mercy.
 
        Taylor turned her head away quickly, startled by her body's own response and mumbled. "Taylor, m, my name is Taylor."  Holy shit, did I just stutter?  I did.  And I’m blushing, I know because my face is on fire!  Way to go there volcano.  Don’t clear the town before you destroy it.
 
         “Are you okay?" Taylor didn't like the way Damien was now looking at her. She felt as if he was looking at her like she was going completely crazy.
 
        "Yep, I'm good." Taylor had to clear voice from the high-pitched squeal that was coming out of it.              
 
        "You come here often?"
 
        Wow, what a pick up line, Jesus.  “No I don’t come here often.”  Taylor thought about how many times that line had been used on her, her friends, and of course always in the movies. Hell, Chase had even used that line with her.
 
        "I'm sorry, I didn't mean to irritate you. Really. It wasn’t in a pickup line, just my way of making conversation. Have a good night."
 
        "Wait! I'm sorry. I didn't mean to be rude. I just haven't been out in a while and well my mind is elsewhere." Taylor didn't know what made her feel the urge to apologize. Maybe because she didn't like the way it sounded when it she had replayed in her mind. She didn't even know what caused her instant replay to begin with. But she felt as if something was so familiar about him.  She wondered if she knew him from somewhere. Maybe she had treated him in the ER before.
 
        "Let me guess, you're sitting here thinking of your sister? Kids a little? And you'd rather be a home?" Taylor quickly picked up on his confidence as if he knew he was right, but felt the need to double check his thinking with asking it.
 
        "Exactly. Wow!" He had every right to be that confident because he had hit the nail right on the head. "Now tell me, how did you know all that? You could have gotten that off of anything that I have said thus far or plan on stating in any future conversation we have tonight."
 
        "Call it a gift. So if you didn't want to come, why are you here?"
 
        "Because she really needed this. I guess I really need this to, I just don't know how to enjoy it, cut loose, forget and forgive."
 
        "Forget and forgive who?"
 
        "Long story, one in which I have no plan on talking about and I really shouldn't have mentioned but I have this terrible habit of rambling about things that bother me on and on and on kind of like I almost did just then and now. I'm gonna shut up now." Taylor turned, putting her head down, wishing she was at home in bed, where she was comfortable instead of here rambling on at this gorgeous piece of womanly tease no doubt sent here by someone or something to stir her back to life. Teasing her with his appearance only and then her having to watch him go.
 
        Chase was hot. Sexy as hell even. But this man in front of her was absolutely the most beautiful sight for sore eyes she had ever seen. Men like him, didn't talk to women like her or so she thought. She wasn't rich, not a size 4 anymore, just a decent plane oh Taylor.
 
        "Well, I guess I just need to make you forget whatever or whomever then. I'll work on the forgive part, later." Taylor had no clue how she went from looking at his eyes from a distance to just mere inches apart. She it only blinked when he had said those words and then he was right there in front of her. Almost nose to nose. Mouth-to-mouth. And if she'd had the balls she would have no doubt close that ends and took were her body wanted. No needed.
 
        "Come." He said as in war but it was more of a question in his eyes. She blinked fast trying to clear her eyes from whatever spell had come over them.
 
        "How did you do that?" That was fast, almost freakishly fast she thought.
 
        "Do what?" And then he narrowed his eyes at her as if he was struggling to see something? She wondered what the hell he was looking for exactly.
 
        "Move like that." Don't be coy with me dude. I know you did. Or maybe I don't. But that was fast. Like Superman fast.
 
        "Like what?" The look in his eyes and the scant grin on his face made her forget what she was asking. A little tickle hit her brain then the touch of his hand on her hip made her nervously tremble. She gasped a small amount of air and when his grip tightened and she felt his fingertips dig in softly.
 
        "It's just a dance." His words were smooth and comforting. His eyes looked in to hers as if he was reading her every thought. The slow shift of their bodies as he began to sway her back and forth, only made her bundle of nerves grow further, twisting and turning deep inside her stomach.
 
        Suddenly the thought of everything else in the world had cleared her mind. She was calm, stress free. The nerves quickly faded. The knot that had taken up residence in her chest was gone. Her eyes no longer burned from fighting back tears. The urge to smile was strong and suddenly took over. She had life in her body again.
 
        She began laughing loudly. Something she hadn't done in a long time.
 
        She was having fun. Another thing that didn't occur often. That in itself a very rare occurrence.
 
        She was her old self again and enjoyed just being her again. She wanted to keep dancing with this man. Damien. Her new addiction. Her version of Valium.
 
        The music faded from her hearing and it was like it was just Damien and her. Dancing. Nothing around them mattered. She felt free, released and energized.
 
        For the next hour they didn't stop dancing. She couldn't tell you what the music was like because she didn't hear it. She couldn't tell you what everyone was doing because she didn't see them. She didn't know what was done during that short hour because she never took her eyes away from him.                            
 
        She didn’t know who won the tonsil hockey match. Had no clue what color panties the woman wore. Didn't know how many people came and went. She just knew that she felt alive again in his arms and she never wanted to leave them.
 
        Dark, piercing, yet soft and brilliantly seductive eyes stayed locked with hers. They had complete and total control over her. Not that she minded it all one bit. Amazingly sexy and attractive, she could have stared at them all night, and more than likely would have, had Liz not interrupted them with her perfectly bad timing.
 
        "Tay,. Who do we have here?" Oh no. Here goes. I knew it. God just let me die now. Please? Not literally but she sure in the hell wanted to curl up and hide.
 
        His eyes smiled in to hers and she almost felt them before he turned. "You must be Liz, I’m Damien." His hand left her hip and held out for Liz to shake and Taylor immediately felt disappointment that and from the loss of his touch. Apparently a touch that didn't have the same effect on Liz because she didn't have any problem at all turning back to Taylor.
 
        "You would be correct. Nice to meet you Damien. Glad my little sister thinks so much of me as to talk about me. Hopefully all good. Taylor, would you accompany me to the ladies room please?" Damn you! Why now was all that came to her mind. Her body couldn't move away from his no matter how hard she tried. Paralyzed, but by what she thought. Why couldn't she move? What was it about being this close to him that kept her there?
 
        Was it her body's way of telling her it needed his touch? Was it her mind's way of telling her don't go your alive? Or her inner Goddess working her magic? She replayed their brief introduction and then thought about it, she didn't remember talking about Liz. But then she didn't remember what songs they danced to either, didn't know if she stepped on his toes, didn't know anything. Just that she wanted him.
 
        "Taylor, come on. This won't take long. Promise." Liz grinned at Taylor, but Taylor could tell she was for it. And just like that she moved. Easily. Why hadn’t she been able to do that seconds ago?
 
        The bathroom door opened and closed and then the interrogation started similar to how she knew it would.
 
        "Spill it!" Her eyes were huge. All questions. Full of excitement like she was her next big romance novel, with a plot that was sure to end with again, happily ever after.
 
        "What?" She knew damn well what or who I should say.  Her inner Goddess was laughing outrageously hard at the expression on Liz’s face. Taylor quickly looked around making sure the coast was clear. It was bad enough she had to have this conversation with her sister, who actually was her best friend, so she didn't understand why she was uncomfortable with it to begin with.
 
        "That brilliantly designed piece of work you are dancing with, that's what!"
 
        "Damien.  He told you that already. It isn't very nice not to pay attention to someone when they are introducing themselves. You know that. English 101, should have paid more attention to Mr. Gall." Now Taylor wondered why she was dodging what Liz wanted to hear. She knew why, the mysterious keeping devil on her shoulder made her do it. This was her bit of excitement and she didn't want to lose it by hearing the what-ifs, do this, or do that. Or at least not yet anyways.
 
        "Taylor, are you purposely doing this or did you order a drink called dummy up quick because if you did, it's kicked in?"
 
        "Neither. I don't know what you're talking about." Taylor knew exactly what Liz was talking about.
 
        "Really? Okay, well beings that you don't want to say you're attracted, I’m sure the hell ain't afraid to admit it. He is totally yummy and I'm not scared of getting a little freak on! Yup that's me, freaky and I might add that I am single as well."
 
        "Don't you dare!" Jealousy raged out of her mouth mixed in with her words. Holy shit! If Taylor heard it, she knew Liz had.  Taylor knew coming out tonight was a bad idea. But he totally looked like such a tasteful idea. She was 100% on. Totally yummy!
 
        "That's what I thought. So am I taking myself home? You know, I might suddenly have to leave and you're not ready to go yet, so you're gonna need a ride home." She batted her eyes while mouthing the word please to Taylor.
 
        "No, I will be going home with you tonight. And I will be alone! I'm not playing some game. You know me, games have never been something that I embarked in." Unless he asked me to go with him in which case I hope he can read my mind because I don't think I will be able to think, to speak, to anything.
 
        "Okay, suite yourself. If you're going home, then I'm going to have more fun. I'm going for a shot, do you want to have one or two with me to get some liquid courage flowing?" And there was that smile that Taylor knew and loved.
 
        "Not even close. You know better than that." Shots had never been Taylor's thing. Doing shots to Taylor was similar to having a stomach virus she thought. Either way she'd wind up shit faced, then puke.  Wake up in the morning with embarrassment written all over her face and amnesia.              
 
        As soon as the door opened again, she mindlessly went searching for him. This time the loud music blaring didn't faze her a bit. She didn't mind that it was like a maze working her way through the endless crowd of people that were either drunk or getting there.
 
        Her body followed close behind Liz, but her eyes searched. Desperately, for the drug her body craved. Him. She just needed one more hit of her Valium and life would be perfect again. For a while anyways.
 
        Taylor could hear Liz ordering her shot of hot damn, ordering her a fresh beer, but she couldn’t think about anything but him. Where had he gone? Did she have the right to even wonder? What was it about him that made her want to stake a claim? Why would he leave? Did she really look that pathetic that he only danced with her to make her feel better, she thought.
 
        While she was playing 50 questions with Liz did someone else catches his eye? That would totally piss her off. No that couldn't be it, she thought.
 
        When she had finally seen every face inside, her searching ended. Go figure. The first time she let her guard down and looked at another man he disappeared. My luck. My life. Full of sorry goodbyes.  At least this one happened now instead of later.
 
        The weight of the world was back on her shoulders. Crushing her. She couldn't think straight, couldn't breathe, she needed air before she began to hyperventilate.
 
        "I'm going outside for a bit. Be back." She said calmly. Trying to keep her sour mood hidden.
 
        "Wait I'll come with you."
 
        "Liz, no! Go have fun. I just need some air. I'll be right back. It's nothing. Really. Just let me have this. I need this. I'm not going anywhere. I'll be back." She silently begged Liz to give her this. Turning away she didn't wait for Liz's answer. If she had waited, she knew Liz would have tried to talk her out of it.
 
        "Okay." Taylor could hear the hesitation and she couldn't blame her. If the shoes were reversed she would've been more than likely irritated and hesitant about letting Liz go outside into the dark, cold night alone.
 
        Not to mention, being outside a bar alone, at night, is it really the brightest idea in the world but it was what she needed. If the shoes were reversed. She was the sister. She was the one suffocating in this life that wasn't supposed to be this way. She was the one walking around like an empty vessel.
 
        The cold air felt great against her heated skin. The club was hot, then the dancing and Damien. Who was she kidding, it was all Damien. She leaned her back against the side of the cool brick of the bar, attempting to regain herself and needing the building stability to steady herself.
 
        "You know it's mighty cold out here to be just hanging out." His voice was deep and unexpected startling her.
 
        Her heart jumped at the sound of his voice. Where you been? How did you know I was out here? Why are you out here?
 
        "Are you okay?" He asked the question but his facial expression hadn’t changed at all, Are you even sincere? The minute she thought it, his eyes narrowed, darkened, and demanded an answer.
 
        "I, I'm okay." Oh my God, did I just stutter again! Jesus, can this get any worse. You're doing a piss poor job of hiding.  Again his face stiffened. What the hell, is he reading my mind? "What are you doing out here? After all its mighty cold out here as you so wittedly made that observation so clear." Taylor mocked him sarcastically. Throwing his words right back at him playfully. Besides, she really did want to know why he was outside to begin with.
 
        "Looking around." Taylor watched as his eyes studied her face, her mouth, and down her neck. His gaze falling to her breast made her think for second her heart actually stopped. Her nipples which it already puckered from the air, elongated even further.
 
        I should walk away from you but I can't.
 
        "Looking around for what? It's late, it's cold, and there's nobody here but me." Now she wanted answers. After all, he didn’t have a problem with asking her questions. So why should she?
 
        "Deciding what I want for supper. What about you?"                                          
 
        "Getting fresh air. You normally scour the alleys at night looking for your next meal? I mean, why would you do that? It's an alley not the local grocer."  Who gives a fuck how he decides what to eat as long as he eats me.
 
        Taylor knew the minute the thought popped into her head, her eyes suddenly looked bugged out and she could have lit the alley with the bright shade she now wore on her cheeks. I can't think like this! This isn’t who I am. What is wrong with me? Taylor scolded herself harshly as she emphasized every word.
 
        "I don't think anything is wrong with you. I think your perfect." He leaned his head towards Taylor and she suddenly was aware that he was going to kiss her. She could feel his lips brush hers. I'm not ready for this yet. I'm broken. Physically, emotionally. I have nothing to offer. Please don't.
 
        His eyes returned to hers as he gave her an inch of space. The space alone caused her to quickly change her mind and she silently begged for him to kiss her. Again, he leaned in, slowly closing the inch of distance. Stop!
 
        "What? What is it?" He looked frustrated, irritated, and flustered.
 
        "I didn't say anything." Taylor was shocked, surprised, and amazed at how entombed to her he was. How did you do that? Did I say it out loud? Taylor thought she must have thought out loud, how else would he have known? She watched as he curved the side of his mouth into a sexy grin.  
 
         “Taylor, you want to get out a here?"
 
        Taylor's breathing rate immediately increased. Shit this is it. This is it and I can't even answer him. I knew it. Just say yes, sure, okay, anything.
 
        "I can't. My sister is inside." Dammit. Way to go Taylor!
 
        "She won't mind. I could go tell her if you'd like? I'm really good at negotiating and convincing people to see my way of thinking." His eyes stared at her mouth. His mouth only an inch from her. What was he thinking in that moment she wondered.
 
        Taylor couldn't speak. The only response she could give was a quick nod. That was the best he was going to get from her at this point. His scent drove her completely mad.  Is he wearing cologne?  Or is that just his natural musky scent? His hand held Taylor's and she felt herself tremble in his touch as they walked back inside. The minute they were no longer alone she wanted to leave and be alone, with him again.
 
        "Wait here. I'll be right back." His smile teased although she didn't have the slightest clue as to why. She watched as he disappeared into the crowd. Immediately feeling herself anxiously waiting for his return. She played with her fingers, her fingernails, just trying to keep it together until his return.              
 
        She had a thought and then quickly lost it as she started quickly looking around to see 
 
   where he was.
 
    
 
   Liz,
 
    
 
   Leaving with tall dark and handsome. Oh my God he is deliciously hot. Wish me luck! If he turns out to be a psycho killer, pray I get off first. LMAO. just kidding, seriously though, tell my kids I love them and you’re the beneficiary on my checking. Got ago. Love you.
 
                 
 
   Taylor
 
    
 
        "Are you ready?" His voice startled her.
 
        "Yes." Taylor jumped at the touch of his hand to the small of her back as he led her out of the door into his car. She watched as he shifted from gear to gear smoothly. She didn't know how to drive a stick. Always wanted to learn, never having the opportunity. The small things in life that fascinated her curiosity she thought.
 
        She flushed when she realized what had really caught her attention and it had nothing to do with the shifter. She was totally engrossed with the length of his fingers.  Long, not skinny, not fat, perfect fingers. In her mind thinking of the old saying about the size of a man, it can be judged by his fingers. Her inner Goddess began jumping excitedly up and down, while the real her was thinking holy shit, hope it isn't true.
 
        It had been six years since any man had touched her and as hard as it was to believe, Taylor hadn't even touched herself. Again thinking of old saying, if you don't use it you lose it.
 
   *****
 
        About the time she was feeling some heat from the car they stopped. She looked out the window and they were parked in front of this massive building. It looked old, rundown, abandoned even.
 
        She felt nervous, scared, but it was more of the fear of not knowing. She wondered what they could possibly be doing at a place like this.
 
        The building dark, looking as if it came from a ghost town. The only thing that would've made it even creepier than it was right now, would have been if the windows would have been broken out.  In fact, if anyone wanted to film a horror movie, this building would have been great place to start.
 
        Tall rectangle shaped. She looked up counting the windows. Seven sets of Windows equaled seven different floors she thought, wondering which one he was taking her to.
 
        "Where are we?" She was curious but for some reason she really didn't care. She was with him and they were.  And at this moment, that was all that was mattered to her. She just wanted to be with him. Her emotions were on a crazy out of control roller coaster. One minute she was scared, then excited, then back to being nervous or curious with questions and wanting the answers.
 
        All Taylor knew for sure was that in the short time she'd been acquainted with him, she felt like her again. The anger was gone. She could feel her heart beat again pushing the blood through her veins. She didn't have any violent urges trying to escape from her. The view was clear again because tears no longer blocked her vision. She was totally alive again!
 
        "At my place." And with that he got out, Taylor turned to open her door and with the blink of her eyes he was there, opening her door, holding his hand out gesturing for her to take a hold and leading her inside this massacre ready building. She struggled to breathe as she thought of him tying her up and putting on a hockey mask.
 
        "Taylor, breathe." Taylor looked up at him and his mouth was curved up into a smile and all she knew was, she wanted him to kiss her. No hesitation. No second thoughts.
 
        When his mouth hit her lips he owned them. He demanded her return. He conquered her mouth as if they were at war. She tasted him and enjoyed every second of it. A hunger inside her was now coming to surface begging for more.  When she thought she was sure to pass out from hypoxia, his mouth left hers.
 
        When she opened her eyes, they were standing inside. How in the hell? Her silent question faded as her eyes began to scan the settings.
 
        She was surrounded by bright bold colors. The couch red, velvet looking, with plush cushions.  On either side of the couch an orange, armless chair.
 
        Huge windows of tinted glass covered the wall in front of them giving a view from the opposite side of the building of their little town. Dark almost black hardwood floors. The walls of a dark gray. Nothing like a bachelor pad at all.
 
        Paintings on the walls but she didn't have a clue as to who the artist was.
 
        His movement caught her attention. The way he moved amazed her. Graceful. He stood in front of the radio messing with CDs. She couldn't help but to think please not Martina. That's Chase’s song. Please don't be anything Martina. Anything but her. He stopped taking out the city and put in another CD.
 
        When he turned back to her his eyes were lighter than before. They had been really, really dark. Almost black. Beautiful green eyes stared back at her, calling out to her. She didn't know what they were saying to her but she could feel them. She could feel them as they looked over her body. Her entire body. So much so, that if her eyes were closed, she would've been sure that he was using his brilliantly talented hands on her.
 
        His slow stroll towards her caused her lungs to breathe heavier. She knew he was about to touch her. But how she wondered?  She wanted him to touch her, in the way her body craved like she never thought it would again.
 
        "Don't worry, no Martina. Taylor if you could be anywhere in the world right now where would it be?" He was in front of her now. The gentle touch of his hands on her hips caused her panties to dampen immediately. She could feel his soft lips brushing her ear as he whispered, "Close your eyes and picture yourself there."
 
        She didn't want to close her eyes and she sure as hell didn't want to be there right now. She wanted to know how the hell he knew what she was thinking. She knew she hadn't said anything allowed. Come to think of it, she didn't tell him Liz's name, but he knew that too. Your plan too much into this Taylor, close your damn eyes already.  Her inner Goddess was scolding her now.
 
        Slowly she closed them and she could instantly see the river. She laid on a tube floating down slowly. She held a Bud in her hand. The sun terribly hot was not affecting her the same way her skin usually did from the sun. During her pregnancy she had become allergic to the sun for an etiology unknown and had to learn to stay out of it.
 
        The cool water on her feet felt delightful, relaxing, sensational. Her head laid back, her hair, cool and damp floating softly in the water with her down the river.
 
        She heard the birds singing in the background. The slight breeze that whistled through the trees that lined the bank was music to her ears. Even in her imaginary place she closed her eyes taken in the feel of her surroundings, so when she woke up from the dream, she would remember the peacefulness, the memory.
 
        "That's better. You are so tense." She felt their bodies start to move. She heard Jason Aldean and Kelly Clarkson singing Don't You Wanna Stay. Yes I want to stay. I want more than to stay. She opened her eyes and she could see his amusement.
 
        "What's so funny?" She questioned him, did I step on your toe or something?
 
        "I want you to stay too." Holy shit! All right, that's fucking enough. Who are you? She stared into his eyes. She didn't understand, how did he know and how in the hell did he know her? "I know a lot of things Taylor and let's just say, you’ve seen me around." She froze. Her body stiffened. She felt her heart pounding against her chest. Her breathing began to increase rapidly and she felt short of breath.
 
        She had to force the words out with a fight, trying to keep them steady, as she knew her voice shook with the rhythm with the rest of her body. "How did,,,,"
 
        And before she could finish,,, "How did I know?" Taylor pulled back out of his arms. "Don't be afraid of me Taylor. I need you to be open-minded. I have gifts. That's all I can tell you right now."
 
        Open-minded? I can be open-minded apparently. I've been so open-minded with you enough that you can hear me! Taylor could see her appearance now appeared less nervous and oddly enough she felt that easy with him. "Okay then tell me,,"
 
        "I can hear what you think.  I can feel your emotions." Holy Fuck! Okay.  I can do this.
 
         “So you can hear, really hear what I’m t,,,,”
 
        "Thinking? Yes. Everything you think, I can hear. Every way you feel, every emotion you have, I feel." Shit!  Are you as horny and confused crazy right now?
 
        "Exactly and yes." He turned his face away from her hiding it. Why? That's kind of.... awesome. I wish I could hear and feel like that. There would be no guessing, no wondering, only straightforward honesty.
 
        "No, you don't. It's not easy knowing the things that I know. When someone is in pain, when they are scared, when they are lonely, when they are filled with so much hurt, they feel like they are a loan vessel. It's not always a good gift to have." His voice softened as if he was trying to hide a sadness coming from deep inside him, like nothing she had ever seen or felt before.
 
        "Okay, if we're going to finish having this conversation, you have to let me say it so I can at least feel like I am involved in it okay?" I can't believe I'm not freaking out. See I told you I could be open-minded.
 
        He turned back to her. He seemed to be more relaxed now. "I'm glad you're not freaking out either.  You still want to stay? Here? Alone? With me?"
 
        As if you don't already know. His lips curved into a smile. Taylor couldn’t do anything but smile back at him.
 
        "So you're not freaked out at all then?" Someone must've freaked out on you bad for you to be this worried and repeatedly ask.
 
        "No, why would I be?” He stepped towards her, as she imagined him repeating his assault on her mouth came to mind. Shit!. He can read my mind and feel what I feel so he knows everything. The good, the bad and terribly embarrassing moments like this one.
 
        She blushed and turned her head away from him, now realizing he knew exactly what she wanted him to do to her and how those thoughts caused her body to react. Like how damp her panties were right now, just thinking of his kiss.
 
        "Don't be embarrassed. You do the exact same thing to me. I feel the same stimulating sensations that you do." She could hear the emphasis on exact, stimulating. His passion heating in his words invisibly clearing his actions as she turned back to him only affected her more.
 
        She tried not to think about it. She was trying not to think about anything. He already knew more than she ever wanted him to know. For anyone to know for that matter.
 
        "It's impossible not to think. More times than you can imagine. It doesn't work. There's always something. Trust me."
 
        "You have got to stop it. Don't let me know what you know. Even though you hear it, let it be mine." She knew it didn’t make sense.. But to her it did. She didn't want him repeating everything that went through her mind. It would be like a broken record.
 
        "I'm sorry this is new for me as well. I mean, I have had these abilities, if you will, for a very long time, and I've never shared them with anyone like you before. My,,, family,, are the only ones that I've ever known."
 
        "I can see why you wouldn't volunteer this about yourself. But why are you telling me? And what do you mean by people and anyone like me?" Taylor couldn't help but to wonder why anyone would tell someone that they just met all of this and she felt she needed to know why he felt he needed to tell her and should she be insulted by the like me phrase?
 
        "Because I don't want to hide who I am around you. Your very special to me Taylor. Don't take it as an insult. You are a very good thing."
 
        "Why?" Why would I be special and a good thing to a complete stranger? There isn't anything special or good about me. I'm just me.
 
        "I can't answer that right now. I know you have questions, and I know what your questions are, but trust me in time you will have your answers, just not tonight. Let's just have a good night and not ask each other any more questions."
 
        "Okay. What is it that you would like to do then, I mean we can’t exactly have the normal where you from, what do you do conversation after that so?" Well that just opened the door to a lot of possibilities. Taylor blushed at her brains intrusion once again.
 
        Damien smiled big showing his celebrity perfect teeth. "Okay so some questions, just nothing about reading minds okay." Emphasis noted on some okay, got it.
 
        "So what you do for a living? Oh wait," she couldn't help herself. "Are you a medium?" She laughed. On second thought, she had no reason to be laughing. Laughing hardly seemed appropriate now after finding out someone she was deeply attracted to could read her mind and feel what she was feeling at the same time as she did.
 
        He laughed. She was glad he found that amusing. Her back and forth thinking and rambles. Not many people got her sense of humor at all. The fact that she had met someone who got her was a relief. Chase understood her. He had the same sense of humor that she did. What seemed like tearing hilarious to them made other people look at them like they were a fool.
 
        Chase! What the hell am I doing?
 
        "You're having fun. Something you haven't done in a long time. You're not doing anything wrong. Just hanging out, dancing, smiling, laughing, relaxing and acting alive."
 
        She started to breathe heavy. Tears burned at her eyes again. She felt like she was betraying Chase. A constant reminder deep inside her of her wedding vows to him. Till death do they part. That was the problem. She wasn't ready for death to come and visit them. Their lives had only just begun and he had been taken from her. A part of her still belonged to him and probably always would.
 
        So the problem was her mind and her heart had was if she was to start a relationship with someone else, Damien, not only would she feel as she was betraying Chase, but she would be betraying Damien as well because she could never give him her whole heart. Chase had taken a piece of it with him that would never be hers to give again.
 
        "Taylor listen to me, I would never expect you to give his piece of your heart away. Those memories made you the person you are today. Some are good, some are great, some are terribly sad. I am grateful to Chase and will always be. He loved you, treated you as you deserved and took care of you when I couldn't be there. I know that the man in him would want you to move on and be happy."
 
        Immediately she was angry and he knew it as he took a step back and put his hands up. 
 
        "How do you know what he would want? Can you talk to the dead as well? Can you ask him why he didn't fight harder? Can you ask him why he left us? Can you ask him what the hell I am supposed to do now? Well can you?
 
        No you can't. The last time I checked, tombstones don't talk back! How dare you! You don't know me, you don't know my family, my kids. He left me alone, pregnant with twins. How dare he?" She stepped away from Damien giving herself the distance that she needed right now. "No I didn't think you could. You the whole medium thing was a joke, you had no right to go there with Chase!"
 
        She was screaming at him. Now stepping towards him. Tears flooded her eyes, running down her cheeks. She was in a full-blown pissed off at the world stay, and she was taking it out on him. He continued stepping back with each step she took towards him.
 
        "Taylor, please forgive me. I didn't mean to upset you like this. Let me help you now." And with a long stride towards her, his lips were on hers kissing her. She felt a tickle to her brain almost and then she got a taste of him and hastily became drunk on the feeling of his tongue moving in and out of her mouth, owning it, almost marking every inch of it as his.
 
        Taking what he wanted.  His lips softened against hers, as she no longer fought against him. She was drinking him in and praying he didn't stop.  She wanted to feel more.  And that's when she did.
 
    
 
   Chapter Three
 
        His mouth tenderly kissed from her lips to her jaw, slowly to her ear, and down her neck. His lips and tongue teased her in the exact places she wanted to feel him. From her neck to her clavicle, to her sternum, to her left breast.
 
        He tugged at her nipple with his teeth through her clothes, sending a surge of pure pleasure to the apex between her legs. She felt herself gush bodily fluids into her panties and her body clench tight. His hands and mouth followed every demand her mind unknowingly made.
 
        I pray this is what heaven is like and if it is take me there now.
 
        His hands gripped her top and slowly pulled it up in over her head. Her breath hitched from the sudden force of her chest to his chest. His mouth back on hers demanding forcefully what he wanted now. And what he wanted and what she wanted, were the exact same thing.
 
        For the first time her mind went blank and just felt what he was doing to her. She felt her body react further to him and it was completely and totally delicious. She thought about her insecurities and for a moment she thought that she should be nervous but as he stepped back and stared at her body she wasn't.
 
        Strangely enough the longer he stared at her, the more she seen his eyes darkened, the sexier she felt.
 
        His eyes locked with hers again. She realized that they had went black. Black and full of lust. In a blur he was pulling her body to his. Her body was full of uncontrolled feeling. She couldn't get a grip on them. Her hands reached for him filling his body.  Gliding down his arms to his biceps feeling the muscular curves.  Enjoying the feel of his sexy arms.
 
        Down to his forearms and back up across his chest. She felt the muscles in his chest beneath his black T-shirt. She wanted to taste them there.
 
        He pulled away from her smiling, gripping his shirt, he pulled it off dropping it to the floor. She fought to keep her jaw off the floor as she glared at his incredibly, deliciously sculpted body. Bodies like his were made to make mouth like hers water she thought. To put on a billboard somewhere for all lusting women to see.
 
        Suddenly she felt as if she was suffering from a run of supra ventricular tachycardia, when he dropped to his knees in front of her and gripped the band of her skirt.  His thumbs latched under the band and with his eyes burning right through her he slowly slid them down her legs, taking her panties with them. Thank God she had taken care of all of her grooming needs before leaving the house.
 
        He wasted no time before his thumb spread her open, his mouth claimed her throbbing, swollen clit. Her knees jerked, her legs trembled. She could feel her orgasm almost there at an intense and embarrassing fast rate.
 
        She felt her body tense and then her knees buckled and her legs were out from under her and he held her tugging and sucking her nipple as her body shuddered and quivered with release.
 
        Her eyes remained closed as the last ripples of ecstasy ran through her.  Then she could feel him moving with her. The feel of cool silk sheets against her back told her she was now in his bed.
 
        "Open your eyes Taylor." She could hear the excitement in his voice as he spoke to her. "Do you trust me Taylor?"
 
        She didn't know why or how she did after only meeting him and especially after his admission of his gifts. "Yes." She breathed.
 
        "Promise me, no matter what you see, he won't be frightened. Trust that I won't hurt you. Can you do that?" She immediately notice the rise of his anxiety.
 
        "I promise." God I promise. I'll do anything just don't stop touching me.
 
        He chuckled. She didn't care that she just begged him in her mind and he heard every bit of it.
 
        "You want to see what else I can do?" A devilish smile appeared on his lips and she was enticingly intrigued to know a lot more about him.
 
        "Yes." And then she felt it. Oh my God how are you doing that?
 
        She could feel the muscles tightened around her body.  Sweetness erupting through her as she experienced the most intense, spectacular orgasm ever.  Her back arched up, her head and bottom dug into the coolness of the sheets. Her breathing had completely stopped as she held it.
 
        She gasped for breath as she felt the tug of her nipple. "Breathe baby, breathe or I won’t let you come like that again." She didn't know how she forced herself to breathe but she did, knowing she wanted him to do whatever he had just done again and again and again.
 
        She heard her lungs breathe in, then seen him smile.  Hook, line and sinker came to mind as she realized at this moment, she would do anything he asked of her in or out of the bed.  And he knew it.
 
        He stood as she watched. Her mouth began to water as he unzipped his pants and slid them down. Gray boxer briefs were all that was left. His cock was hard and seeing the impressive outline of it made her lungs fill with the air surrounding her again.
 
        His thumb gripped his impossibly any sexier underwear and slid them down allowing his fully erect sex to spring to life in front of her. He was enticingly large and she felt her own eagerness growing by the second. She slowly blinked and when her eyes opened he was in front of her. On the bed with her.
 
        She couldn't bear it any longer and placed her mouth to his. The way he kissed her was so familiar to her. Just like, just like Chase. Her heart began to tighten. The knot reappeared in her stomach. Tears invaded her eyes. And once again she froze. Opening her eyes looking at him as he watched her and then slowly smiled.
 
        "I can make it go away." His mouth was heavily on hers and suddenly she couldn't remember why she had tears in her eyes. Again she felt a nice little tickle to her brain.
 
        Her anticipation was growing and she wanted him deep inside her. She wanted him thrusting upon the oh so sweet spot hidden there.
 
        Again, she burst into sweet intense eruptions of pure ecstasy. Another orgasm tore its way through her body and she had no choice but to accept it, feel it, and enjoy it.
 
        "Patience." Is all he said to her as his mouth moved down her neck. His teeth nipping at her nipples causing a surge of electricity to shoot straight to her core. She felt pain with it but yet pleasant and she welcomed more of it. His hand and fingers dug into her waist, squeezing her tightly.
 
        Strange feelings overcame her. She could no longer feel one mouth and one set of hands on her. She could now feels several mouths, several hands, several tongues teasing her. Taunting the nerve endings that suddenly awakened from the coma like state they had been in.
 
        She wanted to open her eyes because she felt as they were not alone but they wouldn't open. She was almost too scared to see if there was really someone else there with them. And yet she didn't want this feeling to end either.
 
        "It's just us my sweet. Enjoy it. Keep your mind open and enjoy it."
 
        Okay, enjoy it. I can do that. Another one of your gifts I assume.
 
        One mouth was on her left nipple teasing and tugging. Applying pressure to the point of pain but making her crave more. She felt the tongue teasing her abdomen, her navel. Hands massaged her thighs. Teeth nipped at her hip.
 
        "I bet you taste as good as your smell." He murmured. She heard his chuckle knowing he had just heard her thought. You had your tongue from my head to my toes. You know how I taste. You tell me. But somehow she couldn't help think that chuckle didn't sound like she was taking it.
 
        "Mm-mm,,,"  The feeling of a finger inside her now.  She was surprised and eager for more, as it meant in and out of her fast. She felt herself building again. She didn't want to come this time without him in her.
 
        "In time, take it, enjoy it, allow this to happen. I do this for you."
 
        "But I want to do this with you. Please." She begged him. But silently she knew he knew the real reason. She was greedily waiting for him inside her. She wanted to feel him filling her. The stretching of her body to accommodate his magnificent size.  The sweet sensation of G Spot stimulation.
 
        "Oh my Sweet, Sweet Taylor. Raise your legs for me." She felt giddy. Yes!  She wanted to scream out.
 
        Her mind went to another place when she felt him testing her. He slid himself in slowly and then back out. Again he repeated his torture. And all at once he filled her completely.
 
        "Oh my God!" She screamed out. Oh, I can't do this. I wasn't ready for this. I thought I could. She began to panic. He was too large for her and she hadn't been with anyone in over six years. She hadn’t even had the urge to have sex until now. Stupid idea, stupid body, stupid urge, greedy ignorant Goddess of mine.  Shut up Taylor!  This isn’t your first time.  Be a big girl.  You know how it works?  She scorned herself.
 
        She could feel her body responding to his size amusement. The pain turned from sharp to just a slight burn as he moved in and out of her. His thumb on her swollen clit moving rapidly in circles as he moved in and out of her. The burning quickly fading to pleasure.
 
        He started to move in a perfect rhythm. She wanted more. So he gave it.
 
        "Harder still." She begged for more now that only pleasure was being felt. "Please give me all that you have." And he did.  Just like he was sent here to pleasure her everyone need. She had immediately, like a flip of a switch, gone from she can’t do this, to give me more.
 
        He balanced himself on his elbows and his weight on her was wanted. She was close again, body achingly close. She tried to fight off the urge wanting to wait for him.
 
        "Let go. Accept this."
 
        Her head was spinning as she let go and allowed yet another mind altering orgasmic rush. She felt herself tremble and shake uncontrollably beneath him as he kissed her through it. She felt herself spasm and tighten then burst around his cock that was stilled and buried deep inside her.
 
        "Taylor, promise me no matter what you see next you won't freak out. You won't leave without letting me explain first."
 
        "I promised that already." She giggled. She didn't understand why he was so nervous when he had nothing to be nervous about and she could assure him of that.
 
        He began to move in a rapidly, growing, thrusting rhythm. He groaned into her ear and she loved the sound of it. He pounded deeper and deeper inside of her still. She felt his body tighten and suddenly thrust himself up, locking his elbows while throwing his head back.
 
        "I want to see your eyes." She pleaded with him. She wanted to see the pleasure that he was now feeling. She wanted to see a reflection of her own desire in his eyes.
 
        His head dropped, his eyes opened and she couldn't believe what she was seeing. There was no way. She wasn't seeing this. She tried to back out from underneath him but he held her in place. She gave it everything she had to move him, but he didn't budge and it didn't appear that he was having any problems keeping her beneath them. 
 
        "Let me go." She watched as his eyes softened again. Each time he blinked his eyes had changed colors.
 
        "Taylor, you promised me you would let me explain. Don't do this I beg you!"
 
        "No, let me go!" She was forceful, throwing the words to him.
 
    
 
        "Then you leave me no choice." He shook his head.
 
        "What's that supposed to mean? Tell me!" Now for the first time, she felt his words as a threat and fear replaced every motion she had been feeling.
 
        "I can do more than read your mind, feel your emotions and give you mind blowing orgasms. I can do this as well." She watched as he began to smile and she could feel her anger and fear leaving her yet again. With that same familiar little tickle, a peaceful feeling settled down on top of her, bleeding its way deep into her soul.  And all the emotions that were just coming from seeing red eyes, were now gone, fading away to nothing more than just a memory.
 
        "How did you do that?" She had to know. It was amazing but her inquisitive mind needed answers. She no longer cared that his eyes were red, she only wanted to know how he made her feel so wonderfully alive. The feeling she had not felt in such a long time now being resurfaced by a new mystery man.
 
        "I can hear your thoughts, feel your emotions just as you do and I can control your mood. Make you feel as I want you to feel."
 
        Intriguing! Don't forget mind blowing orgasms. What else can you do?
 
        "You would be amazed at the things that I'm capable of. But I fear just as this is freaking you out, allowing you to know all of it at one time maybe too overwhelming for you.  Let me just hold you tonight and then when you wake up, I will explain everything."
 
        Okay. I'm not ready to leave you anyways. I want you to hold me tight all night, even while I sleep. I want the feeling of safety and security, that I feel when I'm in your arms. I want to crawl into your chest, fall asleep, and wake up exactly the same.
 
        "My body is your Sweet. Trust me."
 
        Zach, Ashley. 
 
    
 
        "No, don't worry. I have already spoken with your sister and she is taking care of them. She assured me to worry about nothing and I had to promise her something in return." She seen the look on Damien's face. She didn't like it. It made her nervous.
 
        "What did you promise her?" Answer me damn you! You can't say something like that and then just leave the girl hanging.
 
        "Calm down. I'm so not leaving you hanging." He smiled and she knew what he meant and he definitely didn't leave her hanging in the least little bit. "It's not bad entirely."
 
        "Entirely? Entirely!!! Tell me." Jesus, are you trying to give me a heart attack or just scared the shit out of me over and over tonight?
 
        "She asked me if I had a brother. I told her yes. So I kind of have to introduce them. But it doesn't really matter because it was only a matter of time anyways."
 
        That's it she thought. She looked at him puzzled as hell. She didn't understand why he seemed to think of that as a bad thing. "You make it sound like it's a bad thing. Is he a convict, married, gay, ugly, fat,? Come on I could go on forever here." She giggled feeling relief that it was nothing. Everyone had family members that embarrass them but come on. Really, this much anxiety was uncalled for her so she thought.
 
        "If only you knew you wouldn't think it was uncalled for." His voice fell to a whisper.  She watched his reaction.  Did I irritate him?
 
        "I'm not irritated, Sweet."
 
        "Stop that. I told you, I can handle you reading my mind, I can even handle you controlling my emotions but damn, at least let my thoughts be just that thoughts. Even if you know."
 
        His smiling was settled to her. "Agreed."
 
        He rolled off to the side of her pulling her closely to him. She snuggled in to him.  But she began to wonder why his body was so chilled when hers was on fire. She felt like she had been just engulfed by flames.
 
        "If you’re too cold, I can move.  I won't be upset."
 
        "I said let my thoughts be them please." Damn men. Never listen.
 
        His snicker was atmospheric changing itself. She still had questions, very weird questions but they could wait until morning. Her cheek rested on his chest and she was briefly aware that she couldn't hear his heart beating, but sleep graced her with its heavy presence.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Four
 
        She woke stretching from the night of uninterrupted sleep. Sleep that she hadn't had in all the years since Chase and left her. She took a deep breath and turned over reaching for his pillow.
 
        The feel of the sheets, the blanket, and the smell reminded her she wasn't at home.  Her eyes opened, scanning the view.  And then she remembered Damien.  Definitely wasn't a dream she thought. She took the sheet under her arms raising up and looking around. The room was dark except for a small amount of light coming through the window.
 
        She looked at her watch.11:20am.  Oh Shit!
 
        She stood quickly fishing out her cell from her purse and jumping back in bed covering herself the sheet.
 
    
 
   Liz,
 
    
 
   Had an amazing night.  Be home shortly. So sorry I didn't call you. I have so much to tell you. I'm sure your inquisitive mind is wanting to know. He's amazing, insatiable, has these amazing gifts that I would love to tell you about but you wouldn't believe me. I could keep going on and on forever but I won't. Both me and my inner Goddess thank you and love you!
 
    
 
   Tay
 
    
 
        "It's okay, I've called her, spoken with Liz and she said I could keep you forever and ever. I think I might have to take her up on that offer."
 
        She what!
 
    
 
   Liz,
 
   Furthermore, I am not anyone to keep permanently. Funny ha ha. I can't believe you talked to him before I did this morning.
 
   Tay
 
        "Sorry." He laughed. "I couldn't help myself. I wanted to see how long it would take you to text her again. She did however give me her number and I had to call her first thing this morning. I told her you were sleeping. She said to let you sleep as long as you wanted."
 
        Oh. Your eyes! She looked at him waiting for her answer. He stared back at her.  Waiting, mentally urging him to answer her question that she knew he'd heard. Again he only stared back at her.
 
        "I have to know. Your eyes, they were, were red. Why, how, I don't,,,?"
 
        "How about we start with coffee and we go from there."
 
        She breathed out from his relaxing tone. "Okay. Coffee sounds wonderful."
 
        She didn't do that. She just kept staring at him. She knew he knew what she wanted but he hadn't offered to turn around so she could get up and dressed. She smiled at him. His eyes teased her igniting a fire inside her as he leaned against the door frame crossing his arms and ankles.
 
        Either come back to bed with me now, or turn around so I can get dressed. What will it be Buster?
 
        She couldn't help but tease him back. Although, if he wanted to come back to bed, she would've been more than happy to turn her words in to action.
 
        "I do love a woman who speaks what’s on her mind." He laughed loudly as he turned around. His back to her, but she could strangely feel his eyes on her while she dressed.
 
        "Okay, ready."
 
        He turned back towards her and slowly walking closed the gap between them. Her breath caught as he lowered his mouth to her,  kissing her gently, brushing his lips across hers ever so slowly. "Good morning Sweet." He whispered and gripped her hand, leading her into the kitchen.
 
        Beautiful. Dark-colored, blended marble countertops, went perfectly with the stainless steel appliances. An island in the center of the room that angled on each end back.  The smell of coffee lingered in the air.
 
        "How do you like it?" And before she could answer he was putting sugar and cream in it and she wondered how he knew because she hadn't even had a chance to think it.
 
        "You did and didn't. All the questions and answers can be heard before you hear them. They are all there within that sexy head of yours."
 
        "How long of you have these,,,"  Her mind jolted to something more serious.  Is this more than a one nighter?
 
        "Yes?" He grinned. She raised an eyebrow at him as she sipped the coffee he just handed her. Delicious, hot, steamy, creamy and sweet. Just like their sex she thought.
 
        "Sweet, with thoughts like that, you'll never get out of here." His voice deepened and she knew that he thought the same.
 
        "I wouldn't complain." She was serious. How would that be such a bad thing?  Mind blowing orgasms with a flick of his gift. No complaints would be heard from her.
 
        "One, your kids would miss you. You would miss them. Taylor, there are things that I'm going to tell you that you're gonna find hard to believe. Are you sure you want to ask these questions? Here? Today?"
 
        "Yes. I can handle it. I know last night appeared like it, but it just caught me off guard. I was expecting it." Come on spill the beans already. 
 
        "You're not going to expect the answers to your questions either."
 
        "Try me. One question first. You love or hate?"
 
        His face relaxed from a hard line, to smooth, easy, and flawless. "Love. I only love Taylor."
 
        "Good. So, your eyes, they were red.  One minute they are the darkest brown that I've ever seen, then green, then black, and then red.  How do you do that?"
 
        "They change with my mood."
 
        Okay.  You can hear what people think. Feel what people feel. Control their emotions. Give oh my God orgasms.  And now your eyes change to reflect what mood you’re in. 
 
        "Well, they are dark most of the time. Turning when I'm upset or worried. Greener when I'm excited about something. Red when I am full of feelings. Those can be anger, rage, and you seen last night, the most wonderful feeling when I orgasm.  It’s intense."
 
        Taylor blushed. She couldn't believe she was having this conversation. "Okay, how long have you been able to do these gifts?" She was interrupted by the sound of her cell alerting her to the text. "Excuse me."
 
    
 
   Tay,
 
   You so owe me big time. I knew it would be an awesome night for you. As a matter of fact I knew he would be awesome. If he is attractive everywhere else? Do tell when you get home. Take your time. Me and the kids are watching cartoons having a ball. I told them you had to go and work today. I didn't think you wanted me to tell them that you are out, getting laid. LOL! Don't worry about anything. I got this. Love you and your inner Goddess back.  ROTFLMAO!
 
    
 
   P. S. You should really name your Goddess something else. I did. Mine's Georgia. As in Georgia peach, sweet as pie. LOL
 
    
 
   Liz
 
    
 
   Liz
 
   I'm sitting here having a strange conversation with Damien. I will get back with you later. I may not owe you anything after all. TTYL. Still love you not sure of the Georgia peach idea. We'll get back to you on that one. Maybe. 
 
   Tay
 
    
 
        "How long?" She asked.
 
        "For a very, very long time." He smiled moving away from her and looking out the window.
 
        "Does it bother you to answer my questions?" She didn't want to cause any pain. Lord knew she didn't and still didn't want to talk about losing Chase.
 
        "No, not with you. I fear the truth will scare and push you away. I have only finally found you."
 
        "What do you mean by that? You have only found me."
 
        "My mate.  What you call soul mates. We can have relationships of many kinds. But we can only feel the one person that we are drawn to. Imprinted with."
 
        Imprinted?  Your kind?  Can I ask that?
 
        "Yes. You can ask that. You can ask me anything as long as you keep an open mind and forget anything that you have seen in the movies or read in books. All of that is false and true but it's different."
 
        She could see the struggle inside him.  As if he was searching for the right words or if he was searching for the strength to tell her something he didn't really want to.
 
        "Your kind? What is you were kind?" She was scared out of her mind right now but she had to know. And why was her brain craving such answers when she should be running for the hills by now? She thought as she waited for his answer.
 
        He walked towards her taking the coffee out of her hand and setting it down the counter that she stood by. He held both of her hands, against his chest now. She searched his face for the answer but it was blank.
 
        "Vampire." She watched his eyes turn incredibly dark.
 
        Why? Really? Whatever. This is a joke. She saw him roll his eyes.
 
        "Think about it Taylor. I can read your mind. I can control your emotions. I move quicker than you can see. My oh so magical touch in your favor, of course.  There's so many things I can do. I want to show you. I need to know that you are okay with this though."
 
        "Vampire. Okay Mr. Vamp! Do you want to suck my blood?" She said it with the best Dracula accent she could give while laughing. But the look on his face was almost painful and her laughter stopped
 
        "Taylor, you know the answer to that question. Do I want to suck your blood? Yes. Very much so. But I won't. I don't suck the blood from life. That is not how I choose or have chosen to live if you will."
 
        He pushed her hands to his chest. "Feel me. I'm cold. I have no heartbeat. Come on Tay, your nurse you can put two and two together." He let go of her hands and walked away, back to the window.
 
        "Sunlight. You're standing in sunlight. I thought…"
 
        "What did you think?  I would burn up in the flames or something? No that's just a myth. I very much enjoy the sunlight. As much of the movies and books have displayed me, I don't appear to be diamond made, I won't burn, I'm not going to turn into a pile of ash. I am just the same as you in that aspect."
 
        "If you don't suck blood from the living how do you eat?" She still wasn't buying this, but she could play along for now. There had to be an explanation for the cold skin, no heartbeat, well she couldn't feel it through his chest anyway and his abilities. A lot of people have abilities and that didn't make them a vampire she thought.
 
        Bing. Again she is interrupted by text.
 
    
 
   Tay,
 
   What kind of conversation would be so bad to make you not thankful for you having incredible sex?  It was incredible wasn’t it?  Let me know something.  Do I need to make a fake emergency phone call?  Love you always!
 
    
 
   P. S. How about destiny? As then it is our destiny to come as many times as we possibly can.  LMAO
 
   Liz
 
    
 
   Georgia/Liz,
 
    
 
   No emergency phone call needed at this time thank you.  Will let you know all about it when I get home. Maybe a little longer than expected. TTYL love you back always
 
    
 
   Tay/?
 
    
 
        "Sorry.  Where were we?  Oh, yes vampire."
 
        "This isn’t a game to play Taylor. I live off of animals, or blood banks. There are a few gracious donors." His voice was startling now.
 
        "Donors as in people who let you suck the blood from them? Why in the hell would they let you do that? Is it painful?" And just as her ‘dumb me up’ drink wore off, she now understood what he meant in the alley involving his supper.
 
        "Yes people volunteer willingly to be donors. It's their way of being somewhat in world we live. A thrill for them if you will. I have in the past used a donor, and again I don't choose to live like that. And, I wanted to get a scent of what smelled appetizing to me. You know like Italian, French, or American." He chuckled softly and she couldn't help but smile at his use of metaphors in his choice of meals. Then she couldn't believe that she had just referred to her race as the choice of meals.
 
        "So you have fangs then? Well show them to me?" If you want me to bite, you're gonna have to prove this one and show me your bait.
 
        "Only if you will start to take this conversation seriously. I mean I know it's a lot to take in. But trust me, I'm telling you the truth and don't fear me."
 
        "Okay, I will and won't." Get your vampties out of a wad.  She smiled sweetly at him as he arched an eyebrow before turning his stare back out the window.
 
        Reaching up he grasped the dark blue curtains and closed them, turning the room now pitch black. Swift movement and the light was turned on, she turned looking behind her and there he was by the light switch.  She blinked and of course again there he was standing in front of her. She took a step back but his hands were quickly on her arms pulling her back to him.
 
        "I'm sorry. You startled me." She admitted it. After all she had no choice.
 
        "It's okay Sweet.  Are you absolutely, one hundred percent, positively ready for this?"
 
        She took a breath and half expected nothing, yet somehow knowing she was about to see the truth.   "Yes."   She let out the air that she had just taken in, lowering her eyes to his mouth.
 
        He opened his mouth and slowly his eye teeth began to grow. They pressed into his lower lip causing just a small indention. She inhaled air deeply. She couldn't help but want to touch them. Her mouth open slightly, partly in disbelief and the other part arousal.  Something about this was sexy as hell for her.
 
        Her fingers moved up slowly and she could see his eyes close as her fingertips brushed over his fang. The tip was very sharp needle sharp. She was careful as she ran her finger over it.  They were slender but strong. She couldn't believe what she was seeing. It was real. Very real. And that meant if he was then there were others.
 
        Her heart was pounding and now she was terrified. But not of him. Were the others like him? Or were they like in the movies?
 
        "No Taylor, they are not all like me. My family is. For the most part we all are. But there are a few that choose to live off human life. They choose to live in complete darkness. Like any species, there's good and bad. There's nothing that we can do about the ones that choose to act as they do.  And you're not afraid of me because you know you don't need be."
 
        "Why did you tell me this? And why last night?"
 
        "Because you are my mate. I know this is difficult to believe. But it is true. I loved you before you were born. There's always been a connection from you to me. I just had to wait. I couldn't come to you before because it was too dangerous. Then when I thought it was safe, you were marrying Chase, happy. So I had no choice but to wait again."
 
        "Wait? For what?" And then she realized what he meant. Chase was why he waited. If he could feel what she was feeling, hear what she heard, then he knew about Chase and he could've warned them. He could've helped her. He could've taken it all away and instead he left her to suffer. On her own. For six God unblessed years!  She had been living that day over and over again and he could've taken it away.
 
        Tears raided her eyes. Her breathing grew heavy. Her chest once again tight. Her heart pounded uncontrollably. She even felt faint. Quickly she sat on the floor with her knees pulled tight into her chest. Her head tucked in low.
 
        His hands were on her shoulders immediately. "Are you okay? Taylor I think this is been enough for one day. Let me give you some water." And then she was in his arms and by the table. She stared into his eyes at his blurred face.  She blinked repeatedly trying to clear the tears so she could see him clearly.
 
        Slowly he sat her down into the chair. "I'll be right back." And all she seen again was a blur and he was by the sink holding a glass filling it with water.  Then was back in front of her kneeling so that his face was face-to-face with hers, giving her the water.
 
        I have so many questions. I need some answers. I don't know where to begin. Why? Why didn’t you do something? Why couldn’t you help me? Why didn’t you do anything?
 
        "So when you said you just had to wait, you mean you had to wait for Chase to die? Then you had to wait for me to be ready to meet again. Or something. You could've taken it all away for me. If you felt the way I felt, heard what I heard, did you hear me scream and cry, hurting, dying?  Did you feel that?"  Her anger was building waiting for his answer as she choked up the words in the scream.
 
        "No.  Not for Chase to die. You to be ready for me.  When I found out you had married, I accepted the fact that I would forever be alone.  You loved him and he loved you.  You were happy.  I could live with that because that is what you wanted.  I didn't know Chase would die.  I didn't know he was sick.
 
        "I learned of his sickness the same time you did. Not a second sooner. There was nothing I could do about that. As far as the pain you went through, I couldn’t interfere with that either. I know you don't understand, and you're mad. Hell, I’m mad because your mad.  You’re gonna have to believe me when I say, it wasn't exactly easy for me either.
 
        "You know what it was like for me?  You want to know what it was like for me? Oh, let me inform you. See if you can imagine the way I felt when you and he married. When you and he made love. The thought of his hands on you infuriated me but there was nothing I could do about it. Rage that ran through me when you would come from another man's touch.
 
        "Then, the way you felt during those last month.  How do you think I felt feeling the same exact way you did and I couldn't come to you and make it go away.  So before you judge me Taylor, put all the pieces to that puzzle in your head together first. It wasn't easy."
 
        Wow! Okay.  Point made.  Several points actually.  "When you heard, what do you mean by that?"
 
        "I don't have to be near you to hear you, or to feel you as I just explained. Every thought you have ever had, every feeling you have ever felt, I equally feel." She remembered now he had mentioned that before.
 
        "So when I'm in pain you are. Is this emotionally or physically?"
 
        "Both."
 
        "Bet the birth of the twins was a bitch for you huh? C-section and all. I hope you felt all of it." In that moment the words were said she realized how big of a bitch she was being.
 
        "No it wasn't pleasurable. But, I can control mine unlike you.  Now you're just being a bitch!" He threw her thoughts back at her.
 
        "Fuck You!  You've been a bastard a lot longer than I bitch, so fuck yourself."
 
        "I've done that. I still do quite often as a matter of fact. Nothing like a good hand job to release stress. You however, never have.  But you will before too long.  Keep talking to me like you are right now, and you have something else to be pissed about.  And that would not be a threat." Harsh.  He was really pissed off now.
 
        "Too bad you can't do that little mood control thing on yourself there vamp!"  Stick that in your bag in suck it.
 
        "Okay now you did it. I feed off of your mood. So here you go." His eyes went red.  Bright red.  Shadows under his eyes.  Brows’ squinted together. Lips, a hard flat line.
 
        And she realized just how much he had reacted off her mood.
 
        "So do you love me?" Okay, so Taylor knew exactly what she was doing and that was saving her own ass. She didn't know what else to say. All she knew was that at that moment, she had to do something to get his mind elsewhere.  And quick!
 
        "Yes. With everything in me."
 
        She was pleased to hear those words presented as well. She could see his expression understanding now why he had so many changing expressions. One minute sad, then happy, then at peace. Then she really understood why. Because that was how she felt. His emotions bounced off of her emotions, opening her eyes to exactly how she had been feeling.
 
        "Now you understand." He sighed. As if he'd been waiting to tell her. Like it taken a ton of weight off his shoulders.
 
        "So you feel everything I feel all the time." She blushed realizing now that last night you must of felt multiple experiences. She couldn't help herself, she kept her eyes on him.  But when his eyes met hers, she couldn’t hold the stare.  She had to turn away.  Gain her sense of strength again, that he seemed to have the ability to take away as well.
 
        "Yes." He breathed out. "And I feel it now too." She hurting pushing the words out.
 
        She raised her head up and his mouth was on hers. He took control of her. Taking what he wanted. Concrete her. And then she began thinking maybe it was just him making her feel this way.
 
        She just learned what he was in some of what he could do, and what he had done, what he would do and yet she still wanted him. And if that was all him and his abilities, and that only meant that none of the way she felt about him was real.
 
        His mouth left hers as he pressed his for head hers. "Sometimes this is a curse. Taylor I'm not making you feel this or anything for that matter right now. This is all you. You can feel the connection between us as well. This is how it could be forever."
 
        He was absolutely right, she could feel the connection. The connection was probably less from lack of sex in the last six years but that was besides the point. Or maybe it wasn't. Maybe she did feel something there, but she wouldn't confuse them right now with anything but what they can be for her anyways. Lust!
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Five
 
        She didn't know what made her want him now but she knew she needed him as much as she needed food and water to survive. She smashed her mouth against his. Feeling an uncontrollable urge to take what she wanted from him. When he was offering to her. Their tongues squatted around and over each other.
 
        Her tongue grazed over his teeth that she had just watched grow earlier into fangs. He growled into her mouth. The sound alone drove her categorically crazy. She could tell they were sensitive and wondered if they were like sexual sensitive or like cold, heat sensitive. She ran her tongue over them again, he quickly answered her question.
 
        "You keep doing that, we’ll will never make it further than what we are right now."
 
        "Oh."
 
        "Oh would be correct." His red eyes dazzled with excitement.
 
        She didn't want it to end right now. She didn't want to end it all. This is what she was wanting. What she craved. And if he was a vampire, she would never have to worry about him dying on her. This could be the start of something that she needed.
 
        Her hands made light paths, over his shoulders and back. Her nails dug into him and she had no doubts that there would be some very visible scratches when she was done in the thought alone of marking him drove her crazy.
 
        Greedily she pulled his shirt from his body. Tasting his chest, tugging his nipple with her teeth, licking his stomach, circling his navel. She wanted it all and she wouldn't waste anymore time getting what she wanted.
 
        She kissed her way back to his mouth and then stood in front of them. He stood with passion orbing from his bright crimson eyes. She leaned forward to kiss him again and seen his mouth open but then she pulled away smiling devilishly back at the same smile on his face.
 
        She dropped to her knees in front of him and her fingers having a mind of their own worked his body.  She undid each of the five buttons keep in his jeans close, kissing his abdomen as she did. She wasted no time on sliding his jeans and boxers to the floor around his ankles.
 
        She wrapped her hand around his full erection and began moving. She licked across his head quickly teasing him. She looked up to see his dark eyes on her.  Glaring at her. Almost hypnotizing her. Suddenly both self-conscious of his eyes watching her do this and the fact that it turned her on even further she paused.
 
        Should I be embarrassed to let him see me do this to him? Or should I just go with it and see what happens? How would it! This is hot as hell and I don't care.
 
        She blinked away and took him into her mouth deep until her lips rested at the base. She sucked her way back to the end running her tongue over his head and around the groove.
 
        Her hands steadied herself on his size.  She could feel the muscles tense and him rock slow and easy in and out of her mouth.  Her hands felt the tremble of his muscles and her inner self became pleased.  Pleased that she could do this to him, what he had done to her numerous times.
 
        She sucked harder and harder, pulling him in and out of her mouth. She could hear the sound of her suction on his impressive length and it aroused her even further. His hands immediately went her hair, gripping tightly, tugging gently. The tighter the gripped and the more intense tugging his hands didn't the more she stirred within.
 
        She could feel him began to throb in her mouth against her tongue so she sucked him down and slowly and hardly back out allowing her teeth to slightly graze over his point. He groaned out and she tasted him in her mouth. Dick, salty, and delicious. She looked a few more times over the head getting all that he had offered her.
 
        When her eyes met his again, just as before they were red. But this time they were fiercer looking. Not from anything other than lust, passion and fire burning invisibly within.
 
        His hands quickly gripped her arms and pulled her to her feet. His mouth was on hers rough, intense, and she could feel the bed against the back of her legs. She was excited. 
 
        His hands gripped her hair again and he pulled her head back, giving him access to her neck. The pain felt from the quick jerk of her hair, stirred her causing her to release juices into her panties again. She never would've thought that pain could be such a turn on but it was. She liked his hands on her squeezing, the hair pulling, and she had a feeling more if ever explored.
 
        She could feel his smile against her neck as he kissed in the to her skin. She couldn't help but to wonder if he was going to taste her even further. But when he chuckled at her thought she relaxed.
 
        "Taylor, I want to try something with you. Normally I don't jump straight into this but well, let's just say I know you will like it if you just try it."
 
        Anything her mind called out to him. And just like that there was something covering her eyes. It was soft as silk.  She didn't know if she liked not being held to see him. But she also knew if it became too much for her, it would also be too much for him.
 
        He tugged at her shirt, nudging her arms, she raised them.  Her bra was gone and she felt the cool air around her, hardening her nipples further.  She gasped as he bit first one then the other.  She couldn’t move.  She didn’t feel his touch around her wrist anymore but she couldn’t move them.  She couldn’t move any part of her body.
 
        His hands tugged at her skirt and panties, then she felt them being removed.  She was bare to him now.  His hand pulled at her thigh pulling it up, placing her foot flat against the surface and then the other.  It was if she were tied to the wall with an invisible rope or something.
 
        She drew in her lungs max with air when the abrupt feel of his tongue on her clit drove her over the edge.  He circled again and again.  She moaned out when he sucked it into his mouth.  She tried to buck against him as he continued the pleasant torture, when he quickly thrust a finger inside her and then two. In and out of her he quickly drove his fingers while he sucked and circled her clit.  She begged for relief. It was too much. She couldn't take it. He hummed against her clit and that was all it took for her body to surrender to him and explode within.
 
        Her muscles were weak and trembling.  She wanted to see him.
 
        "If I take off the blindfold will you not freak out?"
 
        She laughed. "I haven't so far.  I don't see why I would now." When he removed the blindfold she looked at him. She was amazed at how excited this had made him. She was relieved knowing that it was not just her with these intense feelings.
 
        "Look down." He ordered her to do so but she noted that his voice shook almost as if he was concerned or scared.
 
        Slowly her eyes went down and holy shit.  She was four maybe five feet off the floor and plastered to the wall. His hands were on either side of her, his knees resting the same. She looked back at him, and she tried to move her arms but again they wouldn't.
 
        "Please." She begged. And just like that she was able to move her arms. She threw them around his neck, holding on for fear of falling.
 
        "Not going to fall. Trust me." I do.  Somehow I do.
 
        She felt his erection pressing enter abdomen and she no longer cared that they were in the air or even glued to the wall. This was hot as hell and she wanted it. She wanted him in her.
 
        "You amaze me my Sweet." His words soft before he claimed her mouth began. She could think of nothing other than what he was doing to her
 
        The feeling of falling startled her stomach briefly before they were lying on the bed. He had pinned her down with his weight as he explored her body with his tongue and mouth more.
 
        He rose in front of her, his eyes remained bright shade of red.  They didn't frighten her. She found them sexy as hell and grinned. They were her aphrodisiac. He dug his hands in her hips and she flipped over, allowing him to take her from behind.
 
        "Aargh," the sweet pain of him filling her caused her to cry out.  He pounded into her from behind and the harder he did the more she liked it.  She was on the brink of another orgasm when he slapped her ass hard startling her. But he didn't stop claiming her.
 
        Again slap after slap as he pounded into her. She cried out but not from pain, but from excitement. The pleasure and intoxicating feel of his hand on her ass caused dirty emotions she didn't know that she had.
 
        His hand reached around and he thumbed her clit as he selfishly rode her harder and harder still. She bucked back against him wanting more.
 
        "Oh my Sweet, come for me, let us come together." Remembering what he had said about feeling what she did she arched her back and leg go as she orgasmed around him. Her breath was drawn but she heard him moan out as he rammed in her hard and stilled. She could feel his come spilling into her and in this moment she wanted to live forever.
 
        He collapsed down on top of her and she felt flat the mattress breathing heavily into the sheets. His lips tenderly kissed her back. Fingertips caressed her back, her shoulder, that her cheek.
 
        "Well this was better than I had expected." He smiled and it was contagious because she found herself smiling back.
 
        "As much as I would love to stay, I need to get home. I have children waiting on me." Damn it. Please tell me this is only the beginning and not the end.
 
        "Can I see you later tonight?"
 
         "I can't, I was just away from them all night. I have to stay home with them. They aren’t used to me being gone."
 
        He smiled. "You mean you aren’t used to being gone from them." She playfully slapped his shoulder. He was right. She missed them terribly and needed to see them.
 
        "Okay, take a shower while I fix you some breakfast and then I will take you home."
 
        "Agreed."
 
        "Can I come over tonight?" Only if I come tonight. Shit. Damn it. And he laughed putting her utter embarrassment at ease.
 
        "My kids remember?"
 
        "I remember.  I would like to meet them. I can feel your feelings for them.  It would be nice to be able to put a face with those feelings."
 
        She hesitated. She didn't even think about it because he could hear her.
 
        "It doesn't matter if you are here, or somewhere else, I can hear you. I tell you what. What if we take them to dinner and a movie? Then I can meet them, they can meet me, and go from there."
 
        "Sounds good." She smiled as she stood taking the sheet with her wrapping it around her. He laughed and reached out to the sheet.  She moved away but he was obviously a lot faster than her and pulled the sheet away.
 
        "Men." She laughed and turned to walk away.
 
        "Taylor stop." She froze with his words. "I hurt you. I am so sorry." She turned and his eyes were red again. Dark, dark red. He was angry, but not with her.
 
        "What are you talking about? I'm fine."
 
        "No you're not.
 
        His hands guided her to the bathroom and she looked over her shoulder and stared at the bruises.  She laughed.  She didn't mind at the time. She didn't mind now either. This certainly took things to whole new level. Her entire back was going to be bruised.
 
        "No you won't. Turn around and hold still." She did as she was told. She breathed in deep as his tongue flicked.   And then they were gone. No longer left were the bruises only a new feeling for needing him again.
 
        "Now look." She looked over her shoulder again and they were gone. "I told you there were many things that I could do. You have to tell me next time if I hurt you. I can heal you. I know you like a little pain with pleasure but this is too much. I won't hurt you like that."
 
        "First, I didn't feel pain like that. Second, you are teaching me I like a little pain. And third I thought you could feel my pain?" She asked.
 
        "I can.  But I don't feel pain as you do.  Such as, your pain may be terrible, to me it is nothing more than a paper cut."  
 
        Never in a million years would she have thought pain could turn her on and cause her to have such intense orgasms.  Orgasms that she wouldn't mind having again and again.  Right now as a matter of fact, I wouldn't mind a reminder of how good you can hurt me.
 
        "Sweet, shower or you won't be making it home to your children." He turned walking away with smile on his face.
 
        Shower. Right. Turn me on again and then walk away.
 
        "I heard that!"  He called from the other room.  Shit!  "I heard that too."
 
        "Can you to shut that off for five minutes."  But the only answer she received was a simple laugh.
 
        "You asked for it."
 
        Her clit began to tingle, throb, and swell.  Her knees trembled.  Oh for the love of God!  She hit the floor as his talent ripped through her body leaving no part untouched.  She shuddered.  Arching her back upward embracing it.  As it began to leave she felt her lungs burn and she gasped in air.  As soon as her bearings returned she stood.
 
        Ok. You win.
 
        The hot water against her skin was a blessing. She had been hot and sweaty.  She stood there letting the water run over her body thinking of everything he has said and coming up with a billion more questions for him. Then she thought what if he didn't want to play Q&A anymore?  What if this was it?  What if he was of the man or vamp she thought he was?  She forced herself to stop thinking the way she was.
 
        She finished her shower quickly shut the water off.  When she exited the shower , she saw a bag with a bow on it.  A small card read,
 
        My Sweet,
 
                 Thought you could use some more clothing beings I may have torn your skirt and panties.  Hope they didn’t mean anything.  If they did I’m sorry.  I blame you for driving me to madness.
 
                                                                                                                   Damien
 
        She opened the bag seeing its contents.  A sweatshirt, jeans, very tiny hardly any fabric involved panties, a bra, and socks. She smiled as she dressed and then saddened by having to leave. She wondered when she left, would she really see him again or was this some kind of messed up dream?
 
        The dream.  Oh my God!  That’s it.  You’re him.  I have seen you before.  My mystery man.  You haunted my dreams.  You shit ass bastard fucking pig.  I hate you!  You took that night from me.  The last night with Chase, I laid my head on his chest and dreamed of you while he died.
 
        Just like that he was back in front of her his hands gripping her shoulders.  “Get away from me.”  She tried to order him away sternly but he didn’t listen to her. 
 
         “Calm down.  I didn’t know.  I didn’t know that it would happen that night.  Please.”
 
         “No.  Back away from me now.”
 
         “Taylor calm down now or I will do it.”
 
         “Don’t you fucking mess with my mind.  Not now.  Not ever again.”
 
         “You leave me no other choice then.”  He didn’t give her a chance to argue.  His arms wrapped around her and her feet were lifting off the floor.  She looked down and it was then she realized he was floating or flying.
 
         “Put me down!”
 
         “No.  Not until you calm down and think about things.”
 
         “What’s there to think about?  Really?”
 
         “You know I didn’t know that night would be the night.  Don’t blame me.”
 
         “You took me away from him when he needed me the most.”
 
         “No Sweet.  You have that way wrong.  He didn’t suffer.  He slept peacefully.  When he closed his eyes to sleep and drifted off, that was it.  Best way to go if you have to.”
 
        That’s impossible.  He had been in so much pain.  How can that be?   “I don’t understand.  Did you know when it happened?”
 
         “Yes.”
 
         “That’s why I woke so quickly.”
 
         “Yes.”  His eyes turned from red to dark.  Sad.
 
         “Please put me down.”
 
         “No.”
 
         “Please.”
 
         “No.”  His voice continued to be stern.
 
        She shook her head.  She didn’t want to be in his arms.  She didn’t want to be near him.  She just wanted to go home where she could half ass think about all of it.
 
         “You want to be home so you can cry without anyone seeing you.”
 
         “And?”  So what she thought.  What was so bad about that?
 
         “You don’t want me to see.  But I feel it already.  This time you are going to cry because of me, do it in front of me.  Do it in my arms.  Don’t try to hide again.”
 
        And that was all it took.  With just his words her eyes remained locked to his and the tears began to pour freely.  As if someone had opened the flood gates.
 
        He didn’t say anything.  He didn’t make it go away.  He just held her there.  In the air.  Floating so she had no choice but to hold him back.
 
        It didn’t take long before her head was on his chest and her body released every bit of lousy it could.  She felt worse than she ever had before.  An aching inside her remained and it burned like fire.  She wanted it over with.
 
         “Do it.”  She didn’t know what else to say to him.  But she knew he didn’t want to feel it any longer either.
 
        A tickle here and tickle there and she felt her body relax against him.  A beautiful warmth swept over her body, as if a warm fuzzy blanket had been pulled over her and she was suddenly cozy right where she was.  Where she wanted to be.  
 
        The feeling of the hard floor beneath her feet jolted her back to reality.  The reminder that she was about to leave him, that she didn’t want to, that she feared it, made her hope their separation would not be permanent.
 
        A stronger tickle and she was alive again.  No knots, no tears or fears.  Nothing.  Just happy.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Six
 
        The drive home gave her the perfect opportunity to ask as many questions as time allowed them anyways.  Even though she thought she had asked enough questions for one day, her mind wanted more answers.  She blamed this all on Liz.  Making the claim that she took after Liz, including inheriting the inquisitive mind.
 
         “How long have you been like this?”  Something inside her wanted to know how long he had loved her.  He said they connected when she was born but she needed to hear it.  Or maybe again her curiosity just wanted to know if she was really having a relationship with an old man slash vampire.
 
         “More than one hundred less than two hundred.”  He stared out the window with a blank expression on his face.  Taylor was suddenly aware that she was at a great disadvantage.  He was definitely an old man.  Her inner self laughed.  She didn’t care how old he was just as long as he looked like he did and did what he does well, for the rest of her life.  
 
        He reads my thoughts, feels what I feel, but I can’t do either with him.  He’s fast.  He has magical saliva with healing powers I could have never imagined.  He can control emotions.  Apparently he can fly or hover in space or something.  He can control my body literally with his mind.  Like super gluing it to a wall.  What a man.  My man.  Her mind was almost patting her on the back.
 
         “I would have to agree with you Sweet.”  He gripped her hand lightly, brushing kisses across my knuckles.  “I like you at a disadvantage.  It makes everything I can do so much more special.”
 
         “Do all vampires have the gifts that you do?”
 
         “No.  Generally we are all fast.  We can all make anyone want us.  We all thirst for blood. We can move fast and are a lot stronger than humans.  Then there is always something that is extra for lack of a better word.  In my world the special ability that we have is known as our rurique.  Some can control your mind, make you do things that you wouldn’t do, some can control animals, some can transform into animals, and so on.”
 
         “Can you do all of those things?”
 
         “Yes.”
 
         “Well that brings doggy style to a whole new level.”  Immediately after the words left her mouth she couldn’t believe she had said that out loud.  She looked over at him and was relieved when he began laughing only making her join in.
 
         “So then you are different from the others like you.”
 
         “Technically speaking there are no others like me.  To date anyways.”
 
         “So why do you have all those abilities?”
 
         “I don’t know.  None of us know.”
 
         “So I guess that makes you pretty special then huh?”
 
         “I guess you could look at it like that.”  His lips curved into a smile that stirred her insides.  “You’re going home Taylor.  Unless you wanted to make a pit stop somewhere?”  
 
        I could go for a pit stop anywhere with you, but right now I need to get home with my kids.  He nodded understanding her loud and clear. 
 
        She reached for her phone to let Liz know they would be there in a few minutes. 
 
        Liz
 
                 Sadly,  : ( I’m on my way home.  Do miss you guys, just getting to know him.  I don’t know what it is about him that makes me want to stay but I am utterly confused and pleasantly relieved.  Don’t really know what else to say.  Really Confused.  How’s that for my inner Goddess?  Love ya.
 
                                                                         Tay
 
        When they pulled into her long driveway she wished that she had more time together.  Disappointment sank in.  If only we could back up time.  That would be awesome. 
 
         “I can’t do that Sweet.  To date, no one ever has been able to control time like that.  Manipulate it at times, but not change it completely.”
 
         “So can you manipulate our last few seconds into what feels like oh an hour or so?”
 
         He put the car into park smiling at her.  “So tonight later, movie?”
 
        And that was the answer to her question.  “Yes.  What time should we be ready?”
 
         “How about six?  That should give us plenty of time to eat and then have the kids in bed by ten right?”
 
         “Yeah.”  She smiled.  Does he know my entire routine or just certain things?
 
         “Pretty much your entire routine.  After all, I have heard your thoughts for a very long time.”
 
        She smiled reaching for the door knob.  His hand brushed her cheek and she turned back to him.  His lips came down on hers kissing them tenderly.  If she didn’t get out of the car and do it fast, there would be a whole lot more than kissing going on.  She pulled back and quickly opened the door rushing up the steps to her house.  She turned as she heard the vehicle begin to move watching as he waved one last time before leaving her view.
 
        Taylor opened the door, not seeing anyone she collapsed against it giving her legs the much needed stability.  What have I gotten myself into?  Whatever it is, I’m good as long as he’s there with me.  Absolutely marvelous.  But should I feel like that?  After everything I have learned about him.  The dreams, vampire, abilities, and him knowing about Chase.  Intimate details about Chase.  
 
         “Well, well, well.  What do we have here?”  Liz turned the corner.  Taylor immediately blushed sidestepping her.  Don’t kill my high, not now.  I can kiss and tell some but not everything.  Definitely not when it comes to Chase.  
 
         “Where are the kids?”  Change the subject.  Come on Taylor keep it together.  You know she is going to want answers to questions, you don’t have when you tell her what he is and what he does, what he can do.  
 
         “Playing, so?”  Typical Liz.  Always ready to learn something new about someone or something.
 
         “So what?”  Taylor knew Liz was hinting for details.  What was she supposed to say?  Oh he’s amazing, sexy, great in bed, and oh by the way he is a vampire!  Oh and he can make me come by wriggling his cute little nose, like he did in my dreams.  Yes he is my mystery man. 
 
         “So, mystery man is?”
 
        Convenient you put it that way.  “His name is Damien and you already know that.”
 
         “Yeah your right.  Sexy voice.  Sexy man.  Sexy eyes.  Sexy name.  Downright sexy all together I would say.  Don’t know why that 30 second conversation I had with him didn’t stick.  So how did last night go?”
 
         “It was unexpected.”  That’s all she could come up with.
 
         “And?”  Liz pushed her for more information.
 
         “And I am seeing him again tonight.  He’s taking the twins and I out to dinner and a movie tonight.”
 
         “Really?  Thank God!  What time?”
 
         “Thank God?  Have I really been that bad?”  She knew things had been tough since Chase but she really thought she had handled everything well.  Well until last night and the eye opening experience that allowed her to see the wall she had built and it was made of her strength.   
 
         “No and yes.  You’ve been lonely.  The kind of lonely that Zach, Ashley and I can’t fill.  You need someone.”
 
        Stop it Liz.  I don’t want to talk about Chase.  Don’t go there. 
 
        She could feel her buzz slowly leaving her body and mind.  “Well, no promises.  I like him but let’s just say these circumstances are quite different than others.”
 
         “Ok, so you said you would tell me.  Start talking.”
 
         “I don’t even know where to begin Liz.  When I am with him I feel like me again.  I know, I know.  I just met him, blah blah blah.  It confuses the shit out of me to, but oh my God he is such a good kisser, he smells so good, his hands.  Oh Liz he has amazing hands.  You wouldn’t believe the abilities that he has.  He is very well proportioned and knows how to use everything the good lord gifted him with.  How’s that?”  
 
        Liz stared at Taylor.  Finally she was seeing her sister again after all these years.  She didn’t want Taylor’s obvious high to go away so she decided to go with that excitement rather than her own.  “Holy shit.  Ok so like E. L. James erotic romance good or Linda Lael Miller sexy as hell romantic good?”
 
         “I think he is going to be a little of both.”  Taylor giggled at that.
 
         “Bitch.  I knew I should have taken him from you when I had the chance to.”
 
         “Not even.  This one is all mine.  Don’t even try it.  Trust me, he ain’t going for it.”  That’s right.  He’s into me and only me.  Her beaming just got even bigger.
 
         “Ok.  I’ll not attempt it especially beings you’re so smitten with him.  Ok, so I wouldn’t anyways but that is beside the point.  Just really try with him ok.”  Liz didn’t mean to sound more desperate than Taylor, but the fact was she was tired of seeing her sister die a slow death.  Yes physically she was healthy, but mentally she was dying.
 
         “I will.  Now if you don’t mind I have two wonderful kids to hug and kiss.  I missed them.”  Taylor walked past Liz down the hall and entered into Ashley’s room first.  There was her beautiful little angel sitter at her table singing ‘You Are My Sunshine’ as she colored in her Dora coloring book.
 
         “Sissy.”  Taylor whispered.
 
         “Mommy!”  She ran into Taylors arms.  “I missed you so much.  Why do you have to work?  I don’t like it when you work.  I miss you sooooo much.”  Taylor’s heart caught at her words.
 
         “I’m sorry Sissy.  I missed you so much to.  Guess what, later we are going to go out for dinner and a movie with my new friend.  Would you like that?”
 
         “What movie can we see?  Can we see Ice Age?  I have been so excited to see it please.”
 
        How could Taylor deny her something as awesome as Ice Age.  She laughed.  “Where’s Bubby at?  Let’s go find him.”
 
         “He’s in his room.”  Ashley’s face dropped the minute she answered her Mother.
 
         “What’s wrong baby?”  Taylor watched as her little girl struggled for the words.
 
         “He’s sad.  He said that Daddy went away and now you are to.”  Taylor’s heart broke.  Tears flooded her eyes as she fought them back.  
 
         “I’m not going anywhere.  Why would he think that?”
 
         “I don’t know.”  Her eyes were so sad.
 
         “Let’s go find him.” Taylor held Ashley’s brittle fingers as she walked down the hall.  As she reached the closed door she reached down picking up Ashley, giving her a big squeeze before setting her back down.  Zach was laying on the bed flipping through the channels on his TV.  He never flipped through them and Taylor could see his little brain concentrating on something difficult for him.
 
        Trying to make light of the situation she ran up and jumped on the bed.  “Hey Buddy!”
 
         “Hey.”  His voice sounded so down, depressed even.
 
         “Come on little man, what’s wrong?”  Please tell me what’s wrong.  I can’t bear you feeling like this.  The feeling that I see in your eyes I know too well.  Please tell me.  For the first time ever she was begging her child to open up to her.
 
         “I thought you had left me.  Just like Daddy did.”  The minute he spoke his troubles, tears filled his eyes.  Oh dear God, what have I done.  
 
         “Baby, Daddy didn’t leave you.  Honey, Daddy would be with us if he could.  You have to know that.”
 
         “Daddy doesn’t even know he is a Daddy.”
 
         “Yes he does.  He watches us from heaven every day.  He sees what a great young man you are growing into.  He watches as you play with Sissy and protect her.    And I bet he is jealous cuz you get all our lovin’s.”  Again she tried to get a smile out of him but was unsuccessful at it.
 
        His head rested against her chest.  She peaked over and she could still see the tears waiting to fall form his precious eyes.  She never knew it bothered him not having Chase around.  She had tried to keep Chase as much in their lives as she could possibly, but it was quite obvious she hadn’t done that.  Lord knew she would do anything, anything at all,  to make his pain go away.
 
   Damien!  Damien, I know you can hear me.  I need your help.  You know my heart breaks right now and why?  Help me please.  Take his pain away.  Do this for me.  Do this for him.  Do this for yourself.  Just do it.
 
                 Taylor heard a knock on the door.  “Hang on little man, be right back.”
 
                 “No, Aunt Lizzy can get it, please.”  He cried out.  So Taylor kept her arms wrapped tightly around him.  Holding him.  Loving him.  She could no longer hide her own tears that burned their way out of her eyes.  Then Liz was at the door.
 
                 “Hey Zach, we have a visitor.  You wanna come say hello.”
 
                 “No.”  He tightened his grip on her, curling his little fingers into her shirt.  She shook her head at Liz and closed her eyes.  Damien please help us.  I can’t take this anymore.  I don’t want him to hurt anymore.  How could I have missed this?  This is all my fault.  I should have been home with my kids instead of out.  I knew it was a bad idea.  Damn it!  How many lives am I going to keep fucking up?
 
                 “Tay it’s Damien.”  What?  How could he have gotten here so fast?  Oh yeah.  But did he really run that fast?  Can he fly?  Taylor had to shake the thoughts going rapidly through her mind.
 
                 “Come Zach.  You, Sissy, and I are going out tonight with a new friend.  I want you to meet him.  We are going to see a movie, and go out to eat.  Don’t that sound good?”
 
                 “You mean we get to go on a date with you?”
 
                 “A date?  Who told you I went on a date?”
 
                 “Um, I don’t think I was supposed to tell.”  He laughed and looked at Liz giving her an apologetic smile.
 
                 Taylor found herself smiling to, because his tears had stopped but she knew the pain was still there.  She stood holding his hand.  Ashley raced into the living room and they could hear her laugh and giggle.  She looked down at Zach.  “See, Sissy seems to be having a good time without us.  We better go find out what’s so funny hey?”  He nodded tearing his hand from hers racing down the hall.
 
                 Taylor followed close behind.  Damien was standing there with Ashley in his arms.  Her heart pulled but quickly faded away.  He sat Ashley down, to kneel down in front of Zach and held his hand out to him.
 
                 “I’ve heard a lot about you.  You must be Zach.”  Damien smiled that sweet, mouth watering, smile at him.
 
                 Zach smiled big and stuck out his hand to shake Damien’s.   “You must be our date.”  He replied and they all broke out in laughter.  
 
                 “Well, I guess I am.  Is that ok with you?  You are the man of the house and I wouldn’t want to upset you, you know.”  Taylor watched, stunned at how just like that, Zach’s tears had dried being replaced by his smile.
 
                 “I guess that would be ok.  On one condition.”  Zach’s voice changed to a serious tone.
 
                 “Oh, ok.”  Damien straightened, good-naturedly, as if he were entertaining Zach.
 
                 “What movie did you have in mind?”  Zach was interrogating his taste in movies.  She had seen him do it to many times.  Ice Age!  Taylor spoke out silently knowing he heard her.
 
                 The slight little grin touching Damien’s lips was a blessing.  “I was thinking Ice Age 4.  I have been dying to see that movie.  I hope that is ok with you?”  Taylor almost busted out laughing at Damien’s choice of words.
 
                 Zach turned smiling at Taylor.  “He’s a keeper Mom.”  He turned back to Damien.  “I have to get ready you know.  Aunt Liz says I always have to look my best when I go out.  That way I can get all the hotties you know.”  He laughed as he raced off down the hall.   
 
                 Taylor turned to Liz.   “Hotties huh?  He’s six.  Not twenty six.  What have you been teaching my son?”
 
                 “Hey, what did you expect?  He’s gonna be a heartbreaker.  And you can’t expect him to wait until he’s twenty six.  Look at those blues Tay.  I’m warning you now, that kid is gonna be a thief of hearts.”  She smiled.  “Anyways, I am assuming this date is going to start now, beings that you are here now.”  She turned to Damien.
 
                 “If Taylor is ok with it, so am I.”  He glanced in Taylor’s direction then back to Liz.  “And that would be a yes.”  
 
                 “Taylor?”  Liz looked at her.  She could only respond by smiling trying to keep from jumping up and down even though her insides were.
 
                 “So Miss Ashley, do you need to do anything special before we head out?”
 
                 “Nope, Aunt Liz says I’m toooo gorgeous.  I don’t have to worry about anything.”  They couldn’t help but chuckle to her response.  The things my sister has been teaching them, not just my son, Taylor thought as she turned her attention back to Liz.
 
                 “What do you have planned for today?”
 
                 “Nothing much, thought I would catch up on some reading.  You know the one.”  She teased.  Oh shit!  Immediately Taylor felt it.  Damn her, why did she have to do that?
 
                 “If I may.  I do believe you had a request.  Be ready around 7.  You have someone coming to pick you up?”  Damien explained.
 
   “Oh, wow!  That was fast.  I guess I have a date as well.  Maybe I won’t need that book either.”  Winking at Taylor as her mouth curved into a smile.  Liz hadn’t looked this excited in a long time.  Her face was even flushed.
 
                 “Oh boy, it’s gonna take a quadrillion hours to get ready.  She has wrinkles.”
 
                 “Ashley Paige!”  Liz called out holding back her laughter, Damien and Taylor chose to let theirs out.  “The things kids say.  I better get started.  See ya.”  She waved to them as she took off, nodding back at Damien as if answering a question.
 
                 “Ready!”  Zach called out.
 
                 “Wow, slow down guys.  Give me just a second ok?”  She turned to walk toward her room in need of her toothbrush and paste.
 
                 “Women.”  Zach said causing Taylor to stop in her tracks.  She turned only to see Damien, Zach and Ashley talking and laughing.  She had never seen another man interact with them the way he was right now.   Can I trust him with them?  Just as soon as the thought came to her mind she froze.  Shit!  Damien slowly raised his head and looked over at Liz.
 
                 Coldly he stared at her.  This Damien frightened her.  “Brush your teeth Taylor.  You don’t mean that thought.”  And he turned his attention back to the twins.  
 
   Your right I didn’t.  I am so sorry.  She stood there for a moment watching as his face softened.  She knew that she had just hurt him.
 
         Taylor couldn’t control her brain.  After all, she was leaving her kids in the hands of a vampire while she left the room.  A vampire that she had only just met.  Were they safe?  She thought it was a reasonable question.
 
   She finished brushing, slipped off her boots, threw on her nikes and returned.  She didn’t see them.  She walked to the bedrooms looking, thinking maybe they had taken Damien to one of the rooms to show him.  They weren’t there either.
 
                 “Ash, Zach!!!”  She called out.  She didn’t hear anything.  She ran for the door jerking it open only to hit a wall of flesh.
 
                 “You don’t trust me do you?”  His question was blunt.  Straight to the point.
 
                 She looked around him noting they were riding their bikes.  She took a breath of air before turning her eyes back to meet his glare.  Black as night eyes burned her.  They made a greater level of fear in her raise quickly.  She could see he was pissed off and apparently had reason to be.
 
                 “I’m sorry.  I really am.  Just put yourself in my shoes for a minute.  I have never left them with anyone, other than my neighbor, just one time and then of course Liz.  I don’t have a lot of people to trust with them.  I’m sorry.”  Please God let that piss poor explanation work.
 
                 His eyes softened, allowing his lips to curve slightly.  “That piss poor explanation didn’t work, but the prayer to God saying you really meant it did.  Come.”
 
                 “It’s only 3.  What are we going to do?”  She asked as the kids parked their bikes and she realized his car was there.  How did he drive over so quickly?
 
                 “I told you there are many things that I can do and no, I was not sitting there waiting on you to need me either.”  He grinned wide before taking her hand in his as he led her to the car.  
 
                 “I just have to get their booster seats out of my car first.”  She loosened her grip in his hand before attempting to walk towards her car. 
 
                 “Already taken care of.  Zach informed me that they have to have them to go anywhere and everyone must wear their seatbelts at all times while the car is started.”  
 
                 “That’s my Zach.  Mr. Protective.  You guys ready to have some fun?”  She watched as the kids raced to the car getting in and fastened their belts.  That was the easiest getting them two ready had been in a long time.  
 
                 Damien opened the door for her then quickly he was at his side getting in.  “So what are we doing today while we wait for the movies?”
 
                 Ashley was quick to squeal.  “We have to go get something to eat first cuz Damey says you haven’t ate yet.”  Taylor raised a brow at him.  Damey.  He shrugged his shoulders at her, smiling as he backed out of the drive.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Seven
 
   She listened to the kids and Damien, carry on different conversations.  She felt relieved that they seemed to be clicking well.  Damien moved his hand over to her leg and squeezed it gently as if saying just relax.  
 
   It’s hard for me to relax when I haven’t done this in a long time.  I need to know they are ok with you as well.              
 
   The feeling of his hands on her, took her back to earlier in the morning.  When his hands had done wonderfully, pleasant things to her.  She felt herself blushing.  Looking over at him, the sly grin on his lips caused her to blush even further.
 
   I wish you couldn’t hear me.
 
   “Not me.  Wouldn’t trade it for anything in the world.  Well maybe a few things if I had no other choice.”  Was his only response as he kept his eyes on the road.
 
   He drove them out to the country and pulled into a long gravel drive.  An L shaped large ranch style home at the end.  Dark stained outside.  Pastures on either side of the white rock drive.  White fencing lined the pastures leading to the house.  
 
   Several very large horses were in the pasture on the right.   The pasture on the left was filled with numerous cattle.  Taylor had to wonder did he maintain all of this by himself or did he have hired hands?  
 
    
 
   The grass in the pasture was short and dead from the wintery season and the summer’s drought.  A large bur oak tree was in the center of the circle drive.  Taylor found herself completely speechless.
 
    “Where are we?”  It’s beautiful.  This was the kind of home she had only dreamed about being able to give the kids.
 
   “Dameys gonna teach me to ride a horse!”  Ashley squealed out in excitement.
 
   “Ashley it was a secret, you weren’t supposed to tell.”  Zach slightly scolded her.
 
   “Sorry.”  Poor Ashley, never had been any good at keeping secrets.
 
   “It’s ok.  We’re here now, so it’s no big deal.”  Taylor glanced over at Damien.  He put the car into park and while he was opening her door the kids had already torn off exploring.
 
   “Hey you guys, be careful would ya.  Zach keep an eye on her please!”  Taylor yelled after them as they paid no attention to what she was saying as usual.  That would be the Chase in them by the way.
 
   Damien chuckled.  “They will be fine.  Trust me.”  He led her into the house.  Her eyes went wild.  It was gorgeous.  Ranch style for sure.  
 
   “Whose house are we at?”  She asked looking around totally mesmerized by the beauty.
 
   “Mine.  I have this one and rent the one in town, that you have already seen.  And miss.”  He smiled that devilish little smile, but his eyes were saying so much more to her.
 
   Taylor felt herself flush.  “Are you rich?  What was it you do for a living again?”
 
   “I don’t work.  My family invested early on in oil.  I don’t have to worry about anything.  Nor does my brother, who is rather excited about finally meeting Liz by the way.”
 
   Wow!  Must be nice she thought.
 
   “It will all be yours as well, very soon.”  Turning he handed Taylor a glass of ice tea.  Was that a proposal?   Again she didn’t mean to think it.  She hated the fact that she couldn’t have one thought to herself.  
 
   “Just breathe Taylor.  Time to me is different than you.”  She sighed in relief.
 
   “So your brother, he likes her?”  He better and he better treat her good.
 
   “He feels the same for her as I do for you.”  He led the way to the kitchen as she began to wonder where the kids were.  
 
   “Ashley and Zach are both playing with Chance and Strawberry.  They are fine.  You let them play outside at your house without you being there to watch their every movement.  Same goes here Sweet.  They aren’t going to get hurt.”
 
   Fine.  “Ok, two questions.  Who are Chance and Strawberry and how do you know?”
 
   “Chance and Strawberry are my Pits.  And I only need to touch someone one time to be able to see what they see through their eyes.”
 
   “PITS! AS IN PITBULLS!  ARE YOU FUCKING CRAZY!”  She screamed out at him and raced to the door.  He was in front of her quickly stopping her.
 
   “Pits are misunderstood animals with a bad reputation, much like another species I know and love.  Any animal can be brutal when treated badly or taught to be mean.  Do you really think I would endanger their lives or have vicious attack dogs?”  His grip tightened on her shoulders causing her to wince slightly.  Quickly he loosened them.
 
   “No but, they can turn on you quickly and you don’t have warning.  What if they turn?  What if they attack?”  She explained still panicking trying to get around him to her children.
 
   “Taylor, listen to me.  You are standing in a house with a Vampire and you’re worried about a couple of dogs?  Trust them like you do me.  Just breathe.  You’re too tense.  I’m going to have to do something about that.”  
 
   She felt her anxiety leaving her body as he stared into her eyes.  Is my body relaxing or is he using his wonderfully gifted and traitorous gifts on me?  Would I even be upset if he were?  I know one gift he can use any time he feels obliged to.
 
   “You’re doing it on your own.”  His lips curled into that sexy, ‘melt me in my shoes’ smile.  Her body responded just as equally as her mind.  His eyes darkened.  “Close your eyes.”  He whispered as he pulled her to his body.  
 
   His scent invaded her senses as she turned her face into his chest, taking in his delightfully, addictive, tasteful smell.   She immediately began to crave for more of him.  More of his touch.  More of his smell.  More of his explosive giving orgasms.  More of her valium.
 
   She no longer was aware of her surroundings, the dogs, and even the twins.  It was just her with him.  His hands rubbed up and down her back, caressing her gently.  She felt her body begin to twitch and ache for him.
 
   Her knees gave out.  His arms wrapped around her holding her against him, as an unexpected orgasm rushed through her body straight to her core.  She was so caught off guard that she couldn’t breathe, she couldn’t moan, her body had tightened to the max in his arms as the breathtaking wave of pleasure began to leave.
 
   She gasped in the air and her head planted itself into his chest.  Her body felt exhausted and wonderfully energized at the same time.  She finally gained her bearings again and looked up at his glorious mouth.  His eyes were closed as well.  Did you feel that to?
 
   His lips opened into a full blown smile.  “Every bit of it.”  He breathed.
 
   Boom!  She tightened again trembling in his arms fighting to breath.  Every muscle in her being was tight, excited, torn.  Orgasms.  Wonderful orgasms.  Again she fought to recover from his gifts.  This is going to be a very interesting relationship we have isn’t it?  He nodded.  “So do you just wriggle your nose or something?”
 
   Apparently her question was rather amusing because he belted out into a hard laughter.
 
   Amusing huh?  Does this amuse you?  She reached out and nipped down on his nipple through his shirt.  He groaned and again her inner Goddess was awakened. 
 
   “Unless you want the kids to find out about the birds and the bees you better stop and do it now.”  His voice was rough, harsh, and aggressive even.  
 
   Did I do something wrong?  Turnabout is fair play I always thought.  I guess not with you.  She couldn’t believe it but she found herself pouting because what she thought was innocent fun, pissed him off and had hurt her feelings.
 
   “You misunderstand me.”  He reached out and grabbed her hand rubbing her palm over his rock hard ‘ready for me now’ cock.  Oh.
 
   “Yeah.  Oh!  Now that we have that out of the way, shall we grab our lunch and head out onto the patio.  You can meet my vicious guard dogs.”  He gave her that ‘I’m only joking’ smile then disappeared into the kitchen again.  The dogs did make her uncomfortable.  
 
   When she reached the kitchen, he had multiple club sandwiches made and on a tray.  A pitcher of ice tea.  Doritos.  She watched as he balanced everything in his hand and on his arms like he had been an experienced waiter at one time or another.  She found herself impressed by the odd surprise.
 
    “I’ve never worked a day in my life Taylor.  That doesn’t mean I don’t work hard.  I work on a ranch that Jarrod and I own together.  I run this ranch, that I bought so I could be close to you.  Thanks for noticing my awesome skills though, follow me.”   He grinned before she began to follow him out onto the patio.  The sight before her surprised her.  The kids were rolling on the ground with two very large dogs on top of them.
 
         Her heart began beating against her chest at just the sight of it.   
 
        “Strawberry, Chance!”   He called and as obedient as could be, they were at his feet.  “Sit.”  He ordered and they did.
 
   “Ok guys, let’s feed Mom shall we?  I think she gets a little cranky when she’s hungry.”  He teased her.  She would have responded but then the kid’s laughter broke her train of thought.
 
   They all sat down while he made each of their plates.  He didn’t make one for himself.  
 
   Do you not eat any food at all?  He shook his head no at her.  Do you drink anything?
 
   “Later.”  He silently mouthed at her.
 
   She continued with her meal.  When she didn’t think she could hold anymore she pushed her plate aside.
 
   “Gosh Mom, eaten lately?”  Taylor looked over at Zach, then around the table and all of them were staring at her. 
 
   “Sorry guys, guess I was hungry.”
 
   “Can we go play with Strawberry and Chance now Damey?”  Ashley put her tiny hands in front of her begging for a yes.  Taylor had to admit just how damn cute she was when she would pull out the hard to refuse cards, she so frequently had learned to play. 
 
   “It’s fine with me.  You better ask your Mom though.  I think they scare her a bit.”
 
   “Mom, can we?”  Ashley pleaded.
 
   “Come on Mom.  Killers aren’t they?  They will lick our faces off.”  Zach sarcastically put in his two cents.
 
   “Sarcasm will not get you a Hottie Zach.  And yes you may go now.”  That’s all it took.  Chairs flew back and they were running calling for the dogs.  The dogs remained where they were until Damien gave them their cue.  They shot after the kids.  Taylor watched, her heart surprised with feeling and overcome with emotion.
 
   Staring at them, watching them closely was nerve easing for her.  Although they were large, full of muscle dogs, they were very tender and gentle with them.  They had both wanted a dog for so long but Taylor couldn’t see adding another being into their screwed up chaotic life.
 
   “It’s a beautiful thing just sitting back and watching with no worries in the world isn’t it.  You know you don’t have to worry about anything while you’re with me.  You safe, your kids are safe.  Only pleasure if you allow it.”  
 
   She turned looking at him expecting him to be looking back at her but instead he watched the twins.  He stood making his way over to them.  Grabbing Ashley’s hands he began to spin her in circles, until both of them fell to the ground, with her landing on top of him breaking the fall.  The sound of her high pitched laugh filled the air around them.
 
   Zach raced over with his hands out and making it very well known it was now his turn.  Damien jumped up, spinning him the same as he had Ashley, with the same result.  Their laughter echoed in the air.  Emotion overtook her in ways she had never known before.
 
   She wanted to cry, laugh, and join in at the same time.  She chose to sit back and watch as Damien played.  She needed to know that they would be ok with Damien in their lives.  She needed to see that Damien was ok with them in his life.
 
   How he was going to play a part, was the question of the day.  How was this going to happen?  A vampire living with humans.  Will he age?  Will he die one day?  If the movies and books are incorrect what do I know about him really?  
 
   Her mind came to a halting stop as Ashley pulled at her sleeve.  “Mommy, Damey said he has a swimming pool and we can go swimming.  Come on Mommy lets go.  We want to swim.”
 
   Taylor hesitated.  “We can’t go swimming it is too cold out Silly.”  Ashley looked at Damien.  He didn’t say a word just held his hand out to her smiling.  Her hand looked so small, fragile in his as he guided her.  Taylor stood following them from a distance.  So many times had she been out and seen this very same picture and longed to see it with her kids.  It was finally happening.
 
   Into the house, through several doors, into a wide open room, surrounded by glass, they went.  The largest swimming Taylor had ever laid her eyes on, centered in the room.  On one end it was shallow enough she could see the bottom.  On the other end the water was a deep blue, with no bottom in sight.  
 
   “They don’t know how to swim good Damien.  They can only doggy paddle.”  I’m trying not to ruin this for them but the depth of the water frightens me terribly.  
 
   “Ashley you take Momma in this room and Zach and I, will go in this one.  Pick you out something to wear ok and can you help Mommy find something to?”
 
   “Oh yeah.  I got this Damey.”  He chuckled as she ran to grab Taylor’s hand pulling her towards the door.  Taylor took note of the ceiling.  Glass, vaulted, very high.
 
   “Ok, Ok, short stack, I’m coming.”  She pulled as forceful as her little body would let her, towards the door Damien had pointed to.
 
   “Come on Mommy.”  She pulled, jerking Taylor’s arm.  They entered the room and found swimsuits laid out on the benches.  Taylor wondered if he had planned this all along.  Ashley reached for her suits.  “Look, three of em Mommy.”  Her eyes were lit up like the Fourth of July.  She picked out the pink Dora two piece and started changing quickly.
 
   Taylor looked down at the three suits laid out for her.  All two pieces.  For a moment she felt insecure but then she didn’t figure he believed in one pieces.  She looked them over.  A solid black one.  A bright blue.  A white one with red streaks like someone had taken a paint brush and just flung streaks of red on it.  Oh my.
 
   “Well Sissy, which one do you think?  Blue, white and red, or black?”  She watched Ashley as she finished putting hers on.  She looked absolutely adorable in it.  Ashley glanced over the suits and then quickly reached for the bright blue one.  “Blue it is.”
 
   Taylor dressed looking in the mirror at herself.  She couldn’t believe that she was going out there in a two piece.  She turned to the side and looked at her lower abdomen and the pooch that had been left from the twins, that no matter what kind of exercises she had done hadn’t been effective.  Here goes nothing.
 
    “You look HOT Mommy!”  Ashley was smiling from ear to ear.  She started to giggle.  Taylor found herself laughing to. 
 
   “Thanks, you look pretty gorgeous there yourself.”  Taylor took Ashley’s hand in hers as if she needed to have that touch to give her the courage to walk out there.  Taylor was hoping the guys hadn’t made it out yet.  But sure enough, Taylor’s luck stood its ground. Damien was already in the pool looking up.
 
   Taylor looked up and seen Zach getting ready to jump off the diving board, that must have been at least fifteen feet above the water.  “Zach!”  She cried out as he jumped landing in the water in front of Damien.  Both of them went under and then quickly returned to the top.  His arms were wrapped around Damien and he was laughing uncontrollably.  Taylor swallowed the lump and urge to vomit immediately.
 
   Relief settled in.  Looking down at Ashley knowing what she was thinking.  “I don’t think so.  Only one heart attack for me a day please.  That’s really high Sissy.”  Taylor seen the disappointment in her eyes.  She glanced back at the pool and Zach was at the shallow end. Damien was swimming towards them.  Then he flattened his hands on the floor and lifted himself up and out of the pool.  Oh holy hell.   You should be illegal.
 
   The waters poured off of his delicious body and suddenly drinking the chlorine water from his body, was the best idea she had come up with in a long time.  And the way those shorts were hanging even more deliciously on his hips.  Her mouth actually began to water wanting to taste of him.  Wanting to lick the water that drizzled down his body.
 
   Smiling he met Taylor’s eyes shaking his head now causing her to flush.  
 
   “Fun day.  No worries.  Nothing is going to go wrong.  Come on Ashley.  You’re up.  Let’s go show Mommy how fun it is.”  He held his hand out to her and the minute hers touched his he folded around it, leading her to the board.  Taylor heard him telling her to stay put and hold on to the railing until he told her ok.  He took his place and dove in below.
 
   Taylor closed her eyes when he waved for Ashley to jump.  Ashley’s scream echoed through the room, forcing Taylor’s eyes open.  Just as before both went under then quickly surfaced, except Ashley wasn’t laughing.  Damien smoothed her hair from her eyes.
 
   “How was that Kiddo?”  He asked.
 
   She was quiet for a moment.  Taylor’s heart again was at a standstill.  “Awesome!  Your turn Mommy!  It’s fun like Damey said it was.”  She called out.
 
   “Oh no.”
 
   “Yeah, I don’t think your Mommy knows how to have as much fun as we can.  She looked scared huh?  She’s a big chicken I think.  Chickens can’t swim.”  He teased her.  Egging her on.   Ok, I can do this.  He laughed at her thought.
 
   She slowly made her way up looking down at him.  He was there waiting for her.  My kids can’t swim good yet, that doesn’t mean I don’t know how.  Watch out big boy, I’ll show you how fun is done.  He swam back towards the shallow end with the kids smiling the entire way.  
 
   What the hell did I get myself into?  
 
   She took a deep breath and let everything go as she jumped feet first into the water below.  The water was warm taking her by surprise.  She had expected it to be chilly.  She didn’t know why it surprised her,  seeing Damien right there when she came up, staring into her eyes again. 
 
   You have to stop doing that!
 
   “I can do anything I want.”  He leaned back, doing the back stroke silently laughing at her.
 
   They all spent the next couple of hours swimming before heading off to the movies.  They never made it to horseback riding because the kids didn’t want to leave the pool.  Popcorn, candy, soda, and nachos, not the healthiest supper in the world but it worked.  After the movie, Taylor was totally exhausted on the way home.
 
   She glanced over her shoulder when she noticed not a sound from the kids had been made.  Both of them sleeping peacefully.  A long exhausting but fun day for them all.
 
   She just leaned her head against the seat and closed her eyes.
 
   “Taylor what are you doing?  You don’t know him.”  Chases voice called out to her.  
 
   “I’m looking for you everywhere but I can’t find you!  Where are you?  Help me find you!”
 
   An image appeared in the distance.  It wasn’t Chase.  It was dark.  She couldn’t make out who it was.  She slowly walked towards it, wanting to see who was there with her.  She put her hand on the shoulder and it turned causing her to scream out when she seen it. 
 
    “Taylor wake up.  Wake up.”  Damien was shaking her.  She opened her eyes, tears drained from them.  He brushed his knuckles across them.  “It was only a dream Sweet.”  He sighed.  She could see the pain he was feeling as much as her own.  His breath was as erratic as her own, and he didn’t even need to breathe.  They were connected as one.
 
    “I’m sorry.”  She didn’t know what else to say.  The image she had seen was horrific.  Monster like.  Grey skin.  A long nose.  A mouth full of sharp pointed teeth, with saliva dripping from them.  But the eyes she knew.  They were Damien’s eyes.
 
    “I know you don’t feel that way.  You can’t help what you dream Sweet.  Come on, I’ll help you get the kids out.”
 
   She reached for Ashley, as she was seated behind Taylor.  She watched as he tenderly carried Zach beside her into the house.  They laid them down, took off their shoes and covered them up.  When they reached the living room he stopped by the door.
 
        It wasn’t a good idea, she knew that, but she wasn’t ready for him to leave her just yet.  She didn’t know who she was kidding.  She wasn’t ready for him to leave her ever.  She looked at him and then made her way to her bedroom.  Sex was not an option because she wouldn’t do that with the kids in the next room but she wanted him to hold her.  She needed him to hold her.  He followed somewhat reluctantly, which surprised Taylor.
 
   “Can you stay with me?  I can find you some jammies if you want.  I still have all of his….  I have some that you can borrow.”  Her voice trailed off.
 
   “Are you sure this is what you want?  I’m not going away.  I’m only a thought away.”  His voice was hesitant and shaky.
 
   “It is.  If you can’t, I understand.  I know this don’t make since, maybe it is just everything in the past.  I’m afraid if I go to sleep, when I wake up you won’t be there.  That confuses me.  I just met you.”  I want this terribly.  I want this permanently.  I’m scared I’ll lose you to.
 
   “There is nothing that I wouldn’t do for you, Taylor.  Nothing.  I’m glad you feel that way.  I feel the same way.  All I can tell you is I’m not going anywhere ever.  This isn’t a dream.  I can even pinch you if you want.”  He smiled that sexy smile reassuring her as reached for his shirt and pulled it off letting it fall to the floor.  He shed his pants before lying down on the bed.  Then Taylor felt a bit of hesitation to join him.  So much for needing jammies.
 
   “I just have to change first.”  She walked to the set of drawers pulling out her usual nighttime attire.  T-shirt, boxers.  Not the sexiest in the world but definitely wins the award for most comfortable.
 
   Risking a glance back at him she felt his eyes pierce right through her.  She could feel herself becoming stirred within and quickly raced to the bathroom to change.
 
   Holy hell!  Well now that I have you there, I’m nervous as hell.  She thought for a second she might actually vomit.
 
   She pulled her shirt off before splashing some cool water on her face.  She brushed her teeth.  Knowing he could feel the nervousness inside of her but she couldn’t stop from feeling that way.  She pulled off her bra, rid her pants and panties, threw on her t-shirt and boxers then opened the door.  It took everything in her to walk to the bed and not close the door, staying in the bathroom the rest of the night.  
 
   He stilled lying there looking at her before raising the blankets and gesturing for her to join him and she did.  She snuggled her back against him.
 
   “You’re trembling Sweet.  I enjoyed the bikini show in the mirror today.  Thanks for that.”  He kissed her forehead as he felt her tense.  “Relax.  Sleep.”  He commanded.  Her body surrendered as if she were hypnotized and had no other choice.
 
   

 
   

Chapter EightShe woke feeling the warmth of the sun touching her face through the window.  Chase always hated it, but she loved it and had ultimately own.  Right off the bat she heard Ashley’s giggle, bringing her to sit straight up in bed.  She didn’t even have to look to know she was alone in bed.
 
   Fearing the worst Taylor made her way to the kitchen.  She wasn’t ready to answer questions about her and Damien to the kids yet.
 
   “Look Mom, silly face pancakes.  Damien made them for us.  Just like you.”  Zach was ecstatic shaking his head yes as he took another bite.  She felt total disappointment because Damien had taken that from her.  Hurt even.  That was the one thing that she had always done with the twins.  It was their special time.  Even Liz never had squeezed in on it.  It was the only thing special Taylor felt she could do with them.
 
   Damien’s head rose looking straight into Taylor’s.  Enigmatic eyes staring bottomlessly into hers.  “It’s still yours Sweet, I just borrowed it.”  He whispered into her ear before gently kissing her cheek softly and turning to pour her a cup of coffee.  She decided it was better to let it go, then to try to explain something he obviously already knew.
 
   “Are you guys getting married?  It’s ok with me.  You don’t have to ask my permission or anything.”  Zach asked looking at Damien.
 
   That was all it took to make Taylor go into a coughing fit as she choked on her coffee, spilling it all over the table as she gasped.  After a moment she was finally able to answer him.
 
    “No.  What makes you ask that?  Did your Aunt Liz say something again?”  She had to know where his mind was going with this or if someone had told him that.
 
   “Well, he slept in bed with you Mom, you said that people can sleep with each other when they get married.  You’re not married.  So that must mean that you are getting married?”  His big blues questioned her diligently.
 
   “No, that doesn’t mean we are getting married.  It just means that we like each other very much.”  Taylor caught a small amount of dissatisfaction on his face leaving her to wonder why.  
 
   “Well then why is it ok for you guys to sleep together?  Can I sleep with my girlfriend when I get one?  I will like her very much.”
 
   “Absolutely not!”  She had to get a grip on herself quickly.  Her tone raising, high enough to reach the ceiling.  “And well, to answer your other question.”  She paused.  How do I answer that other question?  She looked over towards Damien for help.  What do I say to that?  He shrugged his shoulders.  Some help you are.  He smiled back at her and then took the lead. 
 
   “When you get older you’ll understand ok.  Sometimes people can sleep in the same bed as another if both of them say it’s ok.  If they love each other very much with everything in their heart and soul.”  Taylor was speechless.  Thoughtless.  He loved her with everything in his heart and soul.  Her inner Goddess wept tears of joy before she became overcome with multiple emotions that she was now fighting from showing her kids.  
 
   His answer was so much better than anything she could have ever come up with.  How do you explain something like that to a six year old with a very imaginative and curious mind?
 
   It must have sufficed his curiosity because he went back to eating his pancakes.  Taylor sipped at her second cup of coffee looking over at Damien relieved that it had worked.  Damien stood leaning back, resting against the counter.  His arms crossed.  His legs crossed.  His long muscular legs.  She hadn’t noticed before how damn sexy his legs actually were.  How strong they looked.  She suddenly found herself picturing him in a pair of light holey jeans eating a yellow apple like Jerry Dandridge.  Stop it!
 
   Her face was completely flushed as he smiled back at her.  But not in his usual sexy smile.  The smile that kept going.  Like he wanted more.  But she wouldn’t give him more of that fantasy that she was learning to love.
 
   Liz and her damn books.  Always trying to get her to read that crap, then when she did, she found it totally sexy as hell and couldn’t stop comparing Damien, his actions, his movements, his everything to a fictional character, only to think of another one to compare him to.  Damn Taylor get it together already.
 
   “Mommy, you think Santa is going to bring me what I want this year?  I don’t want a whole bunch.”  Ashley was truly concerned.  
 
   “I don’t know.  Do you think you have been a really good girl this year?”  
 
   “I think I have.  I kept my room clean all year.  I did real good.”  She looked up like she was really thinking hard as she tapped her little finger against her chin.  “Yep.  I’ve been good.”
 
   “Yes, you did and you do and you have.”
 
   “Have you written your Santa letters yet?”  Damien cut in.
 
   “No, not yet.”  Ashley and Zach both frowned.
 
   “Hey guys, what’s wrong?”  Zach looked over at Ashley and she at him.  “Come on guys spill the beans.”
 
   “Well, last year you were sad at Christmas.  Santa didn’t bring you what you wanted did he?  You weren’t happy cause you didn’t get your present you asked for.”  Zach asked.
 
   Taylor took a deep breath.  No one could bring her what she wanted.  Until now.  She looked into Damien’s eyes.  Bright eyes.  Soothing.  “He did.  All I wanted for Christmas last year was to be with you guys and I got to do that.  This year is not going to be any different.  As long as I have you both I am happy.”  And the pain to go away permanently would help.
 
   “Hey I have an idea.  What about after we clean up from breakfast we write those letters and I can drop them off in the mail on my way home?”  Damien sweetly suggested.
 
   The yelling of yes answered that.  She hadn’t seen them this interested in cleaning up ever.  They cleared the table quickly and surprisingly quiet.  Taylor laughed at the sight of them.  Zach ran and grabbed the paper and pens then they each grabbed what they wanted.
 
   They both sat down and commenced to writing their letters.  Taylor loved to sit and watch them concentrate on something they both wanted.  The faces they made.  The way both of them stuck out their tongues while they concentrate.  She loved it.  She forgot about Damien all together as she did what she loved to do the most.  Watch her beautiful and wonderful children at work.
 
   Ashley finished first handing Taylor the letter.  No doubt she knew exactly what she wanted and didn’t have any problems asking for it.
 
   Dear Santa,
 
                 For Christmas I want this stuff please.  I have been a really good girl this year.  Even my Mommy says so.
 
   1.         Unicorn flip flops that have matching jammies
 
   2.       Wii game system with games.  Princess ones for girls only.
 
   3.       Baby dolls with long hair and dresses.
 
   4.      Clothes.  I like pretty pink dresses and cowboy boots.
 
   5.       A ring with my birthstone on it.  It’s pink.
 
   6.       Earrings that are pink with butterflies.
 
   7.       Necklaces that match my earrings.
 
   8.      Shoes.  I like cowgirl boots and flip flops, and high heels like Mommy and Aunt Liz have in their closets.
 
   9.       Eazy bake oven with lots of food for me to make.
 
   10.    I could really use a new pinky to.  My old one is old.
 
   Love,
 
   Ashley 
 
    
 
                 “Good job Sissy.”  Taylor snickered at number ten on her list.  “Bubby, are you done with your letter yet?”
 
                 “Yes.  Don’t read it though.  Just let Damien mail it ok.”  There was a deep desperation in his little voice as he folded it and then folded it again smaller making sure no one could see what he had asked for.
 
                 “Ok. It’s your letter.  I can respect that.  Damien can mail it just like he said.”  Just as soon as you’re asleep I am so reading it little man.  After all I am Santa.  She smiled taking the letter.  She folded up Ashley’s let and then placed both of them in the envelope and sealed it.  She wrote the address on it.  Santa Clause 101 North Candy Cane Lane North Pole before passing it to Damien as they had agreed. 
 
                 Don’t you dare take that with you.  His fingers brushed hers as he took the letter.  Her eyes locked with his.  I need to read it.  I have to make sure I get everything on the list.  Do you understand?  He nodded.
 
                 “What do you have planned for the day?”  Damien asked.
 
                 “Well, to be honest, something the kids want more than likely.  Thought about reading some.  Don’t know what, but something.”  She had no clue why she had just lied to the man that could hear every thought she had.  She knew exactly what she wanted to read.  Again.
 
                 “Interesting choice, Sweet.”  He looked questionably at her.
 
                 She shook her head desperately trying to keep singing ‘Mary Had A Little Lamb’ in her mind so she was too busy to think of anything else or name the title to her new favorite book.
 
                 “I have to get some things done today.  I’m gonna take off.  Will you walk me out?”  Taylor hesitated for a moment before she remembered the letter quickly excusing herself from the table then.  No sooner than she had stepped out on the porch his mouth was on hers.  She felt a pinch on her lip before he sucked it rough.  Hard.  She moaned into his mouth giving him the opportunity he took, to invade hers with his tongue.  Exploring and teasing her mouth.
 
                 Again she could feel the outcome that she was now addicted to.  She knew that he was doing it to her but she didn’t care.  Really if they were naked in bed it wouldn’t  be any different than what he was about to bless her with.
 
                 Her reasoning was halted when he pinned her to the door.  One hand held both of hers behind her back as the other caressed her body delightfully so.  She could feel his erection against her abdomen as her orgasm intensity began to raise more.
 
                  As if her legs consistency suddenly went to jell-o she was thankful for him holding her in place as she was rocked, restrained and relieved at the same time. Her breath slowed as her body relaxed against his embrace.  I could live like this forever.
 
                 “And so you shall.”  His voice was raspy.  Just as stirred as she was.  She didn’t want him to let go of her yet.  He was the new air her body required to breathe.  The new substance her body required for nourishment.  He was her everything she needed.
 
                 “I can’t stay.  I think you may need some time alone when you read this.”  He handed her the letters to Santa.  As if she quickly had the ability to feel what he felt, she was nervous and scared to read it.  It had to be something bad.  She knew it did.  If there was something in that letter that was affecting Damien like that, lord knew how it would affect her.
 
                 She tucked the envelope inside her pants covering it with her shirt.  She kissed Damien sweetly on his cheek not daring for another one on his mouth.  Those seemed to draw her in keeping her there until what felt like the end of time.
 
                 “Just so you know.  I would be happy to help you with making that list come true.”  He kissed her on her forehead before walking away to his car.
 
                 She watched as he drove off already missing him.  Already longing for him to return but knowing that their relationship was perhaps moving extremely fast.  She turned to go in but the sound of a car made her heart fault.  Damien she thought.   Her heart raced as she turned around.  She didn’t recognize the SUV.  The windows were tinted to dark to see the passengers leaving her nothing to do but stare at the vehicle waiting, for whomever to step out.
 
                 Finally the passenger front door opened revealing Liz as the passenger.  She was glowing.  With just the look of her, Taylor assumed her date had went as well as her first with Damien.  The SUV pulled away with Liz waving.  When she reached the steps the smile on her face said it all.  It was definitely a night as magical as she had spent with Damien.
 
                 “And?”  Taylor teased Liz the same as Liz had done to her.
 
                 “And I’m in love.”  She walked right passed Taylor.  She had no idea why she found it funny when she had such strong feelings for Damien as well.  She stepped inside and made her way to her bedroom.  The kids were watching television.  Laundry was still waiting on her.  She quickly gathered a load of her scrubs together as she had to return to work tomorrow, throwing them in the washer she locked herself in her room and opened the envelope.
 
                 Dear Santa,
 
                 I know that you deliver toys to kids on the nice list.  I have been really good this year.  I have done all of my chores without getting into trouble for not doing them.  I have had some fights with my sister but she gets on my nerves always wanting to bug me.  I don’t want any toys this year.  I want a Daddy.  Can you help me get a Daddy this year?  Damien would make a good Daddy.  I pick him.  My Mommy likes him.  She loves him with her whole heart and soul like Damien said.  That’s why they sleep together.  Sissy likes him a lot.  I like him a lot.  I think he likes me to.  I promise I will never ask again if you will please help Damien be my Daddy.
 
                                                                                                                   Love,
 
                                                                                                                   Zach
 
                 Her heart broke.  Literally she felt it tearing into pieces.  Her eyes were drenched with tears.  Of all the things that he could have asked for, this was the one thing she could not give him.               
 
   How can you make yourself love someone and them love you?  For them to take ahold and love a readymade family.  What am I going to do?
 
                 But then Damien did love her.  She was his mate.  How could she ask him to do this?  He volunteered she knew but she couldn’t force him into this.
 
                 She folded the letter and placed it back into the envelope slipping it beneath Chase’s pillow.              
 
   Chase help me with him.  I don’t know what to do.  It would be so much easier if you were here with me.  Give me a sign.  Do something.  You owe me that.  
 
                 She quickly pulled herself together getting back to the things she needed to get done.  After a long exhausting day, she finally had the twins tucked in sleeping and she was now tucking herself in.  Just like every night she cuddled with Chase’s pillow.
 
                 She was opening her eyes rubbing them wondering when she had went to sleep.  She reached over shutting the alarm off.  She remembered cuddling close to the pillow and then that was it.  She felt rested.  She didn’t remember having any disturbing dreams.  The abrupt attack to her nares in the form of coffee cleared her thoughts.  Damien!  She looked searching for him expecting to see him but she didn’t. 
 
                 She enjoyed a quick cup, showered and headed out the door.
 
                 When she reached her car there was a paper under the wiper.  She grabbed it opening her door using the light to read it.
 
                 My Sweet,
 
                 I hope the coffee tasted good.  Have a good day at work.  Don’t underestimate yourself in any decision you make.  And don’t underestimate me.
 
                                                                                                     Damien
 
                 The drive to work was over.  Clocking in she got report from the off going shift.  
 
                 “Rapid response room 310 respond!  Rapid response room 310 respond!  Rapid response room 310 respond!”  The page came over the intercom causing her to immediate start a run to the room that had been called out.
 
                 “What do we have?”  She questioned the nurses at bedside.
 
                 “14 year old male, admitted last night with exacerbation of asthma for observation only.  Stable throughout the night.  He’s satting at 82% on 15 liters non-rebreather.  Second albuterol going.  Dr. Bradley in route.”
 
                 “Starting protocol now, somebody time it.  Push Medrol 40 now.  Get intubation ready.  Have PICU ready on stand-bye.  As soon as we get him stable we’re moving him.”
 
                 She listened to his lungs noting minimal air moving.                “Where’s Mom/Dad, he’s Prolly gonna have to be tubed.  Get the auth’s signed.  ETA on Bradley.”  If Bradley wasn’t there in the next few minutes she would be calling for morgue instead of ICU. 
 
                 “He’s in the hospital on his way up.”  The floor nurse yelled.
 
                 The door burst open with Dr. Bradley rushing in.  “Alright what do we got?”  Taylor quickly rattled off report to Dr. Bradley and just she expected, they sedated and intubated.  
 
   After getting him stable they moved to ICU.  She signed off on the transport before making her way back to the ER.  It would be the only time she had to come down from the adrenaline rush, running rapid responses always gave her.
 
   “Taylor, you got a minute.”  She turned back to Dr. Bradley approaching her.
 
   “Yes Sir.”  She waited for him to catch up.
 
   “I just wanted to let you know, what you did up there was perfectly executed.  It’s not very often something as critical as that goes as smooth as you made it go.  The way you command a no panic atmosphere is something that is no small thing.  Having everything ready and waiting on me saved a lot of time.  I believe in giving credit where credit is due.  I believe you saved his life today not me.  Good Job.”  He patted her on the back then moved on around her.  
 
   It was no small thing to receive a compliment from one of the doctors.  Usually the nurses knew deep inside that they always did their best, that they did a good job, and on some circumstances, when they were wrong. 
 
   Nurses usually just complimented or supported whichever the situation called for.  So to receive that compliment was more of an accomplishment than anything else.  But the greatest feeling, was knowing she had a hand in saving that young boys life.  Days like this reminded her of why she did the job she did.
 
   Typical day in the ER.  She no sooner reached the ER and EMS was bringing in her first case of the day for the busy ER.  No time to breath.
 
   “Roberts, Andrews, Whatcha got for me?”  She inquired.  Jerry Roberts.  Veteran Paramedic.  Very good at his job.  Reliable.  Cool head.  Knowledgeable.  Kept up with all the latest break through’s.  Completed as many continuing education credits as he could.  If Taylor had to trust someone with the life of one of her children it would be him.  
 
   “Eighty five year old male nursing home resident, became unresponsive after breakfast.  BP 136/50, HR 59, Respirations 12, Temp 101.2, FSBS 72, Satting at 97% on room air.  Normal sinus rhythm.  Remarkable history for COPD, CAD, and history of MI.  No known allergies.  Last weight 157lbs yesterday.  Last bowel movement this morning.  Flu and pneumo current.  20g Jelco to LAC with NS at 70 hanging.  No problems in transport.  Arouses to painful stimuli briefly.  Has a guardian, his daughter, she’s in route.  Have a good one.”  Smiling he handed off the paperwork to Taylor.
 
   “Thanks.  Alright Mr. White.  Let’s see what’s going on with you.”  She looked over his paper work starting once again protocol.  CBC, CMP, CXR, UA, EKG, and cardiac enzymes ordered.  VS stable and holding.  Probably  UTI.  The effects of a UTI on the elderly could be detrimental. 
 
   Quickly she did a head to toe assessment.  “Mr. White, my name is Taylor.  I’m going to be your nurse today.  Can you tell me if you’re hurting anywhere?”  He didn’t respond but did wince with knuckle sternum rubs.  Stable condition for now.  All they could do was wait for results.
 
   Sure enough, she wasn’t surprised to see CBC’s elevated at 13,000, and UA with positive nitrate.  Mr. White admitted to 2F with a diagnosis of UTI.  Would probably stay for a few days, get some IV antibiotics and go home.
 
   The next several hours consisted of a 4yr old with a sprained ankle that took a lot of convincing to allow anyone to get an x ray.  Not that Taylor blamed the little guy.  His ankle was swollen and bruised and no doubt painful as he wouldn’t allow anyone to touch it and he couldn’t bear weight to it.
 
   A 32 year old male who while at work, lost his balance on a ladder and fell about 10 feet, hitting his head on the concrete floor now requiring more than twenty sutures.  Taylor prepared the area, set up the suture kit for the doctor after his cat scan was negative for further injury. 
 
   Several flu symptoms, which involved a lot of coughing, mucus, high fevers, dehydration, secondary pneumonia, breathing treatments, one admit to medical.
 
   One heart attack or myocardial infarction as it’s termed in the medical world.  Morphine for pain, oxygen for comfort, nitro for dilation of arteries / vessels and aspirin by mouth for anticoagulant effect.  Positive EKG with elevated enzymes.  Transferred to cath lab where he would no doubt, receive an angiogram looking for any blockages and then probably spend the night for observation.
 
    One incredibly terrible migraine with sensitivity to light, and vomiting.  IV started, fluids running, Ativan to relax, tordol for pain, Phenergan for nausea, and aspirin by mouth.  At 19 years old she didn’t need a parent with her, but with this being her first migraine she felt like she was dying, scared so Taylor sat with her while the meds took effect.  Taylor could tell when they started working because her face wasn’t grimaced, her fingers had relaxed from the death grip that she had prior to medications on the bed railing.  A hour and half later she was thanking everyone and out the door taking a cab home because she wasn’t able to drive from the medications that she had received.
 
   Day over!
 
   Taylor passed Liz on her way out the door.
 
    “So how was your day?  Hear from your date yet?  I just realized I don’t even know his name.  I am assuming he would be Damien’s brother, Jarrod.”  
 
   “His name is Jarrod.  Yes I talked with him this morning.  Day has been great because I talked with him.  He looks so yummy.  If he can sing, it’s over I’m getting married.  How was yours?  It busy  in there?”  She snarled her nose.
 
   “Nah, not too bad.  Had a rapid response earlier.  14 year old with asthma.  PICU, and stable now.  Other than that steady but not overwhelming.”
 
   “Steady I can handle.  Overwhelming is well just that.  Better get in there.  Seeya.”
 
   A normal work week for them.  That was about the jest of it.  Usually Taylor would be asleep when Liz would get home and Liz slept when Taylor left.  Unless something major happened, that was pretty much their conversation length.
 
   Taylor couldn’t wait to get home and shed the scrubs, the shoes, and just relax.  On average she had about 30 minutes before the twins would get off the bus.
 
   She sit back on the couch flipping the channels briefly finding reruns of The Voice and settling on that.  Her phone rang.
 
    “Hello.”
 
   “Hello Sweet.  How was your day?”
 
   Better now.  “I think you already know how my day was.  Thank you for asking.  Why are you calling me?”  Why don’t you just blink over?
 
   “Yes I do, but if I didn’t ask questions then we wouldn’t have anything to talk about now would we?  Because I thought I was supposed to call you and check on you.  You know let you know that I am thinking of you.  And I didn’t know if you wanted me blinking in and out all the time.”
 
   “You’re absolutely right, you are supposed to call me every single day.  Make note of that.  Oh there are always my questions.  Starting with right now.  How was your day?”  Damn just his voice caused her to stir with lust and need.
 
   “The same as all the others.  Very Good.  It just got better though.”   She grinned as he repeated the exact words she had only thought.  When she began to feel pressure between her legs she decided it was game on.
 
   “I wish all my days were ‘Very Good’.  How did it get better?”  She mocked him and urged for an explanation.
 
   “That sweet little hmm, feeling you just had is quite wonderful don’t you think.”  He chuckled.
 
   “Did you do that?”  Was it him or me?
 
   “I might have helped along the way.  Would you be angry with me if I had?”
 
   “No.  Only for leaving a girl hanging.  Anyways I believe we were discussing my day.  It was long.”
 
   “Your days are what you make of them.  But I understand a day at work can go badly without your control.  You handled that today well by the way.  Dr. Bradley was right.  I’m very proud of you.”
 
   She laughed.  “Damn.  There are no secrets are there?  You do know it all.”
 
   “For the most part I do.  You can have no secrets from me.  But I like that about you.  I have a feeling that even if you could hide your thoughts from me, you wouldn’t.”
 
   “Yeah that’s me.  Open book.  And thanks for that to.  I would say you have no idea what that means but then of course you do.”
 
   “You’re right.  I do.  When can I see you again?”
 
   Now.  “The kids will be home in about twenty minutes.  I haven’t got the slightest idea on what I am going to make for supper yet.  Usually we do whatever homework they have and decide what to cook.  Then we play board games, ride our bikes, or watch a movie before bath and story time.  I don’t know if I have much time in the afternoons for us.”  The silence on the phone scared her.  
 
   “Damien, you still there?”  She asked.  Nothing.  Ding Dong.  The doorbell.  Wow.  She smiled on the inside as she reached for the door knowing it was him.
 
   She jerked the door open but didn’t get a word out before his mouth crushed hers.  Greedily he took what he wanted from her.  His taste, his tongue, his mouth, his soft lips demanded her attention and they got it.  They would always get it.  She couldn’t break from his mouth if she had really wanted to.  Like that would ever happen anyways.  She couldn’t even imagine not wanting his mouth against hers.  
 
   She groaned, moaned into his mouth.  Her hands roamed over his body, wanting more and wanting it right now.  His hands gripped her ass tightly picking her up so she could wrap her legs around his waist.  She could feel his erection piercing her sweats begging for entrance against her.  She felt a tug of her hair that only excited her further.  Then a bite to her neck.
 
    “What would you say to me shredding these not so sexy sweats of yours, and fucking you hard right here, right now.  Just. Like. This.”  He started moving his hips causing her mind went blank.  
 
   I’d say do it.  Please.
 
   His hand gripped her right breast squeezing it while he rolled her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.  Her nipple responded immediately.
 
   “Hmm.” I like that.
 
   “Me to.”  He mumbled against her neck before slipping his hand under her sweats.  Taylor felt the pad of his thumb immediately on her clit.  Rubbing fast, hard.  She squirmed. 
 
   That’s the first spot.  God yes!  Don’t stop.  Please. Hmmm.  Oh jesus,….  She screamed loudly as she came from his clitoral attack.  An attack that she welcomed anytime. 
 
   As she floated back down off the cloud she was currently on, her legs were mush.  She couldn’t bear weight yet.  He pressed his body to hers again.  Holding her there with his chest while his hands did as they pleased.
 
   His lips kissed at her again, licking and then teasing down her neck.  She turned her head to give him more access, closing her eyes, enjoying every bit of it.  Suddenly she was alarmed when he bit down on that oh so sweet part of her neck.
 
   She froze momentarily realizing fangs weren’t in use and the nip of pain accompanying the bite was sending a surge of heat to the spot of her that was craving his attention most.
 
   She opened her eyes only to freeze again.  Oh shit.  What have I done?  His mouth slowly left her neck knowing now what Taylor saw.  He turned his head towards the end of the drive looking at what had Taylor so startled.
 
   He slowly eased her back to her feet.  “Hi guys.  How was school?”  Her voice shook.
 
   “Mom, you’re in trouble.  You told me only married people do that.  And you aren’t married yet.  Why do we have to keep reminding you of that?  Santa isn’t going to bring you what you asked for Mommy.”  Ashley threw back Taylor’s words that she had once used to explain kissing to Ashley.  Why do they have to keep reminding me I’m not married?
 
   Zach was standing there with a blank look on his face.  Say something please.  Taylor watched as his mouth lifted into a wide smile leaving Taylor somewhat relaxed with it.  “Thank You Santa!”  He screamed out throwing his back pack to the ground doing a little goofy dance.  Not another word from either of them as he grabbed his bag and walked by the two of them.
 
   “Well I guess we let the cat out of the bag on that one didn’t we.”  He chuckled.
 
   “This isn’t funny.  I don’t want to confuse them.  What if….”  He didn’t let her finish before his mouth was pressed to hers again settling her, confusing emotions of relief, concern, fear, and something she didn’t know how to put into words.
 
   He pressed his forehead to hers and she breathed against him.  “Do you want to come in?  See what it’s like to spend the evening with a couple of mischievous kids after a rowdy day of school.”
 
   “Are you sure that’s what you want?”  Damien questioned her.
 
   “You know it is.”  She smiled reaching for the knob and going in.  She could feel his presence following her in.  Her inner self was quickly excited at the control she now realized she had on him.
 
   “Don’t let it go to your head my Sweet.  You have yet to see the control I have on you.  In time.  In time.”  
 
   Taylor didn’t reply to that as she grabbed the back packs pulling out the papers inside.
 
   “I have an idea.  What do you guys want for supper?”  Damien questioned the little ones.
 
   Here we go.  Pizza screaming fest.  Taylor looked at Damien and he smiled briefly before looking back at the twins.  They looked at each other and then instantaneously  and perfectly in unison screamed. “PIZZA!”  Taylor laughed.  See, told ya.  I know my kids.  
 
   Damien laughed with her.  “Pizza it is.  Give me a few and let me know what kind.  I’m going to go pick it up while you guys get your homework done.  Be back in a few.”  He looked at both of them waiting for an answer to a secret question.
 
   Again they look at each other smiling.  They both turn back to Damien and excitedly shake their head yes.  With long strides his hands gripped Taylor’s neck, then gently he pressed his mouth to hers.  Differently than before.  PG13 if you will.  
 
   The kids burst into laughter clapping their hands.  Jesus what I am doing?
 
   “Seeya in a few then?”  Was all she could whisper.  It was more than a question then a statement though.
 
   “A few.  Let me know.”  Was his last remark as he walked out the door.  Damn she hated to see him go, but she didn’t mind the view from staying behind.
 
   “Mommy you ok, your face is really, really red?”  She startled at Ashley’s question.  “Is that what happens when a boy kisses you?”  She was so serious.
 
   “Yes, I’m fine.  No that’s not what happens and let’s get this homework done so when he gets back we are all done ready to go.”  
 
   “Ok first word blue.”  She watched as they both started writing their spelling word three times.  They go through each word before Taylor remembered what he had said.  Pepperoni please with extra cheese.   
 
   Eight more words later and just in time, they were done and the pizza was back.  “I stopped and rented a movie for us to watch while we eat if that’s ok.”
 
   “Depends on what movie you got.  These two are picky if you haven’t noticed.”  
 
   “Well I thought of that.  And then I also thought that I couldn’t go wrong with something they haven’t seen before so I chose.  Harry and the Henderson’s.”
 
   “What?”  Zach asked.
 
   “Are there any princesses in it?”  Ashley questioned.
 
   The ‘oh shit’ look on his face made Taylor hide her smile.  He really did care what they thought and how they felt.  
 
   “Well no, there aren’t any princesses in it because well, I couldn’t find a movie with a princess as pretty as you.”  Damien told her.  Taylor thought how impeccably genius his words were at times.  Perfect answer as her face lit up responding and understanding what he had said.
 
   “Can we watch it now?”  Zach’s voice was full of excitement as Taylor was sure because the movie didn’t involve a princess or pink.  They both turned looking at her waiting not so patiently for her answer.
 
   “You put the movie in and Damien and I will get your plates ready ok.”  The words had hardly left her mouth and they darted off to the living room.
 
   She looked over at Damien as she closed the gap between them, this time taking the lead she kissed him.  Not a kiss of the lust that took control of her body whenever he was around or in her thoughts.  But her way of showing him how truly thankful she was for him and what he was doing with her kids, for her kids, and for her.
 
   When she finally tapped into her will power and ended the kiss his eyes smiled back at her hitting her with an unexpected feeling.  No don’t say it.  Don’t think it.  She quickly turned away and started grabbing plates and glasses.  His arms came around her waist pulling her back into him.  He rested his chin on her shoulder.
 
    “Thank You.  I needed to hear that.”  And then he released her.  When they finished with preparing they carried them to the living room.  Zach and Ashley had the movie ready and were sitting at their Mickey Mouse table waiting patiently.  
 
   Taylor took her spot hitting play from the remote.  She listened as Zach and Ashley laughed harder than she had heard them do in a while.  She was more amused with watching the twins than watching the movie.  She found herself laughing just as hard as they were.
 
        She sat her plate down on the coffee table snuggling in close to Damien taking in his scent.  Trying to take it all in, so her nares were programmed to remember it on her command.  The feeling of being in his arms, snuggled against his chest.
 
    “Same way here Sweet.”  His words were filled with a deep emotion leaving Taylor wondering which emotion it was.
 
   “How did you know what I didn’t say or think for that matter?”  
 
   “Because I felt it the same time you realized what it was.  I know we only just met officially three days ago, but it was meant to be.  Fate.  I love you.  You love me.  You’ve made me a very happy vamp as you so often refer to me.”  She could feel his grin.
 
   She did love him.  She didn’t know how.  She didn’t care why.  She knew it was crazy as hell though.  Three day and she was in love with a vampire.  A Vampire!  It didn’t even bother her that he was technically dead.  No heartbeat.  So why was it she had never felt more alive than she did around him?
 
   She heard him growl and she knew it was her uncontrollable thoughts, that had his undies in a wad but she couldn’t exactly help what thoughts invaded her head.  My fucked up head.
 
   “If I hear you refer to your pretty little head again as fucked up you won’t be able to sit down for a week.  Understand me?”
 
   “Yes Sir.”  She fought not to laugh.  
 
   “Now that’s what I’m talking about.  Definitely more like it.”  He chuckled back at her.
 
   “Shhh.”  Ashley turned to them and then quickly she was back watching T.V. and Taylor again had to struggle with the urge of laughter.  She laid her head back into his chest trying to concentrate on Harry and not Damien’s scent. 
 
   

 
   

Chapter Nine
 
   Her eyes opened to the movement of floating.  Damien carried her to her bed and laid her down softly.  She rubbed her eyes clearing the sleep and feeling of sand.  “Where are the kids?”  She asked as she stretched out.
 
   “Tucked nice, warm and snug in their beds.”  He tugged at the buttons on her flannel shirt smiling at her.
 
   “I didn’t read them a story.  I always read them a story.” Guilt filled her voice.  Every night since they were one I have read them a story.  This was the first time I hadn’t other than our one date night.  
 
   She didn’t feel guilty that night because she wasn’t home and that in itself was enough to make her guiltameter go off the charts.  But this was different.  She was home and she didn’t read to them.
 
   “I took care of it.  Ashley picked A Princess and Me, which was rather interesting by the way.  Zach chose Away which is a rather long story I might ad.  He didn’t make it through the first two chapters and he was out cold.”  He opened her shirt and started planting sweet little kisses up her abdomen.
 
   “They didn’t get a bath.”  He stopped.
 
   “They have been fed, bathed, played with, and tucked in nice and tight, and their stories read.  I took care of it.  Just lay there with your mouth shut, stop worrying and let me do what I do best.”  His words were strong.
 
   She didn’t know how to take him in this moment.  Was he irritated or was he something else.
 
    “Oh it’s definitely something else.”  She heard the passion blooming out from his voice now and she liked the something else he was talking about.  She liked it a lot.
 
   “What’s your favorite book?” He questioned her.  What?  Really?  Seriously?  You want to know my favorite book while you are kissing my breast?
 
   “Yes.  Just answer the question.  You’re tense.  You need to relax.”  He didn’t stop his journey of kissing every last inch of her chest, abdomen and neck.  
 
   “I’ll relax if you keep doing what you’re doing.”  She was procrastinating, trying to get enough time maybe he would forget the question.  
 
   “If you don’t answer me.  I won’t keep doing what I’m doing and this time I will leave you hanging and I know you don’t want that.”
 
   “I’m not telling you.”  There is no way in hell.  You know it already you just want to hear me say it.
 
   “You can say it, or I can spank you until you say it.  I hope you go with option B as I do love it when my hand stings.”  His voice was filled with excitement.
 
   Well thinking of that isn’t exactly gonna make me relax.  “Um, how about I just tell you you’re on the right track.”  She heard his chuckle the same time she felt it vibrate against her skin.
 
   “Oh gotta love kink.”  Her breathing became unsteady and suddenly she was regretting reading that series after all because apparently he knew it to.  
 
   “Um, I didn’t like all of it you know.”  Her voice shook .  Again his laughter which sounded almost evil was heard.  She grew nervous inside.  Apprehension soon faded away quickly as his fingers tugged her sweats, sliding them down torturously slow down her legs and off.
 
   “Not tonight Taylor, but soon.  Very, very soon.”  Were the last words to her before he positioned himself above her and thrust his cock deep inside her plunging away all her worries and fears.  
 
   “Oh,,,”  She cried out moaning as he picked up the pace.  Taking her to places she had never been before even with him.  Every time they made love he up’d the ante higher than before.
 
   Emotionally.
 
   Physically.
 
   “Oh,,, sweet mother of God.”  The explosion of her orgasm and the feel of him thrusting in and out of her brought stinging tears to her eyes.  Hell with fighting them.  It felt so good to be with him, in his arms, his cock filling her to the max, and his scent filling the air around them.
 
   “Damien, what’s it feel like?”  She wanted to know.  She felt him hesitate as he stilled.
 
   “Well, honestly, a lot like now.  It’s not like the movies where blood sprays everywhere, it’s more erotic.  Arousing.  It’s hard to explain it.”  His lips curled as he began to thrust again.
 
   “Do it.”  This time she wasn’t asking him for anything, she was telling him.  But again she stopped all movement.
 
   “Taylor, I don’t feed from humans.  I told you that.”  His words were almost harsh.
 
   “I want to know what it’s like.”  Damn you!
 
   “Taylor, you don’t understand.”
 
   “I do.  Do it!”
 
   “If I do this, you promise me right now, you’ll be mine forever.”  His eyes were turning red.  He was excited.  But was it from feeding or from her?
 
   “Ok.  Forever.  I promise.”  Those were the last words before he was kissing her body again.  
 
   His lips brushed over hers and then latched on to her chin, her jaw, nipping along the way with his teeth.  Down her neck.  A brush of a tongue against her jugular and his mouth was back on hers.  She pulled away looking at him questioning him.
 
   “Sweet, there is no way I could ever do that to you now.  I can’t and I won’t.  But for you to offer and then not to pull away, well it’s, an extraordinary feeling.”
 
   “What do you mean for now?”  What’s the difference between now and later?
 
   “If you change it’s different.  There will be some trying tribulations later.  Not now.”
 
   “What do you mean by tribulations?”
 
   “Because you have to know when enough is enough and when to stop.  It’s not easy to stop once you get that taste.”
 
   Ok enough with that.  She didn’t want to hear about trying tribulations.  She had enough worries to think about.
 
   Ok then.  No sucky sucky.  Too bad.  I rather enjoyed the idea of it.  She gave him the incentive to do the kind of sucky sucky she had come to crave.  Dream about.  Yearn for.
 
   “Oh, I think I can manage that one.”  A sly smile graced his lips then they were on her.  Kissing, licking and sucking his way down.  Really far down.  She gasped as he bit into her upper inner thigh.  No pain.  Disturbing places to the right of his teeth.
 
   One lick later she cried out loudly as he flicked his tongue across her clit.  He sucked it into his mouth causing her to scream out from the pleasure that he was awakening inside her.  
 
   “You’re gonna have to be a little on the quiet side.  You don’t wanna wake the kids up do ya?”
 
   “I can’t help it.  Please.”  Jesus I’m begging you already.
 
   “Sweet, you have to be quiet.”  He stopped touching her.  She opened her eyes to find him staring down into hers.
 
   “I’ll try.”  Get back to work.  She smiled briefly.
 
   “I’ll try not to educate you in the world of bondage tonight, but gagging may come in handy if you can’t control your mouth and the noises you tend to make.”  Oh Fuck!  The look in his eyes.  Raw, pure excitement.  He wanted to gag her.  There was no doubt in her mind.
 
   “Among other things.  Don’t tempt me.  Now quiet.”  His mouth remained straight.  She felt uneasy with his stare, until his tongue flicked and tasted again.
 
   “Hmmm.”  Again she didn’t control her sound level.  
 
   “Oh Sweet.  There you went and did it.”  
 
   She stilled.  Remembering what he said about gagging her.  “No. I’ll be quiet, promise.”  And his mouth was back on her.
 
   She bent her index finger biting down on her knuckle as he continued with his insane assault.  Oh my God!  She could feel one finger going in her now, then two.  He thrust them in and out of her.  Quickly.  With his palm he teased her clit while massaging the utter most sweet spot inside her.  
 
   She was close.  Right there.  She knew it was.  “Please, it’s too much, please.  Just wriggle your nose!”  She begged for an orgasm.  Relief.  Pleasure.
 
   Immediately after speaking the words she exploded out around him, jerking away from his touch uncontrollably.  He followed grabbing her hips, he leached on to her clit with his mouth and sucked with a vengeful meaning.
 
    
 
   She bucked against him trying to break his contact but it was no use.  He had hold of her and her hips weren’t moving.  He kept her planted flat against the mattress.  She bit down harder on her knuckle.
 
   Then violently without warning, she came again.  Explosively.  Oh thank God!   She felt his chuckle against her inner thigh.  She relaxed taking a deep breath.
 
   “How was that for sucky sucky?”  He laughed.  Then quickly he flipped her onto all fours and began pounding in to her from behind.  She bit down on her pillow to keep the scream at bay.  Another hard thrust and he was moaning as he orgasmed.
 
   She stretched out, still feeling the aftershocks of the never expected orgasmic experience.  Every orgasm he gave her was like the first.  Like she really didn’t know what to expect but when it happened she was flabbergasted by it.  Craving more and more of them.
 
   She twisted and turned beneath him taking all of it in.  She realized how calm he was.
 
   “If you feel everything as I feel it, how do you stay still and keep doing what you do?”
 
   “Practice.  Let me see that knuckle of yours that you used for a gagging mechanism.”  He wasn’t asking.  She gave him her hand.  He rubbed over the knuckle that she had been tasting earlier.  His fingertips brushed across it and she realized how sore it really was now.  She had been clamped down on it.  He leaned his head down, starting at the tip, he took it into his mouth, sucking it.  Tasting it.  Teasing her.  Holy hell this is hot!  
 
   He pulled back and again rubbed his finger over it.  This time nothing.  He smiled.
 
         He brushed his lips on hers until she opened her mouth urging for him to give her more, he happily obliged her.  He thrust his tongue into her mouth.  It tasted salty.  It tasted of her.  She was freakishly turned on by it.  She bit down on his tongue and then slowly sucked.
 
   He groaned loudly into her mouth and she lost her suction as she smiled.  “Careful, I may have to gag you.”  She warned.  Playfully of course.
 
   “Sweet, don’t put the shoe on the wrong foot.  Trust and believe the outcome won’t be the same.”  His words sounded too harsh for her liking.
 
   She was confused as hell.  She didn’t understand what she had done so wrong.  She was just playing around with him.  He didn’t offer any other words after that.
 
   He held her in his arms for what seemed like the wee hours of the morning before she closed her eyes.  It felt like she had only just closed her eyes when the alarm was buzzing in her ear.  She turned hitting the snooze button.  She smelled and seen the cup of coffee sitting on her nightstand.  She looked behind her seeing only an empty bed.  Then she heard the water from the shower running.
 
   She no longer had the taste for coffee.  But for him.  All him.  She reached for the door when it hit her taking her to the floor.  The feeling was so strong, the thought that she had just fallen was irrelevant to her.  She steadied her breathing as she regained control.  That bastard!  She laughed.
 
   Again she reached for the door knob and boom, she was back on the floor.  This time she was joined by him.  Wet from the shower and very, very aroused.  He pushed his weight onto her and she enjoyed the feeling.  His hands were rough as they grabbed her thighs shoving her knees to her chest.  His eyes fueled and she knew that she was the trigger to igniting him.
 
   The power she felt was identical to what she imagined a valium addict feeling when the needle is slowly guided into their arm and the push begins after they have went through multiple hours of withdrawing.
 
   Her knees rested on his shoulders as he thrust himself full force into her.  “Aargh,”  She cried out from the intense yet saccharine pain.  He relentlessly pounded himself in and out of her.  
 
   She felt herself ready to leap over the edge of pure desire.  She exploded around him, digging her nails into the flesh of his sides.  He collapsed down on top of her as he found his release and she was once again overcome with emotion.
 
   Slowly he allowed her legs to fall to his sides.  The soreness felt in the back of her thighs was exhilarating.  He tenderly brushed her hair from her eyes.  “I hear your thoughts, I feel your emotion and yet I don’t understand the tears.  It is true a man shall never know a woman completely.”  Taylor erupted into laughter.  It only took a second before he joined in.
 
   They commenced to taking the shower she had started out to join in with.  He washed her with such gentle hands.  The hands that wouldn’t be expected to be used by someone as strong as him.  But hands that would be expected to be used on a baby, child, or the injured.
 
   She took her turn studying his body.  Learning and appreciating every curve, every bulge.  Admiring him.  Taking him in with all that he had to offer.  Studying so she knew when she closed her eyes, she could without a doubt see him just as if he were there.
 
    “I’m glad I can be of assistance to you now Sweet.”  His voice was full of conceded ‘I know I’m sexy as hell’.
 
   “One of these days I hope to find a way to block my thoughts from you Vamp.”  She shoved at him teasingly.  Quickly he wrapped himself around her holding her against him. “I don’t want to get out of the shower.  Can’t we just stay here forever?”
 
   “Well we could, but I suppose that would require a big ceremony.  And well you would have to eat.”  She laughed at the eating comment then wanted to know what he meant by ceremony.
 
   “Ceremony?”
 
   “Not the kind you are thinking of, but one in the same.  Does that make any sense to you at all?”
 
   “Nope.  Just kiss me Vamp so I can get ready for work.  Some of us…..”  And his mouth was smashing hers.  Oh, just one please.  She immediately became loose limbed and collapsed against his body as her gift trembled and explored every nerve end in her entire being.
 
   “Now you owe me one.  Later Sweet.”  He smiled helping her out of the shower.  She reached for a towel and he took it from her hand proceeding to dry her skin.  “Lotion?”  He reached under the cabinet pulling out the lotion, caressing her entire body smooth with it.
 
   “I feel like I am leaving a spa, not getting ready to go to work.”  They stood there dressing.  She blow dried her hair pulling it back into a tight pony tail.  “Not very attractive work attire huh?”  She stated as she looked over her navy blue scrubs and white lab jacket.
 
   “No it’s not attractive.  It’s sexy, I want to ravish you while I rip the scrubs into pieces from your body.  You can be my nurse later.  But just keep in mind, I’m always the doctor.”  Oh holy hell.  Remind me to wear these on date night.  If we have another date night.  What’s with the doctor thing?
 
   “Friday.  I suddenly feel like a case of some stinging palm rubbing off on me.”  She froze.  He couldn’t be serious.  Books were meant to be just fantasies.  That shit isn’t real.  It can’t exist.  Who would really allow that to happen?  And if someone was really faced with the possibilities of it, would they really react the way I do?  I doubt it.
 
   “I’ll show you.  Can you arrange for a sitter for the weekend?  We will need to visit Denver.”
 
   “The entire weekend.  Liz usually watches them for me but now that your brother is in the picture, I couldn’t ask her to watch them for that long.”
 
   “I could persuade you, but I would rather you consider it.  My brother would treat them just as I.  Well, maybe spoil them some more.  But I can assure you, it would be as if you left them with me.”
 
   “I will consider it.  Now I have to leave and cut this morning shorter than it already feels.”  He kissed her tenderly goodbye as they both got into their cars and left.
 
   This is going to be a long day.  
 
   Thankfully case after case made the day fly by and before she knew it she was leaving and passing Liz at the door.  “Liz do you got a quick second?”
 
   “Yeah, sure what’s up?”
 
   “Damien has asked me to go to Seattle with him this weekend.  Do you think that maybe you could hang out with the kids for me?  Damien said Jarrod would love it.”  She knew her answer was going to be yes, but she thought she would throw Jarrod in there for good measure.  I want to go with him bad.  I want to spend the days and nights with him alone.  I’m greedy as hell when it comes to this man.
 
   “You know I will.  You don’t mind if Jarrod hangs out?”
 
   “No, why would I?”
 
   “Has Damien spoke with you about anything different about him and Jarrod.”
 
   “If you’re implying like gifty different.  Yes.”
 
   “And you’re ok with it.  I mean, I usually take things a lot better than you and it totally freaked me out.  He made a “call” and the next thing I knew I didn’t care what he was.  He left me like that until he had explained everything to me and then he said that he would let me have my emotions back now.”
 
    
 
    
 
   Taylor laughed remembering the call that Damien had received.  He told her he had to handle an issue for his brother but hadn’t explained what it was.  “Yes, I’m ok with it.  Strange but I feel like it’s really not relevant what he is, as long as he is with me.”
 
    “That’s exactly how I feel now.  It’s weird but I knew Jarrod was going to come into my life.  Does that make me crazy?”
 
   “No!  Oh my God!  The dreams.  Remember when we were both kids, teens really.  I wonder if they have some kind of connection?  Remember we used to dream the exact same thing every single night.  Weird.  And I thought the abilities that we had in our dreams were from watching superman over and over.”  
 
   “I don’t know.  I had totally forgot about them.  What if it was a sign?  I wonder if we have those abilities.  Oh well.  I don’t care about that right now.  Jarrod makes me feel like I am the only woman in the world and I love it.”
 
   “Same here.  Catcha later.  Thanks.”
 
   “No problem.” 
 
   Taylor arrived home only to see his car in her drive as she entered.  She turned the corner to park catching her first glimpse of him.  He was standing there in front of her grill.  Definitely something she could get used to.
 
   A blur later and he was opening her door.  I’m still in my ravish me scrubs and we have thirty minutes before the twins come home.
 
   “As tempting as that is Sweet, I don’t want to have to explain anything to Zach or Ash for that matter again.”  He smiled triggering her memory of how his mouth had gotten them into and out of a rather uncomfortable predicament.
 
   “Later then.  I do believe you have another ability you didn’t inform me about.  The ability to turn me into a nymphomaniac with even the thought of seeing you, let alone actually seeing you.  Especially having you in arms reach.”
 
   “Oh, my little nymph.  I have yet to show you my abilities but I will.  Denver.  I’m picking you up from work by the way.  Mrs. Rosa has agreed to watch the kids for us until Liz gets home.  Jarrod is picking her up by the way and then staying the weekend here.”
 
   “So you have it all figured out do you?”
 
   “No, but I will have you all fingered out by the end of the weekend.”
 
   “Don’t tease me.  Whatcha cooking?”
 
   “Hamburgers, hotdogs.  I am so enjoying this by the way.”
 
   “Enjoying what?”
 
   “Helping you.  Allowing you time for yourself.  Spending time with you and the munchkins.  I have grown quite fond of them.  And food.  I’ve never cooked before.  Seen it done a million times.  It’s relaxing.”
 
   “Really I wouldn’t have guessed that and after you have cooked every day for at least a year, we will revisit that fun thing of yours.”  She nudged him as she walked away to change.
 
   

 
   

Chapter TenThe week seemed to fly by as she was now spending her nights with Damien.  She found herself counting the minutes until Damien arrived to whisk her off to Denver.  She couldn’t wait.  She found herself nervous, excited, elated, ecstatic, anxious, tense and edgy.  She had no idea what his plans were while they were there.  
 
   What we will do?  I know what I want to do and if I have my way will be doing repeatedly.
 
   She sat in the report room giving report to the oncoming nurse when a knock on the door caught her attention.  “Yes.”  She called out.  It was not totally uncommon for interruptions during a report.  After all the ED didn’t close the doors for report.
 
    “Hey Taylor, there is one drop dead gorgeous hunk out here waiting on you.  You want me to entertain him while you finish up here.”  Alice teased her.
 
   “No, that’s alright.  Tell him give me five and I will meet him out front.”  She wanted to laugh knowing that he had heard everything Alice had said through her own thoughts.  She could only imagine what it was doing to his impressively large ego already. 
 
   “Where have you been hiding this one?”  Alice commenced to probing her.  
 
   Really?  You don’t wanna go there trust me.
 
   “I haven’t been hiding anyone anywhere.  He found me.”  The bright glow all over her face told everyone in the room she was hooked.  
 
   She grabbed her things and exited the door coming almost chest to chest.  Her dose of valium waiting on her to settle the withdraws of being away from him for eight long, everlasting hours.  He looked down right edible in his attire consisting of a black leather jacket, white knit sweater, and dark jeans paired with a pair of black dress shoes.  
 
   Yummy Yummy!
 
   He smiled as she took the two steps that closed the gap between them.  Seductively he kissed her, surprising her inner Goddess.  Then leaving her begging for more.  “Sorry I couldn’t help myself.  Turn around and bow to our audience, Sweet.”  She turned slowly around noticing her co-workers standing there gaulking at her.  Jesus!
 
   They erupted, clapping their hands causing Taylor to flush as she waved bye.  “Secretly calling out “eat your heart out girls, this one is all mine”.  Emphasis on all.  She had to get out of there before she completely embarrassed herself in front of her professional peers.
 
    “I take it you’re ready then.”  He placed his hand on the small of her back and lead the way to his car.  “Do you want to eat before we leave or shall we eat on the way?”  He questioned.
 
   “On the way.  I can never eat until I have unwound some.”  And besides I’m really not interested in eating anything that isn’t a part of you.
 
   “Oh Sweet what am I going to do with you now.  On the way it is.”  He laughed as he climbed in the car hitting the road turning onto I55.  
 
    
 
   Taylor knew that they would be taking a small flight from Cape to St. Louis, then boarding another to Denver.
 
   “So I’m curious.  If you don’t have to fly or drive why are we driving to Cape and then flying to Denver?”
 
   “Because it isn’t as exciting.  Anticipation can be our friend.”  He quickly raised and dropped his eyebrows sending Taylor into a fit of laughter.  Maybe it was from her nerves or maybe it was just because he made her happy.
 
   Taylor had never flown before and as the got closer to Cape, she became aware of the butterflies fighting their way around her stomach.  It felt like they are fighting for the world cup or something in there.
 
   “It’s no big deal.  Flown a thousand times.  I think you’ll like it.”  He tried to reassure her but somehow this time it was gonna take a little more than a few words for that to happen.  She knew Damien was working his magic as they faded.  Thank God.  She really didn’t want to show him what she had eaten for lunch.
 
   “I really don’t want to see it either.”  He smirked.
 
   “Good.  Because that is one thing I don’t plan on showing you this weekend.”
 
   “Is there anything else I can’t see or am I open to view anything.”
 
   “Anything you want.  I’m all yours.”  She was feeling bold.  He didn’t respond with words only a shift in his body language.  
 
   She had expected it to be a long wait, but the minute they pulled in, they were being escorted on the small plane.  Taylor quickly sat buckling in.  The plane was small.  Only eight seats.  They were alone.  She wondered if he had arranged for it to be a private flight but didn’t continue to dwell on it as she heard the plane’s engines roar to life.
 
   Her hands gripped the seat knowing without even looking, her knuckles were more than likely white from the fierce grip she had.  She turned looking at Damien expecting him to fix her.  “Not this time Sweet.  You need to learn that fear is just that.  Your fear is from the unknown.  Just breathe with me.”  I understand what you are trying to do but really does it have to be now?  And it’s easier for you, you don’t have to breathe.
 
                 “Yes it has to be now.  I need you to face your fear head on.  Otherwise this weekend won’t be as interesting as I know it can be.  I won’t force you into this.  I want you to feel the emotion involved in it.”
 
                 “Involved in what?”  
 
                 “Oh My Sweet, I aim to please.”  The smile on his face hitched her breath.  Shit!  He laughed.  “Taylor.  He is just that, a fictional character in a book.  Why do I sense your fear?  Why do I feel your lust?”  He smiled wickedly at her.  
 
         Damn can’t hide nothing from you Vamp.
 
                 “It’s not fear or lust.  I don’t know how to explain it.  Reading that book is like opening a new set of doors to humanity.  A few years ago, people like him would have been like a freak by society.  Now, marriages have been saved.  People have opened their eyes to compromise and have really learned the meaning of the word.”  She looked at him.
 
                 “And?”  Damn, he’s gonna make me say it.
 
                 “Ok, so there is lust there to.  But technically as you pointed out he is a fictional character.  Therefore I do not lust after him, I lust after the thought of the man he is.  Does that make any sense to you at all?”
 
                 “Oh, I think I can put it together well enough.  Take a breath Sweet, here we go.”  
 
                 The plane began to move causing her breathing to increase.  Holy Shit!  Keep it together, breathe, and relax.  Think happy thoughts.  It wasn’t working.  She could feel every bump on the runway as the plane speed increased.
 
                 “Sweet, do you have any idea, what I want to do to you right now?  We are on a plane and that would be a first for the both of us.  Exciting, hot, steamy sex.”  
 
                 “I know what you can do with yourself after this.”  Her eyes were tight, she was on the verge of a full blown panic attack.  Hyperventilation was just around the corner.  She leaned forward putting her head between her knees trying to slow her breathing.
 
                 “If we make it through this I am going to kick your ass.”  She forced the words through her teeth.
 
                 “I look forward to it Brat.”  He chuckled.  
 
        Oh you are such an asshole. She thought as soon as he calmly, smoothly replied to her threat. 
 
                 “When is he going to take off already?  I don’t know how much longer I can take this.”  If we don’t get there soon it isn’t going to matter because I won’t be arriving alive.
 
                 “Taylor, look out the window, he already has and you would arrive a live Sweet.”  Again he snickered.
 
                 She raised slowly still feeling a bump here and thug there.  She seen nothing but small blotches beneath her.  Ok I have to admit, that really wasn’t as bad as I thought it would be.
 
                 “Told you so.”  
 
                 “How long before we land?”  She needed to know how long she had to prepare herself for another round of total panic.
 
                 “Oh we won’t be landing.  I just wanted you to experience this so you would know that you can overcome your fear if you choose to do so.”
 
                 “So if we aren’t landing, how are we going to get down from here?”  Please tell me you don’t have parachuting planned to because that is definitely a hell no.  
 
                 “No.  That’s a thought for next time though.”  He reached down unfastening her seatbelt.  She was now aware he had never fastened his.  . Of course why would he?  He’s already dead.  He can’t die again.
 
                 “Taylor quit thinking.”  He reached down gripping her hands pulling her up into his chest.  “Close your eyes.”  It was more of a demand now then a request.  She closed her eyes and as if she were absorbing the warmth out of his body by simply breathing, she was.  
 
                 “Open your eyes Taylor.”  His whispered breath sent chills down her spine.
 
                 “But you just told me to close them.”  Holy shit!  How in the hell?  She looked around no longer crowed in the small plane but standing in a suite.  She glanced up into her eyes noting the amusement settled in there.  “I don’t know how you did that but we are definitely traveling home the same.”  She walked away to explore further.
 
                 The walls were a light shade of beige.  The fluffy furniture was white.  Her first thought was she couldn’t bring her kids there followed by her second, which was how incredibly gorgeous the room was.  
 
                 A set of double doors opened into the bedroom.  The pale beige theme continued along the walls ending at the chocolate brown accent wall.  The bed was dressed with a red, beige, and chocolate brown duvet with matching pillows.
 
                 She felt her excitement growing into something more.  She was in the room of her dreams and was alone with him.  She turned watching him prowl towards her, like he was stalking his prey.  His hands rubbed up and down her arms as he all but melted her with his stare.  
 
                 “There will be no nose wriggling right now.  Your clothes are in the closet.  I’ll give you some time to get ready.”
 
                 Really?  “Time for what!  We’re alone, I have to get naked to get dressed.  Don’t you want to come with me and help me?  I could get awfully lonely while I get naked.”  She tried her best to tease him into it, saying it sweet and innocent like.
 
                 “As tempting as that is Sweet, there will be plenty of time later for that.  You will be begging me to stop when this night is over.  And you need to stop trying to top from the bottom.  Keep doing that and I may have to show you the difference between discipline and punishment.”  He didn’t say another word as he walked away, leaving her to ponder on that while she dressed.
 
                 Wow!  Punishment and Discipline.  Interesting.  
 
                 She walked over to the closet wondering why the clothing she seen didn’t belong to her.  Glimpsing at the clothes she felt out of her comfort zone.  
 
                 A nice, elegant little number.  Dark blue, sequenced, probably mid-thigh in length.  Nothing really special.  But still way more extravagant than anything she owned.
 
                 The next gown was the little red dress that men had a tendency to fantasize about.
 
                 Next was a long, shiny, made to show off her curves, light blue dress.  If only it weren’t strapless she thought.  She looked at it closely as she debated it.  Versace!!!!!  Holy Hell! She looked at the others.  All were Versace gowns.  She couldn’t wear those.  Not only was she a major klutz at times but they were definitely way out of her comfort zone.  She wouldn’t be comfortable in them.  She wouldn’t be able to enjoy them.  She would only be thinking of the price tag.
 
                 Finally something she could feel comfortable in.   A pair of black leather pants caught her eye.  A red spaghetti strapped top with the built in bra.  A leather jacket.  Different variety of shoes.  The black leather wide heel should go perfectly with the pants she thought.  “Now this is more Taylor friendly.”
 
                 Her cell phone jingled and she knew exactly who it was.
 
                 Tay,
 
                 Just wanted to say have fun.  Try everything I would.  Enjoy.  Drink a few.  Shave your legs, brush your teeth, bikini wax would be appreciated by Damien I’m sure.  Love ya!
 
                               Liz
 
    
 
                 Liz
 
                 I know how to get ready for whatever he has planned for us.  We are in this awesome suite and he has just left me to myself to get ready.  Can you believe that shit?  I am getting naked and he doesn’t wanna watch or help.  Is that weird?
 
                               Tay
 
    
 
                 Tay
 
                 Don’t over think things.  Why do I have to keep telling you that?  Maybe he doesn’t want to get caught up in the bedroom because he has something totally romantic planned.  Maybe he is going to take you somewhere in your wildest dreams.  LOL
 
                               Liz
 
    
 
                 Liz
 
                 Why do I have a feeling you know more than I know?  Is there something you should be telling me?  If you know something you better start spilling it!  You know how I feel about surprises.
 
                               Tay
 
    
 
                 Tay
 
                 I’m pretty busy playing with the munchkins right now.  Gotta Go!  Have fun!
 
                 P.S.  Wish it was me.  That’s your only clue.
 
                               Liz
 
                 What the hell did she mean by that?  Wish it were her?  What?  Where could he be taking her that Liz would want to go?  Who cared it wasn’t her, it was Taylor and she planned on having a lot of fun.  Over and Over and Over again loaded with fun.  She couldn’t help but to laugh.
 
    
 
                 She showered, dressed and readied, with her makeup that was already on the sink, as quick as she could.  Eager to find out where he was taking her.  She opened the doors finding him standing there.  Eyes bright red.  His arms dangled at his sides.  “The next time you want to look yourself over in the mirror, try not to rub your hands up and down your body.  You can model anytime you want for me, but not like that again.  Do you know what it took for me not to come in there and take what I was seeing?”
 
                 “I’m sorry, I didn’t.”  Did I piss you off or turn you on?
 
                 “Both.  You turned me on, I’m pissed because if I would have acted on my feelings tonight, it would have consisted of never leaving this room.  Let’s go get you something to eat.”  She immediately felt hurt with his words.  He was scolding her for something she didn’t understand at all. 
 
                 “I’m not scolding you Taylor.  You just have to remember that I see what you see.  So imagine me doing a little strip tease for you and you can’t touch.  Only watch.”  His eyes faded to a dark brown again, as he gripped her face and kissed her softly.  Taylor felt like it was his way of apologizing.
 
                 Yep that did the trick.  She felt great again.  He snickered against her mouth.  He looked her over.  “I was hoping you would pick this.  I so missed seeing you in leather.  And it definitely goes with what I have in store for you tonight.”  
 
                 “So are you going to clue me in?”  She hoped for a hint.  I’ll take that strip tease now.
 
                 “Nope.  We’ll discuss the strip tease later.”  She suddenly became aware as he smiled at her, that she was in so much trouble tonight.  Something told her she would either enjoy the hell out of it, or she would never embark on another journey to Denver with him again.
 
                  They walked out onto the street as he held her hand leading her down the sidewalk.  Towering next to her like a bodyguard.  She knew they weren’t going very far because they were walking.  Just a couple of blocks later they walked into a little bar and grill.  After being shown to their table he quickly ordered for her, knowing exactly what she wanted.
 
                 He stared at her from across the table.  She had no idea how he appeared to always be cool, calm, and collected.  He handled himself beautifully.  She almost caught a hint of him blushing.  If she didn’t know better she would have sworn he had.              
 
                 “Ok, all this silence is killing me.  Say something.  Don’t make me embark on my questions that have yet to be answered, to break the sheet of ice I feel like we are skating on here.”
 
                 His mouth turned up into the sexiest devilish smile she had ever seen.  “What kind of questions?”
 
                 “Where are you taking me?  Why is it such a secret?  Are you in love with me?”  Holy shit!  Where the hell did that come from?  
 
                 She was turning several shades of red at this point.  She had never in her life felt as embarrassed as she felt right now.  She wanted to look away but she couldn’t.  Her eyes remained sealed to his.
 
                 “You’ll see.  Because I want it to be.  And with every ounce of my being yes.  But you already know that.  I’ve told you that already.”
 
        She thought that her heart was surely about to leap out of her chest.  Am I happy?  Is this what I really want?  Am I leading him on or am I falling into his trap of seduction?  And just so you know there is a difference in loving me and being in love with me.
 
                 “Don’t over think it.  I know you feel the same way about me.  I feel it.  You may not admit it right now, and that is perfectly ok.  Just don’t fight it either.  Enjoy our journey together.  And wherever it takes us, know that every action I take is for you.”
 
                 What does someone say to that?  She was the one now staring at him.  She was speechless.  Totally and utterly blank.  She knew she should say or do something but she couldn’t.
 
                 “Who ordered the cheeseburger?”  The waitress was back with her food and she couldn’t have come at a better time.  Damien pointed towards her without taking his eyes off of her.  She broke the eye contact looking over at the waitress.  Although she was sitting the plate down in front of Taylor the waitress was fixated on Damien.
 
                 My man!  Taylor found herself fighting her emotions again.  The emotion that wanted her to slap the waitress back into reality, teaching her a lesson in manners.  One that she would remember for the rest of her life.  That it was not ok, to strip another woman’s man right there in front of them.
 
                 She heard Damien clear his throat causing her to turn back to him.  She was heated.  Outraged by the waitresses not a care at all that Taylor was sitting there attitude.  Knowing that jealousy was being felt on both sides of the table, Taylor still didn’t care.
 
                 She doused her fries with ketchup and commenced to eating.  Twenty minutes later she was stuffed to the hilt and no longer feeling the slightest inclination of jealousy.  His face had relaxed.  She finished her beer then he stood.  Excitement grew knowing he was taking her somewhere else.  The somewhere he was keeping a secret.                                                        
 
        “Are you ready because you’re right, we have somewhere we need to be going.  It’s gonna be starting soon.”
 
                 “What’s going to be starting soon?”  She knew it was a piss pour attempt at prying it out of him but she was hoping it worked a little.
 
                 “You’re gonna love it.  Don’t worry.”  He smiled taking her hand escorting her outside, leading her to a limo.  Her excitement hit another level.  She had never been inside a limo and always wondered what it would be like.  Then for a moment she thought maybe she should have chosen a gown instead.  He was dressed in black slacks, black shoes, black blazer, and a white button up shirt.  The top two buttons remained open.
 
                 They pulled up outside a chaotic huge dome like building that was crowded with people.  She didn’t know what he had up his sleeve but the wait was gonna be long.
 
                 “We won’t be waiting.  Come on.”  
 
                 A man opened the door leading them right passed everyone else and inside.  He gave each of them a hard plastic card with a tie on it.  She looked down and it took everything in her to keep from jumping up and down.
 
                 “Jason Aldean.  Are you shitting me?”  She gleamed at him.
 
                 “No,,,I’m not shitting you.  You know I really never got that expression.”
 
                 “You know what it means.  Thank You for this.”  She planted a small kiss on his cheek not trusting herself to touch anything else.
 
                 “Come on let’s put these back stage passes to good use.”  Gripping her hand they go in.  First thing right off the bat, he grabbed her a beer which was very welcomed.  They headed back and it was crazy back there.  People were running around like chickens with their heads chopped off.  She felt uneasy.  She didn’t know where to step to be out of the way.  She really just wanted to take their seats.  This was nothing like she had expected it to be backstage.
 
                 “Ok.  We can go.”  She looked up at him giving him an apologetic shrug of her shoulders.  She didn’t know why the herds of people running around her made her nervous but it had.
 
                 He walked them through the people that were standing around right up to the front.  This was something she could handle.  She was full of relief and excitement at the same time.
 
                 As the lights dimmed down low, she waited for the band to come on that opened for him.   “We missed them.  We didn’t have time for both of them.  Are you to terribly disappointed?”
 
                 “No.  I couldn’t be disappointed.”
 
                 With a bang the lights came on.  The music was blaring.  She felt herself full of eagerness.  She stared at the stage as the reason they were there made his way out.  He reached for the mic and started.  Taylor listened to him sing song after song but thought about riding Damien’s big green tractor came to mind.              
 
                 “Interesting.  I just happen to have one in Montana.  It’s not far from here for me you know.”  He teased her.
 
                 “And miss this, I don’t think so.  Now after the show if you wanna do a little blink and take me there, I’m game.”
 
                 “Oh Sweet, you’re not getting out of later.  I know what you’re up to.  The show is only an hour and half, watch it.”
 
                 He knew exactly what she was trying to pull.  She didn’t even know why.  She only assumed again it was the fear of the unknown and Liz’s text messages playing with her.
 
                 As her favorite song began to play she was amazed.  She was so tuned into the artist and his God given voice she had completely forgotten that Damien stood next to her.  She stared at his holey jeans and wondered if he too was like that of her favorite book.  Immediately she thought he must have one lucky wife.  If he could move like that on the stage, imagine what he could move like other places as well.
 
                 When she heard a growl next to her, she turned smiling softly.  Her way of apologizing and hopefully it would work.  It must have because Damien turned his head back towards the stage.              So she didn’t dwell on the fact that she had been thinking intimate thoughts of another man, while her man read her every thought.
 
                 “Ladies and Gentleman this song goes out to a very special friend of mine.  He once helped me get my start and without my man Damien, I wouldn’t be where I am.  Taylor you have yourself a good one.  Hang on and enjoy the ride, Girl!”              
 
                 The crowd erupted as a the female feat to the next song came out on stage.  The music started and why it took Taylor so long to figure out what was happening she had no idea.  Maybe it was because her favorite country artist and her boyfriend were friends, or maybe it was because he had told her to hang on and enjoy the ride.              
 
                  Damien grabbed her by the waist and spun her into his arms.  While the crowd continued to scream, hoot and holler, Damien began to move.  He pressed his hips into hers in beat with the music.  Taylor however really didn’t care about the sound around them only the erection she felt pushing against her.
 
                 “Many more to come Sweet.”  His lips were on hers, fading out the music that was distantly in her ears.  The thrusting of his tongue into her mouth made her feel as if they were alone.  Not that she cared.  She would let him kiss her like that anywhere and anytime he felt like it.
 
                 Song after song played.  She danced, she sang and she enjoyed being there with him.  When the show was over, Damien led her back to the limo.  Never in a million years would she have thought she was glad to be leaving a concert. 
 
                 It wasn’t that she didn’t enjoy it.  She just wanted to be alone with her man and enjoy him.  His touch.  She wanted him.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Eleven              “You look excited Damien.  What do you have up your sleeve?  Should I be worried?”  She urged for an answer.  For some weird and trying reason she felt a spasm of panic rushing through her body.  
 
                  “What if I told you, I was about to make all of your fantasies come true tonight and tomorrow and tomorrow night?”
 
                 “I’d say we are only here for the weekend and there is no way you could do that.  You may be able to do many great things, but unless time altering is one of them, it’s not possible.”
 
   His laughter was exhilarating.  Nerve calming and contagious.                
 
                 “Oh my Sweet.  You have no idea.”  His laugh was devilish.  Taylor was nervous about where he was taking her to but at the same time, enthusiastically and impatiently waiting.
 
                 “You mean you can control time?”
 
                 “Nope.”
 
                 “So why didn’t you just ‘Scotty Beam Me Up’ to where ever you’re taking me?  Wouldn’t that be a lot quicker and give us more time to whatever you plan on doing?”
 
                 Immediately he erupted in laughter. “I will forever think of that each time I ‘Scotty Beam Me Up’.”  She was beginning to wonder if he was going to be able to finish what he was saying for all the hilarity apparently.
 
                  The car slowed.  Taylor looked around nervously.  “We aren’t in Denver anymore Dorthy.”  She says comically looking out the window.  She looked at the large building resembling a warehouse and if it wasn’t for the Neon Green flashing light “If You Dare” flashing above the door, that is what she would have assumed.
 
                 Damien opened the door and waited for her to take his hand and stepped out.  She glanced from the building to him and back to the building.  Hesitating tremendously.  Now that she was there, she was surprisingly reluctant to get out.
 
                 Her hand trembled as she placed it in his but she still sat there staring at the building.  She couldn’t find the will power to move.  “I didn’t want to do this but you leave me no choice.  I fear by the time you get out of the car it will be the wee hours of the morning.”
 
                 He smiled and a feeling of warmth covered her.  Calming her.  She instantly stood.  He moved behind her.  His hands gripped her hips.  Then without moving his hands he moved to the side of her.  “Shall we?”  He knew damn well that was a yes.
 
                 She took a deep breath as the door opened meeting a man.  The music blared.  People were dancing, drinking and having what appeared to be a wonderful time.  Her inner self laughed almost hysterically as it called her a chicken shit.  Why was she so scared was beyond her.  
 
                 She turned watching as Damien was handed something at the door and then came to her.  “Let me see your wrist Sweet.”  She inspected the white band he clasped to her wrist.  
 
                 “Uh.  Thank You.”  She didn’t know what else to say.  It was plain and plastic.  What was there to say?
 
                  “Now, here’s mine.”  He held up a gold band to Taylor waiting for her to take it from him.  What the hell am I supposed to do with this?  “Fasten the band to my wrist.”  Still totally confused she took the bracelet and placed it on his wrist then, stared at him waiting for an explanation as to why they were wearing what looked like 25 cent bracelets.  Her thought sent a devilish smile to his lips which only caused her to react.
 
                   “I am so glad I could be your entertainment for the night.”  Her mood had changed to a serious one.  
 
                 “That’s where you have it wrong Sweet.  I am your entertainment for the night.  I have one request.  No irrelevant questions tonight.” Irrelevant.  What kind of questions are irrelevant?  “Taylor, please.”  
 
                 “Fine.  But I don’t understand this the least little bit.”  She looked down at her bracelet, over at his, and then back at him.  Again he only smiled grabbing her waist and nodding towards the tables.  They sat down and immediately a waitress was there.
 
                 “What can I get you?”  She waited for him wondering what he was going to order for her.
 
                 “Cranberry and Vodka.”  
 
                 “Is that all?” She asked.
 
                 “For now.”   He continued to look at her. 
 
                 “Are you trying to get me drunk Vamp?”  She whispered across the table at him.
 
                 “Tipsy.  Not drunk.  After all, I need you alert and responsive.  Not passed out or worse.”
 
                 “What could be worse than passed out?”
 
                 “Puking your guts up.  Vomit has never been my thing.”  He made a face.  This time she was hit with a fit of uncontrollable laughter.  Hilarious.  You can drink blood but you can’t handle vomit!  Oh I never would have thought.  
 
                 She laughed so hard her muscles in her abdomen began cramping, causing her to slowly take a deep breath and relax.
 
                 “Interesting.  I am pleased to be your entertainment for the night.”  He mocked her words but she didn’t care at this moment.  Finally the shoe had been reversed and she liked it.
 
                 That waitress returned with her drink, sitting it down in front of her.  She sipped not ever tasting this particular mix before.  She found the initial taste shocking but delightful to her taste buds.  The movement of the waitresses hand to Damien caught her attention and she watched the woman hand him a key and smile.  “Enjoy.”  Was all she said as she walked away.
 
                 “Enjoy?” 
 
                 “You will.”  
 
                 Pretty confident in yourself there.  What makes you think I will?
 
                 He growled and she found it rather amusing that he was showing some irritation.  “I guess it isn’t so wonderful hearing my thoughts after all huh?”              
 
                 “Oh no.  You misunderstand.  I’m not irritated with your thoughts.  Just you nursing that drink of yours.  Drink so I can order you another.”
 
                 “Hope you have early night planned for me then.”  She reached down guzzling the drink.  “Next.”  He smiled waving in the air at the waitress gesturing for another. 
 
                 “What do these bands mean?”  
 
                 “Remind me later and I will tell you but for right now, don’t worry about it.”  That damn smile of his scared the shit out of her now.
 
                 Thirty minutes and three drinks later, her lips tingled.  She became giddy, carefree.  Laughing.  Have a magnificent time.  For the last forty five minutes they laughed, talked, danced twice, and every part of her body had relaxed, which was exactly what he had hoped.
 
                 “Ok. Sweet.  Showtime.”
 
                 “Ooh.  Drinks and a movie.”  I don’t know if I will be able to sit still but ok.  You got it.  He gripped her shoulders keeping her steady.  I’m nowhere near drunk, but I am definitely one hundred percent tipsy.
 
                  He led her into the back.  Down a long hallway.  She seen doors with different colored circles on them as if the color represented something.  He pulled her shoulders to a stop turning her to the right.  His fingertips slid lightly down her arms before he placed the key in the door.  Taylor focused on the crimson colored circle, wondering what was different about this room than the others.
 
                  The room was dark.  She couldn’t see anything and no longer felt his touch.  A bright light blinded her momentarily.  She stumbled back at the view right into his rock hard body.  She knew it was him as his hands were back on her shoulders.  She pulled away quickly looking at him and then back towards the room. 
 
                 “What the hell is this?  Our room looks like a freaking torture chamber.”  He didn’t answer her, allowing her to take in the room.
 
                 The room was gigantic in size.  The walls, ceiling and floor were blood red.  Again she thought about it being appropriate colored but this time it was beginning to make her nervous.  She glanced over the king size bed that was dressed in black satin sheets.  To black ropes were attached and hanging from the headboard and then again on the footboard.
 
                 She turned away from the bed quickly, not wanting to see anything else where he thought she would be sleeping.
 
                  Her heart began racing at near record rate.  She stared at a table that looked like it should belong in an emergency room exam room.  Only this table had shackles on it.  Shackles hang from the ceiling on guides attached to other guides, giving her the impression that the shackles could be moved anywhere in the room.
 
                 What looked like a tool chest caught her eye next.  The kind that that was usually red and chrome with several skinny drawers.  This one was black and chrome.  No windows were in the room.  A black door she assumed was a closet.  She suddenly felt like she was trapped in a horror movie with nowhere to run.
 
                 A long black attachment with hooks hang on the opposite wall, with many petrifying objects hanging from it.  Multiple horse whips, black, various lengths.  A bar with cuffs on each end about 2 feet in length.  She now realized this was what the heroine must of felt like when she entered the hero’s playroom.   
 
        This room was either decorated after the book or the author had written it after this room.  Not a perfect match but the same scary as hell feeling.  And this room had one thing the other room didn’t have.  Damien.
 
                 She heard a lock and turned quickly.  Damien now stood by the door.  His jacket and sweater now hung on a nearby rack.  His chest was bare and if they were back in the suite she would have been all over him just by drinking in the sight.  But they weren’t in the suite.  They were here.  Where she thought for sure he was going to attempt to horsewhip her.
 
                 His mouth crooked up into a small flat grin.  He stepped towards her and she found for the first time, she was stepping away from him.  He cocked his head to the side but still walked closing the gap.  She stepped to the right, attempting to get passed him but he was there.  She went to the left and again she was face to face with his bare chest.
 
                 “Damien, I don’t want this.”  She was just about to do anything including begging.  He didn’t make a sound.  His hands gripped the bottom of her shirt and even though her mind was saying don’t do it, her arms lifted all on their own and she now realized this was out of her control.  She wanted to cry but no tears came.  She wanted to scream but she couldn’t remember how.
 
                 She heard a snap as he moved in a turtle like pace, sliding her bra down exposing her from the waist up.  She gasped a deep breath of air.  Her mouth moved but no words came out.  He dropped it to the floor and then a single finger was against her lips hushing her silent pleas.                            He caressed from her lip down to the button of her pants.  If she knew he wasn’t going to beat her half to death, this would have been hot as hell.  But something inside her was telling her he was going to cause her intense pain.  Why else would he have brought her here to this room?                                                        
 
                 Kneeling in front of her, he slid her pants and panties down to her ankles.  The only part of her body that moved was her head following his every movement looking for a sign that he was literally about to snap into a manic psychosis.
 
                 His lips twitched from a brief smile back to a flat line, before he leaned his head forward and teased her with his tongue just above her clit, to her navel, as he moved her hands from her sides to his shoulders.
 
                 Without a thought of it, her left foot came up.  He gripped her shoe pulling it off and quietly set it down.  He finished the removal of her clothes then her foot was flat to the floor as he repeated his exact movement with the other side. 
 
                 His tongue was wet, cool, a tormenting muscle as he made a pattern from her inner thigh up her center, through her navel, across her sternum, up her neck and ending at her chin.  She felt herself ready to scream out in pleasure from just that act alone.
 
                 Turning he stepped to the closet.  She could only see him pulling a small bit of hanger free.  He turned holding a black, silk robe.  Automatically her arms raised, her body imitating a T.  The sudden movement made her very well aware he was in complete control of her body.
 
                 In a flash he stood in front of her.  Her eyes blinked trying to refocus to the sudden closeness.  He dressed her in the robe, tying it closed in the front.  She breathed a sigh of relief for now.  She watched his large hand come out in front of her, palm up.  With another blind he was holding a pair of black, very high heels. 
 
                 Is there anything you can’t do?  He winked at her answering her question but his mouth remained flat.
 
                 Blinking again the heels were on and the change in height and the feeling on her feet made her aware of their new place.  She looked down as if she needed to see it to believe it.  Looking back up, his chest was no longer bare but covered by a black t-shirt.  She looked at his chest admiring the how the muscles shown through then back into his eyes.
 
                 “Taylor I need you to listen carefully to every word I am about to say.  We are going to go watch different scenes now.  Keep in mind that this is new to you but the people that are in these scenes, are well experienced and have chosen this life.  You cannot attempt to interfere.  I will stop you at the first thought of it.  Keep your mind as open as you have with me and the way I am.  Do you understand?”
 
                 “Yes.”  Her voice shook but she was glad she had her voice back.  Her throat however was dry more than likely because she had been breathing so fast and hard more like panting.  Again he smiled as he raised her glass to his mouth, taking a large amount before lowering his mouth to hers.  She graciously opened for him, drinking from his mouth until there was nothing left.
 
                 Damien nipped at her lip before pulling away from her.  Again she could come off of that single act.  His eyes flashed red with his blink but with the next they were back to the dark brown she had grown used to.  Had fallen in love with.
 
                 Gripping her hand, he walked her to the door.  He pulled the key from his pocket and unlocked it then proceeded to lead them into the hall.  The door closed automatically behind them and locked.
 
                 Taylor looked down the hall noticing several women dressed identically to her being led by men dressed just like Damien.  Everyone seemed to be going in the same direction as Taylor and Damien, leaving her to wonder where they were headed.  After entering another room, everyone began taking seats.  No one sat in front leaving Taylor again, to question what the deal with the front row was.
 
                 “C’mon, we will.”  He whispered leading her, then gesturing for her to sit.  She did.  It was almost as if they were at a school play.  Long dark purple curtains were drawn blocking what she assumed was a stage and about 3 feet in front of her.
 
                 “Remember what I said.  You cannot interfere.  This is what she wants.  What he wants.  What they both want together.  This is a lifestyle for everyone around and just as you would be insulted if they interfered in your life, you cannot with theirs.”  Taylor nodded understanding his words.
 
                 The lights began to dim.  “Take a drink Sweet.”  She reached for the glass he was holding in front of her.  After nervously draining the liquid courage again he took the empty glass.  That had made her fourth drink.  Taylor was surprised she wasn’t on the verge of being drunk.  She had felt a buzz earlier but one look at the room, she had sobered up.
 
                 Slowly the curtains opened.  A woman stood on the stage.  She was wearing a leather appearing bikini, minus the cups for the top, and the front of the bottoms leaving her breast and cunt totally exposed to all.  Her arms were bound into the shape of a Y above her.  Her legs identical.  She was beautiful.  Or so Taylor thought.
 
                 She felt Damien loosen his grip on her hand.  A man stepped from around the back corner.  Light brown hair.  Maybe a couple of inches on top and blended down to a shorter cut.  It was a mess.  As if he put gel in and purposely ran his fingers through it and was done.  Tall.  Dark complexion.  Handsome.  Muscular build.  Smooth chest.  Leather pants.  Muscular legs.  Bare feet.  As wonderful as the man looked, he was way out of Damien’s league.
 
                 The man walked up to the woman.  Taylor watched as he moved the hair from her face, tucking it behind her ears.  Her face was flushed.  Like she was suffering from humility.
 
                 Lips brushed Taylor’s ear.  “She is.  Wait.”
 
                 The man faced the crowd.  “I want to thank you all for coming.  This is my first scene with a crowd as large as this.”  He turned back to the woman standing to her side.  “Sherry, why are you here?”  His voice was stern.
 
                 “Because I upset you, Master.”  Her voice trembled.
 
                 “Why are you here Sherry?  I will not ask you again.”  He scolded her.
 
                 “I wish to be punished for upsetting you, Master.”  Again her voice was trembling low.  Taylor could barely make out what she was saying.
 
                 “Say it loud.”  He ordered.
 
                 “I wish to be punished for upsetting you, Master.”  
 
                 “Do you like to be spanked Sherry?”
 
                 “Yes, Master.”
 
                 “Do you like to be whipped?”
 
                 “Yes, Master.”
 
                 “Do you like to have sex while other’s watch?”  
 
                 She lowered her head.  “No.”  Taylor could hear the woman fighting not to cry.
 
                 “So how shall I punish you then?”  His question wasn’t a question at all.  He wanted her to say it.  He wanted the witnesses to hear it.
 
                 “Fuck me here, Master.  While they watch.”
 
                 “While who watches?”
 
                 “Your audience, Master.”
 
                 He smiled like he was pleased with himself.  So this is like live porn.  They are just acting.  Taylor again felt relieved.
 
                 “Taylor, this is real.  No actors.”  Damien whispered again.  “She has upset him and this is her punishment.”
 
                 Taylor turned her head slowly looking at Damien and then back to the woman.  “Why?”
 
                 “Because this is the life they have chosen.  This is what she wants.  What she needs.  What you read about.”
 
                 “But it reads so much better than it looks.  She looks uncomfortable and ready to burst into tears.”
 
                 “She is.”  His whisper tickled Taylor’s ear, sending a surge of juice between her legs.
 
                 The man on stage grabbed a bar that ran parallel with the woman’s body, spinning the platform, so that she was now sideways to the numerous eyes witnessing.  He pushed her until she was in front of a table to the side.  Reaching up he unclasped each arm.  “Lean over the table.”  He demanded.  Instantly she did.
 
                 He stood opposite the table from her now.  Her arms dangled down in front of him.  He attached each arm into a cuff, tugging them, checking them.  Then his fingers grazed over her naked back as he stepped behind her.  He opened a drawer and pulled out a tube of lube laying it down next to her.  “Face the crowd.  Keep your eyes open.  Do you understand me?”
 
                 “Yes, Master.”  Taylor remembered from reading that the Domme was usually called, Sir or Master.  Both indicating authority.
 
                 Taylor watched as he quickly removed his pants and his cock hang free, fully erect.  Proportioned correctly to the size of his body.  He grabbed the lube squirting some into his hand, then he began to rub it along his shaft.
 
                 He took his hand and began to rub her there then pushed two fingers into her deep.  Taylor couldn’t believe her eyes.  She was starting to find it difficult to sit still.  Her eyes were glued to the man.  What he was doing.  He moved his fingers in and out of her faster.  She moaned, her eyes were growing heavy.
 
                  “You will not come, is that understood?”  He said it in a threatening manner.
 
                 “Yes, Master.”  Her breathing was heavy.  Hell, just watching the scene was making it hard for Taylor, causing her to concentrate on slow deep breaths.  
 
                 He lined his cock up to her entrance and rammed inside her all at once.  His hands gripped her ass tight and he pulled back away from her flesh, then slapped the shit out of her ass.  
 
                 Taylor jumped at the sound of the slap.
 
                 “Aargh!!!” She screamed out.  Taylor could hear the force of his thrust.  The liquid between them.  She shook her head.  Damn it!  Why is this making me feel like this?  She kept watching.  Praying for this to end.  She could feel an abundance of liquid between her legs.
 
                 “I’m glad you’re enjoying this.”  Again she didn’t turn to look at him, when Damien whispered to her.  She stayed tuned into the scene in front of her.  She wasn’t shamed of it either.  Weird she thought.  
 
                 The man stiffened, moaned and stilled inside her.  He pulled out, leaned down, pulling his pants back up, zipping them but leaving the button open.
 
                 Damn, that was quick!
 
                 “You have pleased me.  Will you ever disobey my orders again?”  His hand caressed her hair.  Almost like he was soothing her.
 
                 “No, Master.”
 
                 “Do you wish to come now?”  His voice had softened into a sincere and apologetic tone.
 
                 “Yes, Master.”  He smiled with her response.  
 
                 He walked to the back of the table and pulled open a drawer.  He pulled out a wooden paddle, holding it up and turning it for all of the audience to see.  
 
                 Fuck no!!!  Her mind screamed.  Damien’s hand tightened its grip reminding her not to say a word.  No interference what so ever. 
 
                 The man walked beside her again, her body in front of him so that he was facing the crowd of onlookers.  “Do you want me to spank you until you come?”
 
                 “Yes!  Please, Master.”  She’s begging him to spank her like that.  Bull shit!  Taylor heard Damien chuckle quietly, causing her to turn giving him a go to hell look.
 
                 “Don’t judge so quickly Sweet.”  He sighed quietly.  I can if I want to.  So much for live porn.  This is abuse.  This shit isn’t supposed to happen other than in books.  No way.
 
                 “Count them out loud for all to hear Sherry.  Show them how easy it is for you to come like this.  Show them how much you like it.”  She nodded at his instruction.
 
                 Taylor’s eyes grew as he pulled back the paddle.  Swiftly the paddle came down, POP!  She moaned out loudly mixed with a cry. 
 
                 “One!  Thank You, Sir!”  
 
                 POP!  “Two! Thank You, Sir!”  
 
                 POP!  “Three! Thank You, Sir!”  
 
                 POP!  “Four!  Thank You, Sir!”  
 
                 POP!  Her knees buckled out from underneath her as she screamed, “Five!  Thank You, Sir!”  He dropped the paddle catching her quickly.  He caressed her back, her behind.  When she was finally able to bear weight on her legs again, he removed the restraints, picking her up into his arms, he carried her off the stage out the back.
 
                 The crowd began to applaud.  “Be nice Sweet.”  Taylor knew what he meant, so along with the crowd she applauded them.  She didn’t understand why she was clapping.  Even more so, she was more confused about why in the hell she felt so turned on.  It was as if she could feel every swat from the paddle.  Her insides had quivered.  Intensely.  She felt her womanly juices building into a pool between her legs.
 
                 She had wanted to look away but at the same time she had to watch.  Just replaying what she had just viewed was making her want to see it again.  But then the other part of her brain, the reality side, was telling her how disgusted she should feel.
 
                 Her mind told her that what she had watched was demeaning, cruel, harsh, and unforgiving to her.  That the minute the man had released Sherry, she should have picked up the paddle and broke it over his pathetic head.  But then the way he had looked at her was also puzzling.              
 
                 A complete stranger but Taylor could see the love this man felt for Sherry.  That he worshipped her.  She wondered what she could have done that was so bad, that he would punish her in a way Sherry hadn’t liked.
 
                 A grunt brought her back to her reality.  The reality that she had not only just watched a scene in a BDSM club, but she was here with Damien.  A vampire.  One in which was listening to her every thought right now.
 
                 Son of a …….  Her mind trailed off as she found the courage to look up at him.  His eyes were beaming with delight.  
 
                 “Fuck!  You’re going to do that to me aren’t you?”  As if fear now had a whole new meaning, she had just rewritten it in Webster’s.  He didn’t answer her.  “Where are we going now?”
 
                 “Back to the main room.  Unless you’re ready to go back to our room?”
 
                 “No!”  Her words were quick.  Had she not just witnessed what she had, Taylor would have planted her feet and turned around almost on a dead run back to their room.  But tonight, that was the last place she wanted to be with him.  Her mind was on a continuous web of thoughts, unable to shut it down.    
 
                 He had access to the torture devices there.  At least out here, there were witnesses.
 
                 “Witnesses.  Like we just were.   Do you really think they would try to stop it?”  He raised an eyebrow as they entered the main room.
 
                 “No, I don’t suppose they would.  I need to know are you going to hurt me?  Just answer me honestly.”  She demanded his answer.  This world had excited her when reading about it.  It had excited her viewing the little bit of it she had.  But the fear was causing her to much anxiety for her to comprehend anything she was seeing.  She needed answers if she was going to allow anything further to continue.
 
                 “I will not.  Nor would I ever.  With that said, do you think she was hurting.  You heard her yourself say she liked it.  Your body responded to it.  I can’t say that you won’t ever feel pain Taylor.  In all reality, this is what this world is about.  Some like to receive, some like to give.  Whether it be pain or control.  Both parties give to the other.  But I can promise you this, I will never give you more than what you can handle.”  His words were soft but she was aware that he was somewhat irritated.
 
                 “Please don’t do that to me.”  It’s bad enough you’re gonna do it against my will, but for others to watch.  I’d rather eat shit and die first.
 
                 “Taylor, it is going to be quite pleasant to punish you later.  For you to think that I would want another laying his eyes on you like that is just plain stupid, mean, and arrogant.  And I don’t touch you against you’re will Sweet, you’ll do good to remember that as well.”  He turned his head away from her.  “I’m going to get your refill now.”  And he walked away.
 
                 She stared at his back as he stopped by the bar.  
 
                 I didn’t mean to hurt you.  I know you can hear me. Please don’t be mad at me.  Wait a minute.  You bring me here!  This is the first I have ever witnessed such and you expect me to be all like ok spank me baby!  I knew you were too good to be true.  I’d like a double of American Honey with a lemon slice please and thank you, SIR!  
 
                 She screamed at him with her thoughts.  She watched his back straighten, tighten.  She immediately was thankful for the distance between them.  Then she came up with a plan, knowing full well he knew exactly what she would do.  She would get drunk, puke, turn him off, then pass out.  He wouldn’t be doing anything to her.
 
                 Jealousy and irritation swept over Taylor as she watched a woman walk up to Damien.  She kept her head down as she spoke with him.  She then turned facing Taylor, raising her head looking at her.  Taylor wondered what the woman could possibly want from her as the woman began walking towards her.
 
                 “Hello!  My name is Leah.  I spoke with your Master and he has given me permission to speak with you.   Is that ok?”
 
                 “I guess so.  I’m Taylor.”
 
                 “Nice to meet you.  I haven’t ever seen you here before.  This your first time here?”
 
                 Oh my first time everything.  Taylor blushed.  “Yes.”
 
                 “I could tell.”
 
                 “How?”
 
                 “Your reaction to the scene.  I remember my first scene.  It was similar.  I remember exactly how I felt.  But I kept an open mind and let my body respond.”
 
                 “Does it hurt?”
 
                 “What the spankings with the paddle?”  Taylor nodded.  “God yes.  The first few aren’t too bad.  But after about three or four you want it to stop but at the same time you want it harder and faster.  I know it’s difficult to understand until you experience it.”
 
                 “Why do they like to hurt us?”
 
                 “Oh you are new at this aren’t you.  How can I put this in a way that you can understand.”  Taylor watched as Leah struggled to find the right words.  “The best way I know how to explain it is, they don’t do it for them.  They do it for us.  Sure they get pleasure from it, but not the pleasure we get I can assure you.  I have been a Dom before.  It was exciting and stimulating, but nothing like the rush I get off being a sub.”
 
                 “If you were a Dom, why are you a sub now?”
 
                 “Easy!  Because the sub has all the power.  The sub is the one that is in control.  It isn’t about pleasuring someone else.  It’s about receiving the pleasure that your Domme offers you.  In return, I get great pleasure both for myself and in giving him what he wants which is to pleasure me.  You might not understand why your Dom wants to do things new to you at first but if you allow yourself to enjoy it and push the thoughts of how wrong you think it should be back, it is exhilarating.
 
                 “Think of it this way.  I run my own business.  I make decisions all day long. I am in complete control of everything.  I have to be in control.  That is why I thought I was a Domme.  But after a night of bad betting, I realized that I was only pretending to be a sub.  I don’t want to make decisions when it comes to the bedroom.  That is one part of my life that I can leave in the hands of someone else and I know without a doubt, it’s in good hands.”
 
                 “How do you know that?  What if he hurts you?”
 
                 “He won’t.  I trust him not to.” 
 
                 “Your right I don’t understand.  Enough about that though.  My Master as you put it is coming back.  But I need to know, did you have to ask his permission to speak to me?”
 
                 “Yep, it shows respect from one Dom to the next.  Knowing that a sub is asking permission shows that she/he respects the Dom as well as their own Dom.”
 
                 “I see.”  Taylor didn’t see.  She was even more tangled now than she was before.
 
                 “I better get back.  If you have any questions, let me know.  I don’t mind helping out.”
 
                 “Thanks.”
 
                 Damien stood beside her now with irritation radiating off of his body.  He stared at her while sliding the shot, lemon and drink in front of her.  “Well!” Attitude noted.
 
                 “Well what?  You forget I can’t read your mind.”  Attitude returned.
 
                 “Take your shot.  We don’t have long before the next scene.”  He sat but he turned from her.
 
                 “You know, if you can’t even look at me or your just gonna keep giving the freaking cold shoulder, take me home.”  She didn’t want to go home.   She just didn’t know if she could live the world he apparently, was well educated in, but for him she was willing to try.  It was the way that Leah had explained trusting her Domme.  The fact was no matter how much Taylor had seen, how nervous she felt, she trusted him completely.
 
                 Taylor scorned herself.  All of this was for her.  He brought her here because deep down inside she had fantasized about being the girl in the book.  About being strapped down.  About suspension.  About the forced orgasms that she didn’t see as a punishment as they had been used in the novel.  He had planned all of this for her and she was being rude and hateful about it.
 
                 Turning back to her, Taylor could see his face had softened.  She relaxed at the sight of his pearly whites again.  “I do love it when you chew your own ass.  That way, I don’t have to do it and you don’t get mad at me.”
 
                 “I wish I could hear you.  Do you chew your ass out?”
 
                 “Honestly no.”
 
                 “Why not?”
 
                 “Later the anger we just had for each other will be a beneficial factor for us both.”
 
                 “Care to explain that one to me?”
 
                 “No.  I can tell you.  I could answer all your questions.  But it is more of a feeling is believing not believing is understanding situation.”
 
                 “So will you tell me what these bracelets mean now?”
 
                 “Gold indicates that I am a Dom.  White indicates that you are a sub.”
 
                 “Why do I have the white one?  You never know.  Maybe I want to paddle your ass.”  
 
                 “You can be anything you want to right now emotionally but let me tell you.  Dom isn’t what you are.  You are my sub.  I’m not going to argue with you about it.  Again I know what you’re trying to pull.  You’re so scared of what is to come, you’re trying to pick a damn fight so it don’t happen.  I’m not buying into your game.”
 
                 “Sometimes you really piss me off.”  Damn him for knowing everything.  He was right.  “Can you just explain this whole thing to me then?  You’re right.  One minute I’m kicking my own ass for upsetting you and then you say something like that and I’m ready to kick your ass.”
 
                 “Taylor are you purposely trying to piss me off.”  His eyes deepened in color.
 
                 “No.  But you don’t understand.”
 
                 “Yes I do.  Remember, I understand everything about you.  You don’t trust me enough do you?”
 
                 Taylor stared at his eyes for a moment.  She did trust him.  It was her body and mind she didn’t trust.  She didn’t want to like what was happening.  She didn’t want to be known as a freak who enjoyed pain.  She only wanted to read about it.  Dream about it.  She didn’t want people to look down on her for living a BDSM life.
 
                 “Who said people will know?”
              “These people here will know.  Liz will know, I don’t keep secrets from her.  I can’t keep secrets from her even if I wanted to.”
 
                 Damien laughed loudly.  “Oh Sweet, I’m sure one day you and your sister will have quite the interesting conversation.  The apple doesn’t fall far from the tree Sweetheart.  As far as the people here, they are here because this is their lifestyle to.  Why would they look down on you for something they live by as well?”
 
                 What he had said made sense to her, other than the part about the apple.  That she didn’t understand but as soon as she was home, she was sitting down with Liz for a serious conversation.
 
                 Hell with it she thought.  Reaching out she grabbed her shot and downed it.  Just as she reached for the lemon he spun the lemon placing it between his lips.  About damn time!  She slammed her mouth to his.  Sucking the lemon briefly before dropping it to the table making room for what she wanted the most.  His mouth, his entire mouth.
 
                 He pulled back not giving her nearly the time she wanted with his mouth.  “Time to go Sweet.” 
 
                  She let out a breath of disappointment.  You are such a tease.  
 
   

 
   

Chapter Twelve              Just as before they took seats in the front row.  This time they were on the end of it instead of directly in front of the scene.  It was a different room than before.  A man stood in the middle of the room appearing to be nervous.  He toyed anxiously with a small control looking device in his hand.  Again, about only three feet from where she sat was a king size bed.  The bed was covered with only a dark cerulean sheet.  No headboard or footboard.              
 
                 A recorder was set up near the bed and angled as if it was going to project onto the sheet.  Taylor noted the large screen on the wall behind the bed.  Positioned as if they were in a movie theater.
 
                 The man twiddled with the device again, taking visibly deep breaths.  He wiped the sweat from his forehead.  She couldn’t help but to think if maybe he was going to be the submissive.  Or that this was his first scene.  Whatever it was had him nervous.
 
                 Taylor chuckled quietly as her comical blessed mind, started comparing him to the lost little puppy that you see roaming up and down the streets at Christmas time.  The puppy that you know was going to be taken in because one, Christmas, and two because he looked so pathetically misplaced. 
 
                 “What’s wrong with him?”  She questioned Damien because her curiosity wanted to know, if she was anywhere close to reading the misplaced puppy.
 
                 “Ask me after and I’ll explain.  If I tell you now it will give it away.  Besides, I have a feeling you are going to have multiple questions when this is over.”  Sarcasm.  Noted again.  Jees, what is it with the male sex and sarcasm?  Me Tarzan you Jane attitudes.
 
                  “Now that you have cleared that up, do you think you can cease your rambling mind for two seconds.  It is very difficult to concentrate when I am trying to hold back my laughter.”  When his lips brushed over her ear, she got the feeling it was done deliberately again and twitched in her seat.
 
                 When everyone had seated and no others entered, mystery man addressed the crowd.
 
                 “I want to thank each of you.  At this time I have to respectfully ask you that you remain quiet.  No talking.  No moving about.  No noise period.  If you feel this may cause some disruption for you, then again I must respectfully ask you to leave at this time.”  He looked around, giving a few minutes and the opportunity for anyone who wished to leave to do so.  “Ok then.  Let’s get started.”
 
                 Taylor found herself unexpectedly torn with emotions.  She felt excited at just the thought of seeing another paddling scene yet disgusted, nauseous even with herself for feeling like that.  
 
                 Am I sick and sadistic?  And does that make me a Sadist?
 
                 Another man and woman entered the scene.  Man number one fiddled with the buttons to the device he  held and soft classical music began to play.  
 
                 This woman was blindfolded by a black shiny mask.  She smiled beautifully like she was full of excitement and anticipation.  Completely nude.  Not a stitch of clothing on her.  Comfortable in her own skin.
 
                 She was beautifully built.  Long curly red hair lay loosely over her fair skin.  Full bright red lips complimented her well.  Full breast but natural.  Slender body but not skinny.   Healthy.  Curvy.  Taylor noted a small pooch to her lower abdomen.  A small scar just above the thin line of short pubic hair.  
 
                 Cesarean?  Taylor thought before she continued to assess.  Long legs.  
 
                 Holy shit I’m checking her out.  Gross.  I’m sick.
 
                 Both men with her were equally built as the man from the first scene.  One’s complexion was lighter. Tall height with Taylor’s estimate at six feet or so.  His hair a dark blonde, straight, reaching his shoulders in length.  Goatee thinly trimmed.  Full lips.  A few hairs on his chest.  
 
                 The second appeared to be Latino.  Beautifully tanned complexion.  Dark hair.  Cut short but not military short.  Large indigo eyes.  Lean body.  Not circumcised.  
 
                 Ok.  A threesome.  This isn’t so different.  A lot of people have threesomes. Hell, most porn’s have threesomes at one point or another.  Right?
 
                 “Taylor, Sweet.  Stop thinking and enjoy.  You know, technically you are my Sub.  I could punish you for having to repeat myself.”  His lips grazed her ear as he whispered barely loud enough for her to hear him.  Immediately she felt a flick to her clit with just the thought of getting paddled.  
 
                 The screen in front of the crowd flashed on and Taylor could see an up close view of the bed. They wasted no time as their mouths started kissing over her body.  As if she was made from vanilla ice cream.  Each of them in perfect unison grabbed her nipples with their teeth.  Pulling and stretching them.  She moaned out smiling, biting her lower lip.  
 
                 Next they led her to the bed.  Laying her down.  The blonde walked around to the head of the bed.  He reached under her arms and pulled her to the center of the bed.  He turned looking up at the screen and then pulled her to where he wanted her positioned.  The screen was now a very up close and personal view of her drenched sex.  
 
                 Taylor turned looking at Damien.  Damien looked at her then nodded for her to pay attention to the scene.                
 
                 The Latino positioned himself down between her legs.  Gripping behind her knees he pushed them up.  His fingers opened her sex wide revealing everything she was born with.
 
                 Taylor uncontrollably jerked when his tongue rapidly began to tease and lick her clit.  She stared at the screen as it offered a better view.  The blonde was the first to speak to her.  “Do you like that baby?”  His hand greedily pulled at her breast, rolling her nipple between his thumb and forefinger.
 
                 “God yes!  Yes I do.  Hmmm.”  She replied.  The blonde gripped her hands now as he commenced to watching the Latino.  Then he moved her hands down to her sides laying them flat against the bed.
 
                 “Keep your hands where they are.  Don’t move them.”  He warned in hush tones.  “Will you suck me while Greg tastes that sweet pussy of yours?”  Taylor immediately knew the answer to his question.  She knew without a doubt what the woman would say.
 
                 “With pleasure.”  She opened her mouth for him, licking her lips spreading her saliva over them.  Taylor understand the excitement she seen in the woman remembering the last time she had sucked Damien off.  He tasted mouthwateringly divine.  
 
                 The blonde leaned over her, bracing himself with his arm, he guided himself in her mouth.  He began to move slowly.  His eyes clenched shut as he picked up the pace.  He was fucking her mouth.  Suddenly he moaned out, “Swallow!”  More of a demand then request and he butted his entire cock into her mouth and then slowly pulled out. 
 
                 Repeatedly, over and over.  She was beginning to buck against Greg as he continued to suck, nip and lick her clit briskly.  He shoved two fingers inside her fast as far as they would go.  He moved in and out of her roughly while his tongue continued to heighten her state of arousal.  He pulled his fingers out and slid them down to the puckered entry below.
 
                 Knowing what he was about to do, Taylor felt herself pucker and tighten.  
 
                 He rubbed over the rosy area before pushing back into her pussy then returning.  Taylor realized he was using the woman’s juices for lube.  He pushed one finger in slowly and pulled out, then in, then out.  His rhythm increased.  Her moaning grew louder and without pause.  
 
                 He slowed guiding in the second finger now.  He worked his fingers, imitating scissors.  He closed them inserting them but then opening them when he pulled out.  He paused at the widest point and turned his finger in circular motions.
 
                 Taylor swallowed hard when she realized he was preparing her for something larger.  
 
                 She screamed out and clasped her legs tightly around Greg as her orgasm erupted from within.  As it diminished she relaxed her legs letting them fall open again.  He looked up at the blonde and smiled.
 
                 “She’s ready Phil.  Aren’t you baby?”  He snickered. 
 
                 “Yes I am.”  Not so much as an answer to his question but more of a as a matter of fact.
 
                 He rolled her to her side as he lay down behind her, again glancing up at the screen and positioning himself so that his massively large erection was in the center.  Close enough Taylor could see the huge veins running from his meatus to the base of his shaft.  He rolled her so that she was straddling him and guided himself inside her,,,, all the way in.  
 
                 Phil moved behind her.  He was on his knees.  
 
                 She is going to take them both at one time!  Taylor felt herself grow nervous and tremble with the thought.
 
                 Phil reached to the bedside table pulling out lube and generously applied it to his dick.  It looked more like he was masturbating then lubing up.  Then he took the tube and placed its opening to her rectum.  He pushed in slightly and squeezed.  
 
                 When he was satisfied enough was there, he chunked the tube to the floor and guided the head of his cock into her leisurely.   Stopping as the rim of him breached past her sphincter.  He pulled out and her rectum mimicked an O, opening and closing as if it was winking at the aching invader.
 
                 Then all at once he rammed himself to the hilt of her.  She screamed out as Taylor could only imagine the pain of his violent thrust caused great waves of burning, ripping pain.  Slowly he started to move again, out and in.
 
                 They began to move in a perfect rhythm.  As Greg was pulling out, Phil was entering and vice versa.  Phil rubbed her back.  Like he was giving her a deep tissue massage.  
 
                 “Damn baby you’re so tight.  I can’t hold out much longer Phil, you close dude?”
 
                 “Yep, Babe?”
 
                 “Yes.  Keep going.  Harder. Faster.  Fuck me.  Please I’m begging you.”  Both men began the brutal appearing assault, thrusting quicker than Taylor thought was even remotely possible and hard enough that she could hear the pounding of their sexes.  She again tightened and called out in the pleasure that she appeared to have received from her part in the scene.
 
                 Greg followed quickly behind her and then Phil stilled as his release raced through him.
 
                 Taylor looked at Damien wondering if she could tell how he felt about his scene.  His eyes were closed tightly.  “Are you ok?”
 
                 “Yes.  Red.”  Even through his whisper she could hear his tightness.
 
                 “Oh.”  She realized this had affected him just as much as it had her.  Only the ability to hide the arousal was easier for her.
 
                 “Do you want me to do anything?”  Taylor questioned him know that his eyes could not be seen by others.  She really didn’t know what she could do at this particular moment but she would try for him.
 
                 “No.”  He answered her question quick and hard.
 
                 Damn I was only trying to help.  So be it then.  Deal with it on your own.  With the thought just registering to her brain he opened his eyes.  Dark brown.
 
                 “Thank You.”  Now he was tender with his words.  
 
                 “Your emotional roller coaster is confusing to me you know?”  Taylor wanted to scream at him but managed to maintain her whisper as she turned back to the scene.  The men were gently cleaning up her sex now.  When they had finished they led her back off the stage together without removing her blindfold.  
 
                 Taylor wondered if the woman had known she was in a public scene.
 
                 People began to exit the room.  Taylor waited for Damien to stand but he didn’t, instead he leaned in toward her.  “No she didn’t.  But that was what she wanted.  She wanted to be involved in a scene, but she didn’t want to know when it was happening.  They have been planning this for months.  Blindfolding her each and every time they united.”
 
                 “Oh.”  Taylor was shocked.  Then Damien stood taking her with him as he exited the room.   Taylor thought they would return to the main room and wait for another scene.
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
    
 
   Chapter Thirteen
 
                 The door opened but instead of going in he pulled her off to the side.  Damien didn’t say anything as he stared at her.  Taylor seen a hint of worry in his eyes.  Why are you worried?  He shook his head no and I knew that was her cue to remain quiet.
 
                 After everyone had entered the room his mouth opened.  “This is where I am afraid you will have difficulty.  While this scene is in play, do not speak to me.  I will need to concentrate on your emotions so if you respond negatively quickly, I am tuned completely in and can control you before you respond verbally or physically.”
 
                 Taylor couldn’t speak so she nodded.  She knew that whatever was about to happen was bad enough that it had Damien concerned greatly.  His fingers remained entwined with hers as he tightened his grip.
 
                 The curtain pulled back and again a woman was restrained spread eagle in the same contraption that was used in the first scene.  Her face was red and Taylor could see the tracts that the tears she had shed, had left through her makeup.
 
                 She quickly turned to Damien waiting for an explanation.  She’s angry.  He just looked at her with stern eyes.  Warning eyes.  Eyes that ignited a ball of rage inside of her.
 
                 OR WHAT, YOU GONNA PUT ME ON DISPLAY LIKE THAT AS WELL!!!!!!  IS THIS WHAT REALLY MAKES YOUR CLOCK TICK?  PIG!
 
                 His eyes closed quickly.  Taylor could see the force of his face as if he was giving his all to remain composed.  She knew in the deepest part of her heart this was not his fault but for him to bring her there and then to expect her to watch a display of humility that obviously the woman on stage did not want, made him no more of a man than the one who had tied the woman up.
 
                 A man appeared on stage standing quietly behind the woman.  His entire body was covered in black leather form his head to his toes.  The only part of his body Taylor could see was a slight bit of flesh around his eyes and mouth.
 
                 “Bianca.  Tell everyone here what you did.”  He screamed at her scaring Taylor.  Damien’s hand was immediately on her knee squeezing.  His eyes remained tightly closed.  
 
                 “I disobeyed your number one rule.  The rule that you have explained to me on more than one occasion is unforgivable, Sir.”
 
                 “What was the rule that you broke?”
 
                 “I went behind your back, entered into another club and pretended to be a Domme Sir.”
 
                 “Why would you do that Bianca?”
 
                 “Because I wanted to see what it felt like, Sir.”
 
                 “And what does it feel like?”
 
                 “I don’t like it, Sir.”
 
                 “Ah.  Did you sleep with another man or woman?”
 
                 “No, Sir.”
 
                 “Did you sexually involve yourself with another man?”  His voice tightened when he asked her.
 
                 “Yes, Sir.”
 
                 “Have you begged me to punish you for your indiscretions?  And did you choose this as your punishment?”
 
                 “Yes, Sir.  I chose my own punishment, Sir.”
 
                 “Did I try to talk you out of this form?”  
 
                 “Yes, Sir.”  
 
                 “Is it agreed that after this night is over, all is forgotten and forgiven?”
 
                 “Yes, Sir.”  Her voice was shaking as her tears began to fall.
 
                 “How many?”
 
                 “Five, Sir.”
 
                 “Why five?  Tell them why you have chosen five?”
 
                 “Because I engaged in sexual acts with five different men, Sir.”
 
                 Bianca had cheated on him not once but five different times.  But that was still no excuse Taylor thought.  Why would she choose this?
 
                 He walked to a shelf and pulled a whip from it.  Holy hell!  
 
   Taylor’s breathing was increasing.   She couldn’t stand it.  She couldn’t sit there and watch this.  Damien tightened his hand on her knee.  She quickly turned to him.  His eyes bright as he stared at her shaking his head no.
 
   Taylor’s mouth opened but remembered not to say anything.  She tried to stand but couldn’t.  Her body was again under his control.
 
                 Damn you!  I want to go home.  I want to leave.  And when I get there so help me God you ever come around me again I will, I will, I will, do something.  
 
   Her head turned back against her will.  She had no choice but to watch.
 
                 The Domme pulled the whip in the air cracking it sharply.  
 
   Taylor’s heart pounded against her chest.  She felt as if she was about to give back the liquid courage she had drank freely earlier.  
 
   “You will count each one so that you know how many you are away from our beginning.  Understood?”  Apologetic words.  Regret.  Taylor heard emotions in his voice she hadn’t expected to hear.
 
                 He shook his head, pulled the whip back and crack.  She screamed out in agony.
 
    “One, Sir.” .  A pause.  Crack.  
 
   She screamed “Two, Sir.”  Pause.  
 
   Crack.  “Three, Sir.”  Pause.  Crack.  
 
   “Four, Sir.”  Pause.  Crack. 
 
   “Five, Sir.”  
 
                 Taylor’s body jolted and coiled and she was frozen as she orgasmed with restraint.  She tried to fight it off with the anger she felt at Damien for causing this reaction.  But it didn’t work.  She was frozen, watching the scene in front of her, even as her body fought for freedom to react.  
 
   Taylor watched the Domme throw the whip to the floor as soon as the last crack was heard.  He released her and held her in his arms, carrying her off stage as if he were cuddling a new born baby.  Which just made this entire situation even worse for Taylor.
 
   Taylor listened to remarks from the room being made as the people exited.  
 
   “Brave that one.”  A man implied.  
 
   “She must really love him.”  A woman suggested to the man that walked with her.
 
   “We’re gonna have to try that next time.”  A man teased the woman with him.
 
   When the room had cleared and it was only Damien and Taylor left he released her.  She turned to him staring at him.  Her hand flew up attempting to slap the piss out of him but his hand caught her wrist.  His eyes turned instantly red.  
 
   “Red doesn’t scare me anymore.”  Taylor threw at him.  She wanted to scream but she could only speak in a mere whisper.
 
   “It should.”  He warned.
 
   “Why did you do that to me?  Why?”
 
   “I didn’t.”  He cocked his head to the side.
 
   Her eyes opened wide.  Bullshit.  There is no way.  
 
   “That was all you Sweet.”  I’m sick and sadistic.  Oh my God.  
 
   Tears filled her eyes and began sheeting down her cheeks.  For the first time her mind went completely blank.  She fell back into her seat with her hands covering her face.  Crying frenziedly didn’t come close to the lamented act of her body at this point.
 
   She remained aware of his presence.  Why didn’t he just fix her and be done with it?  Why did he just stand there and watch her feel like this?  Why did he let himself feel this?  Why did he bring her here to begin with?  Is this what he wants from her?  Her mind began working again with question after question rolling through it.
 
   “Sweet.  You are overthinking things.  I haven’t altered your feelings because you needed to understand them.  I am standing here because I don’t want my touch to make you think that I am doing something to you again.  I brought you here because this is what you fantasized the most about.  And yes, I want this.”
 
   “So you do want to whip me like that?”  Taylor looked up at him.
 
   “No.  I don’t want to whip you like you just witnessed.  But what you don’t understand is neither did the Domme in this scene.  He did that for her.”
 
   “You’re right.  I don’t understand that.  Why would anyone ask for that?”
 
   “Why would you orgasm?”  He questioned knowing the answer to that.  “Let me get you a drink.  You’ll feel better.”  Taylor knew he was right.  
 
   Drink after drink.   Taylor had no desire to look around now.  She only stared at Damien.
 
   “Damien, please.  I don’t want to get polluted and make you sick with my vomit, but I can’t stop these fucked up feelings.  Either fix me, or see me puke eventually.”  
 
   “Your wish is my command.  Relax here.  I’ll back in just a moment.”  She watched as he walked to the bar filling her drink again.  She drew in a slow and rickety breath as she thought about when he was going to be taking her back to the room.
 
   She tried not to think about it, knowing good and well it was all but amusing him.  She suspected.  As he turned back to her his eyes were bright with what again she assumed was some wicked thought.  Then that now familiar little tickle to her brain started its job.  Even though she knew she should be worried or concerned she couldn’t help but stare at him.  He was the definition of beautiful.  He was her aphrodisiac.  He was calming her down but to a place she could think rationally and enjoy herself.
 
                 She had felt enough emotions for one night and right now, she only wanted to feel him.  She raised her finger up at him smiling, gesturing him to come hither.  She was ready for him to have his way with her and the thought of not knowing with the possibilities, only heightened her arousal to new found places.
 
                 She watched as he walked, no glided over to her table.  He didn’t sit down, only stood next to her melting her in his stare.  He slid the drink in front of her waiting for her to finish it.  She did.  She guzzled it.  She no longer had any patience in seeing what the night had in store for her.
 
                 His cocky grin was completely and utterly justified because he knew he had her wrapped.  Wrapped to do anything he wanted to do at this point.
 
                 He lowered his face to hers but instead of lunging in and stealing her heart, soul, mind, and body, with his delicious kisses, he stopped mere inches from her.  Pausing.  Teasing her as she stared at only his lips.  She wanted to taste him.  Feel him.  Selfish she was, she wanted all he had to offer and she wanted it now.
 
                 Every pulse point in her body pounded against the surface, fighting to burst through her skin to freedom.  
 
                 She couldn’t take the absence of his mouth any longer.  She moved in taking his mouth the way she craved.  Everywhere her tongue wanted to touch, to feed off of, she did.  The taste of his mouth was exhilarating, mind blowing, taste bud stimulating.
 
                 His voice, rough as he pulled away from her.  “You ready for this?”
 
                 Breathy she moaned out, “Yes, Sir.”
 
                 The small smile on his face gleamed into a much bigger, larger, ‘I have you now’ smile.  And he was right to wear it.  He did have her now and there was nothing she could do to stop it.  She didn’t want to.
 
                 Her heart skipped a beat as he led her down the hall back to their room.  It stopped while he opened the door to their room.  A sudden burst of electricity as he stepped in the room first and pulled her into his body was like being shocked back to life.  Only instead of a normal sinus rhythm she was back to be tachy.  
 
                 His eyes now full of seriousness as she knew hers were full of vulnerability, as that was exactly the feeling that was overpowering her senses now.  
 
                 His lips weren’t moving but she could hear his voice calling to her.  It sounded as if it was in the distance but he was right there.
 
                 The violent pull of her body to his broke the connection.  Suddenly she was flat on the bed, spread eagle, butt naked and had no idea how she had gotten there.  
 
                 The sight of him above her wearing nothing but his jeans stirred her inner Goddess to life again.  She fought to take over Taylor’s body.
 
                 She felt his attack start at her right toe as he licked up her body.  Her breath again caught as he grazed lightly over her sex slowly as he crossed over.  Up to her navel, dipping his tongue inside as if it held a dish with his favorite meal inside.  Across her nipple leaving a chaste kiss before leaving the cool trail up to her mouth, licking lightly across her lips.
 
                 His voice would be breathy if he had to breathe.  She had no doubt at the hesitation in his voice.  “Taylor, are you sure you want to be with me.  There is no turning back after tonight if you have any doubts you have to tell me now.  Decisions have to be made Taylor.  I can’t explain them all to you tonight, but just know that I love you and have for a very, very long time.  Longer than you have been alive a long time.”
 
                 “No doubts.  I’m yours.”  I’m all yours.  Every bit of my being belongs to you now.
 
                 Marry me?  Now?
 
                 Her eyes squinted together.  She never saw his mouth move.  Had her subconscious spoke to her or was he showing her yet another gift and proposing to her.  
 
                 Taylor listen to me.  I can’t go another minute in this world without knowing that you will be forever mine.  I have to hear you say it.  
 
   She froze.  This wasn’t her wishful thinking.  “Damien.  Are you doing,,,,?  Can I really hear you?
 
                 I told you.  You are very special Taylor.  There is a lot you can do when you’re not clouding your mind with irrelevant rambling.
 
                 “Forget about that.  Did you just ask me to marry you?”  She held her breath hoping he said yes, but what about her kids, her sister?  How would she explain this to them?  What about when she started to age and he didn’t?  Would he still love her when she was old and fragile?  Would he turn her?  Would she be able to hand living without her children when they grew older and the inevitable happened?
 
                 Damien listened carefully as her mind once again demanded answers.  Instead of giving her them, he offered the time he knew she needed.  “I know this is a lot for you.  I’m selfish for just throwing that at you.  Take your time for now.  You have to know how it thrills me so that you can hear me.  You will be mine in every other way possible tonight.” His voice full of excitement, then passion, then fire, then something else.  She was already his and he knew it.
 
                 His lips were soft, his tongue met hers.  He tasted sweet, his hand slipped from her cheek to her neck, holding it as if he didn't want the kiss to end.  Their noses brushed each other as they continued, his hand began moving down to her shoulder, rubbing it slightly.  Her inner Goddess willed him to move lower still.
 
                 Her arms flew around his neck, hand resting on his neck, her fingers twisted in his hair, this only made him want more and she could tell from his deep raspy groan.  His hand moved from her shoulder that he had been caressing, to her breast, to her waist.  
 
                 She had no doubt that even through her roller coaster emotions, he was yearning for her just as much as she needed him.  
 
                 Taylor never had patience, it was never a strong virtue for her.  When she grew tired of trying to be patience, she reached out grabbing his very hard, throbbing, erection.  Rubbing through his jeans she wanted him inside her now, deep, to her core.  
 
                 She felt the vibration of his moan against her skin.  Sounds of moaning escaped her throat arousing him even further, his hands gripped her more tightly.  Kneading into her flesh with more determination.
 
                 “Taylor, what’s the scariest thing that you have ever done, that you feared the most?”  Ok, where the hell is he going with this right now?
 
                 “I guess I would have to say,,,,,  falling in love with a vampire.”  Her words were soft as she spoke the words she knew her heart felt.
 
                 “Good answer.  Now tell me something else.”  He nipped harder at her nipple with his teeth.  She moaned out while arching her back up against him, offering more of herself to him.  
 
   “Taylor you’re not answering me.  Didn’t you learn anything by those scenes?”  He nipped harder this time.  She cried out as the bite sent a pleasure straight to her clit.
 
                 “Yes.  Ok, ok.”  Come on Taylor, think of something.  
 
                 Again he nipped hard turning to her other nipple.  “Jesus!  I can’t think while you’re doing that to me.”  
 
                 She was hoping he would stop and give her a minute but instead while he continued his teasing assault to her nipples, his hand started slowly slid down her abdomen and she knew where it was headed.
 
   “You better answer me before I reach your clit Sweet.  Remember I was patiently waiting for the opportunity to punish you.”  
 
                 “Give me a second!  Ok, I got it.”  She thought it but she didn’t say it because she knew damn well he could hear her.
 
                 “Oh no Sweet.  Say it out loud.  Remember you don’t want me hearing you and answering.  Your thoughts are your thoughts remember.”
 
                 Now you want to remember that.  “Ok, this one time with Chase.  He wanted me to touch myself and let him watch.  I was scared and didn’t want to.  Embarrassed.”  Oh holy hell, you know this already don’t you.
 
                 “Sure do.”  His mouth, his hand, both left her body and he was now looking into her eyes with his red, bright excited eyes.
 
                 “Oh no.  No, not happening.”  There was no way in hell.  She knew exactly where he was headed.
 
   “Would you rather the alternative?”  His eyes, if even possible, brightened even further.  Alternative?  Really?  Ok so then I get to watch you?
 
                 He cocked his head to the side.  “You can watch if you want to.”  His smiled.  Something about it was telling her he didn’t mean masturbating.  
 
                 She started shaking her head no.  “Nope.  No paddles.  Hard limit.  This might be my first rodeo, but it doesn’t mean I haven’t had a look at the cowboys.”  She felt rather confident.  
 
   Thank you Liz for getting me started on that damn book, that got me in this mess to begin with.
 
                 “Hard limit huh?  So you’re ok with being punished but you want to use hard limits.  Ok.  Let’s get those out of the way now.  Ladies first.”
 
                 “Fine.  No paddles, no belts, no canes, and NO FUCKING WHIPS!”  Don’t even try me, I will Red on you faster than your eyes can change.
 
                 He smiled.  “Ok.  I have two.  No scenes, no other men or women.  That’s it.”
 
                 “Fine.”  That was easy.
 
                 “Anything else?”  His eyes were big and questioning, but as red as ever letting her know that his excitement was going nowhere.
 
                 “Nope.  That’s it.”  Coolness shined in her answer.  
 
   Shouldn’t be hardly any pain at all.  I can do this.
 
                 “Ok.  Then it starts now?”
 
                 “Ok.  Now.”  Hmmm.  I just showed you. 
 
   

 
   

Chapter Fourteen
 
                 He laughed loudly, not hiding any of it from her as he stood from the bed, going over to the little goodie box.  He pulled out two rolls of rope.
 
                 What the fuck?  “No rope whippings either.”
 
                 “Sweet, you should have mentioned that earlier.  But I will take note of that now.  Good thing I don’t use rope for whippings as you put it.”
 
   She watched as he unraveled the rope and brought it end to end.  Then he turned baring that ‘oh shit I’m in trouble’ smile of his.
 
   “Stand up.”  He ordered and to her surprise, she stood right up in front of him.  “Raise your arms over your head and interlock your fingers.”  She had no idea where he was going with this but she was now convinced he wasn’t going to beat her so she was game.
 
   He began to wrap the rope around her chest under her breast.  Two times the rope was wrapped, so there were now four pieces of the rope around her.  She stared waiting to see what was next.
 
   He pulled the rope over the back of her right shoulder, running it down to the center of her chest under the rope and over her left shoulder, bringing it back around two more times above her breast.
 
   She knew she should be scared as hell but she couldn’t help but to think this was not only hot as hell, she felt sexy.  Strangely sexy.  She noted his lips turn into a small little pleasant smile with her thoughts.
 
   After he had snuggly secured the end of the rope, he tested it by slipping in two fingers while pulling.  He watched her eyes, her body language.  
 
   Ok.  So I have pleased you so now please me.  Kiss me.
 
   “You have pleased me very much so.  I’m not done yet.  Hold still just like you are and when I am done with the rope, I’ll kiss you just the way you like.”  She almost lost her train of thought when he ran his tongue over his bottom lip teasing her.
 
    “Done.  Hurry.”  She couldn’t help herself.
 
   “Sweet, you’re not the Domme are you?”
 
   She was still staring at his mouth when she answered.  “Nope.”
 
   “Nope what?”
 
   “Nope I’m not the Domme.”
 
   “Taylor.”  His voice was sterner and threatening triggering her memory.
 
   A smile tugged at her lips.  “No, Sir.”
 
   “That’s my girl.”  He leaned over and picked up the second rope, unraveling it the same as before.  Keeping the two ends in his hand, he ran them around her left thigh and then the folded end of the rope, pulling the two ends through and wrapped one more time.  She could feel him running the two ends of rope up her back, under the bottom rope, then down around her right thigh.
 
   She felt him securing the rope against her back.  “Can I ask you a question Sir?”
 
   He chuckled leaning forward to kiss her shoulder while flicking his tongue over her skin all but setting her on fire.  “Yes.”
 
    “You don’t need ropes to make my body do whatever you want it to do.  Why use them and why not super speed this up some?”  She surprised herself by being so bold.  
 
    “Because, you feel sexy.  You look sexy.  I’m taking my time because I don’t like anything quick.  This is part of it.”
 
   “Me either.”  
 
   She watched hoping for a hint of what he had in mind.  Reading his mind would have definitely come in handy for her in this moment.  When he reached for more rope her eyebrows twitched together and her mouth opened.
 
   “More rope?”  He stopped looking at her waiting for something.  Oh yeah.  “More rope, Sir?”
 
   “Yes.  More rope.  The last rope.”  He stood behind her.  She heard him messing with something over her head causing her to look up.  He ran the rope through a hook in the ceiling.  She turned quickly looking behind her at his feet.  He was floating.  Flying.  
 
   He looked down at her and smiled, “Turn around, this ain’t the first time my feet weren’t on the floor with you around.  Old news Sweet.”
 
   As if he was again controlling her body she turned instantly.  She was vaguely aware again that he was touching and pulling the rope at her back.  He started placing thick, wide leather cuffs on her wrists.  She questioned with her eyes, her mind but the only response she got was again, a little quirk of his lips before pulling both her wrist behind her back securing them there.
 
   “Can’t have your hands in the way now can we.  Ropes are really handy for suspension.  Get ready Sweet.”  And just like that she felt her body being lifted into the air.
 
   “Wow!  Wait a minute.”
 
   “Sweet.  Relax, you’re not going anywhere and I know it’s not hurting you.  Trust me.”
 
   “I do, just not real high ok.”
 
   “I think you can do better than that.  I mean say it like you really mean it.”
 
   “Just not real high please, Sir.”  
 
   “Good and I won’t put you real high.  This is as high as you’re going.  You’re only about two feet off the floor.  That’s it.”
 
   She nodded her head as she began to feel the weight of herself against the ropes.  She wondered why he had placed the rope around her ankles, if he wasn’t going to use them.
 
    “Lights out Sweet.”  His voice was growing with excitement.  She had to admit she couldn’t remember ever being this horny in her entire life.
 
   Her eyes stayed locked with what he was doing.  The black piece of silk in his hand covered her eyes.  She listened to the screeching across the floor as her heart pounded in her chest.
 
   “Lift your feet.”  He said.  “Stand on this.”  
 
   She searched for the object with her feet.  When she finally got her feet situated she was excited what was to come next.
 
   “Spread your legs wider.  Just like that.  Keep them there.  If you move them, I will punish you.  Keep in mind you are in no position to fight me.”  He almost dared her to move them.
 
   She felt something wide and smooth running over her skin.  Softly caressing her down her back, her ass, and there.  He rubbed the end over her clit, back and forth, over and over, her head leaned forward, resting her chin on her chest.
 
                 Then it was gone.  She took a deep breath waiting for what was next to come.  She felt a bunch of strips of material running down her chest, brushing across her nipples.
 
                 Immediately becoming disappointed when it left.  Her breathing was increasing, her arousal was at yet another new height.  
 
                 Unexpected but a welcomed bite to her right nipple, then left, then right, then left again.  She cried out literally at the painful, sweet, nerve awakening feeling that had caused her nipples to harden and urge for more.
 
                 A bite to her abdomen over and over going lower.  She squirmed trying to maintain her composure yet enjoy the sweet little flicks that were now causing her to pull back on the ropes as she anticipated the next one.
 
                  The next flick landing between her legs.  She jerked losing her balance from the stand he had her one, going over the side, she dangled loosely in the air enjoying the sweet little tingle that was now left.
 
                 “Sweet, you have to stay still.”  She didn’t have to see his smile to know it was there.  She had heard it in his voice.
 
                 “I can’t.”  She breathed heavily begging for mercy at the same time.  
 
                 Please, I want to come.
 
                 “No.  Not yet.”  She wanted to yell at him for those words.  If he wasn’t going to make her come, why go through all of this.  Was this her punishment?
 
                 “Stop thinking Sweet.”  This time the bite was harder against her backside.  She couldn’t move away from it as she wanted because she stilled dangled.  Tears came to her eyes, but she couldn’t tell if it was from the intense sensation of the flicks, or the bites of it.  Or was it from the total embarrassment she now felt from the last bite.  The flick that was punishment not pleasure.
 
                  “Hold still while I release the rope.”  He explained as she felt him messing with it on her back, then she was in his arms.  The smoothness felt against her back next was welcomed.  He began to secure her feet then her hands.  She had no doubt she now lay on the bed.  But again she couldn’t move and the vibration noise echoing now in the room was only coming closer to her.  
 
                 “Wow!”  She bucked her hips at the sudden vibration to her clit.  It was too intense.  She couldn’t take it.  She again tried to buck away.  The constant pressure on her throbbing, aching, clit combined with the heat of his hand, on her abdomen holding her down was about to send her over.
 
                 She felt her orgasm growing nearer and nearer.  Then without warning it erupted from her body.  Again she tried to move from the vibration but again, he maintained the constant pressure.
 
                 “One.”  He voiced.  
 
                 Tears flooded then poured from her eyes, soaking into the blind fold.  She bucked wildly against him.
 
                 “Please, I can’t take it.”  And yet the vibration assault that was torturing her never left. 
 
   Holy Shit!  Again she orgasmed, fighting to get away from the agonizing device.  It was no use.
 
   “Two.”
 
   Why are you counting?  
 
   Taylor was now super sensitive and begging for him to stop.  Again she burst into an orgasm.  Her body went limp no longer having the strength to fight it off.
 
    “Three.”  He called out finally removing it.  She breathed erratically trying to regain all sense and control that she had left.
 
   She could hear him moving around.  She hoped he was not going for something that was going to vibrate again.  She couldn’t take anymore.  
 
   He finally he removed it.  She breathed erratically trying to regain all sense and control she had left.
 
   One more vibration against my clit will be intense enough that I RED! You don’t get it.  I can’t stand to be directly touched thereafter.
 
   “I understand a lot more than you think I do.”  His tone was flat.  His hands freed her feet.  She thought for a moment that they would make love, fall asleep, then start a normal weekend getaway until she heard his laughter again.
 
    “Nope.”  Fuck!  “You can think that again.”  He laughed louder.
 
   His fingertips tickled the bottom of her foot before pulling her right ankle up, bending her knee.  His touch was there briefly before he began with the other.  She was now secured, arms over her head, blindfolded, knees bent up almost to her chest, and ankles apart.  
 
   She imagined herself looking similar to that of a woman giving birth.  She felt open.  Exposed.  Uncomfortable.
 
   It was to revealing for her.  The lights remained on.  She couldn’t see what he was doing.  What he was grabbing.  She was at his mercy.
 
   His lips kissed her ankle then up, up, and over her tender nub, her navel, her nipples.  He bit hard causing her to scream.  “Ow!”  Then he did the other one.  She growled through the second.  Sucking, biting, then licking he moved back and forth from nipple to nipple.
 
   Her inner Goddess jumped when she felt him aligning himself and oddly enough, she wanted it.  She wanted him hard, fast, repeatedly inside of her.
 
   Forcefully he thrust inside of her filling her more than ever before.  If she could have moved back she would have.              
 
    “Aargh!”  He eased back out before thrusting back in.  Picking up the pace the feeling went from too much to overwhelming.  She wanted to touch him.   To kiss him.  She wanted to look into his red eyes and know that she had caused it.
 
   She felt herself building again.  “Give it to me Sweet.  Let go of it.  It’s all mine.”  And she did.  Immediately feeling her pussy muscles tighten around his submerged cock he let go with her.  Together they exploded mixing their fluids together, his pelvis digging into hers.  They moaned in unison.  
 
   “You did well, Sweet.  For round one.”  Her eyes opened widely against the blindfold.  His fingers moved the blindfold back.  She blinked a few times before locking eyes with his, that remained red.  She loved it.  She would do anything for this man, just so she could see those eyes.
 
   “Are you complaining about the orgasms then Sweet?”  He grinned.
 
   “No.”  She thought about it.  She had never had back to back orgasms before and as intense as it was, she would definitely do that again.  
 
   She closed her eyes relaxing against the restraints as he reached up releasing her hands.  
 
    She couldn’t help but to smile at how damn sexy her vamp was and how badly she wanted him again already.  During, she couldn’t take it.  Now, knowing what to expect, she wanted it again.
 
   “I have created a monster I fear.” Both erupted into laughter.
 
   Damien rolled to the side of her gently pushing her over so that her back was now facing him.  With just a few seconds passed, the ropes were loose, and he was sitting her up.  She glanced down at her body looking at the red marks left behind.  Instead of having the reaction she thought she should have, she became aroused further.
 
   “Hmmm.  I like your way of thinking.”  Damien reached out pulling her into his arms, cuddling with her against his chest.  His fingers caressed her back, her shoulders.  She closed her eyes taking in all the night had brought her.  But most importantly, enjoying the feel of love she had for Damien. 
 
   

 
   

Chapter Fifteen              Soft lips across her jaw line, the smell of coffee, eggs, gravy and bacon filled the air.  Taylor stirred pressing her body into her sleeps intruder.  She felt marvelously divine.  She grinned before moaning from the tender nip to her neck.
 
                 “Time to wake up Sweet.  Your breakfast will be cold and I know you don’t like cold eggs or coffee for that matter.”  He whispered as he now nibbled her ear.
 
                 “Hmmm.  Breakfast.  I don’t want eggs.”  Turning her head she pressed her lips to his.  He didn’t want her to think that she would be able to continue to top from the bottom like she was doing now but he would be damned if he would deny a kiss that he wanted as well.  It didn’t take long before she felt completely intoxicated by him.
 
                 “Sweet, time to get up, come on.”  He ripped his mouth from hers.  
 
                 She reached out trying to grab ahold of him but of course she missed.  She watched his every movement as he sat up her tray, sliding it on a table with wheels towards her.
 
                 “Breakfast in bed?  What did I do to get this?”
 
                 He reached over picking up the rope on the floor swinging it from his fingers smiling bright at her.
 
   Oh yeah, I remember that.  All of that.
 
                 “Eat.”  He ordered.  
 
   The coffee was amazing, the eggs superb.  Even as she ate she continued to watch as he rolled the rope putting it back into its place.  He reached down at the foot of the bed and then pulled up…the flogger.  Holy shit!  Hell no!
 
                 “That’s not what you were saying last night.”  He smiled devilishly at her almost as if he was rubbing it in.
 
                 “That’s what bit?”  Really?
 
                 “That’s what bit and made you oh so ever sensitive as I remember correctly.”  She flushed with his words.  
 
                 She threw herself back, pulling the pillow over her eyes.
 
                  “Don’t get all bashful on me now.  Hard part’s over.  You like to play, I like to play.  Nothing wrong with that.  I’m actually really surprised and happy you liked it as much as you did.”  He tugged at her toe.  
 
                 “Have you ever played… like that with anyone before?”  
 
                 “Yes.  But then you knew that already.  Why does that bother you?”
 
                 “I don’t know.  I don’t know that it does.”  She wasn’t lying to him.  
 
                 “Don’t think about it.  Trust me, you never want to be anyone’s first anyways.  You want someone who has done it a few times.”
 
                 “Why?  You make it sound like first timers are bad.”
 
                 “It’s not bad for the Domme, but it can be for the sub.  Remember that little bite to your backside that was a little more than pleasurable?  Just imagine if I didn’t know how to control it.”
 
                 Her eyes widened.  There was no way she would take much more than what Damien had dished out.  Little pain, good, a lot of pain, hell no.
 
                 “Exactly.”  He smiled knowing she fully understood what he meant.
 
                 “So are we staying here all weekend…or something else?”  Her seductive hidden suggestion worked as his eyes darkened as he walked towards her.  Her inner Goddess started rejoicing.  Definitely staying here.  Yes!  
 
                 He grabbed the blanket, quickly jerking it away from her.  Her body tensed in surprise but settle down quickly.  She was lying there wearing nothing at all as he stared into her eyes.  His fingers reached gripping her ankles pulling her down and up over his shoulder.
 
                 “Put me down.  What are you doing?”  He laughed walking towards the bathroom.  Taylor playfully slapped his ass.
 
                 Smack.  “Ow!”  She squirmed with the sudden hit to her ass.  He wasn’t so playful.  Her feet touched the floor and if pleasure, heat, arousal hadn’t been showing in his eyes, she would have slapped him back.  Her mouth opened to tell him how unfair he was but closed quickly when he reached down pulling off his shirt.
 
                 Her tongue licked her lips as she watched his fingers slide his jeans down.  His cock sprung free, fully erect.  
 
                 Before she could object he pulled her towards him thrusting his cock into her abdomen.  She followed the gentle pull of his hands to the shower unaware that she was doing so.
 
                 The water hit her hard.  Cold at first stealing her breath away.  “Well that didn’t work out.”  Then the water’s temperature began to rise.  “Turn around.”  She did what she was told.  His hands on her shoulders.  He reached up and pulled the shower head down soaking her hair before returning it to the hanger.
 
                 The sweet aroma of the shampoo was immediately smelled and intoxicating as his fingers ran through her hair, messaging the scent into her scalp.  Taylor’s head leaned back into his hands and relished the glorious moment.  
 
                 A bittersweet feeling came over her when his long, strong fingers left her hair.  Again the hot water was running through her hair as he rinsed the soap, then just as before he messaged every nerve ending her scalp had with conditioner.
 
                 Just when she thought he had taken her to every level possible, he picked it up yet another notch.  After finishing her hair, he pulled it tight rolling it into a twist.  Taylor watched over her shoulder as he put some body gel in his palm and began working it into a lather.
 
                 His hands started with her neck working their way to her shoulders and if felt as if she were receiving a deep tissue massage.  Then down her arms continuing the same tight squeeze as he cleaned thoroughly, even under her arms.
 
                 His fingers worked her back as if he knew it better than Taylor did.  Hitting all the right spots and working out any tension she had there.
 
                 Damien slid around to her front resting his chin on her shoulder as he washed there now.  Slowly working his way to her breast.  Over and over he worked them.  Squeezing each nipple.  Her head fell back to rest on his shoulder as every ounce of strength was leaving her body.  
 
                 “Ow!”  She cried out as his thumb and forefinger squeezed each nipple.  Rolling them.  Her hands came to his, not to pull away but to loosen his grip.
 
                 He squeezed tightly making her wince and push back against him.  “Drop your hands.”  His voice was stern letting her know if she didn’t, there would be consequences.  Thank God, she thought the minute her hands reached her sides again, he released them.
 
                 Again he squeezed and again she pushed back to him.  She was ready to scream out when he released moving slowly down again.  He slowly dipped a finger into her navel then continued his journey south.  
 
                 His finger slid between her netherlips before coming back up and around to her puckered hole.  Again she was thankful because he didn’t stay long.  Everything that she had done with him, and yet she was embarrassed suddenly by the fact that he was literally washing her ass.
 
                 “Don’t be embarrassed.  This is for my pleasure.  It pleasures me to do this.”  His voice was deep but she could hear the arousal as he knelt behind her and tapped her calf for her to pick up her foot.  She lay her hands flat against the shower wall for balance while picking up her foot.  He washed every inch of it then repeated on the other side.
 
                 He stood pulling the shower head free again as he began rinsing her body.  Starting from her neck then moving down, until all of her was rinsed.  She felt fresh, clean, and now ready to get messy again.
 
                 He turned her back towards him and knelt in front of her, still holding the shower head, he smiled.  She had no idea what he was up to but she didn’t really care.  For his pleasure she kept telling herself.  But somehow she couldn’t help but to think this was her pleasure as well.  She had went from embarrassment to pleasure seeking and enjoying the feel of his hands.
 
                 He bent one leg so that his foot was flat on the floor, while reaching down grabbing her right ankle pulling her foot up, then sitting it down on his knee.  She watched as he adjusted the shower head spray to more forceful.  She grew nervous, wondering what he had in store for her.
 
   Do I move my leg?  Do I ask him not to?  What the hell am I supposed to do?
 
                 “Relax Sweet.  That’s what you do.  Close your eyes.”  She hesitated.  She didn’t mean to but she did.  He cocked his head to the side before shaking his head no.  The movement of his head only made her hesitate even further.
 
                 A slap to her wet ass stinging like a mother fucker only pissed her off.  She looked down at him then tightly closed her eyes shaking her head no.  
 
                 Asshole!
 
                 His fingers touched her clit, rubbing in circular motions over and over again.  She was finding it very difficult to remain mad at him, no matter how hard she wanted to for him slapping her.  The sudden force of water to her clit while he pushed two fingers into her at all once, caused her to damn near hit the floor.
 
                 The constant pressure on her clit and him thrusting in and out of her vagina rubbing that ‘oh so ever sweet spot’ quickly sent her over the edge and thankfully his superman speed and strength caught her, keeping her from hitting the cold tile below.
 
                 She lay in his arms as the last quiver rushed through her body, taking her anger as it left.  
 
                 How can I stay mad at you when you do something totally unexpected and unbelievable as you just did?
 
                 She listened to his laugh, knowing it was her thought that he found amusing and she couldn’t help but to join in as she thought about it.
 
   Why do I even bother thinking anything around you?
 
   “It wouldn’t matter if your around me or not Sweet.”  He stood with her still in his arms and gently allowed her feet to touch again.  Her legs felt as though they had become nothing more than pudding swaying with her weight.
 
                 “Easy Sweet.”  He grinned.  
 
                 When her balance and strength had returned, he turned grabbing the shampoo and commenced to washing his hair.  She couldn’t help but to take this opportunity to return the favor.
 
                 She grabbed the soap washing him as he did her.  Repeating the entire process that he had done to her.  The moan slipping from his throat caused Taylor to feel an excitement in her, that had been sleeping for a long time.  She dropped to her knees taking him into her mouth all at once.
 
                 He stiffened at her sudden assault.  She sucked harder up and down enjoying the feel of his cock against her tongue, the back of her throat.  She was excited to taste his pleasure again.  Arousal hit her harder as her act continued waiting for the delicious taste she wanted.
 
                 She pulled him from her mouth dragging her tongue from the base of his shaft up and across the very tip then back down.  She massaged his balls in her hand taking first one then the other in her mouth.  Again she felt his muscles tighten.  Her inner Goddess began to sing when she heard his moan last as it escaped from his throat.
 
                 Pushing his limits further she took both into her mouth sucking hard rolling her tongue over and around while her hand moved up and down his shaft quickly.
 
                 He moaned again, then again as she took his cock back into her mouth just in time to feel his warm thick present grace her tongue so delightfully so.  She licked across making sure to take in all that had to offer her, loving every last drop.
 
                 His strong hands gripped her shoulders tightly pulling her to her feet.  He stared deep into her eyes.  Taylor could only see excitement there.  His hands gripped her ass rough pulling her up to him, she threw her legs around his waist curling her feet together.
 
                 “Just so you know, even though I hear your thoughts, you still find a way to completely and utterly surprise the hell out of me.”  And his mouth crushed down over hers.  Their tongues battled each others.  He fought to take control of her mouth, while her tongue fought to savior his taste.
 
                 Her back slammed into the shower wall.  Taylor welcomed every last bit of pressure his body put on hers.  He lined his cock with her entrance pushing quickly and hard touching her deep.  She moaned out from the sweet intrusion.
 
                 She kissed his jaw, down his neck.  Nipped down on the sweet little muscle of his shoulder and neck.  He moaned out biting down on that same sensitive area on her.
 
                  “Mmm!”  It was more of an ouch and do it again plea combined. 
 
                 His hips continued to thrust his cock in and out of her, taking turns with the in, out, then a circular grind into her motion that rubbed across her clit so wonderfully.
 
                 Reaching her climax she stiffened against his chest.  She felt him following behind her emptying his see inside of her.  Her breathing was heavy against him before calming back down.
 
   He set her feet down tenderly and again they washed and rinsed their bodies.
 
   She grabbed a towel and began drying when his hands gripped her hips.
 
   She smiled as she knew he couldn’t get enough of her nor could she of him.  “You’re gonna break me.  You know us mere humans need time to recover.”  She giggled.
 
   “Then you better get some clothes on and do it quick.”  He slapped her ass as he walked around her smiling leaving the bathroom.
 
   Oh this vamp.  What am I going to do with him?  What am I going to do with me?  
 
   She dressed quickly and wondered if they were going to go back to the suite for some more clothes.
 
   “Yes and no.”  She heard him call out.
 
    “Thanks.”  Once again couldn’t get anything passed him. 
 
   

 
   

Chapter SixteenThey were back at the suite with his ‘scottie beam me up’ talent.  In a flash he had their things gathered and then blinked back at ‘If You Dare.’  She giggled at her first thought.
 
   I do dare, I did dare and I definitely dare again.
 
   “No, I don’t think you dared, but if you are now, I’ll take that challenge with pleasure.  From what I hear, there are some things that you don’t quite know about but would like to.”
 
   “Jesus Damien.  I have a new word for you .  Nymphomaniac.  Hear it much?” She laughed briefly before remembering their discussion earlier then panic set in.
 
   “Not much.”  He laughed back.  “Calm down.  I won’t push you that far.  Yet.”
 
   Yet!  
 
   His words played havoc with the normal sinus rhythm that wasn’t so normal now.  She shook it off.  Again he had to be jesting.
 
    “So tell me, we are going to go out and not spend all our time here daring.”  
 
    “No we aren’t.”  Taylor’s body immediately cried out Thank You, yet her inner Goddess was disappointed.
 
    “So what do you have planned?” She questioned as they continued the task at hand, putting their belongings away.  
 
    “I heard once you haven’t kept up on fashion, so first shopping, then food, then something else.”  He raised his eyebrow causing her breath to hitch.  
 
   What else could he have planned for me?  I have been roped, flogged, vibrated until I could feel the vibration in my teeth, and had intense orgasms many, many, times.
 
   “You’ll see.”    And in that moment she knew what he was talking about.  Anal.
 
   Get that one out of your head.  I think I would rather be whipped.
 
   His sly chuckle put her somewhat at ease again.  She pulled out the clothing that had been at the suite, thankfully distracting her thoughts. 
 
   “Well what am I supposed to wear today?”  I can’t exactly wear these wonderful evening gowns shopping.
 
   “Oh that reminds me.  Be back in a flash.”  And he was gone.  
 
   Where the hell did he go?  
 
   She didn’t let her curiosity dwell on it as she continued to unpack.  She picked up her cell now realizing that she hadn’t even checked it since they had left.
 
   She looked though.  One missed call from Liz along with a text.
 
   Taylor,
 
   Just wanted to tell you have a good time.  Don’t worry about anything here.  Don’t over think things.  And if he is anything like Jarrod, sit back and enjoy the wild and crazy great ride. 
 
    : )  Love ya
 
                                                                                       Liz
 
    
 
   Liz,
 
   I am having a wonderful time.  I don’t know what you mean by anything like Jarrod but I can tell you the ride is absolutely wonderful.  ; )  I hope that Jarrod is something like Damien.  Trust and believe, the books do it no justice what so ever!
 
   Tay
 
    
 
                 Quickly Taylor received Liz’s response back.  She knew that she would.              
 
                 
 
   Tay,
 
   Just so you know you have totally peaked my curiosity further and when you get back first we are going to have Q and A.  Then it is so my turn to be whisked off into a new place for how do I say this,,, new experiences.  Oh yes…  that explains it.  I can’t wait.
 
                                                                                                     Liz
 
    
 
                 Liz,
 
   If you are referring to the new experiences that we have only read about… you’ll love it.  
 
   I hope for your sake that Jarrod is as talented with ropes as Damien is.  
 
   P.S.  Make caning and whips a hard limit right off the bat.  LMAO.  Trust Me!
 
                                                                                       Tay
 
   Taylor giggled just imagining if the look on her face would be similar to what hers must
 
   have been.
 
   “Here you go.”  Taylor screamed and turned around staring at him. Damn it!  He dropped her suitcase and grabbed her. 
 
    “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to scare you.”
 
   Taylor took deep calming breaths in through her nose out through her mouth.  “It’s ok.  I was just lost in my own thoughts and talking to Liz.  I just forgot for a minute how fast you are at your…”  Taylor blushed at the thought of Damien knowing what they had been texting about.
 
    “So I’m guessing I can wear my jeans right?”  She smiled hoping he said yes.
 
   “If that’s what you want.  You can wear anything you want.”  
 
   “Ok.  Can I wear you?”  
 
   “As tempting as that is, I don’t know that we would be able to get much customer service while shopping.”  His hands gripped her ass roughly, squeezing tightly.
 
   “Now that is tempting.”  Taylor teased back loving the feel of his hands and their talented abilities.  She sighed before turning to grab her suitcase and change quickly.  When she turned around, his red eyes glared down at her.  “Shopping.  Remember?”
 
   He smiled and with the white pearly teeth and the red eyes, she could stare at him all day never growing tired.
 
   “Ditto Sweet.”  And then he grabbed her.  “Ready?”
 
   She nodded her head because words were at a loss in his arms.  Blinking again, when she opened them she stood surrounded by clothing.  She didn’t dare look at his eyes now.  Only around the racks and racks of lingerie.
 
   “Is this the kind of shopping you wanted to do?”  She turned back but kept her head low staring at her twiddling thumbs.  Suddenly she felt shy.  That wasn’t like her.  He had taken her to places that only existed in fantasies and now she was truly bashful.  She shook her head aware that he was feeling and again hearing everything.  Pain in her ass is what he was at times like this she thought.
 
   He grasped her chin, pulling it up so she had no choice but to look at him.  “This is just where there happened to be no one around.  If you want, buy, if not…Ok with me.  I’d just shred it to pieces getting it off of you anyways.  And I could show you pain in the ass!”  She knew exactly what he meant.  No he’s joking.
 
   She felt more at ease and relaxed now.  She watched his shoulders drop down as her mood changed relaxing him as well.  She side stepped him leaving the night attire department and headed straight for women apparel.  
 
   First things first.  Jeans.
 
   She found a couple pair of her regular Silver brand jeans that she liked.  Next she eyed a few tops.  Nothing special.  Simple sweaters.  One solid red, one solid black with a v neck.  A red north face jacket.  She turned moving on and found a pair of black slacks, a pink fuzzy sweater with an attached scarf.
 
   Now her passion.  Shoes.  But again, she was not a high end girl.  Simple as could be.  Thirty minutes later she had a pair of shox and tubes.  Looking over at the heels she found a pair of simple black, wider heel as she was not a heel friendly girl.
 
   Looking over at Damien, she could tell he enjoyed shopping about as much as she did.  She smiled sweetly at him gesturing it was time to go.  She could see the relief on his face.  He shrugged his shoulders as if trying to say he was sorry.
 
   She swallowed her temper when he insisted on paying.  “Where to next?”  She questioned hoping it didn’t involve more shopping.
 
   He broke out into laughter.  “Ok, let’s go.  No more shopping.”
 
   In a flash they were in a car.  Damien’s hand rested on her knee as she looked out the window looking for some kind of clue as to where they were headed next.  She looked up towards that driver and wondered how in the hell did he know where to go.   Damien didn’t say two words to the man.
 
    “I told him where we would be going when I arranged transportation Sweet.  You’re in a place you have never been before, I would think you would have more exciting thoughts.”
 
   “Sorry, it’s the control freak coming out in me I guess.  I never forget about the little details.”
 
   “But you are.  The question shouldn’t be where are we going?  It should be, what am I going to do with you once we get there.”  His words as smooth as he was.  
 
   Her heart made a leap for her throat.  Quickly she managed to swallow it away.  She hadn’t thought of that.  She had just assumed beings that they weren’t back at Whips Anonymous, that his sexual appetite would remain at bay at least until they were back there.
 
   He stilled.  A violent still.  He raised quickly.  He looked at Taylor but he wasn’t seeing her.  His eyes viciously turned red while she watched, cluing her in that something was wrong.  His body was rigid.  She watched as his eyes moved side to side, as if he were seeing something.  Watching a movie that he was engrossed in.
 
                 “Change in plan.”  Those were his last sharp words before she felt hands on her body.  “Close your eyes.”  He ordered fiercely.
 
                 When she opened her eyes they were standing in the living room of her house.  She looked around and Jarrod was pacing by the door.  Taylor quickly looked around noticing her kids were nowhere in sight.  She knew immediately something was terribly wrong, running for their bed room.
 
                 She reached Ashley’s first looking in she seen no one.  She ran to Zach’s and didn’t see them.  “Where are my kids?”  She screamed out.  Damien blurred in front of her.
 
                  “In your room.”  He spoke smoothly.  The fierce intense look that he had earlier was now smoother but she could still see the worry.  She ran past him reaching her room.  Liz, Ashley, and Zach were curled up on her bed, safe and sound.  Nothing looked wrong at all.
 
                 She turned back to the living room.  “What’s wrong?  What happened?”  She demanded an answer because she could tell by the faces on both of them it was bad.
 
                 “Jarrod, can you give us a minute.  Go to the bedroom with them.”  She looked at Jarrod as he nodded before disappearing before her eyes.
 
                 “What’s wrong?  Don’t sugar coat it.  I know something is bad wrong.  Tell me Damn it.”
 
                 Damien stepped toward her.  “Taylor, I didn’t want to tell you like this.  Let’s sit down.”   
 
                 He had her shoulders leading her to the couch leaving her no choice.  
 
                 “What do you remember about your biological mother and father?”  He began.
 
                 “Nothing.  What do they have anything to do with this?”
 
                 “Your aunt that raised you.  What do you know about her?”
 
                 “Nothing.  She just disappeared after I married Chase.  Gone.  The last time I checked the police said they were still continuing to search for her, but there isn’t a sign of her.  What has she got to do with it.”
 
                 “Your aunt’s name is Ramee.  Not Regina.  She left because she knew they would be able to track you through her, like they have with us.”
 
                 “So she is a vampire to.  Is she alive?  And what do you mean they would track us through her?”  Tears poured from her eyes.  Her heart felt as if it had stopped completely waiting for his answer before it would beat again.
 
                 “Yes.  She is well.  She has kept tabs on you.  You may not know it.  Ramee has the ability to change her appearance.  To make you see things that isn’t true.  She can manipulate your mind.  And she has, only in a way to keep you safe and to be able to see you, talk to you, touch you.  She has remained in contact more than you know Taylor.”
 
                 “No she hasn’t either.  I haven’t seen her.  Who is tracking us?” Taylor felt a new anger growing inside of her.  She would have known if she had seen her.  It really didn’t matter at this moment though, she needed to know who in the hell was tracking her and her family.
 
                  “Do you remember last month, you were driving home from work and you stopped and picked up the fragile little lady who just needed a ride home?  It was raining and cold out.”
 
                 “Yes.  So?”
 
                 “That was her.  The little boy who was lost and brought into your ER, the one that you stayed with telling the stories of your childhood to.  Again her.  She has been in your life more than you know.  She had to do it to keep you and Liz safe.”
 
                 “Who is looking for us Damien?  I want answers now!”  She screamed quickly toning it down in fear of waking the kids.  The hell with Regina or Ramee, she didn’t care.  If she left on her own free will, putting Liz and Taylor through hell then the hell with her, Taylor thought.
 
                 “Calm down Taylor.”
 
                 “Don’t you dare tell me to calm down!  And don’t you dare use a single one of your fucking gifts either.  I want answers and I want them now!”
 
                 “Just calm down, I am trying to answer your questions the best way I know how.”
 
                 “Straight forward.  Don’t sugar coat it.”
 
                 “Fine, but keep in mind you asked for it.” His words were harsh and she found she didn’t care at this point.
 
                 “Ok, you said something about my parents.  How do they come into all of this?”
 
                 “Sweet this is going to be hard for you to believe.  They were like me.  You and your sister are like me.”
 
                 She froze.
 
   No way.  Impossible.  This can’t be right.  That would mean that I was vampire.  I don’t have special abilities, I don’t have the slightest desire to taste blood.  I’m just me.  Simple.
 
                 “You do have them.  You have always had them.  You and Liz are both vampires.  Your mother Ciarra and your father Macco were vampires.  Your Mother was half for the first part of her life.  Your line of decedents are special.”
 
                 “What do you mean my line?  Explain it.”  Taylor was confused, in disbelief.  She felt like passing out, waking up as if all of this was a dream.
 
                 “I will.  Let me explain all of it then you can ask your questions.  Understand?”
 
                 She nodded.
 
                 “Your mother comes from the oldest of our kind.  Her blood is that of the first vampire.  Arasha.  He was born from human parents.  No one knows why or how this happened.  My kind have never found that answer despite many years of researching it. 
 
                 “Your father’s blood line comes from that of Arasha’s wife.  The first female vampire that he chose to change to be forever his mate.  Gianna.  Your line is the purest there is.  Over the years their children changed, then their children changed.  And so on.”
 
                 “Wait.  You said he chose to change.  So he just bit her or something.”
 
                 “No.  He bit her yes, but she in turn had to drink his blood.  Once she drank his blood the change began.  It is a very painful process to go through it like that.”
 
                 “As opposed to what?”
 
                 “As opposed to someone like you.  I’m getting there.  You and Liz are what is left of the first bloodline.” 
 
                 “Ok.”
 
                 “It is said that he possessed an amulet.  One that could change any vampire into human.  If the amulet was ever used, all vampires would change into human form.  There are those of us that believe that this would not be the curse that others believe.
 
                 “The truth is we don’t really know everything about your line.  But what we do know is, that your line has the ability to live life as your heart desires.  Human or vampire.  Your abilities will never appear until your heart decides to live as a vampire.  This decision is not one to be taken lightly.  In order for the change to occur you and your sister have to agree together to make the change.  Not one of you can change without the other.
 
                 “If you choose to make this change, you will become something that no one including my kind could ever imagine.  You will have more abilities than ever known to any kind.
 
                 “You will have the ability to control violence in the vampire world.  You could stop it all.  You would control the entire vampire world.  No one, even if they wanted to could stop you, or go against your orders.  
 
                 “You and your sister could end the violence all together.  No more humans would be killed by our kind.  We would only lust for the blood that you choose for us to lust for.  So, you could make us want to taste the blood of animals instead that of humans.  Your power is endless.”
 
                 “I don’t understand this.  I don’t understand if this is a good thing, then why did we have to scotty beam me up back here?  Why did you have to give me a heart attack?  Why were you and Jarrod so terrified, concerned?”
 
                 “Because there are those in my kind that have only learned the identity of you through me.  I have been able to hide it.  I don’t know how they found you but they know.  And they are planning to come after you.”
 
                 “Why, what do they want?  I don’t have anything to offer them.  I am human.  I don’t control them.  Why?”
 
                 “They are coming to kill you, Liz, and the twins.  They will have your abilities to some degree when they change.  Not as powerful as you because Chase was human.”
 
                 “When they change?  Are you shitting me.  They are just kids.  You told me that you don’t age.  They can’t change.  They would be stuck like this for the rest of their lives and although I would love it, it would not be fair for them.  No that won’t happen.   I won’t allow it.”
 
                 “They wouldn’t change now.  They would change on their twenty fifth birthday.”
 
                 “That’s still young.  They will only begin to live then.  And what of children.  Would they be able to have children if they choose to do so?”
 
                 “Only if they made that decision and had them before they turned of age.”
 
                 “What would happen to their children?”
 
                 “The same as yours.  If they do not have children then your bloodline would end with them.  Forever.”
 
                 “But I don’t have any amulet nor do I know of one.  This is ridiculous.  I don’t understand why they are coming after me, when I live the life of a human. This is not a choice for me but my way of life.  Why don’t they just go find the damn amulet and destroy the damn thing.”
 
                 “They fear you.  The choice is yours to change at any time you and Liz choose to.  This can forever change our world.  That doesn’t require the use of the amulet.”
 
                 “So what are you saying?  The bad vamps are coming to kill my entire family because they fear something that until now we knew nothing about?  Because I have this ability to control them and make them human with an amulet that I don’t have nor know how to find?”
 
                 “Yes.”
 
                 “Why now?  Why didn’t they do this sooner?  Why couldn’t they have done this before the twins were born?  Or why wait at all.  Why not just kill me and Liz when we were children?”
 
                 “That’s where I come in.  Vampires can choose to have relationships.  But they cannot choose who their mate is.  You are my mate.  Liz is Jarrod’s mate.  You don’t feel the connection that we feel because you are human.   If you were to change then you would also feel this.  It would be a bond like you have with the children.  That strong.  Nobody has been able to find you because you have been living a human life.  They found you through Jarrod and I.  They were able to track us through our thoughts and feelings.  The only time our guard is down is well, certain moments in our life.  Like the ones we experienced over and over this weekend.”
 
                 “What do I do?  Do we run?  Hide?”
 
                 “I can’t tell you what to do.  You have your options.  You can either live human and run for the rest of your life and those that choose to follow you will do our best to protect you or you can change.  But for right now, yes we run.”
 
                 “Where to?  Where do we go?  They found us through you.  They will find us again as long as you know where we are.”
 
                 “You’re right.   You should run without me or Jarrod.  The risk that imposes is great but it is your best option.  If I shut off the connection, then I won’t know anything.”
 
                 “Shut off the connection.  You can turn it off and yet you still stole my thoughts, my feelings.  You bastard!  I don’t want to leave you, but for my kids, I will.  You should have never of come into our lives.  For you to endanger my life is one thing, my sisters life and my kids, how could you?”
 
                 “Turning off the connection would be like turning off the support of existence to my body.  I would no longer exist.  I would only be a shell and it was only a matter of time Sweet.  This is the way it has to be.  It was going to happen anyways.  Do you think that if we would have stayed away they wouldn’t have found you.  They have been searching for you.”
 
                 I hate you.  I hate you.  Because of you, I have to leave my home, take my kids and run for our lives and that is no guarantee I can or will be able to keep them safe.  How dare you do this to them?  Leave my house now and don’t ever come back here.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Seventeen              The minute she turned her back to him her heart broke.  She turned back to stop him, to apologize and beg for him to stay but he wasn’t there. 
 
   Wait come back.  I was mad.  I didn’t mean it.  Please I know you can hear me.  
 
   She waited breathlessly for him to come back.  Hoping and praying that he would.  She needed him to help her through this.  To help her protect her children.  To stay with her and make sure nothing happened to her babies.  Innocent children that had nothing to do with the stupid mistakes that she had made.
 
   She ran to the bedroom hoping Jarrod could get him back but Jarrod was gone as well.
 
   He knows I want him back here; it was a stupid mistake, why isn’t he coming back?
 
                 She knew what she needed to do.  She had to run with her children and had nowhere to go.  She didn’t know what she was up against or what to do next.  She couldn’t do this alone without him.  She needed him.  She fell to her knees, bawling with uncontrolled emotions ripping through her heart body and soul.
 
                 Realization set in and the fact that he was now gone.  She was on her own.  She had to protect her children and Liz with everything in her.
 
                 Taylor ran through the house hastily packing only the necessary clothing items for all of them including Liz.  She got everything loaded into her SUV.  She was now more appreciative of her having the big Tahoe, third seat, fully loaded edition.
 
                  “Liz, wake up.”  Taylor whispered nudging her shoulder.
 
                 “What?”
 
                 “We have to go.  Come on I will explain on the way.”
 
                 “No, I want to sleep.  Where did Jarrod go?  I know he’s left, I can’t feel him here anymore.”  How could she feel him?  I never felt Damien like that.  Taylor felt jealous of the connection that they had but she didn’t have the time to explore why.
 
                 “Liz, there’s no time.”  Taylor turned her voice up a notch careful not to wake up the kids which was exactly what she needed to open her eyes seeing the seriousness that Taylor had.
 
                 “What’s wrong Tay?  Did something happen to Jarrod?  Damien?  What is it?”  Taylor heard the panic and fear in Liz’s voice.  She didn’t know how to make it go away.
 
                 “Let’s go.  We have to get the kids and get out of here.  We can’t stay.  I’ll tell ya on the way.  We don’t have much time.”  Taylor reached over grabbing Zach who was on the side of the bed.  She waited for Liz to grab Ashley.
 
                 They loaded up the kids and took off.  She didn’t have a plan on where to go.  Just to drive and keep driving until she found somewhere to stop.  They wouldn’t be able to stay for long at each stop along the way, that she knew for sure.
 
   She had the financial part figured out.  She still had a lot of Chase’s life insurance money left.  Between that and what she had saved herself combined with Liz they could go for a while.  She even thought that Liz and she could work if needed as traveling nurses along the way.  
 
   After stopping, filling up with gas, Taylor grabbed some snacks with some really strong coffee.  She explained everything to Liz.  Immediately she could see the mirror image of all of her emotions, her feelings, her thoughts.  All of it compiled into the look she projected from her eyes.
 
                 “What are we going to do?”  Liz whispered fighting back the tears as she turned looking over her shoulder at the twins who slept peacefully in the back.  The bond that she had with them was almost as strong as it was with Taylor.  Liz had basically been their second mother for their entire life.  Every decision she made revolved around them.  And now they both had to make this decision together and Taylor was completely torn.
 
                 “Should we change our names?  Our appearance?  What do we do?  They can find us if they want to.  What can we do?”
 
                 “I know.  I don’t know what to do right now.  I just know we have to be strong and keep it together until we know what to do.  Just keep driving.  Just keep moving.  That is my only plan.”
 
                 “Where are Jarrod and Damien?  They could help us.”
 
                 And here it goes.  “I made him leave.  They found us through them.  If they tracked us through them once they could track us again.”
 
                 “Really?  That was the stupidest fucking thing that you could have done.  They are going to keep tracking us.  We had a better chance with them helping us.  Why would you do that?”
 
                 “I don’t know ok.  I panicked.  I was mad.  He said he could stop the connection between us and I was mad because he heard my thoughts, felt what I felt and those were mine and he could have let them be mine.  But he kept taking them from me.  I tried to get him to come back.  It didn’t work.  Ok.  I fucked up.  I don’t need this shit from you right now.  Trust me I am chewing my own ass and I don’t need you on it to!”
 
                 “You’re right.  I’m sorry.  So he could read your mind?”
 
                 “Yes.  Irritates the shit out of me.  And he can feel everything I feel both physically and emotionally.”
 
                 “Feel.  That could be interesting.”  That’s the Liz Taylor knew and loved.  She teased Taylor. 
 
                 “It was and wasn’t.  That’s not all.  He can like … blink and we are magically anywhere he wants to take us.  He can control your emotions.  If you mad, or sad, he can make it go away and your happy feeling great again.  He can see things you see through your eyes.  Which can come in handy.  He can wriggle his nose and suddenly all you feel is the most intense orgasm you have ever felt.  He can make you feel like you have multiple mouths, hands, touches all over your body.  And I’m sure I’m leaving something out or there is more I don’t know about.”
 
                 “Holy fuck!  Jarrod can make you get the best night sleep you have ever gotten.  At will, you are out.  He’s strong.  He’s fast.  He can do the blink your there thing.  He said that Damien is special but they don’t know why.”
 
                 “That’s what Damien said.  He said that all vampires have their own little gifts.  He can transfer into any animal he wants.  How freaking neat that would be.  How many times have we said ‘I’d like to be a fly on the wall’ we could do that.”  Suddenly she was excited by the thought of it.
 
                 “So let me get this straight.  We are both vampires.  Well then where are our powers?”
 
                 “We have them.  I don’t know maybe they don’t work until we change.  If we change.”
 
                 “I would change in a heartbeat.”  She said quickly.
 
                 “What about the twins?”
 
                 “What about them?  Knowing that they would never be sick, die, be hurt, or any of the bad shit in this world is the best news I have had in a long time.”
 
                 “What if they grow up and regret the decision that we made for them?  We have a choice but they wouldn’t.  How is that fair to them?”
 
                 “I don’t know.  I guess I didn’t look at it like that.”
 
                 Liz laid her head back staring out the window no doubt she was searching for the same answers Taylor was.
 
                 She slowed on the outskirts of town pulling into the cemetery.  She had not stepped foot on the grounds since this had become Chase’s final resting place.  She looked towards hi plot, knowing exactly where he lay.  “I just need a minute Liz.”
 
                 Liz’s soft hand went to Taylor’s shoulder in a way of telling her to take all the time she needed.
 
                 As she began walking up, she could see that day in front of her just as plain as day.   The sun began to shine bright around her as she replayed it over in her mind but seen the entire thing in front of her.  The heat from the sun took the cold night away.  She stood there like in another dimension watching the events of the day.
 
                 The blue tent was set up.  She could see herself sitting with Liz holding her hand on the left.  His parents sat to her right.  His siblings sat in the back row with his grandparents.  She had no other family of her own there.
 
                 The preacher began to read the Lord’s Prayer as she stared at the light blue casket in front of her.  A beautiful blanket of blue tipped carnations rest on the top with the ribbons reading beloved husband, beloved son.  
 
                 When the preacher concluded the services and it was time to leave.  Taylor hadn’t expected the type of reaction that came over her.  
 
                 Taylor stood there watching and remembering what was going to happen next.  She could feel the pain of that day coming back as if it were happening all over again.
 
   She watched as she stood, everyone began hugging her, giving their best regards.  When everyone had cleared the tent, she looked back at the casket setting her hand on it.
 
   She spoke to him for the last time.              
 
    “Chase damn you!  Why did you have to leave me?  What am I supposed to do now?  You promised to be there for me always.”  She started crying.  Liz held her hand again.  
 
   “Babe I didn’t want to leave you but this is how it is supposed to be.  If you ever really truly need me, speak to me and I will hear you.  I love you.”  
 
   And then he was gone.  It was like a whisper.  An echo.  She turned to Liz looking for any 
 
   sign that she may have heard him but she could tell Liz hadn’t.
 
   Taylor closed her eyes remembering everything clearly.  
 
                 That day she knew he had spoken with her.  She knew it with everything she had in her.  She admitted she was emotionally unstable but she wasn’t hearing things.  It wasn’t her mind playing tricks on her.  She wasn’t so lost in mourning that somehow her psych made it up.
 
                 Taylor walked towards the headstone.  When she reached it she stared at the carvings.
 
                  
 
   Chase Zacharia James
 
   08/21/1978 - 01/15/2006
 
   Beloved Husband
 
   Beloved Son
 
                 Her fingers brushed over the words and it was exactly like losing him all over again.  She felt as if something was squeezing her heart.  She could feel the grip as it tried desperately to beat again.  Her breathing became heavy.  She felt faint.  She fell to her knees crying.
 
   This isn’t what I wanted when I came out here.  I didn’t want to relive that day.  I just need answers. 
 
                 “Chase, please hear me.  I need you.  I don’t know what to do.  You told me if I ever needed you to speak to you that you would hear me.  I need you now.  My life isn’t as normal as we thought.  My decisions from here on out changes everything.  The kids are in danger.  Oh yes kids.  Ashley and Zach.  Your kids are in danger.  DO YOU HEAR ME?”
 
                 Her hands fell to her knees, her head dropped low; she was completely hysterical and lost now.  She needed someone to tell her what to do.  Where to go.  Anything.  
 
                 A warm soft touch to her shoulder caused her breath to catch.  She raised her head and turned.  She saw the hand resting there.  It was exquisitely lit with light as if it were glowing.   Her eyes followed up the arm that was glowing to the face that gleamed with beautiful light.
 
                 She couldn’t believe it.  Chase stood there smiling back at her.  She reached out to him, but she fell stumbling through him.  She turned back to him standing there.
 
    “Babe.  I’ve missed you so much.”
 
                 “Chase, I missed you so much.  I have been so angry with you.  There is so much going on now and I don’t know what to do.  Tell me what do I do?”
 
                 “I know about the twins.  You have done a wonderful job with them.  It’s ok.  I’d be angry with you if the shoes were reversed.  But they aren’t.  I know you think I gave up Babe.  I didn’t.  I couldn’t take the pain anymore.  I couldn’t see you living half alive when I knew that was not who you are.” 
 
                 “I thought you just gave up.  That you didn’t want to fight anymore.”
 
                 “I would have fought till the end of time if it would have made a difference.  It wouldn’t have Babe.  You have to keep going.  Know that this is how it was meant to be.  All you need to do is keep following your heart.”
 
                 “I don’t understand.  I’m scared if I make a wrong decision it could cost them their life.”              
 
                 “You won’t Love.  You always make the right decisions when you follow what your heart is telling you.  You want to know about your gifts.  Follow your heart.  That is your strongest ability.  Your ability to love unconditionally is your strongest power.  Use it.”
 
                 “That’s too confusing.  That’s not a power.  I don’t know what my heart is telling me.  Just spill it.  Stop the fucking riddles and just tell me what do I do?”
 
                 “Love you’re not hearing me, you know what to do.  You have all the answers inside your heart.  I can’t tell you what to do because I don’t know what to do.  You do.”
 
                 “No I don’t, everything is so messed up.  Then there is Damien, Chase.  I love him.  I’m so sorry.  I didn’t mean for it to happen it just did.  I didn’t mean to betray you I swear it.”
 
                 “Is that how you feel?  That you have betrayed me?  My memory?”
 
   “Yes.  I know I have.”
 
   “I want it to happen.   I want you to follow him.  He’s a good man T.  I want you to be happy.  I don’t want you to be alone.  Move on be happy.  That is what I want.”
 
                 “I don’t know how Chase.  He’s not a man.  He’s a vampire Chase.  A blood sucking vampire.  How do you feel about that now?  About me following my heart now?”
 
                 “He’s just as much of a man as I ever was.  He loves you and our kids.  He will treat you all the ways I wish I still could.  But I can’t.  You and he were meant to be Taylor.  Even if I wouldn’t have died, you were meant to be with him.  It’s in your destiny.”
 
                 “I can’t do this anymore Chase.  I feel like all the life has left me and the only thing that keeps me here are the twins.  Some destiny I have huh?”
 
                 “Yes you can!  Stop saying I can’t and start saying I will.  What has happened to you?  You used to be full of spunk, faced the world head on and made whatever decisions you needed to based on what you felt in your heart was right.  Feel it again T, you know how.  You always have.”
 
                 “I lost Damien.  I ran him off.  I don’t know how to get him back.  It’s too late.  I said things that I shouldn’t have out of anger.”
 
                 “Are you sure?  The connection you have with him is so much stronger than ours ever could have been.”
 
   “Connection?  Some fucking connection.  He says it and now you say it and I still have no fucking idea what you mean with that.  I am not a master of riddles.  I don’t get it.”
 
   “Taylor you do get it.  Think about it.  Remember when I wanted to rodeo and you were so mad at me you didn’t talk to me.  You thought that if you gave me the cold shoulder that I wouldn’t go through with getting on that bull.  Remember?”
 
   I wipe the tears from my eyes.  “Where are you going with this?”
 
   “You told me that if I got on that bull, you would divorce me.  That hurt Taylor.  Worst 
 
   thing you could have ever said to me.  I knew you didn’t mean it but it still hurt.  Then right before I was up you came and made everything all better.  You told me you were sorry.  Remember?  Just tell him.  He may be a vampire but he still needs to hear it.”  
 
   “He’s gone Chase.  He broke the connection we had.  He can’t hear me anymore.”
 
   “Even death can’t break a connection.  Think about it.  You are talking to me now.  Talk to him.  I have to go T.”
 
                 “No wait don’t go.  You can’t go.  Don’t leave me again.”
 
                 “I never left you.  I’m always here T.  Follow your heart and T, let Santa come this year.”  His voice echoed off and then he was gone.  The bright light no longer shined.  The warmth that had surrounded her was gone and she shook from the cold air around her.  
 
                 She pulled herself back together the best she knew how and went back to the Tahoe.  She sat there for a minute using the sleeve of her hoody to wipe away what tears remained.
 
   “Taylor, do you want me to drive?”
 
                 “No, I want to.  I’m fine.”  She wiped her tears one last time, drying her face.  “North or South?”  Taylor questioned.
 
                 “Let’s head north.  Ashley wants snow for Christmas.  If we head north maybe we can give her that at least.”
 
                 Agreeing with her she turned north on I 55 and began their journey into the new life that they had no choice but to live right now.  There was no turning back.  They had no option.  Her children had no other option.
 
                 The music played quietly.  Liz and the twins slept peacefully.  Six hours into the trip Taylor was fighting to keep her eyes open.  She had just stopped at Effingham, Illinois and filled up the tank.  She had to catch some shut eye. 
 
                 “Liz, wake up.”  Taylor whispered not wanting to wake the twins or alarm Liz.
 
                 “What?  What is it?”  She jumped as if a cannon had just gone off in her ear.
 
                 “Nothing.  Shhh.  I’m tired, can you take over?”
 
                 She rubbed her eyes and calmed her breathing before they changed seats.  “How far do you want to go?”
 
                 “I thought maybe we could make it to Chicago tonight, get a room somewhere and spend a few days there maybe.  I don’t know.   I just want this to seem like a vacation to them more than what it really is.”
 
                 “It’s ok Tay.  Get some sleep.  When you wake up, we will be there.  Rest now.”  It didn’t take much for Taylor to do exactly what Liz had told her to.  She went right to sleep.
 
                 “Sweet, hear me, hear me now.  You mustn’t stay long in one place.  They can find you.  Keep moving.  Only a couple days at each stop.  Don’t even think about working.  The means to survive will be provided.  Until we meet again.”
 
                 She woke as if Damien were sitting right next to her the words were spoken so clear.  Was he really talking to her or had it been yet another dream.  Did he know something that she didn’t?  
 
   I shouldn’t have run you off the way I did.
 
                 The sun was rising as they reached Chicago.  
 
   “I thought we would be here sooner.  We should have been here by like two thirty this morning.  It’s almost eight.”  Taylor looked at Liz waiting for her answer.
 
   “I was beat.  You were beat.  I had to pull over at a rest area and catch a nap.  I’m sorry.”
 
   “It’s ok.  I’m glad you pulled over instead of making yourself keep going.”
 
   Liz was quick to find a hotel.  When the kids woke the first thing was like every other morning.  They were hungry.  Thankfully, the hotel she had chosen had a really good breakfast.  After checking in, the kids made their decision on what kind of cereal they wanted.  
 
   Taylor watched as they looked around excitement filling their tiny blue beautiful eyes.  “Where we going to go first?”  Zach questioned.
 
                 “I want to go to a princess show.”  Ashley suggested.
 
                 “I want to go to six flags.”  Zach put in.
 
                 “After the princess show first.”  Ashley almost scolded.
 
                 “No, before that.  Six flags first.”  Zach started.
 
                 “Ok, wait.  First, a hot shower, then maybe a swim, then maybe we can do both.   Six Flags must have some princesses there.  Liz and Ashley can visit with them.  Me and Zach can take on all the death traps.”
 
                 Their hands erupted into clapping.  They had always been rather easy kids to please.  Liz didn’t like the rides and never had.  Liz was always more of the girly girl.  Taylor however, was more of the Tom boy.  So Taylor and Zach fit really good when it came to death defying death traps like those at amusement parks.  The higher and faster the ride, the more they screamed, the better the ride. 
 
                 The kids did what they did the best.  Swam, played, laughed, giggled, splashed each other and just acted like kids.  After a bit Taylor started making laps.  She really didn’t feel like a swim but she knew the cool water would wake her up better than any cup of coffee the hotel had to offer.  She had watched as the kids swam around and remembered being at Damien’s pool.  
 
                 She had noticed the way they had interacted with each other closely.  She loved the way they were all carefree around each other.  He was so gentle and tender with each of them.  He had more patience than she ever knew could exist.  He taught both of them how to swim stronger, faster, how to float and tread water. 
 
                 But the best part, was when they got out of the pool, how he had cuddled them both up in a towel making sure they were nice and warm even though the water was perfect and the temperature of the room was greatly accommodating.  The look in his eyes when he looked at them.  The feeling in Taylor’s heart when she watched how he intermingled with them.
 
                 “I know that look of yours.  Why don’t you just call him?  If he won’t answer your mental calls, use the cell.”  
 
                 “Because I can’t.  I can’t put their lives in any more danger than what they already are.  And if he wanted to hear from me he would hear me, or have called me.”
 
                 “So, let me get this straight.  The only way for them to be safe is for us to change.  If we change, we will be able to be with Jarrod and Damien, the twin’s safe, our short life on the run safe again?”
 
                 “Yes, but it isn’t that easy.  If we change then they will change to.”
 
                 “So!  It would be their way of life.  Think about it.  Would it really be that bad to never know sickness, death, the pain that you felt when you lost Chase?  The pain you feel now because you’re not with Damien?”
 
                 “No, but what if they don’t want that life?  What if they want to experience life as we know it?” 
 
                 “They won’t.  Nobody wants to go through what you go through.  And besides, what if that is the only way we can make sure they are safe?”
 
                 “I can’t talk about this right now.  Really, it’s too much.  I have to think all of it through.”
 
                 “Don’t think too long Tay, we don’t know who is after us and when they will find us.  I will back whatever your decision is as long as you really make it for the right reason.”  Her words were almost short when she stood and walked away from Taylor. 
 
                 Was that her way of telling me she would change?  Was it her way of telling me that just like all our lives she would follow me?  What was she trying to tell me?
 
                 She was right about one thing though.  Taylor’s ability to over think things always made it difficult to make decisions.  She didn’t need any more stress adding to this multiple life changing decision.  But how could she do this to the twins.  
 
   What if they wanted to have children and they don’t meet their special someone before they change?  They will never have that experience.  Then what if they have children, and their children have children.  Will this decision ultimately affect a lot more than it does right now.  Like a domino effect.  
 
                 She knew in her heart if the twins weren’t involved she would change in a heartbeat and not spend another nanosecond wasting precious time thinking about it or even considering it for that matter.  But the fact was she didn’t know what the future held for them and how they would react.
 
                 What she did know was two things.  First, her kid’s lives were in danger and she had to do whatever it took to keep them safe.  And secondly, her heart was in pieces and she was alone again without Damien and that was not a life she wanted to live again either.
 
                 “Mom, earth to Mom.”  Taylor blinked her eyes to see Zach standing in front of her.  
 
                 “We swam for over an hour can we go now?  Please!”  His lips wide and tooth bearing.  Taylor didn’t know who to say no to that.  Not with a face like his.
 
                 “Ok.  Let’s get changed.”  The screaming and yelling that came out their mouths were one for the record books.  They dressed and took off to six flags.  The minute they were in the gate, Ashley had Liz’s hand pulling her to the right and Zach had Taylor’s pulling her to the left.
 
                 “You got your cell phone right?”  Taylor yelled to Liz.
 
                 “Yep, you got yours?”  She yelled back.
 
                 “Yes, call if you see anything or feel anything.”  And then the kids had them separated unaware of the dangers.
 
                 “Come on Mom, let’s go.  I want to ride the train first.”  He tugged at her hand with all his might.  When they reached the train he quickly picked their seats and they began their tour of the entire park.  Taylor glared at everyone with suspicious eyes.  She even looked at the kids there wondering if they would like shape shift into something evil and try to kill them.  The train came to a halt and they were off and on their way to the next.
 
                 “Roller coaster now.  Let’s go mom.”  Thank God for the instant pass they bought otherwise the lines would have been miserable.  They loaded up and as the roller coaster reached its first fall, Zach closed his eyes.  
 
                 Ride after ride passed.  Taylor tried to enjoy herself but all she could think about was Damien.  Just text him.  Call him.  For once in your damn miserable piece of existence do something for yourself.
 
                 The feeling of hands on her shoulders as they flew down the hill startled her and she immediately had ahold of Zach.  Then they were standing on the ground.  Damien.
 
                 “What are you doing here?”  She was in shock and yet pleasantly surprised.  I missed you.
 
                 “We have to go now.”  His voice was serious.  No I missed you to.  No I love you.  Nothing.  
 
                 “But Liz and Ashley?”  There was no way in hell Taylor was leaving them.  Something in her told her he really wasn’t asking her to nor would he ever leave them either.
 
                 “Jarrod has them.  They are already back at the hotel.”  And just like that they were gone.  In a flash they were back in a room.  But not their room.  A different room.  Damien had Zach in his arms and he appeared to be sleeping.  Taylor remembered what Damien said about Jarrod being able to make someone sleep.
 
                 Taylor turned noting Ashley lying on the couch asleep as well.  Jarrod no doubt and his talent at work.  There was no way they would be sleeping right now.
 
                 “What’s going on now?  We just got here.”  Both curious and scared to hear the answer that somehow they already knew.  Not the specifics but they knew the bad vampires were on their trail.
 
                 “They found you already.  They would have had you by morning.  They were closing in quick.  They already know that we have you and are trying to find out where we are taking you both.  We have to go.  If we hurry, we can get the twins to Regina and then we will leave together.”
 
                 “Leave.  Are you fucking crazy?  I am not leaving; I will not leave my kids.”
 
                 “Taylor listen to me, it’s the only way right now.  They aren’t tracking the twins, they are tracking you.  If they find us, we can’t have them with us.”
 
                 His brutal honesty was more than she could bear.  As if the world had just ended around her, she felt all of her emotions coming to surface uncontrollably.  Stop it Damien.  Make em go away.
 
                 “Taylor, as much as I would love to toy with your emotions right now, especially more some than others, we don’t have time.  We have to go.”
 
                 “Damien, they’re near, it’s only a matter of time.  They will be here before nightfall not morning.”  Jarrod’s words were stern but informational only.  As if he was leaving all the decisions up to Damien to make.
 
                 “Regina’s now, you take Liz and Ashley, I got these two.”  And just like that Liz was picking up cradling Ashley in her arms and looking in Jarrod’s eyes.  Taylor could see at that moment that Liz felt for him the same as she felt for Damien.
 
                 “Let’s go Sweet, we won’t have much time to drop the kids and go again.”  And just like that his hands were on Zach and her, wrapping his arms around them both, they were gone.  
 
                 “Damien,,,”  Taylor whispered as she felt a sudden, overpowering feeling of nausea.  
 
   

 
   

Chapter Eighteen              Everything blurred.  Taylor felt light headed.  She could hear Damien calling out for Jarrod to take Zach.  Everything was spinning around her.  She felt his hand on her head pulling it to his chest.
 
                 “Just breathe Sweet.  It will pass.  That’s why you should have closed your eyes.  You can’t handle the movement.”              
 
                 “Mmm.”  She couldn’t speak.  
 
                 “What happened?  I thought you two were supposed to keep them safe.  What happened?  You tell me at once.”
 
                 Taylor’s body tightened.  She tried to raise her head to turn and look towards the voice so distantly familiar to her.  Damien’s hand remained firm.
 
                 “They were tracking them.  There were a few complications along the way but they are here now.”
 
                 “What do you mean complications?”  The voice yelled echoing through the room causing Taylor’s body to tremble.  She began to feel furious.  How dare she yell at them when she had done what she did.  Left them alone, thinking she was dead.  Raped and murdered and never found.  
 
                 “You have no right to talk to us that way.”  Taylor was beginning to get her stability back.  The more she regained control of her body the more furious she became.  She moved her hands to Damien’s chest and pushed back taking a few steps back.  She could see the look on Damien’s face as he read her thoughts.
 
                 Quickly she spun around.  There she stood.  The woman that had raised them.  The woman that had been the only person other than Liz, Taylor had ever trusted.  
 
                 “I have played this moment over in my head a thousand times.   I wondered how I would ever react if I ever got to see you again.  Would I cry, would I run up to you and hug you until you couldn’t breathe?  What would I do?  What would you do?  Hmm?  I guess you answered that.  You yelled at us.”  Taylor turned looking over her shoulder at Damien then back to Ramee.
 
                 “I don’t feel like wondering anymore.  Knowing what I know now gave me all the answers to all the questions I ever had.  So I think this is going to be my reaction.  You.  Crazy.  Stupid.  Selfish.  Bitch.  How could you do that?  Why would you do that?  We could have faced anything together.  You left us!  I may need you right now but when this is over you are back out of our lives.  Do you understand me?”
 
                 “Taylor you don’t…”
 
                 “Don’t tell me what I mean.  I may not have your abilities, but I know what I feel and what I want.  The only question I have right now is, if I leave my kids with you while we go deal with your mess, are you going to leave them like you left me and my sister?”
 
                 “No.”  Ramee answered her question sternly before lashing back.  “And just this once I will let you get away with talking to me like that but if you ever talk to me like that again, grown woman or not I will spank you like the ten year old little girl that you are acting like.”
 
                 “You and what army?  Now, I don’t know all the details but I swear to God if you let anything happen to my kids don’t think for a minute I won’t change and hunt you down.  Do you understand that?  You have done nothing but cause me pain, you will not cause my children pain.  Now there are things you need to know.  One, you will not tell them your relationship to them at all! 
 
                 “Two you will not let them leave your sight no matter what you do or what happens.  They stay with you!  Third I don’t want the kids to know anything that is going on.  Don’t show them any abilities you have.  If you can’t do that, I can’t leave them here.”
 
                 She turned again looking over to the bed that Liz, Ashley and Zach now laid on sleeping.  She knew that Jarrod had taken care of them to prevent them from seeing Taylor’s reaction.
 
                 “If that is what you wish then so be it.  Taylor one of these days very soon, we will sit and have a chat.  When you change, there are things that you will need to know.  Only I have those answers.  You will come back to me and then you will understand why I had to leave.”  Ramee’s voice was a low whisper by the time she finished talking.  For a moment, a second only Taylor wanted to run to her to feel if she was real.  
 
                 “Jarrod I don’t want Liz to wake up until we are gone.”  His only response was a nod.
 
                 “What is your plan?”  Damien asked allowing her to call the shots.
 
                 “We run.  The four of us.  Until this is over.”  She walked over brushing the hair from Ashley’s eyes.  Leaning down she whispered in her ear.   
 
                 “You are a bright, beautiful little princess.  Your my princess.  Don’t ever let anyone stand in the way of what you want most.  If ever you miss me, close your eyes and dream of me.  I will meet you there.”  Taylor brushed the tear falling from her eyes before leaning down and kissing her cheek and walking to Zach on the other side.
 
                 “My little man.  My strong little man.  You were always there for me when no one else was.  Always holding my hand and making my day better.  I’m sorry I couldn’t bring Santa this year buddy.  I wanted him to come.  You take care of your sister and know that I love you and her both more than life itself.  I will come back for you.  I will.”  Again she brushed away her tears before kissing his cheek.
 
                 “They like the snow.  They love to make snowmen.  Ashley thinks the most amazing thing is snow angels.  I always read stories to them at night.  Make sure they take a bath before bedtime no matter what they say.  Ashley likes her hair French braided with a bow at the end.”
 
                 “Taylor I know.  I can do this.”
 
                 “Just like you did before right?”
 
                 “Yes.”
 
                 “Take care of them.  Damien get me out of here now.”  Just as quick as the words were out of her mouth Jarrod had Liz and Damien was wrapping his arms around Taylor.
 
                 “Close your eyes Sweet.”  And they were gone.
 
                 Just as every other time he had transported her somewhere with her abilities.  With a blink of her eyes she was now standing in a bedroom.  The walls told her they were in a log home.  She turned out of his arms staring out the large window to the snow coming down quickly.  Nothing but white was in view.
 
        Dark green curtains hung folded to the side and pinned with silver tie backs.  Turning she took note of the furniture.  Black iron.  Everything looked antique and brand new at the same time.  
 
        When she turned back towards Damien she could see it.  In his eyes.  The same fire she had seen before.  The sheepish smile that appeared seconds after she stepped back made her take a breath.
 
        “I didn’t come here for that.  This is serious.”
 
        She watched as he gripped his crotch.  “So is this.  We are in the bedroom after all.  We did have a verbal agreement.”
 
        “That was before all of this happened.”  Again she stepped back.  “Where is Liz?”  Okay so in this moment she really didn’t care where her sister was.  She was only trying to delay the inevitable.  
 
        “With Jarrod.”  He stalked towards her.
 
        “I’m not playing Damien.  This is serious.”  The more she argued the fact they were not about to have sex, the more he wanted her.
 
        “I agree.  It’s been to long since I got to touch you.”  Slowly he reached out, brushing her hair away from her face.  “You have the most beautiful eyes I have ever seen.”  He whispered.  He leaned down slowly, and began nipping the tender flesh of her neck.
 
        “Why do you make it so difficult for me?”  She didn’t mean for the quiet moan to escape her mouth but it had.  
 
        “I don’t know what you’re talking about.  But I know you shouldn’t be talk about that.  Right now you should be thinking of all the nasty sweet things I am about to do to you.”  He raised his head up and leaned in.  Taylor just knew he was going to kiss her, but he didn’t.  Instead he brushed her lips with his before nipping her lower lip.   Teasing her in to submission.
 
        “You can win if you would just kiss me already.”  And just like that his mouth was on hers.  Her inner Goddess began crying out in pleasure.  This is what she wanted.  
 
        A shiver ran through her body as his tongue dipped inside further taking what he wanted.  She might have been saying no but her body was saying yes.  Yes she wanted this.  Yes she needed this.  
 
        She sighed when he pulled his mouth away.  Staring in to his eyes waiting for him to answer her silent question.  Why did you stop?  
 
        “On the bed.  My rules.  How do you address me?”
 
        Her insides quivered in excitement.  “Sir.”
 
        “Good girl.  Shoes off.  Bed. Now.  Flat on your back, and then don’t move an inch.” 
 
        Immediately she turned, walking to the bed, slipping off her shoes before lying flat down on her back.  She couldn’t see him because he stood out of her peripheral vision.  She tried to be patient while she waited but she found it very hard.  She growly quietly.
 
        She closed her eyes trying to steady her breathing but it was no use.  The only way she was going to be able to relax was for him to take her to the place she needed to be.  To give, what she needed.
 
        Finally she heard him moving and opened her eyes.  He now stood over her looking down.  Showing his impossibly any sexier smile, then becoming serious.
 
        “Sit up.  Strip.  Your feet do not touch the floor.”  He didn’t move and inch when her fingers went straight for the pair of jeans she was wearing.  She shimmied them down her hips taking off her panties with them.  The cooler air of the room kissed her bare skin causing a shiver to run through her body and a smile on Damien’s lips.
 
        She sat and slowly pulled her shirt up and over her head.  She looked at Damien watching as his eyes stayed locked with her covered breast.  The heat and want in his eyes gave her what she needed.  Teasing him slowly, she rose to her knees and turning she turned her back to him.
 
   She slid first one strap down her arm, then the other.  
 
        She heard Damien growl, which only excited her more.  It was now her turn to tease him.  She unclasped the bra but held it in place for a second before looking over her shoulder dead in his, she smiled.  Then threw it his direction.  
 
        “I know what you’re doing Sweet.  Remember our arrangement.”  He didn’t need to say anything further, she had heard him loud and clear.  But right now she was playful, excited, and horny as hell.
 
        “What am I doing, Sir?”  She batted her eyes.
 
         “On all fours, ass in the air.”  Oh, she knew that tone.  That was the tone of her Sweet Sex God.  The one that made her want to please him.  To move at his every command.  Anything he wanted, she would give.
 
        Slowly she did as he ordered, lifting her ass.  She peered at him, again looking over her shoulder.  He hadn’t moved an inch.  She felt herself frown and then it was game on again.  Slowly from side to side, her ass began to sway.  Teasing him.  Inviting him.  
 
         She almost let out a giggle when his growl grew louder as he stepped towards her.  She felt her breath catch at the first touch of his fingertips across the sensitive flesh of her ass.  She groaned when he slid down, teasing a soft rub over her erect nub.  His chuckle wasn’t reassuring he would do what she wanted.  She knew she was in for it when his finger moved a quick circle, then leaving.  
 
         Softly traveling back up, over her the spot she wanted him the most.  He paused when he reached the forbidden entrance.  Applying just enough pressure to make move slightly forward and away.
 
        “You won’t be able to move later.”  She couldn’t see him, she didn’t dare turn to look but she could hear his smile.  
 
        She felt the butterflies grow when she heard the zipper of his pants going down.  She yelped when his hands gripped her hips and pulled to the edge of the bed.  She cried out when he quickly shoved his cock in to her pussy, deep, no tenderness.  
 
        His fingers buried in to her hips, using them, pulling them towards him as he thrust forward.  Taking what he wanted.  
 
        Her fingers gripped the sheets in knots as he showed her no mercy.  She had taunted him and now she was paying the price.  The price that she would gladly pay over and over.  She loved the tender Damien, she loved the play Damien, but she really, really loved this Damien.  The Damien that didn’t act as if she were a fragile piece of meat that could be broken.  
 
        His cock continued to kiss the inside of her vagina.  Sweat beaded on her skin as she moaned and cried out.  Her muscles tightened and she gripped him harder.  Her orgasm exploded from with the force of a rocket taking off, her body shook.  
 
        Damien however kept his thrust moving in and out.  When he felt the last of her vibrations leave he pulled out from her.
 
        “Time for some more teaching of how I like things.  One, you will ask me before you come.  Two, you won’t look up at me unless you are asked a question, and three, don’t make a sound unless you are asking me if you can come.  Understand?”
 
        “Yes, Sir.”  She didn’t hesitate when she answered but now she didn’t know what to expect.  She knew without a doubt she would fuck up at one point or another.  It was only a matter of time.
 
        His hands, still gripped tight, quickly flipped her over.  She closed her eyes.  She was afraid she wouldn’t be able to control herself and take a look at him.  
 
         Before she could register what was happening, her legs were up over his shoulders and once again he was pounding in to her.  His thumb flicked over her clit, moving in circles as he increased the pressure.  
 
        I want to see you.  I want to look in to your eyes.  I want to see how red they are.  Please.
 
        “No.”  His hand moved up to grip her hard nipple.  Tugging it between his fingers until she was moaning from the intense arousal she was in.  
 
        She couldn’t take it, her eyes opened looking at his chest.  She raised up on her elbows looking down to wear his body met with hers.  She watched as he thrust in and out of her.  His long, hard, cock pulling out and then disappearing as he rammed in to her repeatedly.
 
        God, you’re fucking hot!  
 
        His thumb returned to her clit and within seconds she felt herself getting close.  Almost there.
 
        “Can I come?”  She was now breathy and ready to beg for release.
 
        “No.”
 
        And with one word she realized how hard this was going to be.  She couldn’t stop herself.  She tried to fight it off.  But it was too late, it was there and breaking through.  
 
        “Damien, I can’t wait.  Please!”
 
        “No.”
 
        Oh my God!  I can’t.  I can’t.  “PLEASE!  Sir, may I come?”
 
        He chucked before he gave her what she was waiting for.  “Yes.”
 
        Her body fell apart.  She screamed, thrashed, cried out his name.  Over and over words came out of her mouth that she could hear.  For a minute she couldn’t believe it was her.  Then in the next she didn’t care.
 
        He followed right behind her.  With a final, fast, even impossibly deeper thrust, she felt the power of his seed filling her.  Then her body became limp, her eyes grew heavy.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Nineteen
 
   “Hello, Sweet.”  He whispered against her ear.  “I was beginning to wonder if you were gonna wake up at all.
 
   “Mmm.  I don’t even remember going to sleep.
 
   “I know.  It’s a wonderful feeling isn’t it?”
 
   “Yes.  What happened?”
 
   “Subspace.”
 
   “Sub what?”
 
   “As you just scene it a very special place that you go to when your body is in sensory overload.”
 
   “Oh!”
 
   “This is the life I want to Sweet.  Come on lets shower then I’ll let you sleep.”  Taylor felt the water rushing over her body.  Hot, steamy, forceful water and it feels wonderful as it massages over her sore, over stimulated muscles.
 
   The feeling of fingertips massaging her hair.  Thumbs rubbing deep into the muscles in her shoulders and back.
 
   Her eyes close taking in the exhilarating touch.  Lighthearted, tranquil, content, worry free, in love, and satisfyingly complete in every way.
 
   She yawned unexpectedly.  His response was a chuckle against her ear.
 
   “I wore you out didn’t I.  I’ll keep that in mind when I wake you up in the morning.”  More of a matter of fact, ‘I know I did’ statement than a question.
 
   “Yes My Sex God, yes you did.”  She giggled back at him.
 
   After thoroughly washing every last inch of her more than once and massaging her from her neck to her toes while washing her, the shower ended.  As much as she would have loved for it to continue, she was exhausted.  Not from playing Dom versus Sub, but from the events leading to this very moment over the last few days.
 
   She curled into the pillow while he tucked her in.  “Aren’t you going to lay down with me?”
 
   “No, I don’t sleep.”  A sly smile appeared across his lips.
 
   “Oh, I never asked, I just assumed.  Will you sit with me for a while?  Maybe answer some questions for me?”
 
   “Of course.  I wouldn’t rather be anywhere else in the world.  Well maybe one place.”
 
   She shoved at him playfully.  “Where else would you rather be?  You know if you have something else you would rather be doing….”  His mouth crushed against hers as she drank him in again.
 
   “Don’t ever question I wouldn’t want to be with you.  You come before anything else in my life.”  His eyes appeared as if he was scolding her so she didn’t forget this lesson.
 
   “Then what do you mean?” Taylor had to know.  Understand his statement.  She had only been teasing before but now his stern voice peaked her curiosity and scared the shit out of her as well.
 
   “Promise not to freak out?”  He looked a little worried.
 
   “Yes.”  She whispered trying not to freak out.  After the past few days, she certainly had enough reason to freak out.
 
   “The day you and the twins were at my house. That was the best day of my life.  I have loved you before you were born, loved incredibly more since I have met you, loved your kids through you and I have grown to love them as well from knowing them.  I sorta think of them as my own.  I know it’s not possible, but they are the closest to mine I will ever get.”  
 
   She put a finger over his mouth to stop his rambling.  Her heart hitched.  He loved hers kids.  Thank You Jesus, he loves my kids.
 
   “I would never freak out over you loving my children.  Think of them as your own.  That makes me very happy.  And besides, I can’t imagine my world without you in it and they are a permanent part in mine.”  
 
   “Good.  What’s your first question?”
 
   “Well you said something about evoking the spirits when we were in Seattle.  What does that mean?”
 
   “Well that means that instead of having a preacher marry us, our ancestors would marry us.  Your parents, my parents.”
 
   “Your parents are dead?”
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “How?”
 
   “When Jarrod and I were just little ones, someone got wind that we were chosen to marry the prophecy.  You and Liz.  Some came after us.  They protected us with their lives.”
 
   “I’m so sorry Damien.” 
 
   “Don’t be.  I’m not.  I still talk to them.  Sometimes not as often as I would like, I can still hear their voices answering my questions when I am most troubled.  Next.”
 
   “So you mean ghosts would marry us?”  Taylor became frightened just by the thought of it.
 
   “Yes.  But not like you think.  They aren’t going to float around or sneak up on you and scream boo!”  He yelled at her.  She jumped and they both break out into a fit of laughter. 
 
   “They would look just like you and I.  So much so, that if you wanted to invite your friends they would never know.  Just like you seen Chase.”
 
   “Ok.  That’s better.  Eases my mind.  If I choose to remain human, would you stay with me or leave me?  How do you know I seen Chase?  I thought you broke the connection between us?”  She looked down closing her eyes fearful of the answer.
 
   “Easy.  I couldn’t break it.  I didn’t answer you because I thought you needed some space.  I’m never leaving you again.  Ever.  So let’s just make a promise to each other right now.”  She nodded agreeing with him.  “If you choose to embrace your destiny, when you can control me and I have no choice but to obey you’re every order.  There are two things I want.  You can never order me away and I maintain complete control in the bedroom whether you change or not.”
 
   “Ok.”
 
   “Well that was easy.”  He smiled.
 
   “My Sex God.  I would never order you away and if you weren’t in control I would be your Sex Goddess instead.  Besides, I make so many decisions all the time, it’s nice not to have to make one with you.  And I have learned I like the thrill of not knowing what you have up your sleeve next.”
 
   “Oh Sweet, you are My Sex Goddess.  I just control you.”
 
   “I can live with that.”
 
   “Good.  What else you got for me?”
 
   “There’s so much I want to know.  Is there any way I can change without affecting my children’s lives?”
 
   His eyes softened.  “No.”  His voice was soft, full of sadness.
 
   Her heart ached.  She wanted this life with him, but she wouldn’t take it because her children were first and foremost in her life.  She wouldn’t make a choice that could affect their adult lives.
 
   “Don’t think about that right now.  It’s not a decision that is going to affect whether we marry.  I still want to marry you no matter what path in life you take.  I am forever yours and you are forever mine.”  He stood repositioning himself at the foot of the bed, pulling the comforter up over her feet he began to massage.
 
   “Ok are you ready for my next one?”
 
   “Yes.  Blue, country, nike, trucks, horses, colgate.  I could go on like this forever.”  He laughed answering every question that came to her mind quickly.
 
   “You shouldn’t laugh at me.  Favorite movie?”
 
   “North and South.”  
 
   Mines Dracula, Surprised?  He shakes his head no at her.  She laughed before going on  to the next one.  “Favorite song?”
 
   “Well, it recently changed.  Used to be Red Solo Cup and Hillbilly Bone but I keep hearing this song, Over You.  I hear it so often that it has just kinda stuck with me.”
 
   “I know that song.  Beautiful.  I have played it over and over again.”
 
   “That’s how I know it.  Sending a message by singing it to Chase.  It was your way of freeing some of that anger you have with him.”  His tone was understanding.
 
    “What about Jarrod and my sister?  What’s going on with them?  I mean she has it bad for him.  She says she’s in love with him.  I know you said he feels for her like you do for me, but I need to know that he will make her happy.”
 
   “Do you really want to know?”  His mouth curved and his eyebrow arched almost daring her.
 
   “Yes.”
 
   “Let’s just say your sister is quite the M and S part of BDSM.”
 
   “Oh.”  Taylor is stunned.  Wait a minute.  “I didn’t mean it like that.  I want to know if they will be happy.”
 
   “I know.  But it is true.  They will marry just like us.  Your sister is hoping that we can have a double ceremony.  And I can’t put a finger on it.  Her mind isn’t clear.  Her thoughts are scrambled.  For whatever reason it means a lot to her.  He loves her Taylor.  I don’t know how to make you understand the connection that we have to you and her.”
 
    “I wonder why?  Will they live happily ever after?  He will treat her as good as you will be to me?”  Taylor needed to know that Liz would be ok.  After all they were going through, that was one more thing she needed to know.  That she would be safe, protected, loved and cared for no matter what.  
 
    “Identical to the way I treat you and want to for the rest of our time.  He would take his own life before he would hurt her purposely.  I have no doubts.  You shouldn’t worry about them.”
 
   “Good.  That’s really important to me.  Now, about the ring.  There will be a ring correct?”
 
   “Absolutely Sweet.  One that your heart desires.”
 
   “White gold.  Everything else doesn’t matter to me.  I just love white gold.”
 
   “Done.”  He smiled widely as if he knew of the perfect one or if he had it already. 
 
   “Do you have any other siblings?”
 
   “Not technically.  Vivian.  We call her Viv.  She is like our little sister and have for many years called her that.   We have the same feelings for her that you have for Liz.  Our bond with her is close.”
 
   “How did you meet her?”
 
   “Her parents and our parents were of best friends.  They all died together.  Her parents were in the wrong place at the wrong time.  We helped each other through it.  Eventually, there was a bond there and we just began calling her our little sis.”
 
   “That’s Sweet.  So does she live close to you guys?”
 
   “No.  She lives in Sydney, Australia now.  Technically, I don’t live in Missouri either.  I only purchased that home to be closer to you.  Don’t get me wrong Missouri is beautiful but it’s not home.”
 
   “Where do you live then?  Where is home?”  Why would you have a house in Missouri if you don’t live there?  That’s ridiculous or are you ridiculously rich and don’t have worry about the financial aspect of having two homes.
 
   “Jarrod and I both live in Montana.  We have a ranch there.  It’s beautiful country.  I shall take you soon.  When we wed, we will live there.”  Is that a matter of fact or a, you have no choice?  “It’s a I hope you will live there with me.  Raise the twins on the ranch.  They would love it.  Remember I only asked for two things.  Where we live is really irrelevant, I would terribly miss it though.”
 
   “Well, I, ,,,”  His eyes are bewildered but she knew he had heard her thoughts.  “Always wanted to see Montana.  Where we live is irrelevant as long as we are together.  I’d follow you anywhere you have to know that.”  She gave him a come hither with her index finger and he was quick to oblige.  The sweet soft touch of his lips to hers.  Brief.  Too brief.  If only she weren’t shattered that was rather apparent as she yawned again.
 
   She snuggled deeper into her pillow.  “Will you have Jarrod do that thing so I don’t wake up fifty billion times?  I just want to sleep all the way through tonight.”  She asked.  She felt his touch as he ran his fingers from her forehead down.  Her eyes fluttered closed.
 
   

 
   

Chapter Twenty     Taylor woke to the fresh scent of coffee.  Irish coffee.  With French vanilla crème in it.  She turned, stretching before sitting up on the side of the bed.  She looked at the bedside table and there it sat, all steamy and fresh.
 
                 She picked it up smiling before sipping it.  After throwing on the robe she noted lying across the foot of the bed, that she was sure meant for her but she had no clue where it came from.   She went looking for Damien to thank him properly.  
 
                 As she walked down the hall she noticed Liz’s room was open, bed made.  She kept going until she seen her sitting at the kitchen table drinking coffee staring out the window into the heavy snow coming down.  Ashley and Zach would have absolutely loved this.  She turned her attention back to her sister who looked worried.  Deep in thought.  Lost even.
 
   Immediately she wanted to know what was going on.  She didn’t worry like she was doing right now.  Not even while they were leaving for Chicago.  It was always like she knew everything was going to be okay and she didn’t dwell on it.   She went with the flow of life.
 
                 “Hey, what’s wrong?”  Taylor brushed the little strip of hair that had fallen across Liz’s eyes.  
 
                 “They left.  Jarrod said that Michael couldn’t track them so he went after Vivian and that he had her.  That they had to go get her or he would kill her.  What if they don’t make it on time?  What if he kills her?  Will they blame us for bringing them into this?  What will we do if they do blame us? OH MY GOD!  What if they get killed?  I can’t live without him Taylor.  I love him and I won’t live without him.” She burst into tears.
 
                 “Wait, what do you mean, they went after her?  Who is the hell is Michael?”  Taylor could feel the panic in her voice.  She knew Liz was upset but she couldn’t comfort her right now, she had to stop anything from happening.
 
   “Michael is the name of the vampire after us.  Vivian is their sister or practically anyways.  Michael has Vivian, Taylor.  He was going to kill her.  They went after her to save her.”
 
                 “Where?”  Taylor yelled not meaning to.
 
                 “Australia.  What are we going to do Liz?  We can’t just sit here while they put their lives at risk for us.  Too many people have been hurt because of us.  I won’t let them endanger their lives for us again.  They have already sacrificed enough by losing their parents.  We have to stop this from happening again.”
 
                 “Ok so what are we going to do then?  How are we going to stop it?”  She perked up waiting for Taylor’s answer.  Truth was she didn’t know what the hell to do.  Go after them.
 
                 “Did Jarrod get the Tahoe last night like he said he would?”
 
   “Yeah, he went right after I went to sleep.  It’s parked out front.  Why?”
 
   “Get dressed quick, we are going, I think I remember where she lives.  Damien 
 
   mentioned something about it last night.”  
 
                 Taylor ran to her bedroom, throwing on her jeans, sweater and a coat.  She had to get there.  But then she worried would they miss them during flight.  Not wanting to waste time, she ran back toward kitchen halting in the hall.
 
   “Liz, I didn’t know we had guests.”  She spoke slowly to Liz and the man standing next to her.  Her face was pale white and her eyes were filled with tears.  She didn’t say a word.  He was too close to her.  “I’m Taylor and you are?”
 
                 “Michael.”  She choked back a scream.  He was tall, red hair, skinny, very unattractively dressed in what looked like a cloak.  Everything he wore was colored black.  Just like in the movies.  
 
                 “Nice to meet you Michael.”  She moved towards Liz slowly.  “We were just on our way out.  Is there something I can do for you or help you with?”
 
                  He moved toward her quickly.   “Stop playing me to be a fool you idiot.  I know you know who I am and I definitely know who you are.  Where is the amulet?”  His eyes turned red.  His accent was thick.  British.
 
                 “What do you want with it?”  She knew what he really wanted.  Them dead.  Like graveyard dead. 
 
                 “You know that to.  You have no idea how long I have been looking for you two.  We can start with the amulet as I just asked.  I won’t ask again.  Where is it?”  She started stepping back slowly as he made his way to her.  Keeping an eye on Liz the entire time.  She knew he was toying with her.  If he were anything like Damien, he would be able to catch in a second.
 
   .  Just a little bit further please God this has to work.
 
                 Taylor looked behind her, almost to the hallway.  Just a few more steps.  Come on.  I reach the hall.  “RUN LIZ!!!  HE CAN”T GET US BOTH GO GET HELP!!!!”  The minute Liz ran out the door, Taylor ran down the hall locking herself in her bedroom.  She knew she didn’t stand a chance but as long as he was busy with her, Liz could make it to the Tahoe and be gone.
 
                 She could hear him laughing at her.  His footsteps were heavy and pounded against the floor.  “That’s right run!  I love the smell of fear.”  
 
                 Taylor climbed out the window taking off.  She turned the corner and she could see the back of the tahoe just before it went out of view.
 
                 “Thank God!”  She was still running, she couldn’t breathe but something inside her forced her to go.  She didn’t know where she was or where she was headed but she didn’t care.  She just had to run long enough for Liz to get a hold of Damien and Jarrod.  
 
   “Wow!”   She slipped, rolling down a hill before hearing a smack.  She screamed out in pain before everything around her went completely black.
 
   *****
 
                 She stirred immediately feeling the sharp pain to her forehead.  She reached up feeling the site of the pain.  Her right ankle hurt and ached a dull paining throb.  She tried to open her eyes but they were too heavy.
 
                 She could hear voices in the distance that she couldn’t make out for the fuzz that was lingering.  The feel of snow was cold against her back and side but it wasn’t cold enough to keep everything around her from going black again.
 
                 When her eyes finally opened, she knew she had been found.  She wasn’t cold anymore.  She couldn’t feel the snow against her.  She looked around the room.  A heart monitor, she looked down and a BP cuff was still attached to her arm.  Her finger had a pulse ox attached.
 
    Her left hand had an IV.  She looked over seeing only fluids running through it at a slow rate.  She reached up to her forehead and could feel the bandage there.  It didn’t hurt as bad as it had.
 
                 “What the hell?”  Hands immediately were on hers.  She pulled them back but then when she seen who they belonged to, she relaxed know he was there with her.
 
                 “You’re in the hospital Sweet.  Take it easy.  I’m here.  Just rest.”  He held her hand in his while caressing it gently.
 
                 “How did I get here?  I was running from Michael.  Oh my God Damien, Michael he found us.  Where is he?  He wanted the amulet and he was going to kill us!”
 
                 “Shh.  Its ok your safe now.  I heard you scream.  I knew you needed me.  He left the minute he knew we were there.”  His voice was soft.  Filled with regret.  But from what?
 
                 “Vivian needed you Damien.  Did you get her?  Is she ok?”  Please tell me she’s ok.  I don’t think I could handle another person suffering because of me.
 
                 “She’s safe and sound.  Michael planted the vision in Jarrod.  He set us up.  When we got there, she was fine.  She didn’t even know what was going on.  We took her back to Ramee’s so she would be safe.  I never thought he would have done what he did.  I thought you were safe.  He took off as soon as we got back.”
 
                 “It’s ok.  Oh my GOD LIZ!.  I told her to run for help.  She ran.  I know she made it to the Tahoe.  I got to see her heading down the hill when I was running from him right before I fell down the hill.”  She watched his eyes darken and fill with sadness.  “What, what’s wrong?  Oh my God did he get, he did, ok.  It’s ok.  We gotta get her.  Come on, we can get her back.”  Taylor went to sit u but his hand gently held her in place.  
 
                 “She was in an accident.  She was driving too fast and slid off the road over turning multiple times.”  His voice ended in a whisper.
 
                 “Ok, is she ok?  Is she hurt?  Take me to see her.”  Please take me.  Don’t tell me she’s dead.
 
                 “She’s not dead.  Sweet she’s hurt bad.  She’s in ICU.  Jarrod hasn’t left her side.”
 
                 “How bad?”  A million different injuries started running through her head.  
 
                 “Bad Sweet.  I don’t quite understand it and I don’t want to make it worse by trying to repeat what he said.  The doctor said he will see you when you’re ready.”
 
                 “I want to see her now.  Have him meet me at bedside.” She shoved his hand away from her and stood feeling some soreness in her ankle.  She didn’t think about it again as her only priority was to get to Liz now and see how bad she was really hurt.  She reached over the counter.  She grabbed a 4x4, shut the pump off, and took out her IV. Holding the gauze in place as she left.
 
   Following the signs she made her way to ICU.  When she finally made it, Damien was right there beside her.  She slowly reached out to hit the button to the door, watching as her fingers trembled.  They were bruised and scratched up.  She had dirt under her nails.  No doubt from the fall.  She reached over putting some of the hand sanitizer in the dispenser on them and quickly rubbed it in.
 
                 Then taking a deep breath, she pressed the button.
 
                 “Can I help you?”  A voice on the other end spoke to her.
 
                 “I’m Taylor James.  I’m here to see my sister Liz….”  The woman on the other cut her off.
 
                 “We have been expecting you Ms. James.  Door is open come on in.”  The door buzzed.  
 
                 Slowly she started putting one foot in front of the other.  Damien’s hands on her shoulders, guiding her where to go.  She kept her eyes straight in front of her no wanting to see in the doors.  His fingers halted her movement.
 
                 “To your right.”  He whispered. Taylor could hear his voice crack.
 
                 She turned watching as Jarrod held Liz’s hand.  A very swollen hand.  She gasped as she got her first look at her.  She didn’t even look like Liz.  Her face was bruised and swollen severely.  Intubated, blood hanging, foley bag in place with a minute amount of dark urine.  
 
    
 
                 Taylor walked slowly to her bed.  She looked up at the bags hanging and running through Liz’s central line.  Dopamine and normal saline.  That can’t be.  There should be more if she’s hurt bad.
 
                 “Mrs. James.”  Taylor startled by the male voice.  A man stood in the doorway, she quickly know he was the Doctor.
 
                 “Yes.  Call me Taylor please.”
 
                 “I’m Dr. Netherland.  I’m the attending in charge of your sister’s care.  I was actually here last night when they brought her in.”
 
                 “How is she?”  Tell me.  Tell me something.
 
                 “I understand that you and your sister are both ER nurses and that you are also part of rapid response.”
 
                 “Yes.  And?”  Come on.
 
                 “Because of that, I’m not gonna beat around the bush.  If you don’t understand something, please stop me and I will explain.  Unfortunately your sister’s injuries are more severe than we can do anything for.  When she arrived to us, we coded her.  We worked on her for about twenty minutes and we were able to get her back.  
 
   “She underwent surgery immediately.  We had to remove her spleen.  Her pelvis was severely fractured and she had lost a lot of blood.  She also has a severe closed brain injury.  There isn’t anything that we can do for her. I’m sorry to have to tell you this.  She is right now clinically brain dead.  We have Dopamine running to keep her pressure stable at this point but the truth is, she was gone when she got here.”
 
                 “I’m s…sorry.  Did you say she’s brain dead?”
 
                 “At this point, I think you need to think about what is the best thing to do for her right now.  Think about her quality of life.  I don’t know many nurses who see the things we see who would want to remain on support.  Do you know how she felt about organ donation?”
 
                 “GET OUT RIGHT NOW!”  Taylor was pissed.  How dare he come in here and talk about her like that.  She stared as he turned and walked out.  Jarrod followed behind him stopping him.  They were talking but Taylor couldn’t hear what they were saying nor did she care at this point.
 
                 “Doctors don’t know everything.  She’s gonna be just fine.”  I know she is.  She has to be.  She reached out grabbing her hand, leaning down to her ear.  “Fight Lizzy.  Come on.  Prove em wrong.  You can do it.  I know you can.  Just keep fighting.  Come on Lizzy hear my voice.  Follow my voice Sissy.  Please don’t leave me.  I need you.”  
 
   She stared losing it literally.  She couldn’t take it.  She felt as if it were her fault.  She shouldn’t have had her run, then she wouldn’t have wrecked.  She wouldn’t have been in the hospital, brain dead.  She wouldn’t be lying there.  And somehow Taylor knew what the doctor had said was right.  But she couldn’t let go.  She wouldn’t let go.
 
                 Night came.  Day went.  Night came.  Day went.  No changes.  Taylor never left her bedside for longer than to go to the bathroom or change her clothes that Damien was sweet enough to fetch for her.
 
                 “Sweet.”  Taylor turned to him, seeing the look in his eyes, she knew he was holding something back from her.
 
                 “What, what is it?  Not the twins.” 
 
                 “No.  The twins are fine.  Ramee is taking excellent care of them.  Jarrod.  Well he.  You know we have a bond.  And you can hear me when you concentrate and I can always hear you.”
 
                 “You can hear everyone.”  She chuckled.  His facial expression remained flat.
 
                 “Jarrod can’t feel the bond anymore.”
 
                 “What’s that mean?”
 
                 “That means she’s gone Sweet.”
 
                 “No!  No!  It can’t be.”
 
                 “Think about it.  How would you feel, if it were me in that bed?  You know what he says is true.  He wouldn’t say it if it weren’t.”
 
                 “No it’s not.  It’s just because she is so hurt.  That’s all.”
 
                 “No Sweet.  It’s not.”
 
                 
 
                 She turned walking away from him.  Get out!  She heard his steps as he walked away.  Her heart torn.  She knew what it was that she needed to do.  What she would want Liz to do if the shoe was reversed.  But Taylor couldn’t do it.
 
                 “Damien, I want to see Jarrod.  I want to see Jarrod now.”  And just like that Jarrod was there.
 
                 “Tell me.  Tell me she’s gone.  Tell me there is nothing I can do for her.  Tell me I should have them pull the support.  Tell me.”  She started out speaking calmly but they soon turned to rage and she went from raging mad to crying.  
 
                 “She’s gone.  She isn’t alive anymore.  If she were I could feel it.  I don’t feel anything from her anymore.”  His voice was dry.  Blank.  No emotion.  Nothing.  And she realized that a part of him had died with her.
 
                 “Oh my God!  Oh my God!  I can’t believe it!  Your saliva.  I don’t know why I didn’t think of it sooner.  Lick her.”  Taylor became excited and relieved briefly.
 
                 “I can’t.  I can’t because I can’t heal the damage on the inside and she was by herself for too long.”  His words choked out of his mouth.  His eyes were turning red just like Damien’s had.  You blame yourself.  And he disappeared just like that.
 
                 “Wait, how long?  Damien damn you.”
 
                 “Sweet.  Only but a few seconds.  Jarrod was right there as soon as it happened.  He brought her here before I even knew what had happened.  He is blaming himself.”
 
                 Her heart sank.  She couldn’t believe any of this.  “Do it.  Lizzy, if you can hear me I love you.  Thank You for always being there for me.  I’m sorry I wasn’t there for you like I should have been.  I am so sorry.  Please forgive me.” 
 
                 “Tay, there is one way.  You don’t have to do this, this way.  I don’t know how to say this, I know how you feel about it.”
 
                  “What way?  Tell me.  I’ll do anything.”
 
                 “Change.”  His eyes brightened as if he knew her answer before she spoke the words.
 
                 “What if she doesn’t want this?”  Can I make this decision for her?  Can I make this decision for all of us?
 
                 “She does.  She had already told Jarrod.  She actually told him to give you time and you would do it.  This is what she wants.  For all of you.”
 
                 “Will it hurt?  I mean will she feel it?”
 
                 “Neither of you will feel pain.  It’s not the same as turning a human into a vampire.  It’s different.  You have always been a vampire, it’s just been sleeping.  You merely have to wake it up now.”
 
                 “What will we become?”
 
                 “Different.  But you will still be you Sweet.  Don’t fear this.”
 
                 “What if we can’t live a life like you do?  What if we want blood from humans?  How does that work?”
 
                 “You don’t have to worry about it.  I know you.  You will be fine.  Your strong, she’s strong.”  Taylor didn’t know if she needed to reinforce that with Liz, them, or herself.
 
                 She took a deep breath.  She could do this.  She didn’t have a choice but to do this.  And in all reality, she really wanted this.
 
                 “Take us somewhere else.  I don’t want to do this here.  It will raise to many questions.”
 
                 He nodded and just like that Jarrod was there.   Taylor could see the change in Jarrod.  
 
                 “Ramee’s.  As soon as we get there, make sure the twins are moved out of sight, have some blood on standby.  We don’t know how they will react.  Be ready.”  Just like that they were gone and Taylor right there with them.
 
                 Taylor immediately seen the life support didn’t come with.  Liz wasn’t intubated anymore.  Fuck!  She wasn’t breathing either.  
 
                 “What do I do?  How do I do it?”  She screamed.  
 
                 “Just say it.”
 
                 “I want to change!  I want her to change!  We want to change together!  We want this life!”
 
                 The air remained quiet around them.  Liz didn’t move.  Taylor kept watching, waiting for a sign of life.  But there was none.
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