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1 

As his vision cleared, he found himself lying in a hilly countryside, staring up at the fluffy, 

white clouds that passed overhead in an aquamarine sky.  Moaning at his luck of picking a 

picturesque scene out of a techno-color romance novel, he sat up and studied his surroundings 

more.  

“That’s it, no more chick flicks, or sappy love stories,” he vowed as he looked at the 

couples that suddenly moved about. 

“I beg to differ, my old friend.”  A voice picked up to his right.  His green eyes turned in the 

directions of this intruder, locking on to the light, brown hair of a young man that sat only a few 

feet away.  “Sappy love stories are in your destiny.” 

“Larado?” he questioned softly.  The young man nodded and smiled.   

“Listen to me, my friend.  I am unlocking the knowledge that I had once entrusted to you.  

Knowledge of events to come.”  Larado moved closer and looked deep into his eyes.  “Centuries 

ago, our paths were put in motion with the conception of a queen.  Her path and yours will cross, 

and that will make this prophecy unfold. 

“Through centuries passed, a child has endured, which fifteen years ago was born.  Her fate 

in life is to lead us all, but there is another that would make our nation fall.  This Queen shall bear a 

son, a great King that will unite us all as one, mortal and immortal will stand side by side, before 

this King is able to reside.  Heed my warning, my long time friend, there will be a great justice 

done in the end.  As for our nation’s Queen, her future has already been seen. 

“In the days after her son is born, she’ll come to you scorned.  Her child is lost, all hope is 

gone, but you must remember the words you’re told.  Interfere not with the chain of events, for this 

would cause a catastrophic rift.  Things must progress, as they are seen, with the evil, the traitor, 



and the Queen.”  Larado smiled, and leaned forward, catching him by the shoulder. “One last thing, 

before I go, and this is something that you must know.  Higher powers seek your help in making 

these prophecies come about.  You’re not the only one involved, so pay attention to the signs that 

evolve.  After all seems lost, and all love is gone, there will be another for you to hold on.  Don’t 

despair and let all prophecies be, for love rules the power of three.” 

His eyes drifted shut, closing out the echoes of the young man, but his words stuck in his 

mind, causing him to feel strangely aware of those higher powers that were mentioned. 

Today’s the day, come out and play, for you shall meet the Queen.  Hurray.   

This outward invasion of his mind made him sit upright on the bed, pushing the covers 

away from his body.  Sweat poured off from him; he ran his hand through his black hair then turned 

and looked in the direction of the doorway.  There stood a tall man, with equally black hair, and 

darker green eyes. 

“Let’s go,” he told him, crossing his arms over his chest.  “Today is a good day to be 

outside.”  

He turned and left, leaving the door open behind him.  Jumping out of bed, he ran to the 

bathroom and showered off the cold sweat, but as he dressed, the last few words of his old friend 

were trapped in his mind. 

“Today is the day,” he said, softly to himself as he stared in the mirror, his green eyes 

staring back at him.  With one swift motion, he turned and disappeared out of the house. 



My parents decided to move my sisters and I the summer I turned fifteen.  We had been 

living in Vermont at the time and they felt that the school systems there weren't exciting enough to 

keep us girls interested, so, we moved to the ocean side town of New London, Connecticut.  We set 

up residence in a large Victorian style house just off the beach. 

It was just about June and school had been over in Vermont for about a week now, but 

down here, it was still going. My parents gave me the option to go back to school or stay home for 

the rest of the school year.  I, being a typical teen-ager, decided to spend the rest of my school days 

romping about in the sand.  I never knew how much my life would change that summer. 

It was just about twelve o'clock one cloudy afternoon when I decided that it was time to 

check out the large, three-story house that I could see from the window of my bedroom.  The house 

set about a half a mile down the beach and since I had nothing else planned that day, I decided to 

walk it.  

I hummed to myself a lot those days, trying to keep my sanity from going because the only 

people I had to talk to were my older sisters and neither one of them cared for me.  I had gotten so 

caught up in a daydream I was having where I was a damsel in distress and I was waiting for my 

knight in shining armor to show up that I hadn't even noticed I had walked passed the house until I 

heard a whistle to my left.  

When I looked up, I had just passed the edge of the yard and turned around to go back when 

a boy jumped out at me.  I was so shocked by the sudden attack that I fell back into the water, 

which happened to be covered, at the time in seaweed.  I sat there and looked in shock at the young 

man who was staring me down.  Suddenly, three other boys, about eighteen, came to the edge of 

the land and looked down at the two of us, me in the water and the baby-faced creature that had 

tried to attack me, in total shock.  I stood up suddenly, realizing that two of the three on the bank 



were laughing at me.  I walked over to the boy who stood in front of me and quickly jumped at 

him, knocking him over onto the sand.  He looked at me in complete disbelief that I had knocked 

him down. 

"What was that for?" he asked me, his voice went straight to my heart, and my heartbeat 

quickened. 

"You scared the hell out of me!” I yelled at him and started to walk away. 

"Ha, ha!"  One of the other three laughed aloud.  "Hey, where you going." 

"Go to hell!" I yelled back.  I glanced back at the one on the ground.  He scrambled to get 

up as I continued to walk away. 

"No, wait," he said and walked after me.  "Please, wait." 

I stopped, suddenly, and looked him directly in the eyes. He stopped and stared at me, said 

nothing, just stared.  His green eyes locked on mine and as he just stood there, my temper flared.  I 

couldn't take this silence anymore so I started to walk away again, and then I stopped and went 

back to him. 

"What?  What are you staring at?" I asked him.  Suddenly, the laughing from the others 

started to annoy me.  "Knock that off," I yelled at them, and they stopped instantly, then I looked 

back at the one in front of me.  "If you have something to say to me, spit it out." 

"I'm sorry," he told me.  I wanted to stay angry, but the way he said it made the anger go 

away. 

"What did you say?" I asked him in my most angry voice. It didn't work, he smiled at me. 

"I'm sorry for scaring you."  I shrugged at him, and then it dawned on me that I was cold 

and I started to shiver.  "Are you okay?" 

"No!" I snapped at him, then took a deep breath and continued calmly.  "I'm a bit cold." 



"Julian, don't be stupid.  She's drenched."  One of the trio on the hill said to him.  I looked at 

him and noticed the resemblance between him and the one in front of me.  I stared at him, but he 

turned away from my face after only a moment. He and the other two walked away.  Julian, the 

young man who stood next to me smiled at me and then took off his shirt.  

"Here, put this on," he said and handed me his shirt. I looked at his chest and how well built 

he looked for someone slightly older than me.  As I pulled the warm, dry shirt over my head, I 

inhaled the sweet smell of his cologne.  I had never reacted to anyone the way this young man 

made me.  I was interested in boys, but it was one of the last things one my list, I just wanted to be 

young and have fun.  "You live down the beach, don't you?" 

"Yeah, we just moved there this summer."  I smiled at him as he climbed up the bank.  He 

reached down, I took his hand and he helped me up the bank.  "My name is Ashley Benson, most 

people call me Ash." 

"I'm Julian, but I think my brother ruined that introduction didn't he?"  I smiled at his wit 

and then looked at the shirt I wore. 

"That was your brother?" I asked him. 

"Yeah, Quinn, he's younger than I, just by nine months but he doesn't seem to have a sense 

of humor," Julian said and scooped a lightweight coat off the ground and put it on.   

"And the others?" 

"Ah, those clowns?  The one you told to knock it off was Michael.  He is probably the 

biggest joker in New London.  The other one was David, Michael’s shadow.  He worships Mike, 

which is probably not a good idea with how much trouble he gets into." Julian looked at me and 

then out at the ocean that was behind me.  "We haven't had any new people come this way in a long 

time and I think you shocked them by yelling at them.  We're use to getting our way." 



"Well, so am I."  I replied and we started to walk towards the house, but I really didn't get a 

good look at it, because we never made it there; we ended up walking in a circle for three hours 

talking. 

We stopped by the beach, where we had met and I turned to look at Julian.  "I have to go 

home.  My sisters and my mom should be home any time now and they freak out if I'm not there."  

I turned to walk away from him then I stopped and turned back again.  "I had a good time talking to 

you Julian; maybe we can do it again, one day." 

"How about tomorrow, I’m free all day."  He smiled at me.  I nodded and then walked 

towards home, but I couldn't think about anything else but Julian for the rest of the day. 

For the rest of the summer and most of the fall, Julian and I met every day from early in the 

morning to soon after dark.  We did everything from swimming to taking trips to Rhode Island to 

crossing the ocean on a ferry to Block Island.  My mother and father never knew how close we had 

become; they were never there to notice I was even missing.  

It was near the end of October when Julian met me outside my house after I had gotten off 

the bus.  The look on his face told me that something wasn't quite right with him and it showed 

even more as I came closer.  Just the way he looked at me told me what he was going to say and my 

eyes filled up with tears even before he said a word. 

"You're leaving aren't you?”  I asked him.  He looked at me, a little shocked that I had even 

figured it out, then his face became solemn and he nodded.  "When?" 

"Tomorrow afternoon."  He said quietly.  I hit him solidly on the shoulder.  "What was that 

for?" 

"Not telling me earlier."  I yelled at him, then tried to walk passed him.  He grabbed my arm 

and turned me to him. "What?" 



"I'm sorry."  He said softly.  "I didn't know how to tell you before.  I didn't want to see you 

cry." 

"So, where are you going?"  I questioned.   

"Away."  He replied candidly. 

"Away, that's it, that's all your going to say is: away?"  I looked at him angrily and snatched 

my hand away.  I could hear him following me.  "First, you wait until the day before you leave, the 

day before, Julian, and now all you can say is AWAY.  You've got some balls, I'll tell you that." 

"Ash, come on.  If I tell you, you could get hurt."  He said and we stopped at my side door.  

I turned and looked at him. 

"Good-bye, Julian.  Have a nice trip."  I almost shouted in his face.  I slammed the door shut 

and leaned against it, then looked out the window as he walked away.  I watched him disappear 

around the corner onto the beach.  I couldn't take it anymore.  I threw the door open and ran down 

to the beach. 

I looked at his back as he continued to walk away.  "JULIAN!" 

He turned and looked at me when I screamed out his name. He stood on the beach and 

waited for me to catch up to him as I moved towards him.  When I finally reached him, I flung 

myself into his arms and he hugged me tightly.  We sat on the sand and wouldn't let go. 

"Don't go, don't leave me here alone."  I told him.  He sighed and said nothing, just held me 

tightly.  We sat there for what seemed like forever before he lifted my head and smiled, looking me 

deep in the eyes.  "When will you be back?" 

"Soon.  I'm not sure when, but, I will be back."  I sat up and moved away from him.  Julian 

touched my shoulder, then moved closer and whispered in my ear.  "If you ever need me, if you 

ever need to see me, just whisper my name and I'll be there.  I promise, Ash." 



"How can you promise me a thing like that, Julian, when you can’t even tell me where 

you’re going?"  I asked him, and then looked into his face again.  "I need you, now.  Does that 

change anything?" 

"I need you, Ash, that's why I have to leave.  To protect you." 

"From what?"  I asked, standing up and brushing off my pants.  "I think I need you right 

here to protect me, how is going away going to protect me?" 

"I'll tell you everything when I get back."  He said softly, trying to keep me under control as 

well as himself.  He stood up and grabbed me by my upper arms, not forcefully, but in a way that 

almost said to me that I was his and that he would never abandoned me for any reason.  "I'll be 

backing soon, Ash." 

"Promise?"  I asked softly.  He leaned down to me and kissed me softly on the lips then 

looked me in the eyes. 

"I promise."  Then, he was gone, he walked away and I don't even remember him leaving; 

he was just gone. 

Winter dragged on forever, spring seemed to last another two years, but the eight months 

that passed seemed to change me for the better, I had grown up, I was thinner, more developed, and 

I looked like a woman instead of a scrawny little girl, with a couple extra pounds to lose. 

Julian kept his promise, whenever I needed him; all I had to do was whisper his name.  I'm 

still not sure if it was all in my head, by power of suggestion, or if he really was there, but he 

appeared to me at night and when I was alone in my room and he made me feel protected by just 

thinking of him. 



Boys at school had begun to ask me out, the girls seemed a little jealous but they invited me 

to parties and to the beach with them.  My guess is because I never dated any of the boys that had 

asked me out.  I was too hooked on Julian to care about anyone else. 

The week of my sixteenth birthday, late in the month of June, was the week Julian returned 

from his trip.  I felt him come into town and I knew when he was home.  Our link to each other 

seemed unbreakable and I ran up the beach to the old house where he lived, hoping that he might be 

awake.  The beach just before his property had been fenced off and I had to go out to the road and 

walk in.  The sky had opened up and rain began to drizzle down, making it necessary to pick up my 

pace. 

The front of the house had a long oval loop driveway that pulled up right to the front door 

of the three-story house, with its dark green roof.  The third floor seemed to be where the roof 

slanted down.  The second floor had three windows in the middle and one single window on each 

of the sides, where the building expanded forward.  Off to the left side of the house, hidden by a 

large evergreen was what I thought could only be the servant quarters, it had the same three floors 

and the same green roof, but it was pushed back so it was less obvious.  The first floor windows 

and doorway, which was a wide glass double door, were covered in lush green vines, cut away just 

to let in the light. 

Just as I approached the house, the door opened and Julian stepped out.  He walked a couple 

feet and then stopped in front of me, staring as he had done so many other times.  His face was 

different than before, not feature wise but attitude, wherever he had gone it had changed him too.  

He licked his lips and walked closer to me. 

"You feel right, but you look so different."  He said in a soft voice, the heart in my chest 

ached and then began to beat quickly.  I smiled and then crossed my arms. 



"I feel right, Julian."  I stated not quite understanding, but as he grew closer, I started to 

understand, he felt right to me, too.  He took me by the arms, as he had done when he left and I 

grabbed his shirt.  "I feel right to you, Julian," I started again, "because, you feel right to me.  I've 

grown up, but I haven't changed." 

"You're very beautiful."  He smiled and then kissed me quickly.  "Well, shall we go in?"  He 

said suddenly, speaking as if we had never been apart, this eased my mind.  He took my hand, led 

the way to the door, and then swung them open like he was unveiling a masterpiece, but suddenly a 

feeling of darkness stopped me at the door, and my reluctance to follow made Julian, with his 

childlike face, turn and walk back to me.  "What is it, Ash?" 

"I'm sorry, Julian, but this house.  It scares me."  I told him, softly, hoping not to offend 

him.  He leaned down, close to my ear, and whispered to me as his warm breath brushed my neck. 

"It scares me, too."  He whispered.  He looked at me, took my hand and led me into the 

lobby of the house.  I looked around at the high ceilings, with its five low hanging chandeliers, and 

the double door, and large back windows that led to the back yard. 

"Michael, David, and Quinn should be around here somewhere. They wanted to see you 

when we got home."  He yelled to me. I turned towards his voice and followed his body as it 

climbed the stairway to my left, twelve steps to the platform, five more steps to the next, five more 

steps to the left again to the long, brightly lit hallway of the second floor.  I felt so strange, so out of 

place, so terrified by this strange house. I had never been in it, despite how much time we use to 

spend together. 

I began to walk down the rest of the hallway.  I had gone passed only two bedroom doors, 

all were to my right, before I came to another stairway on my left.  Its bare white steps seemed to 



unfold before me, and as I climbed them, six steps up, into the darkness of the third floor, left and 

the eight steps into its complete darkness. 

I looked down to my right, then as if being pulled, began to walk in that direction, stepping 

in and out of what little light seemed to be coming from the windows to my right.  I stopped at the 

very last door on my left side and turned the handle slowly.  The door opened, without creaking as I 

thought it would, and I looked inside. 

Despite the looks of the hallway outside, as I stepped into the room, it looked quite 

comfortable.  It was furnished with a large, four-posted bed of antique quality, with a canopy and 

mesh drapes that hung down from each post to add privacy.  It had a large six-drawer dresser, a 

dark cherry colored wood, with brass handles and a large oval shaped mirror on two sturdy posts.  

The window, a bit larger compared to the ones in the hallway let in more light to see the beautiful 

artwork that covered the walls, hand painted onto the wood itself.  The window was draped with a 

long black curtain that was pulled to each side to let in the light, but they blew in the wind from the 

open window. 

I stood by the window and looked out over what Julian had once called a small back yard.  

His small back yard was about four-acres of land that stretched down to where it fell off into the 

ocean and five acres stretched to each side of the house, all surrounded by the blue of the ocean. 

"I was worried that you had gotten lost."  I heard Julian's soft voice as it came closer to me.  

He had the quietest way of walking, I never knew that he was behind me, but I never felt scared.  

"What are you doing up here?" 

"I'm sorry."  I said and turned to him as he stood by the end of the bed.  He stepped closer 

and touched the dark hair that was on my shoulder.  "I just seemed to be drawn here. It is beautiful 

though, all these paintings.  Do you know who did these?" 



"I did, this is my room."  He replied softly.  He smiled at me and looked around at the room.  

"When I felt crowded and didn't want to be near anyone I would come up here and paint. I stayed 

up here for three weeks after we met.  After you went home I just painted the nights away because 

the day, when I got to see you, never came fast enough." 

I suddenly felt flush, as if his closeness made me nervous, he sensed it and backed away.  I 

reached out and grabbed his hand.  

"Ash, maybe we should go downstairs, the others might be getting curious."  He said and 

looked me in the eyes. 

"Julian, please."  I whispered and pulled him closer to me, just by tugging his hand.  I 

watched his face flush, as if he felt the heat that I was feeling.  "I've waited eight months just to 

hear your voice again.  The others can wait; all I want right now is you." 

"Ashley."  He whispered, it sounded like an almost desperate cry from him for me to do 

something, move away, or come closer, he couldn't seem to figure it out.  His lips touched mine 

softly, and then he suddenly pulled back.  The look on his face, the way he glared at me, told me 

that he was holding back.  "We really should be getting down stairs."  The tone of his voice was 

demanding, but it seemed that he was using his will power to make me go.  I shook my head at him 

and then smiled, the seriousness in his face faded quickly.  "What?" 

"It's not going to work, Julian.  Remember what I told you when we met.  I'm use to getting 

my way."  I smiled at him. He grabbed me, quickly, wrapped his strong arms around me and kissed 

me hard on the lips.  It wasn't a forceful kiss but it was full of fire.  When he backed away this time, 

he just looked at me and then he walked away. 

Confused and angry at the same time, I left the house and began to walk the beach.  It kept 

running through my mind, the way he kissed me, and then how I knew what he was trying to do 



and how he was doing it.  I had gotten half way home then I turned around and walked back.  I 

walked right through those double glass doors, listened for the sounds of the boys in the sitting 

room, watching TV, and marched right in there. 

Michael and David sat straight up and looked at me as I stood directly in front of the 

television.  Quinn smirked at me, but the only one I had my eyes on was Julian.  He didn't move, 

didn't move a muscle, he just stared with those green eyes. 

Do I feel right to you now, Julian?  I asked him with my mind, something I hadn't intended 

on trying at first, but something just told me to try.  He stared even harder now, but the slack of his 

jaw told me that I indeed had been heard, but he didn't answer.  My patience grew thin and I was 

confused, so my anger won out.  "Answer me, damn it."  I yelled forcefully. Michael, David, and 

even Quinn looked at Julian, but there was still no answer.  "I know you heard me, Julian.  I want 

to..." 

"Yes."  He said through clenched teeth.  I watched the eyes of a boy I had met a year ago, 

turn into the eyes of a man who had seen a lot more summers than I could count.  I inhaled and the 

tears began to flow.  He stood up and walked over to me, grabbed me by the upper arms, as my 

knees began to give out and held me with a sturdy grip.  "You have always felt right, even when we 

first met on the beach, before we spoke, when I looked into your eyes, I knew you."  He told me, 

teeth still clenched.  He was trying to hold in the emotion.  I shook my head, closed my eyes, and 

let my body slouch.  He came to the floor with me as I knelt there, but he wouldn't let me go. 

I looked at him, stared him in the eyes and then reached up and cupped his face in my 

hands.  He closed his eyes and leaned into my touch.   

"Julian, what are you?”  I asked him. He looked at me, those eyes full of love and trust, and 

fear.  "I'm not going to hurt you, I wouldn't ever dream of it, but I have to know.  Why do I know 



you?  You swim in my brain; you hold my heart like an iron clasp.  I can't get you off my mind, but 

then again, you can read it.  You try to use your thoughts to make me do things." 

"And you resist them with every ounce of your being."  He whispered to me.  "We're not so 

different, you and I." 

"You make me crazy."  I told him.  "Every night you were gone, I wished to see you.  I 

wished for you to come home to me, to lay with me while I feel asleep.  To hold me tightly, and 

you did, without fail, and now, I'm starting to believe that you really did."  I let him go and looked 

up at the ceiling then at him and the others.  "How old are you?" 

"Well, Quinn's eighteen and, David, here, he's seventeen. I'll be eighteen in a month and 

Julian's..."  Michael started. I looked at him and glared.  He sat back down and I looked at Julian 

again.  

"You think this is going to freak me out, don't you.  You think I can't handle this."  I said 

and looked at him, dead in the eyes, and I stared until he looked away, and when he did, I turned 

his face back.  "I know, Julian, I know you." I stood up and looked down at him.  "I know what you 

are, all of you.  I know because you feel right to me and you can't fool me forever.  Trust me." 

I left; I couldn't take the stares anymore.  I ran out into the rain and ran for the beach, but I 

slipped.  The ground gave way under me, and I fell for what seemed like forever, into the darkness, 

the total darkness of some kind of underground cave.  It was damp and musty and it smelled like 

dirt.  I closed my eyes, having hit my head on the way down, and then I don't remember anything 

but darkness. 

When I came to, it was still dark but as I looked up through the hole in the ground, and saw 

the stars up in the sky.  As my eyes adjusted to the new surroundings, I noticed that the area around 

me was solid stone.  I suddenly noticed a large stone box in front of me.  I felt its lid with my 



fingers, and as I traced the cross on the lid, I realized that this was a stone coffin, like ones you see 

in mausoleums.  My body began to shake and I stepped back.  The darkness seemed to start to 

whisper to me, and the noise became unbearable. 

"JULIAN!"  I yelled both in my mind and with my voice, and then I huddled in the corner.  

It seemed like hours before I saw the faces staring down at me from the opening in the roof of this 

grave.  The light from a flashlight shined down on the lid of the coffin and I saw it clearly for the 

first time, it made me shutter. 

"Ashley, are you all right?"  I heard David yell. 

"Get me out of here, please."  I asked him. 

"Quinn and Julian are on their way.  It's almost a maze down there so it might take a 

minute."  I sighed and closed my eyes.  "Ashley, are you hurt at all?" 

"My head hurts; I hit it on something when I fell."  My eyes started to see nothing but 

blackness with little white dots, but I struggled to keep them open.  It took almost five minutes for 

me to see the two figures walk through what could have only been a door.  One of them leaned 

down and touched my face.  "Julian."  I whispered, as I felt him scoop me up in his arms, the 

blackness took over again. 



2 

When I awoke, the light from the morning sun was streaming in the window.  I was in a 

large king-sized bed, covered with a small throw, the walls around me were bright white, and the 

curtains were drawn to let in the sun.  I looked around this strange room then sat up a little to see if 

I was alone.  I wasn't.  Julian was sitting in a large comfortable chair, next to a fireplace, reading a 

book.  His long black hair was pulled back in a ponytail, exposing his childish features to me.  I sat 

up more and stared at him as he read, then suddenly; he looked up at me, put the book down, and 

stood up. 

Neither of us said a word as he walked over to where I was sitting on the bed and sat next to 

me, facing me.  He reached out with his hand to touch my face, but as his fingers touched my skin, 

I moved away.  He curled his fingers away; the look on his face told me that he was trying to 

decide if he should try again.  He reached for me again and rested his hand on my cheek. 

"Where was I last night?"  I asked him.  He brushed the hair from my face and smiled, 

slightly. 

"It's an underground cemetery.  My family has lived here for centuries and they've all been 

buried in the catacombs under the backyard."  Julian looked me in the eyes and sighed.  "I thought I 

lost you last night, when you left, the first time, I mean.  I thought after I kissed you that you 

wouldn't come back."  He turned and looked out the window, then back at my hands.  He took my 

right hand and held it tightly.  "When you came back and you started to ask me all these questions, 

I wasn't ready.  I didn't know how to tell you all the things you want to know." 

"Can you tell me now?  The others aren't around; this may be easier since it's just you and 

me."  I told him.  Julian stood up and walked over to the end of the bed.  I waited patiently for him 



to start talking, but it was awhile before he did.  When the time came, he turned and looked at me, 

while he held onto the footboard of the bed. 

"My parents died in France, in the early years of the Renaissance, they left my brother and 

me to care for us. I was sixteen at the time, Quinn had just turned ten."  Julian moved over towards 

me again, and sat down.  "A man named Victor La Rouge took the two of us in, and let us live with 

him.  He moved us out of the country shortly after that.  He told us it was to protect him and us.   

"We started to notice how he would come out of his room, a place we weren't allowed, only 

afternoon.  He looked pale and tired all the time, but he had so much energy.  He taught us to read 

and write and to do math.  He also taught us to fence and ride a horse.  Quinn started to see him as 

our father, probably because the tragedy of losing ours was still in his mind.  He worshiped Victor, 

but I couldn't take him, any longer."  Julian closed his eyes and held them closed tightly for a few 

moments, then he opened them, the green was gone, and they were dark brown now.  A color 

seemed to hold a world of knowledge in them.  "One night,” he began again, "we fought, violently.  

I didn't like what he was doing to Quinn.  He was my brother and I had to protect him.  We had 

been with Victor for two years.  I was eighteen and I was defiant. 

"In the middle of our fight, which consisted of everything from insults to fists flying, Victor 

did the most awful thing anyone had ever done to me.  He lunged at my neck, his jaw clamped over 

my skin and he bit into me.  The pain shocked me, I couldn't move.  All I could do was hold onto 

life, while listening to the sounds of my own fading heart beat.  I passed out, the blackness engulfed 

me, and I thought I was dead."  He looked at me, waiting to see any signs of disgust, but I, myself, 

was a storyteller and I found this quite interesting.  "Do you believe what I have said so far?" 



"To not believe in things that are impossible, would make most everything that you do 

improbable."  I replied to him, and then I looked at him oddly.  I had never heard of such a saying 

before, and at the time, I couldn't figure out where it had come from.  Julian smiled. 

"When I awoke,” He continued, “I was in a dark room, surrounded by candles.  My neck 

ached, my body was numb and my heart had stopped beating.  I was dead, but then again, I was 

alive.  My eyes felt strange, everything seemed to be breathing life.  My own hands were blue, cold 

as ice, but I could almost feel the lives of every other person in the house. I got up and pulled open 

the door, it was very heavy, almost solid cement and I walked out and up the long dark staircase to 

the main floor of the house.  

"Everyone acted as if nothing had happened, the furniture that we had broken had been 

replaced and there were no indications that we had ever fought.  It wasn't until Quinn came 

bouncing in the room, that it all dawned on me.  I couldn't look at him, so I left.  

"I was out in the woods for over a week and the burning in my veins became unbearable.  

My body hunted down a girl, who was picking berries in a near-by field and I just attacked her.  

Latched onto her neck like Victor had done to me and I killed her, I drank her life, and it filled me.  

My heart began to beat, my flesh warmed and my pale complexion seemed to become tan.  I was a 

monster." 

"A vampire?"  I asked him.  He looked at me, with those eyes that had once again changed 

color, and nodded, then looked back at my hand. 

"I stayed near the home, and I'm sure Victor knew I was there, but he never came after me, 

never invited me back.  I watched after Quinn, tried to help him whenever I could.  For six years, I 

watched him live a normal life.  He had actually been engaged to this beautiful young woman, but 

Victor didn't approve and I watched, one night, as the events unfolded into what turned out to be a 



re-enactment of everything that happened to me the night I had turned.  Quinn was now one of us, 

but Victor didn't let him leave; he kept Quinn there and taught him everything that I had learned on 

my own over the six years 

I had been alone."  Julian stood up once again and walked over to the fireplace.  He stared at 

it, for a moment, and then the logs in the stove burst into flames.  "Quinn was his protégé, his child 

and I was just a bastard." 

"You aren't, Julian."  I spoke up, not knowing why I said that.  "And you’re not a monster." 

Suddenly, as if there had been no space between us at all, Julian was on the bed, towering 

over me.  I lay back down on the bed and looked at his face.  He knelt there, on his hands and 

knees, his hair, as black as night, had come out of the ponytail and it hung around his face.  His 

eyes began to glow, first silver, then red, a snarl formed on his face, and his teeth, his canines, grew 

as sharp as knives.  This all in a matter of seconds, but I watched it as if it were in slow motion. 

"I am a monster, Ash.  One of the worst there is.  I hunted, I killed, and I liked it.  I've killed 

girls your age."  He told me.  I remained calm during this, which surprised even me.   

His breath quickened, as if the violence level had risen. I thought for sure he was trying to 

scare me.  Slowly, as I looked into those bright red eyes, I turned my head to the side, moved my 

hair and exposed my neck.  Out of the corner of my eye, I watched his face.  His eyes locked on the 

blood that flowed through the veins there.  He lowered his body, to let it rest on mine, and then he 

grabbed my wrists, and held them.  He moved closer and I saw that jaw open, I watched those teeth 

come closer to me and I closed my eyes.  

I waited for the pain to come, the moment when his teeth punctured my skin, but what I got 

was two soft lips caressing the skin on my neck, warm breath tingling my nerves, and a low growl 

of what I thought was a cat in my ear.  As the kissing continued, I didn't resist.  This was what I 



wanted, and then I realized that he was whom I wanted.  I wasn't sixteen any more, I felt older.  I 

felt as if my world finally made sense. 

Julian grabbed my chin and turned my face towards his. The teeth had gone back to normal, 

and his eyes held only traces of the anger that he had held before.  He still was breathing rather 

heavily, but when he locked onto my eyes, it eased. 

"I'm not afraid, Julian."  I told him.  He let go of my wrists and slowly glided his hand down 

my bare arm until he rested his hand at my side, then he pushed himself up, so that he towered over 

me again.  "I would never hurt you." 

"You took a big risk, Ash.  I could have killed you."  He said and ran his hand through my 

hair.  He cupped the back of my head with that hand and held me there.  "I never know if I can 

control my nature, especially when it comes to you.  Don't ever do that again." 

I smiled at him, defiantly and turned my head again; he whipped it back, leaned down and 

kissed me hard on the lips again.  Slowly, as he back away, I opened my eyes and looked at him.  

He closed his eyes, for just a moment, sighed and sat up. 

"You push your luck, too far, sometimes, Ash."  He said and sat at the edge of his bed with 

his back to me. 

"I test boundaries.  I cross lines.  I have always been this way."  I told him.  He didn't look 

at me.  I pulled my knees to my chest and hugged my legs close to me.  "My mother always hated 

me for that.  My father never could figure out why I was so different from my sisters.  My sisters 

could never understand why I had to be so rebellious.  I was the odd one, not like them.  I'm not one 

of them."  I suddenly realized what I had said and how much sense it now made.  Sitting in this 

house with this young man, who had just proven to me that he was a vampire, I realized why I felt 

the way I did towards him.  "I'm not one of them, am I?"  I asked him.  Julian stiffened at the 



question.  "I'm something else and you know what, don't you.  Who am I, Julian?  Who were my 

real parents?" 

He turned and looked at me.  On his face, I watched a lie begin to form.  I knew him to well 

now for him to lie to me, but he tried anyway. 

"Your parents are at home, probably worried sick that you didn't come home last night."  He 

said and stood up.  I, suddenly, stood up on the bed, noticing that I was only dressed in somebody’s 

oversized white dress shirt.  "They probably think that you’re injured." 

"Oh, yeah, they wouldn't ever guess that I was staying with an eighteen-year-old vampire, 

who just makes my blood boil every time I look at him."  I yelled to him.  Julian looked at me and 

sighed.  "You make me nuts, Julian." 

"This can't happen, Ash, and now you know why."  He told me firmly.  I jumped down off 

the bed and walked over to him.  I put my hand on his chest and sighed. 

"This is happening, Jules, this had been happening, whether you like it or not."  I told him.  

He stood there and watched me as I grabbed my shorts and sandals, slip them on, then walked 

passed him to the door.  "I'll see you later." 

I was just about to put my hand on the gold doorknob that was on the front door, when I felt 

him behind me.  Slowly I turned and looked at Julian.  He stood at the edge of the staircase, staring 

at me with those eyes of him.  I pulled the door open and walked out.  As I walked down the long 

driveway that led to the road, I felt him again.  I walked on a few more feet before I stopped and 

turned again.  I didn't see him, but I could feel him. 

"Quit hiding and come out in the open."  I yelled to him. Julian stepped out from behind a 

tree.  "Go home, Julian." 

"No."  He told me.  I crossed my arms in front of me and shook my head. 



"I'm confused."  I said, as I rubbed my forehead.  "You told me that this can't happen, but 

you're following me home." 

"You need to be protected."  Julian said to me. 

"Bullshit!"  I yelled at him.  My eyes filled up with tears, and I closed them.  "Julian, right 

here, right now.  You have to make up your mind.  I can't do this.  I can't wait forever for you.  

When you left, I waited eight months for you, eight months, just for you to come back and tell me 

that I can't care for you.  That's bullshit, Julian." 

"What do you want from me, Ash?"  He questioned. 

"I want you to tell me what you want.  I can't wait for you forever.  Tell me, right now, do 

you want me or not."  I told him.  He looked at me, stood there for a moment and then sighed.  He 

didn't speak, so I turned and walked towards the road again.  Just as quickly as I turned around, he 

was in front of me, less than two feet away.  He put his hand up, and then put it back down.  "What 

is it?" 

"You make me crazy, Ash.  You are so obnoxious.  You think you know everything."  He 

told me calmly. 

"I do know everything."  I told him. 

"Be quiet and let me finish."  He told me firmly.  I looked at him, quieted into submission, 

just by his tone of voice. "You think you know everything, but you know nothing.  You insist on 

provoking me, even though you know my nature, and I'm sure you knew a long time ago.  You 

push buttons that no one has ever pushed before.  I'm ready to draw the line, here, Ash, but you 

would only cross it, wouldn't you."  I nodded and smiled. "It's not funny, Ash.  I think I love you." 

"And, this is a bad thing?"  I asked him.  I watched his temper flare when I said this. 



"Yes, damn it, it is.  How can I protect you when all I can think about is holding you?  I 

want you.  I want you so bad that it's killing me inside, but I don't know if I can have you.  You're 

very young, but you're also very strong.  This is not a good idea."  He said and sighed.  I watched 

his face turn soft and then he rubbed his eyes. 

"You didn't give me an answer."  I told him.  He looked up at me, suddenly, and put his 

hands on his hips.  "I'm going home." 

"Ash!"  He yelled after me as I walked away from him.  "Ashley, you little brat."  He yelled 

again, I stopped only for a second and then I walked on.  "Okay, if you’re going to be that way then 

we'll just finish talking about it in the morning over breakfast." 

I smiled to myself and continued to walk home.  As I rounded the corner, walking up my 

own driveway, I noticed the four police cars that were parked in front of the house.  I watched the 

red and blue lights turn and then I walked up and in through the front door. 

"Mom, Dad?"  I yelled and stopped in the doorway.  They came running around the corner 

and hugged me.  "What?  What's wrong?" 

"Oh, honey, we thought we lost you.  Where did you go?" They asked me. 

"Yesterday, when I walking, it started to rain and then I went to climb a bank, slipped, and 

hit my head.  I woke up only a little while ago.  I came right home."  I told them. They knew little 

or nothing about Julian and I intended to keep it that way. 

The rest of the day went without incident and in the morning; when I was supposed to be on 

the school bus, heading for school, I was sneaking around the side of Julian's house. Michael met 

me at the back door and then told me that Julian was still sleeping. 

I made my way, as quietly as I could, to the third floor, slowly opened the door to Julian's 

room, and looked in.  He was lying across the queen-sized bed, his head towards me, naked as 



could be.  I walked into the room, closer and closer to the bed.  He was lying on his stomach, so the 

only thing exposed was his bare bottom.  I reached out to touch his back, but I got as close as about 

an inch away, and then the next moment I was laying on my back on the bed with him towering 

over me again.  I struggled to catch my breath, and then realized that I could feel his bare skin on 

my legs and where my shirt had been pulled up in the flip over.  

My face turned red and Julian looked at me funny, then he realized why I had changed a 

different color.  He slid down off the bed and I turned my head away as he grabbed for the bathrobe 

on the floor beside the bed. 

"I didn't mean to scare you."  He said softly, and then sat back down next to me.  I sat up, 

pulled my shirt down, and smiled.  "I really had the intention of being up when you got here." 

"Don't worry about it, it happens all the time."  He looked at me, funny and then I smiled.  

"Well, waking people up seems to happen to me a lot, getting thrown down on the bed by a naked 

man, though quite intoxicating, has never happened to me before." 

"So,” He said as he pulled on his jean shorts under his bathrobe then took it off and pulled 

on a tank top.  "What would you like for breakfast?" 

"You."  I said in a whisper, and of course, I had forgotten about my mind and he turned to 

look at me quite quickly.  "Sorry, it just slipped."  I smiled and stood up from the bed.  "How about 

pancakes and then you can tell me about my parents." 

"Ash."  Julian's voice carried after me as I walked out of his room and then down the stairs.  

When I reached the bottom and stood in the parlor, waiting for him, he was right behind me.  "Ash, 

what did you mean by that?" 



"My parents, you lied last night."  I replied as the two of us walked out to the small-

enclosed patio.  "You said that they were at home, granted, my parents are at home, but I want to 

know about my biological ones." 

"What makes you think that I know?"  He said to me as we sat at the table with Quinn, 

Michael, and David. 

"Well, let me think."  I said and looked up at the sky. "Your desperate need to protect me, 

from what, I don't know, but it seems to have to do with my past.  The fact that I can feel you when 

you are near me, sense your mood."  I then looked at him and stared him in those green eyes.  "The 

fact that I can read your mind." 

This statement made Quinn drop his fork and almost spit out the eggs he had been eating.  

Michael looked up from the magazine on the table and David, just giggled.  Julian looked at me 

shook his head. 

"There's no way.  That's impossible, Ash."  He told me. 

"Right now, you’re thinking about when I could have been doing this, picturing all the times 

that I knew what you wanted to do next, say next.  You’re trying to figure out how a little "mortal" 

like me could be able to read your mind."  I told him. 

He stood up quickly and started to walk away, and then he turned around and came back.  

"It's not possible, Ash, it's not." 

"Tell me about my parents, Julian."  I told him.  "Or, I'm sure Quinn will." 

"You're parents are Nancy and William Gray, Ash.  I swear to God that is all I know."  He 

told me in a forceful voice. 

"Then tell me what you're protecting me from.  Tell me, why you’re so hell bent on keeping 

me safe."  I demanded from him. 



"Because I love you!"  He said and put his hands on the table and leaned towards me.  "Do I 

have to have any other reason?" 

I watched him walk away and then I sat down at the table and stared in disbelief.  Quinn got 

up and walked away and the other two didn't say anything.  I knew that Quinn had gone after his 

brother.  I stood up and followed him, as he disappeared down into the darkness of a basement.  I 

hid behind a tall stack of boxes when Quinn cornered Julian in a dimly lit room. 

"Are you insane?"  Quinn asked.  Julian leaned on the wall and looked at him.  "You can't 

do this, Julian.  It is too dangerous, for both of you." 

"Don't you think I know that?"  Julian said and leaned his head back and closed his eyes.  

"When Victor told me she was the one, I wanted to kill him.  She knew nothing of us." 

"Knew, as in knows now?"  Quinn questioned.  Julian nodded. "How could you tell her, this 

could ruin the whole thing?  Julian?  I knew you were stupid but come on." 

"I told her about us, okay.  She knew anyway, she just wasn't sure.  Two nights ago, she 

came running in from outside, stood right in front of me and knew that I could read her mind. She's 

not stupid, either."  Julian said and looked at his brother.  "I can't help how I feel, Quinn.  She tugs 

at my heart.  She drives me crazy." 

"She's important to us." 

"She's important to Victor.  She could care less about anybody else, but us.  Quinn, she's 

just a girl."  He sighed. 

"Yes, a girl that will become a queen."  Quinn said and watched his brother walk to the back 

wall and stand facing it.  "You weren't supposed to meet yet." 

"But we did, Quinn."  He said softly. 



"And you certainly weren't supposed to fall in love with her."  He laughed.  Julian smiled 

and looked at Quinn. 

"But, I did and that doesn't change anything.  She's not going to go for anything, Quinn.  

She's too smart."  

"Then her parents will make sure that this doesn't continue."  Quinn argued. 

"Why, what can they do to her?"  He asked. 

"Please, be careful with this, Julian.  It's not just her life you’re dealing with anymore, she 

knows of us, and that is harmful to us."   

"She won't tell." 

"Make sure she doesn't."  Quinn sighed and smiled at his brother.  "Remember her 

importance to us." 

"I only know her of her importance to me and right now, keeping her from harm is all I care 

about."  Julian said and watched as his brother walked away.  I watched as Quinn walked right by 

me, as I tried my hardest to try to shield myself from him.  When I turned to look at Julian, I saw 

him walk in a circle, then turn and smash his fist through a large wooden crate.  When I walked out 

of the shadows, he was just about to smash it again, but he suddenly seemed to feel me there and he 

looked at me, unclenched his fist and leaned on his arms against the boxes.  "I swear I was telling 

the truth about your parents, Ash." 

"Queen of what, Jules?"  I asked him.  He looked at me then looked away.  "Queen of what, 

queen of you, of the vampires." 

"In due time, Ash.  I can't tell you now."  He looked at me and sighed.  "But, please know 

that I love you and that nothing will ever happen to you." 



As he walked away, further into the dark basement, I turned and walked back the way I had 

came, and then I started home.  I could barely see, as the tears built up in my eyes. 



3 

Two nights had passed, I couldn't even think about going to see him. My heart raced when I 

whispered his name, but my mind shuddered at the thought that I might be hurting him by my 

actions.  I sat at the window in my bedroom; from there I could see his house.  It was dark and had 

been the last two nights, but I felt him and the others; they were still there. 

I wished him to come to me, wished with all my heart, but then told him no, to stay home.  

It was about ten on the second night that the doorbell rang and I listened to my parents hustle about 

to answer it.  I came down the stairs to the landing that was just at the top of the first flight of stairs 

and hid behind the wall.  You could hear everything that was being said in the living room, from 

there. 

I watched as some old woman, hunched over and using a cane, walked in with the help of 

my father and a priest.  They made their way to the living room, where they all sat and, of course, 

my mother offered them tea. 

"No thank you,” The old woman said to my parents.  "We need to get right to the point.  

Your daughter is in danger." With this statement, I knew they were talking about me.  Kim and 

Grace wouldn't ever do anything wrong.  "She has met with the others." 

"Others, what others."  My father asked in a pleading to know voice. 

"Her kind.  We brought her to you because we thought you would keep her safe from them.  

They have told her too much all ready, if they continue to be together, your daughter and this 

vampire, we will have to destroy them." 

Destroy them, destroy Julian, what the hell were they talking about?  Why was I not 

supposed to be near them, why couldn't I be with him?  However, the woman talked on about how 

we should move so that I could forget about him.  They talked about hypnotism and how that might 



add to that forgetting.  I swore right then that I wouldn't ever forget Julian, if it killed me I wouldn't 

forget. 

She told them that I would soon find out all of what they were trying to protect me from if I 

stayed here any longer. I just cursed under my breath and wanted to yell that I wish they would all 

just stop trying to protect me.  She asked my mother about her journals, the ones she kept when 

they were preparing to take me from my real parents.  My mother answered her, telling her that 

they were safe, up in the attic in a secret hole in the wall. 

I had to know what the big secret was, and I knew where the little spot she was talking 

about was.  I had watched her put the books in there, but never thought of them after that moment.  

I walked quietly up the stairs and crept up to the attic staircase.  I hated the attic, but I braved the 

darkness and felt my way around.  The light of the half moon window in the corner shined directly 

onto the spot where my mother's journals were hiding. 

I used the edge of an old dictionary to pry open the board and looked in to see five dust 

covered books sitting in the small hole in the wall.  I slowly pulled them out and dusted off the 

cover.  I wrapped them in a blanket and went back down to my room, where I stuck them in my 

backpack.  Tomorrow, I wouldn't be going to the day camp my parents had signed me up for. 

The next morning, I went out to catch the bus.  I didn't talk to anyone, but as I stood at the 

bus stop, I felt him close to me.  I turned around and saw him standing by the tree.  He was taking a 

big chance being here, my sisters told my mother everything that I did.  I walked over to him and 

smiled at his cheery face. 

"We have to talk, later."  I told him.  "I promise I won't ask about my parents, but there is 

something that we need to discuss." 



"I've missed you, Ash."  He said softly and reached out to touch me.  The two of us looked 

at my sisters, who were staring us down.  His hand dropped to his side and he nodded to them.  

"What do they have, staring problems?" 

"Yes, and they will tell my mother that you were here." I replied and smiled. 

"So, it's a free country."  Julian laughed. 

"Not if my parents can help it."  I replied.  Just then, the bus pulled up and I was being 

hollered for.  "After camp, I'll be over.  Wait for me." 

"I will."  Julian said and disappeared, as he had done plenty of times before. 

 

I had escaped the halls of the community center, where the day camp was and ran to the 

library that was a few blocks over.  This is where I found a nice quiet spot and curled up with these 

journals.  I found out which one was the first one and began to read. 

 

March 15, 1975: 

 

They visited us again today, told us that 

the baby was due on the 21 of June.  We're 

very excited, but then again, this isn't 

going to be an easy task.  

 

I read on from that date.  It explained that I was to be given up for adoption by my 

biological parents, but it wasn't until I had already been born, that my new parents found out 



anything about me.  She said I was born with two sharp teeth, and that my mother had died during 

childbirth, my father, on the way to the hospital the day I was born.  His car had been hit by a train. 

She writes on about how and elderly woman stopped in when I was two days old and told 

her about my parents.  They weren't normal, and it was something that they were going to have to 

take into consideration when they thought about keeping me. 

 

June 23, 1975: 

 

She said that they were different, but 

the explanation that she gave us went 

beyond different, but the priest she 

brought with her made us believe.  

She told us that Ashley's biological 

parents were, well, I'll laugh at this 

later, but she said they were vampires. 

Ashley's mother had become pregnant and 

that she had been made a vampire in her 

seventh month of her pregnancy.  Her 

husband had been made one shortly before. 

 

I laughed, how silly was this?  Who would 

believe that their daughter was a child 

of vampires, but the priest assured us 



it was true. 

 

Her father had been killed, not by a train, 

but by some of his followers who had sought 

them out and killed him.  The mother had 

foreseen this coming and rushed to the 

hospital.  They said that Ashley was taken 

out by force and then they had killed 

her mother.  They tell us that Ashley's 

mother had been known, by them to be a 

few centuries old, but she could have 

been older. 

 

They want us to believe that Ashley thrived 

in her mother's womb for more than a few 

centuries.  Ridiculous, but then again, they 

also told us something more outrageous. 

Ashley, among her kind, is of royal blood. 

 

I closed the book and looked up at the ceiling that was towering above me.  This is why 

Julian wanted to protect me so badly.  I was his queen, but then again, why would this old woman 

want to protect me from Julian.  I was confused, but they had made one thing perfectly clear.  



Whatever vampire told me about my past would be in danger of being hunted down.  I couldn't let 

Julian be threatened by this.  I would go along with my parents on the hypnotism, for Julian's sake. 

 

My mind was made up when I went to his house after camp, but I couldn't bear to go in and 

tell him that I knew the truth. I stood by the water, looked out at the blue ocean, and wished that I 

could get lost in its depth.  I was there, thinking and then I knew I wasn't alone.  I turned and 

looked up at the back steps of the patio.  Julian stood on the steps, white dress shirt pulled out of his 

black dress pants.  His hair blew in the breeze.  He looked quite handsome and I wanted to run to 

him, but I didn't. 

I turned back to the ocean and he walked down to stand beside me.  His smile faded when 

he looked at my face, I turned and looked at him and sighed. 

"We're moving."  I told him, softly. 

"Why?"  He asked. 

"I can't tell you."  I told him.  He crossed his arms and sighed.  "It's for your own 

protection." 

"Ash, this is stupid, just tell me why?"  He laughed, and then sighed.  "I don't know why 

you have to be so damn stubborn." 

"We're moving because...because."  I stopped and looked at him.  "Because I know if my 

parents were to find out about us, you and the others would be put in danger.  If I see you anymore, 

if you and I get any more involved then you could get hurt." 

"You think that your parents can hurt me?"  He asked in a calm voice, I shook my head. 

"Then who?" 

"I can't tell you, Julian, it's too dangerous."  I sighed. He looked out at the ocean and sighed.  



"It's not possible."  He said in disbelief.  I watched him start to get emotional, and then 

suddenly, he was swinging at the air as he walked away a little bit.  When he came back, he took 

my hand.  "No one will hurt me, Ash. It’s not possible. I won't let them" 

"They will try, and you can't do anything about it, Julian." I told him.  He suddenly broke 

down and cried, fell to his knees and held his face in my hands.  "I have to go to protect you, 

because you care for me, that put you in harms way, and I can't live with that." 

"Ashley, this silly."  He said and pulled me down on the grass with him.  He reached out 

and touched my face.  His fingers tingled my skin and I leaned towards him.  He looked at me 

quietly and then inhaled deeply.  "Can you stay for a little while?" 

"Yes, I guess that wouldn't be a problem."  He took my hand and led me back to the house.  

I waited for him to bring me upstairs to his room, but we headed for the servant quarters. I followed 

him into the furthest little bathroom and watched him open a panel in the wall.  He led me through 

a maze of dark paths that I could only think were under the house.  We traveled for quite a while, 

before he stopped and opened another door. "Julian, where are we going?" 

"You'll see."  He told me and smiled bravely.  I had to snicker at his slyness.  We walked 

for several more minutes, and then he stopped again.  Julian turned on a small light and searched 

his pockets.  When he found what he was looking for, he held a small brass key.  The door to his 

left opened when he slipped the key in and he pulled me through, out into the light of the afternoon.  

We stood at the edge of the water, looking out over the ocean.  "Beautiful, isn't it?" 

"Sure, if I knew where I was."  I told him.  He took my hand again and led me up a winding 

path to the top of the hill. To my amazement, I found that we were standing on an island, far 

enough away from the house that it looked like a matchbox model car.  "Wow." 



"Yeah, I know.  No one else knows about this place."  He smiled and pointed to a small hut 

just about twelve feet away. "Come on in." 

"You're not going to try to seduce me, are you?"  I asked him as he pulled me to the hut.  He 

smiled back at me and then shook his head.  "Good, because, I'm not interested." 

"Liar."  He smiled.  When we got inside, Julian started a fire as I made myself comfortable 

on the twin-sized bed that sat near a large window.  I looked out at the ocean that stretched for 

miles and then I looked at him.  He stared at me as he had when met on the beach, in complete awe.  

"You're very beautiful, Ash."  He said softly.  I smiled and then closed my eyes.  "What's the 

matter?" 

"I'll never forget how you say that."  I told him, as my eyes filled up with tears.  "I'll never 

forget you." 

"I know you won't."  He said and walked over sitting beside me on the bed.  "What makes 

you think you'll forget me?" 

"My parents want to take me to this man."  I said and sighed.  "He hypnotizes people.  They 

WANT me to forget the past year.  They WANT me to forget you."  I watched him stand up and 

walk over to the fire.  I could feel the violent streak in him coming out, and I didn't want it to 

happen.  "Julian, please, don't do this, now." 

He turned and looked at me, with all the anger in his gorgeous eyes and he walked over.  He 

sat by me on the bed again and just looked me over.  He reached out to touch my face, as he slowly 

laid me back on the bed.  I wouldn't resist him, not in the state he was in.  He put one arm beside 

my head, and with the other hand, he touched my hair. 

"I want to hurt them."  He told me.  "I can't help it, I can't control it.  I want to hurt them 

really bad, Ash." 



"You can't, they're my parents."  I told him as calmly as I could, knowing that he could very 

well hurt them like he wanted to. 

“They're taking you away."  He shouted at me.  I looked at his face.  "They're trying to 

make you forget.  I won't let them." 

"You have too.  If you don't then you'll be in danger, Julian."  I pleaded with him. 

"I don't care."  He barked.  He backed away from me and walked back to the fireplace.  I 

didn't want to do anything to provoke him, but then I had to say what was on my mind. 

"Do you love me just because someone told you that you were supposed to?"  I asked him.  

He came to me quickly and pinned me down to the bed, a position that I remember being in a 

couple of times with him already. His face was violent, his teeth had grown and his eyes were red 

and I wanted him.  I shook my head, moving my hair from my neck, as I had done once before.  He 

looked at it then looked away, closing his eyes. 

"What are you doing?"  He asked me. 

"Do it, Julian."  I told him. 

"What are you talking about?"  

"Do what your body tells you to do.  I don't want to go home, I want to stay with you, and if 

I can't, I want die." I replied as my voice cracked.  

"You're crazy, Ash." 

"Do it, Julian."  I yelled at him.  His anger level grew and I looked him in the eyes.  "Damn 

it, Julian, do it now or I swear I will do it later." 

He growled at me and went to my neck.  I closed my eyes and waited; I wrapped my arms 

around his shoulders and pushed his face closer to my neck.  He nuzzled it softly and then brushed 

it gently with his teeth.  I shivered from that touch, but he never bit down, instead he started kissing 



me again, but this kiss didn't end at my neck.  He kissed my cheeks and my eyelids and then he 

kissed my mouth, softly, like an angel's kiss. 

I opened my eyes and looked into the silver of his.  He shook his head and sighed."Don't 

ever ask that of me again, Ash.  You know I couldn't do it."  He told me.  I smiled at him and then 

let out a shuttered breath, one that I had been holding in.  "Please, tell me that you won't harm 

yourself." 

"I won't."  I told him and hugged him tightly.  

We lay on that bed for hours just holding each other, I could hear his heart, but its slow beat 

put me to sleep and when I awoke, he was just putting another log on the fire.  He looked at me and 

smiled. 

"Where did you live after Quinn was changed?  How did you ever meet Michael and David?  

When did you start to live here?" I asked them all quickly at him. 

"I lived in the woods, just outside of the small town that Victor lived in.  Quinn never would 

leave him, but I would never leave Quinn and so we stayed there for a long time."  He replied to me 

and then smiled.  "I met Michael the same year we came here.  The villagers were hunting Victor, 

so, we left and came here.  My great-great grandparents built this place, therefore, we moved in 

when no one was here.  Michael was walking on the shore one day and he almost fell into the 

ocean.  He was drunk, and, we took him in and he has been here ever since, where David is a fairly 

new vampire, but he befriended Michael one night after Mike saved him from some bullies that 

were chasing him." 

An hour later, Julian led me back to the house and we said goodnight.  That night I faked 

being sick so that I could stay home from school the next day.  My mother left me by myself, she 

thought I had gotten sick from spending the night on the beach and I changed the answering 



machine message to say that I wasn't answering the phone, but I was fine.  After everyone left I 

snuck out to see Julian and tell him that we were leaving the day after my birthday and that my 

girlfriend, Gina, had invited me to the beach for a beach party for me. 

I had told her about Julian and the other three before, just that I knew them, and she had told 

me to invite them along.  When Julian heard that he was invited, he was ecstatic, but I could see 

that the others had something else in mind. 

"You have to promise me that you won't do anything to influence these girls.  You don't 

need any added attention brought on yourselves."  I told them.  Quinn smirked and looked out a 

window.  I walked over to him and touched his arm.  "For me, I'm asking you to behave." 

"Don't worry."  He said and then looked down at me.  "You have my word." 

Julian drove the five of us to the beach where we were supposed to meet, and when we 

arrived, I introduced them to the other girls and guys that were there.  He and Gina smiled at each 

other and the three of us were inseparable the entire time. 

Later, as the sunset, I told Gina that we were leaving in the morning.  She started to cry, 

then so did I and we hugged each other as we sat in the sand. 

Julian walked over and sat near us on the sand.  "Are you two okay?"  He asked.  I nodded 

and then looked at Gina.  "Everyone's asking what to do next.  I was thinking of inviting everybody 

over and setting up a bonfire on the beach." 

"Sounds good."  Gina said and looked at the two of us.  "Why don't I spread the news and 

you two can talk." 

I smiled at her and then, as she walked away, I looked back at Julian.  He smiled at my 

bloodshot eyes, and then pushed my hair out of my face.  I smirked at him, and then attacked him. 



He lay back in the sand and put his hands behind his head. I climbed over so that I was lying almost 

on top of him, stomach to stomach, with my hands under my chin. 

"We could get in trouble if anyone saw us like this."  He whispered to me.  I laughed. 

"It's not like were sleeping together."  I smiled, and then I was suddenly on the bottom 

instead of on top.  I looked up as he leaned over and put his forehead to mine, and then he kissed 

my nose.  "You want to say something; I can see it in your eyes." 

"You're so young, but your heart and your mind, are centuries old."  He spoke softly to me 

as if he were about to start reciting poetry.  The words he said, though, made sense to me. Being in 

my mother's womb for several centuries made me think that maybe I had taken some of her 

knowledge and kept it for myself.  "Ash, I want...no, never mind." 

"What?"  I asked him, snapping back to this reality. 

"It can't happen, you're still too young." 

"Julian, what do you want?" 

"You, I want you, but it's a want that I'll have to deal with.  It can't be now, but when you 

leave, when they try to make you forget, just remember, even if it's just in the furthest corner of 

your mind that I will be here and we will meet again. In the future and then we can be together."  

He smiled at me and kissed my nose again.  A wolf whistle made Julian's head snap up.  He looked 

at Quinn and then at where Quinn was pointing.  "Your sisters are here." 

"Oh, jeez."  I said and sat up.  "Quick, walk down the beach.  They can't see us together, not 

like this."  He stood up, looked at Quinn, who started to talk to Kim and at me and walked away a 

little.  Grace walked over and Kim soon followed. "And your here, for what reason?" 

"We came to say happy birthday."  Kim said and smiled, cheerfully. 

"Thanks now go home."  I told them.  Gina came over and looked at me. 



"Where's, um...”  I glared at her and then she nodded.  "Todd, have you seen him.  I seem to 

have misplaced him again." 

"I think I saw him on the other side of the tower."  I smiled at her.  She smiled back. 

"We leave in five minutes."  She replied. 

"Where are you going?"  Grace asked. 

"Gina's bringing me to see her cousin, and then, we're going to the movies."  I replied and 

got up.  "Later."  I meet Gina in the parking lot and she looked at me oddly.  "My mother thinks 

that Julian's a bad influence and we shouldn't be hanging around together." 

"Ah, I see."  Gina smiled as we got in the car.  "Secret love affairs, I love them." 

 

The next morning, the five of us got into our cars and headed north.  I whispered good-byes 

to Julian as we passed his house.  The excuse they had given on the hastiness of our departure was 

that Dad had gotten a promotion, effective immediately, so, a moving company was hired to pack 

up the house and move it north when they were done.  I wasn't impressed with this lie, but I 

couldn't tell them that I knew the truth and for their sake, I hoped that Julian and the others were 

now out of harms way. 



4 

I hope that no one reading this has ever spent that much money on a hypnotist before, 

because they don't work, or at least in my case, anyway.  

Shortly, after our move to Southfield, Massachusetts, my parents brought me to an older 

man, recommended by the old lady that had visited our home, Ludwig Van Tassel, hypnotist 

extraordinaire, or so he claimed as he set forth to wipe out any memory of Julian and the others.   

For hours, we sat there, debating if Julian really existed and then I gave up.  I agreed with 

them under the impression that I was still under, that there never was a man named Julian. 

My mother seemed so relieved that I had "forgotten" this whole thing and that I could get on 

with leading a normal life. Therefore, I did.  I went to school, I met new people and I got a hobby, 

writing.  My parents thought it was great that I was so "into" my new hobby, until they found out 

what my favorite subject to write about was: vampires. 

I had this ugly infatuation with killing off family members in my stories that had my parents 

wanting me to see a psychiatrist.  I agreed, insisting that there was nothing wrong with my writing 

and that no other subject has as much possibilities as the subject of vampires and that's why I had 

chosen it.  The shrink agreed and told my parents that it was just a phase that I was going through, 

that I really held no ill feelings towards them and that they should let me express things in writing, 

even if they were a bit grotesque. 

Every summer, we took a family vacation down to the beach house that we had lived in for 

that year. It was hard to see the house, but after a few days that first summer, I had learned that it 

had been abandoned by its owners, which seemed very odd, for Julian had told me that the land had 

been in his family for generations.  Underneath the excitement, I felt of returning there, and the 

emptiness of the house, there seemed to be an odd feeling of familiarity, as if the four boys were 



still there, but hiding.  We had also learned that the land had been signed over to the state, where it 

was turned into a national park. 

Feeling that this place held no more meaning for me and that the threat of Julian was gone, 

my parents didn't mind if I went over and walked around the place.  The building was opened and 

the furniture was all there, all exactly as I remembered it.  I walked from room to room looking at 

all the old furniture, and then I snuck up to the third floor.  The door to Julian's bedroom had been 

covered by wood to make it look like it was part of the wall.  I sighed and thought that maybe it had 

all been a dream and I had never really met him, but I knew that it wasn't possible either, my heart 

wouldn't believe that. 

As I walked through the halls, alone, I felt a sudden presence following me close.  When I 

turned around and looked, I came face to face with a young man I knew quite well.  It was Michael, 

but I didn't want to let on to him that I remembered him. 

"Hello."  I said and looked at him as if he were familiar, but that I couldn't place him.  "Do I 

know you?"  I watched his face drop, his eyes filled with the knowledge that I had, indeed, 

forgotten him.  "Have we met somewhere before?"  He started backing away from me.  I stepped 

forward.  "Wait."  He stopped and looked up at me.  I looked him straight in the eyes and called his 

name.  Michael. 

He smiled at me and then stepped one-step closer.  "I knew it." 

No.  I told him.  Not out loud, with your mind. 

WHY?  He asked me.  His mental voice seemed quiet next to his verbal one. 

No one thinks I remember you, and for your sake, I’d like to keep it that way.  I replied to 

him.  He went to step closer and I shook my head.  Listen to me, Michael; don’t tell Julian that I 

remember.  Tell him that you saw me, and that I’m all right, but that I don’t remember. 



I don’t get it, why all the secrecy? 

"Hey, you kids!"  A voice yelled to us.  Michael and I both looked at the man standing 

behind me.  "What are you doing in here?" 

"I was looking around."  I spoke up. 

"Is this kid bothering you?" 

"No, um, we just happen to be passing ways."  I replied to him.  Michael nodded to us both 

and then disappeared around the corner.  I looked at the man and then left the building. 

The next event told me that the former occupants of this place hadn't totally disappeared.  

The next night, as I walked with Gina around the park; I stopped and looked at the stage that was  

down over a small hill.  It was an opened air theater, lined with at least seven rows of benches on 

either side of a small walkway.  Down at the bottom, where the small platform rose to form the 

stage, you could see the ocean from over the small wall that separated the dunes from the rest of the 

yard.  It was there that I found Julian, or more to the point watched him. 

The wooden walkway that leads over the dunes, to the ocean, was just in sight of where I 

stood.  On the walkway was a small platform, with seats, and that's where I spotted the long, 

flowing head of black hair.  He stood facing the west, watching the sun setting, leaning against the 

railing on his lower arms, his hands folded together.  He looked peaceful, but I could almost feel 

the hurt from where I stood. 

I longed to hold him, to touch his face, but I knew there was nothing that I could do that 

wouldn't put him in terrible danger.  I sighed, crossing my arms and looked up at him again, 

whispering his name.  In that instant, he turned and looked towards me.  I quickly ducked down, 

behind the wall and closed my eyes. 



That wasn't the last time that I saw Julian, not that summer anyway.  He stood in that same 

spot almost every night, and every time I saw him, I wished to hold him.  I know that he saw me, 

walking around the park, but he never approached me, only stood and watched from a distance.   

Gina asked, once, about the sudden distance between Julian and me.  Without giving away 

any unnecessary information, I told Gina about the fact that my parents had moved us away from 

here to keep Julian and I apart, and to keep them from pressing any charges, because of our age 

difference and the fact that they thought he was taking advantage of me, we both decided to pretend 

we didn't know each other.  This upset her and she spent the next hour letting me know what type 

of parents I had, even though, I knew that they were just my guardians and that my real parents 

were quite amazing people. 

As the years passed, we visited the park less and less, and even when we were there, my 

sightings of Julian, or the others also became less, to the point where Julian disappeared from my 

sight for what I felt might be forever. 

I didn't see Michael again, for a long time.  Life seemed to happen in between our meetings.  

When I turned eighteen, I started working, part time, in a store, and that was where I met Jack 

Wolf.  We started dating the January of the year I was to turn nineteen and then we moved in 

together the next spring.  Julian, who had been my life for so long, seemed to disappear to the back 

of my mind for a while but then bounced right back to the front not long after my life took another 

turn. 

I switched jobs and met another big influence in my life, Lauren.  She and I shared several 

common interests, one being vampires, so I let her read my stories and, gradually, I told her the 

story of Julian and the others.  We were creating plots as we went on, bringing Julian, Michael, 

Quinn, and David into our lives by verbal stories that we made up as we went along. I would tell 



Lauren that I had talked to Julian, who had a habit of just "popping in" whenever he felt like it, and 

she would counter, with no thought to it, about her experience with him, or one of the others the 

day before that.  This went on for a while before something quite interesting really did occur. 

We walked through the local mall together, telling of our conversations with the four 

vampires that neither of us had really seen in each other’s presence, when it hit me.  Like a ton of 

bricks falling from the ceiling, a wave of familiar thoughts and emotions wash over me.  I stopped 

dead in my tracks which made Lauren turned to look at me as I stared up through the three floors 

above me, from where we stood at the lower level, you could see all three. 

There, from where I stood looking up, I made eye-contacted with a blond haired young 

man.  He stood looking over the railing at me, with some kids at his side, a group of mortals that he 

was with, there was a look of absolute amazement on his face, and the others seemed to be 

oblivious to the fact that he was paying no attention to them.  He smiled, suddenly, as if a 

realization had just struck him, and then disappeared. 

"Ashley, who are you looking at?"  Lauren asked me. 

"Michael."  I smiled. She looked up and smiled, believing that who we saw and when was 

for our own eyes, but she looked at me, again, and saw that I was now looking behind her.  She 

turned, slowly and cautiously, to look at this blond young man, dressed in black from head to toe, 

who had just suddenly appeared.  He smirked at me and then at Lauren.  "It is okay, Michael.  I'm 

old enough now that it doesn't matter if I remember or not." 

"Are you sure?  I wouldn't want you to get hurt."  He replied.  I nodded to him, and then he 

walked over, slowly, and hugged me, tenderly.  Slowly, he turned and looked at the red haired girl 

that he had walked passed.  "Good afternoon, Lauren." 



"Michael."  She smiled and said, knowing that this was indeed the real man.  I laughed at 

the fact that she acted as if the two of them were old friends.  "Nice of you to finally show yourself 

to both of us at the same time." 

"Well, you know how things have been, I'm sure."  He smiled, playing right along with the 

game.  "You can't be too careful. You have to watch who you appear to these days." 

Michael was with us for the rest of the day, catching us up on the events since we had last 

spoken.  Our days together became frequent and when Jack wasn't home, which were most nights, 

Michael would come over and keep me company.  He would tell me about Julian and the others 

and I would let out my frustrations on him about my day. 

Lauren and I continued with the charade for several months, until it came to a head one day 

when I walked into work in a rather giddy mood.  Lauren asked me what was wrong, and I told her 

something that I wouldn't have believed would have come out of my mouth.  I told her that I had 

slept with Michael. 

It wasn't true, at the time, just something that I had made up on the spot.  She looked at me 

as if the ceiling had fallen on her head.  I smiled at her and asked myself what I had just done.  She 

was in shock the rest of the day and barely talked to me.  After work, she asked about Jack and I 

told her that he didn't know, but by the time I had gotten home, all I could do is think about how to 

tell Michael the stupid thing that I had done. 

I was crying when Michael walked into my bedroom.  He had a key and usually let himself 

in when he came over which was mostly when Jack was at work.  He sat in front of me and I 

looked up from the blanket I had curled up with. 

"What is it?"  He asked me.  I shook my head. 

"I've done something so stupid."  I told him.  He took my hand and held it. 



"How bad could it be, Ash?" 

"It could be really bad, depending on your point of view." I told him.  He smiled. 

"My point of view?"  He asked me.  "Tell me, what it is, Ash?"   

"I lied to Lauren about you."  I told him.  He nodded and looked at me.  "And, I lied about 

me.  I told her something so stupid and I shouldn't have ever said a thing." 

"Just spit it out, Ashley."  He laughed at me. 

"I told her that you and I had..."  I told him, and then stopped to try to find the right words. 

"Had?  Had what?"  He questioned, with raised eyebrows. 

"Sex, Michael!  I told her that you and I had sex."  I blurted out.  He sat back and looked at 

me, a confused look on his face then watched as a smile widen on his face. 

"You told Lauren that we had sex?"  He giggled at me. 

"Yes, and I'm sorry if I made you mad."  I pleaded with him to understand. 

"How was I?"  He asked.  This stunned me into silence. 

"What?"  I asked him, not sure if I had heard him right. 

"Well, since I don't remember it."  He said smiling at me.  "I just want to know how I was, 

for future reference." 

"You're not mad?"  I asked him.  He lay down on the bed and looked over at me, laughing. 

"What I'm mad at is that I can't remember anything, but you told Lauren about it before you 

told me."  He said smiling. That eased my nervousness, the fact that he laughed at me. 

Later that night, as we sat on the couch, watching a movie, he turned to look at me.  "So?"  

He asked.  I looked at him suddenly. 

"So what?"  I questioned. 

"You never told me how I was." 



"Oh, Michael."  I said and crawled over and sat on his lap facing him.  I took his face in my 

hands and kissed him on the nose.  "You were the best I've ever had."   

With that response, I climbed off and ran into the kitchen. The situation blew over and life 

returned to normal.  Michael, though, went along with the tale I had told whenever he, Lauren and I 

were together.  Lauren was still baffled by the two of us.   

One day, after many months of being together, something that Jack and I had wanted very 

badly finally came about.  On this night, Michael and I watched the news quietly.  I couldn't tell 

him, couldn't find the words. 

"Are you all right, Ash?"  He asked me.  I looked at him and smiled, then nodded.  "What's 

on your mind?" 

"Nothing." 

"That's not true and you know it."  He smiled at me. 

"Okay, but you have to promise not to get mad."  I replied to him.  He smirked and gave me 

a look that told me everything. "I'm pregnant." 

"What?"  He said and sat forward, his smile faded, for a moment.  He turned and looked at 

me then took my hand.  "Are you going to tell Julian?" 

"No, how could I?"  I asked him.  "What would I say?  Jules, I love you but I'm pregnant 

with my husband's baby.  I really don't think that would work." 

"Can I tell him?"  He questioned. 

"Yes, if you want, but if he asks, just tell him I couldn't bring myself to hurt him like that."  

I replied.  "I love Jack, I want to have this child, Mike." 

"I know you do, Ash.  It's nothing to be afraid of."  He smiled at me.  I nodded and sighed, 

that went better than I thought.   



Michael was called away shortly after I gave him my good news, so again I was alone, 

without my vampires.  

All my life I had premonitions, of my friends becoming pregnant, of what they might have, 

of little sorts of problems that people I knew might have, but when I was three months pregnant I 

had a dream of Julian.  One that seemed to make all the sense in the world to me, about my past and 

of my future. 

I was in a large civic center building, almost like the mall where you could see all floors 

from where ever you stood, but this place was full of people, all dressed in black, all vampires.  I 

walked into this strange place and made my way through the spiraling crowd of people.  I finally 

reached the bottom, and stepped out into the light, with a group of seven people behind me, people 

that I knew, that I trusted. 

There in front of me, in the middle of the room, on a platform, was Julian, standing in all his 

glory, the suave prince that he was, and he held out his hand for me and I took it. He pulled me out 

of the darkness and onto the platform beside him, and he opened his arms about me and looked out 

into the crowd, and in a booming voice, he spoke to them and when he spoke, silence filled the 

room. 

"Behold."  He said with open arms, walking around me in a circle, facing the crowd.  "For 

here amongst us this very day is our Queen.  She has finally come back to us, to bring us together, 

to unite us all.  She carries within her, a child, our prince, and this prince will be a great king, and 

he will bring us peace with ourselves and with the mortals and we will all live as one." 

He reached over and touched my stomach.  I could feel the baby in me respond to his touch, 

as if they were linked.  He looked up at me, Julian did, staring deep into my eyes and smiled at me. 



"Michael told me."  He said softly.  I knew that it was just my subconscious telling me that 

this was right, but I couldn't help but reach out and embrace him.  He felt real to me and all the 

feelings of the last seven years, which I had held deep inside me for him, raged to the 

surface."You're very beautiful." 

With those sweet words, I woke up and watched as a shadow moved towards the stairway.  

I stood up and walked out into the hallway, but the shadow had gone and the darkness remained. 

The rest of my pregnancy went by without incident and the baby, a boy was born in the middle of 

August.  Jack and I named him Jackson Daniel Wolf, not the same name as his father, but close. 

When JD, as we called him, turned two months old, the police came to my door, late one 

Sunday night.  They told me that they had found Jack's car, not two miles from our home, faced in 

the direction of our house, but that Jack was nowhere to be found.  There was blood in the car, on 

the dash and the passenger side seat.  The search went on for two weeks, until they decided to 

check the car again and they found a note, in between the seats. 

The detective handed me the note, written in red ink.  I unfolded it as my mother took JD 

from my arms.  It said that they had him, that he had gone home to be with them, that it was his 

own fault and he had brought this on himself.  It didn't make any sense to me, not any more now 

than it did back then, but slowly I accepted that he had another family and that he wanted to be with 

them. 

I decided that I wanted to raise my son on my own, so the two of us lived at our house 

alone.  Soon, though, tragedy happened again, one dark night, when JD turned six months old. I 

woke to a sudden cry in the night.  It had ripped me out of a deep sleep and I raced to Jack's room.  

The door wouldn't open.  I banged and yelled and pushed and pulled, but to no avail.  I called the 

police and they came over and sawed through the door. 



I screamed when I found out that Jack wasn't in his crib, that he had been taken out of a 

secured room, and I fainted when they found the note in his crib.  It was just like his father’s, 

written in the same red ink, but it bluntly said that they had taken him and that he was where he 

belonged also, with his own kind.  I knew who "they" were, instantly, and there was only one 

thought running through my mind. 

I had to get to Julian, no matter how. 



5 

The sun was just about to set to the west over the ocean, when I arrived at the mansion, still 

dressed in the shorts and tee shirt that I had woken up in that morning.  I rushed out of the house 

soon after I had realized what my life really meant. I was the queen of a race that I never really 

understood, and my son was the heir to the throne.  What was worse was the prophecy made by 

Julian when I was three months pregnant, about Jack bringing peace to the land seemed truer than 

life now. Some wouldn't like that and if the prince weren’t alive, it wouldn't come true. 

I raced through the double front doors, which were, amazingly, unlocked, and stood in the 

middle of the parlor, just underneath those hanging chandeliers.  I looked up to the second floor, 

then around to the empty rooms that surrounded me and I clenched my fist. 

"JULIAN!”  I yelled at the top of lungs, as I started to cry.  "They took my baby, Julian."  I 

hollered again, dropping to the floor.  On my hands and knees, I repeated my cry, in between the 

ragged breaths I was trying to catch.  "They took my baby." 

I ended up curled up on the floor, sobbing to myself, feeling as if my cries had gone 

unanswered, but then realizing, as the dark, blurred figure of a man stood over me and then scooped 

me up into his arms, that I had indeed been heard, but wasn't quite sure by whom. 

When I awoke, the sun was shining in through the light drapes that hung over the open 

window.  I stared at that window for a while, before realizing that I was in the bedroom that I had 

spent the night in the last time I was here, and with that realization, came the feeling that I also 

wasn't alone.  I turned over in the bed and looked at the man standing by the fireplace.  He was tall 

and his dark hair was pulled back in a ponytail, and at first, I mistook him for Julian, but then I 

realized how different he felt to me. 



"Quinn?"  I asked aloud and watched him turn to look at me.  His eyes were full of sadness 

and he walked over to sit near me.  "Where is everyone?" 

"Gone, but they will be returning home now."  He told me. 

"Quinn, they took my son.  The other vampires took my baby." I told him softly, as if he 

hadn't heard me when I screamed it the night before. 

"I know, precious."  He said and touched my cheek.  "I felt it the night he disappeared." 

"Where's Julian?"  I asked him.  He shook his head. 

"He hardly comes out anymore, never during the day, barely at night, but he knows you're 

near and he knows about your son being taken."  He said softly, touching my forehead.  "You're 

eyes are different from before." 

"My eyes?"  I asked him, and then I got up from the bed and walked over to the mirror.  He 

was right; my eyes seemed to glow silver, but I shook my head as if it were nothing.  "It must be 

the lighting." 

"Michael and David should be back soon."  Quinn said and got up, suddenly.  He walked to 

the door and barely looked at me when he opened it slowly.  "I'll be downstairs, dinner should be 

ready shortly." 

As he left, thoughts ran through my mind.  What had happened since I had last seen them?  

Quinn was quiet, not himself, and Julian not coming out in the day struck me as strange because he 

told me that he loved the sunlight.  

I was sitting on the bed when I felt Michael enter the house, and then he was at my door.  

He stood in the doorway and we looked at each other.  Slowly, I got up and walked over to him, he 

held out his arms and I hugged him tightly. 



"He'll be home soon, Ash.  He's on his way."  Michael said softly.  I shook my head.  "He 

doesn't know you're here.  We weren't sure you wanted him to know." 

"Well, he'll find out when he gets here, won't he."  I laughed and looked up at him."I don't 

even know if he's still alive, Mike."  My eyes started to water and I pushed away from him.  "I can't 

feel my son, anymore.  It's like he doesn't even exist." 

"He's fine, Ash.  You can't feel him because they don't want you too; they want you to think 

the worst."  He sighed, then took my hand and held it.  "Ask Quinn about the witch. Tell him you 

need to see her.  Tell him you need reassurance that JD is okay.  He'll help you." 

 

Later that night, I followed Quinn through the underground tunnels until he disappeared 

from me.  I closed my eyes, standing in the darkness, and thought about how I was going to get 

back to the beginning, when I felt him close to me.  I opened my eyes and looked into the bright red 

eyes of Julian's younger brother, who stood less than a foot away from me, staring me down, with a 

little annoyance in his eyes. 

"You should know better than this, Wolf."  He said to me in a low voice, using my married 

name.  I stood up straight and faced him.  "You could get hurt." 

"You wouldn't dare."  I told him and smiled.  He smirked back at me and at my defiance. 

"Try me."  He replied, then turned and started to walk into the darkness. 

"Tell me about the witch."  I asked him firmly, barely seeing him stop and turn back to me. 

"Why would you want to know about her?"  He questioned me. 

"Michael told me that she could help me feel my son."  I replied to him.  "If she can do that, 

Quinn, I need to know how.  I need to see her." 

"She won't help you."  He replied flatly. 



"Why not?"  I asked him.  He laughed softly, and then stepped closer. 

"Because, you’re a vampire, Ash.  She hates us."  He told me.  I shook my head, as if I 

didn't believe him.  He moved at me and grabbed a handful of my hair, pulling my head back to 

look up at him. He wasn't hurting me, but trying to make a point.  He caressed the skin on my neck 

and just to the neckline of my shirt.  His fingers left a trail almost of tingling sensations wherever 

he moved them.  I put my hands on his chest, where I felt the heat from his body and a soft 

pulsating feeling and smiled at him. 

"So, why has she helped you?"  Looking deep into those red eyes, suddenly, images flew at 

me.  "You saved her life." I told him, before I had a chance to think about my words.  The grip on 

my hair loosened, but he didn't release me, and his fingers stayed on my skin as he looked at me in 

shock. "She was dying of a wound that someone had inflicted on her, someone who hated witches.  

You gave her some of your blood to help heal her wound." 

He totally released me and stepped back, the feeling ceased as soon as he let me go.  "How 

could you know that?  I've never shared that with anyone." 

"I'm a vampire, Quinn.  Remember, you said it yourself." I told him.  "She was young, 

wasn't she?" 

"Fourteen."  He said softly, turning away from me.  "The man who hurt her was her 

Grandfather, and he hated that her family had gotten into that religion." 

"It was a long time ago, wasn't it?"  I question.  He nodded.  "Will you take me to see her?" 

"We'll leave in the morning."  He looked at me and sighed, thinking about whether to leave 

me or not, then he took my hand, and looked at me as if he suddenly felt the same thing that I was 

feeling, but he looked away quickly and began to lead me out of the tunnels.  "Never follow me 



again, Ash."  He said sternly, without looking at me but his grip on my hand never lessened until he 

left me safely at the back door. 

The next morning we traveled by car towards Salem, Massachusetts.  Although neither of us 

said a word most of the trip, Quinn's thoughts seemed to be the focus of my attention.  I turned in 

my seat to look at him.  His face was calm and he seemed to be at peace as he looked straight ahead 

at the road. 

Suddenly, breaking the silence and turning towards me quickly, Quinn startled me, making 

me jump in my seat.  

"What are you staring at?"  He asked me. 

"I'm trying to read your thoughts."  I replied to him. 

"Well, cut it out!"  He said sternly.  I smiled at him and then watched as the car pulled over 

and he put it in park. He turned and looked at me.  "Why would you want to know my thoughts?" 

"Because, you think you’re so cool, you think that no one can break you."  I replied and he 

smiled at me, and then laughed aloud a little.  "What?" 

"You don't have a clue about me." 

"You think you're God's gift, I know that." 

"I am." 

"Bullshit, Quinn."  I told him.  Suddenly, he was above me, his arms were so close, one on 

the seat to my left and one above my right shoulder on the door, and I was backed into a corner.  He 

looked at me with his bright silver eyes and when he smiled at me; I could see his vampire teeth.  

"Do you think you're scaring me?" 



"I can smell the fear on you, Ash."  He replied to me, moving closer.  I put my hands up on 

his chest and held him away, not wanting to think about what he might do to me.  "Do you think 

you can resist me?"  He smiled.  "Don't you think I could make you do whatever I wanted you to?" 

"Why would you do that?"  I asked him.  He shook his head as if to tell me that I couldn't 

possibly understand.  "What do you want, Quinn?" 

"Isn't it obvious?  Can't you feel it?"  I did feel it and that was what scared me, the longer I 

left my hands on his chest the more intense the pulsating feeling his body let off got.  I wanted to 

move away, but I would just be leaving myself open to him.  "Wouldn't that be ironic, to have 

something of Julian's that he never really got." 

"I would never give into you, Quinn, and you know it." I told him.  He broke my hold; my 

arms gave way, under him, and he moved closer to my lips with his.  I felt his body weight on mine 

and even though his clothes, I could feel his body.  I could feel his warm breath against my cheek 

and his strong hand where he placed it on the back of my neck.  He looked deep into my eyes and 

held me there for the longest moment.  I couldn't resist him if he tried anything.  I was weak and 

vulnerable, and his touch, though he and I were complete opposites, was inviting.  I caught my 

breath and whispered to him, just as he was about to kiss me.  "Stop, Quinn." 

He stopped just short of my lips and, without moving, looked down at them, and then up at 

my eyes.  His mouth moved as if he wanted to say something, but, then his lips touched mine 

softly, and a spark seemed to happen, my body responded and so did his. He suddenly moved away 

and looked at me sternly, as if he didn't know what came over him, but he didn't apologize. He just 

turned in his seat and pulled the car out into the road.  I watched him in shock almost the rest of the 

car ride, but when I got bored with it, I began to think of Julian and the last time I saw him. 

"Your mind is quite loud, you know."  He suddenly said to me. 



"So is your mouth!"  I replied.  He pulled the car over again and looked at me.  "What are 

you going to try this time, Quinn?"  I asked him. 

"Look, I don't know what happened back there."  He replied to me.  "You just rub me the 

wrong way." 

"The wrong way?"  I smiled at him.  "What is that suppose to mean?"   

"Forget it?"  He said and pulled out onto the road again. I stared at him again for a little 

while longer and then I looked back out at the road. 

"Do you think she can help me?"  I asked him quietly.  He glanced over at me as my eyes 

filled up with tears.  He sighed, probably thinking that I was a weak person for crying. 

"If she decides to help you at all, I'm sure she can show you some way to communicate with 

your son, assuming that he's anything like you."  He said with a tone that I couldn't quite place, 

somewhere between anger and sarcasm.  

The house we pulled up to was a Victorian-style house in desperate need of a paint job.  

Quinn looked at me only quickly as we walked up to the door.  He knocked on the door and then 

watched at it opened with a creek.  Quinn took my hand as we walked down the darkened hallway.  

I could feel it pulsating in my hand and I could also feel him wanting to let it go, but then he 

dropped it as we walked into the large room at the end. 

She sat at a round table, an old woman with long gray, almost white hair, in the middle of 

the room.  The table was covered in rose petals and drying herbs.  She looked like she was weaving 

the petals into the folds of a wicker basket. 

"What do you want, Boy?  Why are you here?"  She asked Quinn without looking up from 

her crafts. 

"I need you to do something for me."  Quinn said to her, in a stern voice. 



"You mean something for her, don't you?"  She said, looking up and pointing at me with a 

crooked finger.  Quinn nodded. 

"I don't help vampires." 

"I'm not a vampire!"  I spoke up, quickly.  She stood and walked over to me. 

"You're parents were vampires, so this makes you one also." She replied to me. 

"My mother is a nurse and my father is a contractor.  They may be stupid, but they’re not 

vampires."  I told her. 

"Ah, but your biological parents were, and you know it. You read it in your mother's 

journals."  She smiled at me as I looked at her in shock, because no one knew about it, not even 

Julian.  "And that means that your son is also one." 

"Will you help me?"  I asked her quietly, as she walked back to her seat.  "You see, he was 

taken." 

"I know this, we all know this." 

"Yes, but I need to find a way to communicate with him, to make sure that he's alive."  I 

told her, and then suddenly, images flashed through my mind again.  "Your daughter is ill."  She 

was the one who looked at me in shock this time.  "That's why you are making the basket.  You're 

hoping that the herbs and roses that are woven into it might help her get better." 

"How do you know this, child?" 

"I see things, in my mind."  I told her and looked at Quinn, then walked over to the table 

and sat with her.  "She'll be all right, you know.  The doctors have a cure." 

"Listen to me, child."  She said and looked up at me from the basket.  "This is not an easy 

task." 



"Just tell me what to do and I'll do it."  I replied to her.  She smiled and looked up at Quinn, 

who turned and walked out. 

About three hours later, I walked out of the house and looked at Quinn, who was standing 

against the car, with his head down and his arms crossed.  His hair was down and, when he looked 

up at me as I walked down to him, his eyes seemed to hold darkness in them.  I stood less than two 

feet from him crossed my arms and looked into his eyes. 

"Did she tell you what you wanted to know?"  He asked me. I nodded and sighed.  "Good, 

we're spending the night in Boston." 

"Why?"  I asked him. 

"I don't feel like driving home tonight."  He told me, walked over to the driver’s side door, 

and got in.  Although, I admit that the prospect of spending the night with Quinn scared me a little, 

a stronger fear seemed to be hiding just under it.  I got in the car and we headed to Boston. 

The hotel that we stayed in was quite large, and the room was a one-bedroom suite with a 

large living room, small kitchen and a bathroom.  I stood looking out over the city, from our 

fourteenth floor room, and felt the sudden urge to go out alone. Quinn walked out of the bathroom, 

in just his dark blue jeans, with wet hair. He stopped and looked at me as I looked out the window. 

"What's the matter?"  He asked me.  I turned and looked at him, caught myself staring at his 

well built body, as the water still glistened on his skin; I felt my face grow flush, and I, quickly, 

turned back to the window. 

"I'm going out."  I told him.  He cleared his throat, as if he were about to protest, but he 

didn't say a word.  I glanced in the mirror at myself, dressed all in black, with long black hair, 

reaching passed my shoulders, and I slipped on my hip length, black leather jacket.  I looked at 



Quinn, who stood against the counter still dressed in just his jeans, looking at me. "Don't wait up 

for me; I'm not sure how late I'll be." 

I walked the streets silently, but could feel all of the emotions in the air.  I watched the 

college kids from down the road in their little groups, laughing and hugging each other. I walked 

passed numerous clubs and stores, but somehow it didn't seem as interesting.  I walked on until I 

found myself standing on the sandy beach, just passed the Aquarium, looking out at the dark ocean 

and wondering where Julian might be.  I don't remember walking towards a darkened spot under 

the pier, but I suddenly found myself standing in the shadows, watching a young man, dressed all in 

black, as he made out with his girlfriend or at least I thought that is what they were doing until he 

dropped her and her lifeless body lay in the sand. 

He turned and looked directly at me, moved quicker than I could see, and then was standing 

right in front of me.  I looked up at him, and he lashed out, grabbed a handful of my hair, and 

pulled my head to the side.  I saw his vampire teeth and I put my hands up on his chest to keep him 

from coming any closer. 

"My, you're a pretty little girl, aren't you?"  He said and smiled with those fangs.  "What are 

you doing out here all alone?" 

"Watching the water."  I told him, with no emotion in my voice.   

"I want to taste you, you seem very strong."  He smiled again and moved closer to my neck.  

"Maybe, I'll make you my slave, or, maybe, I'll take you out on that water." 

My eyes wanted to close listening to the sound of his voice, but I fought with everything I 

had not to go under.  He laughed when he felt me shaking, and it seemed to entice him more.  What 

was I doing out here?  How could I have been so stupid? I ventured away from the safety of a room 

and Quinn, into a city that I didn't know. 



"You can't have me."  I told him and pushed him away. 

"You're stupid to resist me."  He told me.  I felt around on the wood behind me, and grabbed 

a hunk of that wet wood and pulled it off.  I stood there, with the sharp shard in my hand and 

waited.  "You're so pretty, and with such beautiful skin." 

I looked up, past this young man, into the darkness, just beyond us, and looked into familiar 

red eyes.  I felt my eyes fill with tears, knowing that Quinn had followed me out here, but not 

knowing if he might help or just watch this vampire do this to me. 

"Please, let me go."  I asked him, but he shook his head. My arm raised and I drove the 

shard of wood into his back, down into his heart.  He stepped away and looked at me in disbelief, 

then stumbled to the edge of the water, where I watched him burst into flames, but he made no 

noise.  I just stood there looking at him, and then I looked at Quinn, who was staring at me from 

where he stood.  The fire light made him look hauntingly beautiful.  When I finally got up the 

energy to walk away, I headed back up the beach, without looking up. 

Suddenly, I ran into a wall, a human wall, and it through me off balance, so much that I 

ended up sitting in the sand. I looked up at Quinn, stood up and tried to walk passed him. He 

grabbed my arm and brought me back to him.  He put both hands on my face and looked into my 

eyes. 

"What do you want from me?"  I asked him, looking him deep in the eyes, unafraid of 

anything that he might do.  However, he said nothing, just stared, and my world went black. 

It was light out when I woke up the next morning, in a warm bed, staring at the window.  

Quinn walked into the room and looked at me.  "Get dressed."  He said and walked back out again.   



I looked under the covers at the fact that I wasn't wearing very much, got up quickly, and 

dressed.  I walked out of the bedroom, quickly, and found him standing in the kitchen, drinking 

coffee. 

"What the hell did you do to me last night?"  I asked him with anger in my voice. 

"I saved your life."  He said plainly. 

"You stood there and almost let that thing bite me."  I told him.  "If that's saving my life, 

don't next time."  I took a step forward.  "How did I get here?  Why did you take my clothes off?"  

He stood there, saying nothing.  I walked right up to him and slapped him across the face.  "Answer 

me!" 

He grabbed my wrist and pulled me to him, then wrapped an arm around me and grabbed a 

handful of my hair with the other.  He moved closer to me.  I couldn't believe what he was doing.  

"No, Quinn, no."  I pleaded with him as he moved to my neck.  I felt his teeth on my skin, 

and then as they scrapped my flesh, goose bumps rose and my body shivered.  "Please, don't." I 

pleaded again.  I felt the tips of his teeth putting pressure on my flesh.  "Why are you doing this?" 

I felt the teeth break the skin and the pain was intense. I pushed against him, trying my 

hardest to get away, as my eyes began to water and I began to scream inside.  After a moment, my 

body weakened and I went limp in his arms, the pain eased slightly, but it was still there.  My 

breath was ragged, trying to stay calm was making it hard to breathe, but my hands fell away from 

his chest as I felt the blood flow from me to Quinn. 

The grip on my hair suddenly loosened and that hand slid down to my back to support me.  I 

felt the teeth withdraw and the pain was gone and I turned my head and looked at Quinn's face.  His 

eyes were full of pain and shock.  His mouth hung open a little, showing the blunt ended of his 



shrinking teeth, but his mouth had my blood on it.  I stared at him in total shock and he looked at 

me in the same way. 

"Ash?"  He asked me softly, touching my face with his fingers.  I wouldn't answer him, as I 

tried to catch my breath. "Ashley, please."  He said again softly.  "I'm sorry; I didn't mean to hurt 

you." 

"Why did you do that?"  I asked him, softly.  I could see the pain in his eyes.  He shook his 

head, and then lifted me up and brought me into the bedroom.  He laid me down on the bed and 

leaned down over me, his hair falling down around his face.  "You hurt me, Quinn, why did you do 

that." 

"I want you, Ash."  He told me softly. 

"So, do what you want to me now."  I told him, but this seemed to hurt him.  "I can't do 

anything to stop you, you've proven that already."  

"No, I won't."  He said and moved away.  I found my strength and sat up. 

"You already have."  I told him and walked out of the room. He followed me and grabbed 

my arm.  I looked at him and sighed. "You confuse me."I told him, grabbed my jacket and slipped 

it on.  "I want to leave, now." 

The trip home was quiet and I kept looking at the two small marks on my neck.  I knew that 

Michael and David would notice them, so I made Quinn stop at a CVS store and I bought cover-up 

to hide them. 

"Why are you hiding them?"  He asked me as I applied the stuff to my neck.  I looked at 

him and smiled.  "What?" 



"Can't you see it now?  Michael asks me exactly what happened to my neck.  I tell him, oh, 

not much, just Quinn giving into his desires.  Yeah, I could just see what happens next." I told him 

and then looked back into the mirror.  "So, I'm covering them up." 

"To save my ass?"  He asked me. 

"To save us both, and don't think that this makes me forget what you did to me."  I told him.  

His eyes dropped and then he looked at the road. I watched his mouth move to open but I stopped 

him.  "I know you're sorry."  I said quickly.  Quinn shook his head and said nothing.  "Wake me up 

when we're almost there." 

I covered my body with my coat and closed my eyes, but all I kept seeing was Quinn's face 

so close to mine, and the way that he felt when he was drinking my blood.  I opened my eyes and 

looked at him; he was staring at me.  This was very odd for me. 

We pulled into the long driveway of the house, but he stopped before we reached the 

security house.  He put the car in park and turned to look at me.  I sighed and continued to look 

straight ahead. 

"Ash, look at me."  He asked me, softly.  I shook my head and sighed.  He took my hand 

and I looked over at him.  I looked into his eyes and he caught me there.  I heard his voice in my 

mind.  I want to make you forget. 

"No."  I told him.  "I want to remember." 

You want to remember what I did to you.  Why?  He asked me with his mind.  I smiled at 

him, thought to myself about why I might want to remember and figured out that I wasn't sure 

myself. 

"Will it hurt?"  I asked him.  He shook his head. 



No, there is no pain involved.  He replied to me.  I nodded to him then and he took my other 

hand.  Look into my eyes; hold them there as long as you can. When you can’t hold any longer, you 

won’t remember anything that happened between us this morning, but you’ll remember everything 

else. 

I looked into his eyes, the ones that were so silver before, were now dark and dangerous.  I 

felt something for Quinn, something I shouldn't, a deep lust that seemed to ignite every time he 

touched me.  I thought about the events of that morning, but they seemed to fade out before my 

eyes and the last thing that I remember before arriving at home was Quinn telling me to get 

dressed, but this all lingered in the back of my mind as if something were missing. 

When I opened my eyes, I looked at the house in front of me, and Quinn was just getting 

out of the car.  He opened my door and looked at me.  He reached out a hand, which I took as he 

pulled me out and walked with me back to the house, where Michael and David greeted me with a 

warm embrace. 

Michael stopped and talked to Quinn as David led me to the parlor.  Later that night, as I 

stood in the sitting room, standing by the window, looking out over the green grass to the ocean, I 

heard Quinn come in with someone, I assumed he was a business associate, so I didn't bother to run 

out and talk to him to see if he had heard anything about Jack yet. 

I stood there, dressed in a black skirt and a wide neck black shirt, with my arms crossed 

over my chest, hugging myself. I was thinking about Julian, trying to figure out if he was out there 

somewhere, and I wondered if he could hear me when I wished that he were there with me.  My 

thoughts were interrupted as Quinn stepped in the room with a young man. I turned, wanting to say 

something that was on my mind. 



"Quinn, I..."  As I looked up, after I turned completely, I stopped dead sentence as I looked 

at the young man that had walked into the room with Quinn.  His long black hair was pulled back 

into a neat ponytail, he was dressed in navy blue work suit that seemed to fit him quite well in all 

the right places, his green eyes seemed to pierce my soul as I looked into them and his childish 

facial expression of total awe and surprise seemed to make my heart stop. Suddenly, I caught my 

breath, inhaling as deeply as I could to slow my racing heart.  "Julian." 

The name just flowed off my tongue and I wasn't sure who was more surprise to hear it, him 

or me, but the shock seemed to get me as my knees weakened and I began to fall to the floor. Arms 

were around me, strong arms, and my vision cleared as I looked into those green eyes, close up. 

"Ashley?"  I heard that sweet voice from my past whisper my name in my ear as he held me 

close to him.  I couldn't answer him; my mind was slipping into an unrealistic world, a world of 

darkness and dreams.  As Julian's voice slipped further away from my conscious mind, my sub-

conscious seemed to find the memories that Quinn had wanted me to forget. 

I felt his hand in my hair and his strong arm on my back. His moist lips on my neck and 

then those razor sharp points on my neck, then the pain, how could I have forgotten that pain? It 

had been like nothing I had ever felt before, pain so intense that I couldn't move, but at the same 

time, as I thought back to it; I remembered also feeling the ecstasy under it.  Quinn had unlocked 

the vampire in me, which I knew now, but it seemed that Julian would have to be the one to help 

me control it. 

Julian, how the name seemed to bring new light to my world. How just the thought of him 

seemed to make everything clearer. I thought to myself, as I stood just outside the darkness, how 

much I needed him again.  To feel myself wrapped in his arms, this helped me find the light in the 

darkness, and I followed that light and slowly opened my eyes. 



 



6 

A gentle hand rubbed my forehead with a damp cloth and when it moved away, I looked 

into the face of a young woman, a blond haired woman, about my height, but she seemed very 

sophisticated.  I pushed her hand away when she went to brush my head again.  I sat up quickly and 

looked at her, as she looked at me oddly. 

"Quinn!"  She said in a moderately loud voice, and I assumed that she said it with her mind.  

Slowly, the door opened and Quinn walked in.  He smiled at me, which I saw from the corner of 

my eye, as I stared at this new woman. 

"Ash, this is Cleo Danzeiger."  He whispered in my ear as he pried my fingers from this 

woman's wrist.  I looked at him suddenly, with a gasp, and he looked me in the eyes.  "Ash, are you 

all right." 

"Julian?"  I asked him.  He smiled at me and then giggled under his breath. 

"He's downstairs."  Quinn smiled. 

"Then he wasn't a dream?"  I questioned him again.  Quinn shook his head.  I climbed out of 

the bed quickly, very unaware of the fact that I was only wearing a long tee shirt, which barely 

covered my butt.  I walked passed Quinn, in my bare feet and made my way down the stairway.  As 

I reached the bottom, I faintly heard Cleo calling my name, but I looked up and down trying to 

sense where Julian was. 

I turned and made my way towards the sitting room, where I had fainted the night before, 

and stopped in the large doorway to look at the back of the young man who stood almost exactly 

where I had been standing the night before, but now, he wore blue jeans, a white tee shirt, small 

enough to show off his muscles and black boots.  I held my breath for as long as I could, but then 



exhaled loudly.  He turned slowly to look at me and I took a couple steps in to the room. He came 

closer to me, but also stopped. 

"You feel so right."  I said softly, feeling my throat thicken and my eyes fill up with tears.  I 

put my hands over my mouth to calm myself and then I moved them and sighed.  "After all these 

years, I can still feel you in my blood, in my heart. You still feel so right to me." 

"Ashley."  He whispered.  I could feel the emotion in him, as he tried so hard to hold back 

the tears in his own eyes. "I've missed you so much." 

I longed to hold him, to touch him, to feel the power he held over me, but I didn't move.  I 

still couldn't believe it was him, I couldn't bring myself to imagine that I was standing in the same 

room with Julian and he was real.  However, as his arms started to rise, to beckon me to him, I 

found my movement, and my feet started to move and before I knew it, he was holding me so tight 

that he picked me off the floor, and he was kissing my cheeks. 

He set me down on my feet and looked into my eyes, touched my face and my hair and 

traced my lips with his fingers, with his shaking hand and then he kissed me fully on the lips and 

the fire sparked again and this time there was no extinguishing it.  When he backed away, still 

holding my face in his hands, he laughed softly. 

"My God, you’re shaking."  He said to me quietly, then backed away and his smile 

widened.  "And, you're half naked."  I suddenly felt the cold breeze on my bottom and looked down 

at the fact that my pants were nonexistent.  I laughed at him, then turned and looked at Cleo 

standing in the doorway, with her hands over Quinn's eyes as she smiled at me and waved my 

pajamas bottoms in the air.  I walked over and took them from her, slipped them on, quickly, and 

watched her let go of Quinn.  Julian walked over to me and took my hand.  His face was sad and his 

eyes were filled with a deep sorrow.  "I'm sorry about your son." 



"Jack is fine.  I could feel his presence yesterday."  I said and then realized what I had said.  

I looked at Quinn and smiled.  "Quinn, without her help I felt him, in fact..." I looked back at 

Julian, "I felt him when you walked into the room."  

"Well, Julian's presence has always been the strongest to you."  Michael said walking into 

the room.  He looked from me to Julian and smiled.  "Maybe, since the two of you are so 

connected, Jack found a way to find Julian, which also brought him to you."  

I turned and left the room, suddenly.  I knew it left the others a bit confused, but I was even 

more confused.  I walked outside and stopped just before the steps leading off the patio.  I felt 

Julian behind me and I turned and looked at him.  My heart fluttered, but I couldn't say anything.  I 

just stepped off the porch onto the grass and made my way around the house, not really looking 

where I was going. 

Julian followed me, this I knew without looking back.  I could hear his jeans moving, but he 

stayed well enough behind.  The wind blew my hair in all directions as I walked across the damp 

grass, heading down to the small theater that was located down near the water; I walked onto its 

cold red brick and down the steps to the front of the small stage. I turned in a circle and then 

sighed.  Julian stepped onto the red brick floor of the outside theater and looked up at me from 

there as he played with his fingers.  I looked at him, standing there, innocently and I wanted to cry, 

but I didn't.  I stepped back to the railing at the back of the stage and looked out over the ocean.  He 

walked down and stood by me. 

I shivered and rubbed my arms with my hands.  He touched me and then moved away.  I 

couldn't think of anything to say, so I just said whatever seemed to come out when I opened my 

mouth. 



"I used to hide here at night."  I told him softly.  "After my parents feel asleep, and I knew 

that I wouldn't be heard, I snuck out of my house and walked over to this place and sat on this very 

wall and sang to myself.  I sang to you and I talked to you and I missed you, but then again, I didn't 

know it was you that I missed so much.  I had no idea why this place infatuated me so much, but I 

knew that it was linked to the hole in my heart, the one I just couldn't quite fill." 

I turned and looked at him as he now looked out over the water, away from my eyes and he 

smiled shyly, as if he had been caught peeking at a present.  I laughed at him and then walked over 

to the bench and sat down.  He turned and leaned against the rail and looked at me.  

"I watched you, you know."  I smiled at him.  "When we came back to visit, for the first 

couple summers, I watched you from right where you’re sitting.  You would walk over the walk 

way, over there, and stand on the deck and watch the waves come crashing into the shore and your 

hair would be down and the wind would blow it wildly around, and I didn't know why I looked, but 

I couldn't take my eyes away.  I told myself that if I were smart, I would walk up to you and say 

hello, because I had never seen you with a girl, and boy wouldn't my mother freak out when I 

brought you home."  I laughed at him and he smiled as he watched me. 

Julian walked over to me and knelt on the ground, in front of my legs.  He put his hands 

gently on my waist and looked deep into my eyes.  He sighed quietly and then leaned close to me. 

"I watched you, too."  He laughed at me.  I smiled and touched his cheek.  "I saw you from 

my room, every afternoon, walking over here and I thought about how much I just wanted to run 

down and hold you in my arms and kiss you."  His face grew solemn and he lowered his eyes.  

"Quinn would tell me that it was all right to think I had lost you, because then I would be twice as 

happy when I found you again.  I couldn't let go. I would never let go." 



I put both my hands on his cheek and pulled him close to me, kissing him softly on the lips.  

He opened his eyes slowly when he moved away and the he smiled and quickly wrapped his arms 

around me and kissed me again.  It was a hard, passionate kiss and we both smiled when we parted 

this time. 

"We have unresolved issues, you know."  He laughed at me, picked me up and carried me to 

the edge of the grass. 

"And they are?"  I questioned. 

"Well, you have no shoes on, should I carry you or let you walk?"  He asked, but didn't wait 

for an answer and continued to walk to the house.  "The others, I'm afraid, are a little more serious." 

"Do you want to talk about them now, or later?"  I asked him.  He smiled at me. 

"Later, when I get you alone in your room."  He said and kissed me, then put me down and 

ushered me into the door.  That evening Cleo and I received invitations to meet the four of them out 

on the patio for dinner at six.  Cleo ran to my room holding the note and a beautiful red dress in her 

hands and asked me if I had received the same thing.  My dress was black and it looked like it was 

going to be pretty tight to get into. 

Cleo and I met in the lobby, under the chandeliers, dressed in the evening gowns that had 

been left for us.  She smiled at the way I looked and said that Julian had a knack for clothes. I 

smiled at her and whispered about how uneasy this house made me feel.  She told me that Michael 

had revealed some deep, dark secrets about the place when he visited her earlier that day in her 

room.  As we spoke, Cleo and I walked out of the back door and looked at the garden to the left of 

us.  We debated on going over and looking at it or just finding the guys.  Our uneasiness won us 

over and we turned to the right to head towards what the note had called the patio. 



I had to admire this house, though it was very beautiful and the patio was no different.  It 

was oval shaped, much like the driveway and had a walk that cut through the three long patches of 

multi-colored flowers and bushes, making the three oblong patches, six smaller ones each about 

fifty feet long and eight feet wide.  In the middle of these greens was a small circular fountain 

where a small statue of a naked boy poured clear water into the pool below.  On one end of the 

patio was a stairway that led out, through more multi-colored bushes and flowers, to the lush green 

grass of the back yard. 

On the other end stood a pagoda, a U-shaped structure that resembled some sort of 

coliseum.  Pillars formed the L-shaped walkway on either side and its roof seemed to be made out 

of thick vines that were lush with green leaves.  Both sides of this structure mirrored one another 

and meet in the middle where a round building, which resembled a stone gazebo sat, its roof was 

made of solid stone, instead of vines.  In the middle of this gazebo, a round table was set us with six 

candles lit us for us.  Michael and David sat at the table, sipping on what looked like red wine, and 

they stood as we approached. 

Cleo sat down next to Michael and then looked at me as I looked around the patio.  She 

smiled at me and then took my hand. 

"He's probably just getting ready."  She whispered to me. 

"What's going on?"  David asked. 

"She's looking for Julian."  Cleo said and watched Michael pour her a glass of the dark red 

wine. 

"I'm right here."  Julian's voice filled the night.  We all looked at him, the three at the table 

stood.  He was dressed in a black suit, one of the ones with the collars that buttoned at the neck, 

leaving no place for a tie.  He wore a black coat that matched the rest of him perfectly.  He nodded 



at Michael and David, then walked over and kissed Cleo on the hand, then turned and looked at 

Quinn, who approached from the darkness and the two nodded, and I suddenly felt out of place.  He 

turned and looked at me, as if sensing my unease."You look radiant." 

"Thank you."  I smiled at him and he leaned down and kissed me on the neck.  My mind 

suddenly flashed a memory of someone sinking his or her fangs into my neck and I pushed him 

away and smiled oddly.  "Sorry, very ticklish."  I sighed and looked at him. 

"What is it, Ash?"  Julian asked.  I looked down at my hands, trying to find the words, then 

up at him and shook my head. 

"This is all very nice, Jules,” I started to say then cleared my throat and continued, “and, I 

don't mean to be a downer, but I'm really worried about Jack and I don't know what to do."  I 

caught myself before I started to cry, but it was just a bit late.  "I'm sorry." 

"Don't be sorry, Ash, you're son is important to you and that is how it should be."  Julian 

sighed and raised my head by pushing up gently on my chin.  I looked at him.  "I promise you that 

he is fine, they won't hurt him."  And, I believed these words.  "Come on, let's eat." 

The rest of the evening went by without much incident, then it started to drag on and I 

decided that it was time for bed.  The rest retired for the night, but Julian took my hand before I 

closed my door.  He touched my cheek and kissed me gently, and then he smiled and walked away. 

Later that night sometime after eleven, as I sat in my bed, strange feelings started to come 

over me.  I felt tingly all over and I started to get very edgy.  My maid came in and started to tidy 

up around my room.  I watched her and slowly her body turned to heat, red and blue, like an 

infrared would pick up, my eyes saw her that way, my ears heard her heart beat, louder and louder, 

and then she screamed, and ran out of the room. 



David was the closest of the four and entered the room shortly after the maid left screaming 

and he stared at me. I was backed into the corner near the fireplace, scared of what I might do.  He 

stretched out his hand, trying to get close to me, but I grabbed his hand and practically threw him 

across the room.  He came crashing down on one of the end tables, shortly after that Quinn and 

Julian came in.  Quinn went to David and looked over at me as I sat with my knees pulled up to my 

chest and my arms wrapped around me, my eyes peeking out from above my arms.  

"Jesus."  He said softly, a sound that seemed to echo in my ears.  I watched as he moved 

closer to me. 

No!  I yelled with my mind.  Stay away from me, Quinn. I don’t want to hurt you! 

Julian appeared in my vision and I shrank back in the corner.  He reached out and took my 

arms away from my face. He tilted my head back and looked at my teeth, as my breathing 

quickened and I looked at the maid who came back in the room to ask if I was all right.  The scent 

of what I could only assume was her blood filled my nose and I stared at her as if she was 

something I had never seen before. 

I jumped towards her, watched her jump back, and felt strong arms around me.  I heard the 

low growl of what might have been a cat and realized that it had come from me.  Quinn ushered the 

woman out of the room and came back to help Julian hold me.  I looked at him and stared at him. 

"Her eyes are so red."  Quinn said and touched my face. I snapped at him, then turned and 

looked at Julian, reached out with my fingers and touched his blue face.  "What's going on?" 

What is happening to me?  I asked him.  That woman, bring her back in here, I want her. 

"No, you can't touch her."  Julian told me.  He pulled me up and walked me towards the 

bed, passing the mirror on the way by.  I noticed what they were all looking at, and I stopped Julian 

to look.  My eyes were red, bright red and the skin around them was swollen.  My teeth had 



become those of a vampire and I almost wanted to faint when I touched them and found out that 

they were real. 

Julian sat me on the bed and I looked at him, as the blue color started to fade and the flesh 

color returned to his face. I didn't want to look at him and I didn't want him looking at me, so I 

turned away and hid my face in my hands.  I suddenly stood up and moved away from them, totally 

confused and not knowing where I was going.  I felt Julian and the others following me, but only 

Julian followed me out the back door and across the patio.  I looked back to see if I was being 

followed, and I spotted Julian, who stopped, not knowing what to do, to run up and grab me or just 

let me go where I wanted, he didn't move until I was already walking again. 

I walked down and ducked under the tree branches, and opened the large black door that 

lead into the darkness of the cellar under the house.  I walked on into the darkness and then I 

stopped and looked back.  Julian stood less than a few feet away from me and I stared at him. 

"My parents were vampires."  I told him sternly.  He didn't seem at all surprised, but his 

eyes showed the confusion.  "I found out the summer that I left that my biological parents were 

vampires and that they were killed, one before I was born, and one after.  I knew this the whole 

time and I let my son be born into this life.  He is a vampire also, a prince, and now his life is in 

danger because of my stupidity." 

"You knew all this time who your parents were and you never told me."  Julian asked me, 

stepping closer. 

"I wanted to protect you."  I told him.  "I needed to protect you, why do you think that I 

never talked to you when I saw you standing there the summers we came back to visit? Why do 

you think I made them think I forgot?" 



"You didn't forget?  Why didn't you try to contact me?" He asked me.  I sighed.  "I lived in 

a dark world for eight years because I thought that I had lost you forever, and now you tell me that 

you didn't forget." 

"I never forgot any of it, Julian.  I just chose not to remember."  I told him sternly.  "I heard 

my mother speaking to an old woman and a priest the night I found out about my parents, they said 

that they would kill you to keep us apart, if I chose not to forget you.  Do you think that I would 

ever let that happen?  I never forgot you Julian; you were in my thoughts every waking minute of 

every day for the last eight years.  I married Jack because I thought I loved him, and I did, but not 

like you.  I could never love anyone like I did you, so don't hate me just because I needed to protect 

you." 

"I didn't need your protection, Ash!  I needed you."  He said and I listened to the quiver in 

his voice. 

"And I needed you, but it couldn't happen.  You said that yourself before I left, that now I 

knew your true nature and it couldn't happen, why, because we were so different.  But we're not, 

are we, not anymore, not ever."  I turned to leave but he rushed upon me and held me against the 

wall.  I looked into his eyes, which seemed to glow in the dark and he stared at me, love struck and 

sad.  "You told me that I was beautiful before I left and I told you that I wouldn't ever forget that, 

and I never have." 

"You make me crazy."  He said, softly, through his teeth, trying to hold in his emotions.  

"You've just came back to me and already you're driving me nuts.  When I'm near you, all of my 

senses are overloaded, my body doesn't know how to react, and my mind spins in circles." 

I smiled and shook myself from him.  As I began to move away, he grabbed my arm and 

pulled me close to him.  Julian wrapped his strong hands around me, leaned down, and kissed me, 



softly, on the lips.  My body shivered from his touch, but as I wrapped my arms around him, I knew 

that he was what I couldn't resist.  My knees weakened and we both sank to the ground.  I moved 

away from him, holding his face in my hands, and I looked up at his eyes, tried to catch my breath, 

and then stood.  He held my hands tightly, but then the grip loosened and he let go. 

I walked back to the entrance and looked at Julian, who now stood in the light only a few 

feet behind me.  I walked out and away from the house. 

After standing by the edge of the ocean for about an hour by myself, I felt a presence 

coming close to me.  I didn't want to turn, but as it neared, I wanted to make sure that it didn't want 

to harm me.  I looked at Quinn as he stuck his hands in the pockets of his long tan coat and looked 

at me.  The wind blew his hair down around his face and, as he stood there, and I felt a vibration 

from him that I had never felt before. 

"What the hell did you do to me?"  I asked him.  He looked confused and shrugged.  "When 

you bit me, what the hell did you do?" 

"Ash, I don't know what you’re talking about?"  He replied. I got annoyed and sighed.  I 

wasn't supposed to remember that, because he had tried to make me forget.  I walked up to him and 

pulled my hair back from my neck to show him the light colored marks on my neck.  "Oh, Jesus." 

"Yeah, my thoughts exactly."  I told him.  He rubbed his forehead and sighed.   

"I'm sorry."  He whispered to me, stepping closer as I turned away. 

"I know you are, but I can't figure out if that incident started off this chain reaction."  I said 

and ran my hands through my hair.  "How come that never happened to me before, why now and 

not before?" 

"It did happen before, the morning after you came here, your eyes were silver and that's 

what happens to vampires." Quinn said softly.  He walked around and stood in front of me. I tried 



to look away from him, but he turned my face towards him.  "Ash, the changes will pass, give it a 

week tops and you'll feel better." 

"Feel better, Quinn?"  I asked him and stepped back from him.  "Do you realize that I 

almost attacked a woman tonight? I literally wanted to bite her!  What about that will make me feel 

better?"  I questioned him.  Suddenly, it hit me, and I looked at him in shock.  "Did someone tell 

you to do that?" 

"What?"  Quinn asked in a disbelieving tone. 

"Did someone tell you to bite me?"  I asked him. 

"You did what?"  A voice interrupted our conversation. Both Quinn and I turned and looked 

at Julian, who was standing less than five feet away. 

"Julian..."  I started to say, but his eyes were locked on his brother.  "Julian, listen to me." 

"You touched her like that?"  He asked Quinn, who suddenly became quite serious. He 

walked up to Quinn and looked him in the eyes.  "You were warned never to touch her, Quinn." 

"You're not my master, Julian.  I can do as I please." Quinn said seriously.  "Yes, I touched 

her like that, and she liked it." 

"What?"  I said and moved closer to them.  Julian looked at me and I knew that he believed 

his brother.  "Stop this, right now.  We don't need to fight amongst ourselves.  We have things to 

do." 

"No, you have things to do."  Julian said and looked at the two of us.  "I'm going back to 

France." 

I watched him walk away, then I looked at Quinn, and he turned and walked in the other 

direction.  I had once again made it worse than it was.  I spent another hour on the beach before I 

walked into the house and up to Julian's third floor bedroom.  I knocked on the door and didn't wait 



for an answer. I walked in, slowly, and closed the door behind me, then stood there in silence and 

watched Julian pack. 

"You don't have to leave."  I told him. 

"Why not?  Don't you want me out of the way, so you can be with my brother?"  He questioned. 

"It's not that way."  I told him.  He stopped and turned to look at me. 

"What way is it then?"  He asked.  "Please tell me, Ash, because it certainly seems that way 

to me." 

"I don't want your brother, Jules.  I want you and I want my son and if this is how the rest of 

the time that I'm here is going to be, don't bother packing, because, I'm leaving."  I grabbed the 

doorknob and opened the door. 

"What about your son?"  Julian asked as I turned my back to him. 

"I'll find him myself."  I told him and started to walk out the door.  I was halfway down the 

hallway when I heard his voice again. 

"You'll never find him."  He said and this made me stop. I turned and looked at him from 

where I stood."Not without us." 

"And why not, because I'm a woman, because I'm not like you?"  I asked him.  I walked 

closer to him and stood right by him.  "You don't think I can find my son because I'm just a mortal 

and the people who have him are vampires.  Let me guess; I don't stand a chance." 

"No, not really."  He said and crossed his arms.  I looked at him angrily and slapped him 

across the face.  He looked at me, quite stunned and then he smiled.  "You think that hurt, don't 

you?" 



"You know what, Julian, I don't care if it did or didn't, because you’re just like the others.  

You think you're the world, and if the rest of us don't revolve around you, than we're just something 

for you to step on."  I told him and turned around again.  

"This coming from the Queen of 'It's all about me'."  He laughed.  I looked at him and 

smiled. 

"Good-bye, Julian."  I said and waved.  "Go back to the hole you crawled out of." 

Before I could move again, he had me backed up against the wall.  Our noses were almost 

touching, and I could see his fangs even from that distance.  His eyes began to glow red and his 

breathing became racy.  I remained calm though, never letting onto the fear that started to grow in 

my stomach. 

"I could kill you."  He whispered through clenched teeth, letting his vampire side take him 

over. 

"Go ahead."  I replied, and moved my hair out of the way, exposing my neck to him. 

"You're pushing your luck, Ash."  He told me in a violent voice.  I caught his eyes and made 

no expression, but all I felt was emptiness.  He looked away from my eyes to the skin on my throat.  

He looked back at me then quickly lunged at my neck, his teeth touching my skin.  My body 

shivered from the feel of those sharp points on the vulnerable skin of my neck. 

"Do it Julian."  I told him and raised a hand to the back of his head, pressing gently to tell 

him that I was serious. I felt them pierce my skin, but only the tip, but the blood started to flow 

even then, and I could almost feel the pain I had experienced before, as they went in slowly deeper.  

I closed my eyes, turned my head a little bit towards him and felt my cheek touch his skin, and 

whispered in his ear softly. "Please, do it, quickly,” I said quietly, as the tears started to flow, 

“because, I would rather die than live without you." 



He withdrew from my neck and then, slowly, looked at me again.  Our eyes met, and his 

eyes lightened as he looked from my eyes down at my lips, then slowly moved towards me and 

kissed me.  He was gentle about it, making sure that he didn't hurt me, but I wrapped my arms 

around him and pulled him close to me, then closed my eyes tightly, hoping that he wouldn't let me 

go.  



7 

Julian looked at me as we sat on the bed in his room facing each other, his face was flush 

and he had taken his shirt off to cool down.  He reached out and touched my face with his fingers 

and then with the palm of his hand.  He reached out, touched my shoulder and neck with the other 

hand, and sighed as his fingers glided over the spot, where he had almost bit me, where Quinn had 

actually done so.  He looked me in the eyes and smiled a little. 

"I was a fool for ever doubting your feelings for me."  He said softly.  "I should have known 

better than to think that you would be with him." 

"It was an odd scene."  I replied and smiled back at him, leaning into the feel of his hand on 

my face.  "I'm sorry if I made you feel that way." 

"You, Ash, you had nothing to do with this."  Julian said quietly and put the other hand on 

my face.  He leaned towards me and kissed me gently on the lips, then on the cheek as he made his 

way to my ear.  "I love you, I always have and I always will." 

"I love you, too."  I whispered back to him, and he kissed me again.  I felt the power rush 

into me from him, energy so strong that I had nothing to do but give into it, and I did, willingly.  

We kissed for a long time, just lost in the energy between us, but then someone knocked on the 

door, and didn't wait for an answer. 

Michael walked into the room and looked at the two of us, laying on the bed, him with his 

shirt off and me with mine almost totally unbuttoned, I closed my shirt as Julian sat up, looking 

quite annoyed with the lack of privacy in the house. 

"Didn't your mother ever tell you to knock, and wait for an answer?"  Julian said in an angry 

tone. 



"Yes; and my mother also told me about not talking to strangers and look where that got 

me, besides no one ever listens to everything their mother says, do they?"  Michael said and smiled 

a smart-ass grin. 

"What do you want, and it better be good?"  Julian said, his patience growing thin. 

"David is missing."  Michael said and the smile faded. "I haven't been able to find him since 

Ash threw him against the wall." 

"He's a big boy, Michael; he can take care of himself." Julian replied, and stood up, moving 

towards Michael and Michael moved towards the door.  "If you're still worried, we'll look for him 

in the morning."  He told him and finally got him out the door.  "Good night, Michael."  He said 

and closed the door. Michael yelled good night through the door and we listened to him walk down 

the hallway.  Julian looked at me and smiled. "Where were we?" 

"Right here on the bed half naked and kissing, I think." I replied to him.  Julian walked over 

and lay down on the bed next to me.  "We lost the mood, didn't we?" 

"I'm afraid so."  Julian sighed.  He told me and pulled me close to him.  The two of us fell 

asleep together in his bed.  It was the best night’s sleep since my husband had disappeared, I felt 

safe in his arms, as I had always felt before. 

When I opened my eyes the next morning, I was staring up at Julian's canopy top and I 

noticed the odd painting of several naked women kneeling at the feet of some naked man.  I 

laughed at this and Julian opened his eyes.  I looked at him and smiled. 

"Is that supposed to be you?"  I asked him.  Julian looked at the painting, smiled, and 

nodded.  "You've got quite a narcissistic view about yourself, don't you?" 

"Delusions of grandeur."  Julian smiled and stretched, then pulled me close and hugged me.  

I felt him kiss my neck and then stop. 



"What's the matter?"  I asked him.  He touched my neck, where the two marks were and 

then he sat up and looked away from me.  I knew that he was angry with himself; I could feel his 

emotion, surging.  I sat up myself and moved next to him, rubbing his bare back with my hand as I 

touched his face with the other.  "It's all right, Julian, I'm not mad and I'm not afraid of you, and I 

don't love you any less." 

"What if it happens again?"  Julian said and sighed.  "What if I can't control it next time and 

you really get hurt?  You have a tendency to strike sensitive nerves, what if the next time, I don't 

stop?" 

"You will, Jules."  I replied to him, trying to reassure him.  "I believe that you have the 

power to control your nature." 

"I haven't been able to yet."  He sighed. 

"You did last night."  I pointed out.  He looked at me suddenly, with the knowledge that I 

was right, but then he turned it around. 

"No," he said and shook his head, "you controlled it last night.  I felt you." 

"Julian, I don't have that power, though, I'd like to think I do.  I can't control how you feel, 

what you do."  I replied to him.  He looked down at his feet and sighed.  

"I want you."  He said softly.  I smiled and then he looked at me with all the seriousness he 

could muster.  "I want you more now, than ever, but I'm afraid of the emotions, of what I might do 

to you.  After the other night, it's obvious that you have some deep hidden connection to our world, 

and what if being together brings it out, or, what if it hurts you." 

"Julian, I am about at my wits end trying to hold back my feelings for you.  I did it for eight 

years, eight wasted years." 



"They weren't wasted, Ash.  Look at who you met, what you did. You brought a life into 

this world, Ash.  Jack is your best accomplishment."  Julian smiled at me. 

"But, now I've lost him and I'm not sure if I will ever get him back."  I sighed and looked 

him in the eyes.  "Swear to me that you don't know who has him." 

"WHAT?"  He asked me and then shook his head.  "I would never take your son to get you 

back into my life, Ash."  

"I'm sorry I said that."  I looked around at the room we were in, his room and I sighed.  "I 

think I'm going to go to my room for a while, to think a little bit and then I'll see you at lunch time, 

okay?" 

He smiled at me and nodded.  I kissed him on the forehead and walked out of the room, 

down the stairs and into my quiet room in the far right corner of the house.  I stood against the wall 

and sighed, I was sad and the fact that I still didn't know where Jack was worried me, but then I 

thought of the witch in Salem and what she showed me that day. 

I sat on the floor in my room and with a piece of chalk drew a circle on the wood floor, as I 

drew it I spoke to the spirits and asked it for guidance during this ritual.  As I stood in the middle of 

the circle I started at the top northern point of the circle and drew a line down in the south-west 

direction of the circle, up to the east, across to the west, down to the southeast and back up to the 

north, creating a star with me in the center.  I placed candles of different colors at each of these 

points and as I lit each one, I said what they represented, starting with the East candle. 

Purple.  "For Strength." 

Light red.  "For love." 

Blue.  "For protection." 

Off-white.  "For peace of mind." 



White.  "For my son." 

I closed my eyes and let the heat that I felt burn deep in my mind and I envisioned my son 

close to me.  In my mind I followed a point of light, like riding on some fast moving train heading 

for the end of the tunnel, the light grew brighter and bigger.  I felt Jack, I felt him very close to me 

and I held on to that feeling as the heat and light took over and I opened my eyes and I looked 

around the brightly lit room. Bars were in front of me, brown wooden bars and as I looked around I 

saw toys and endless stuffed bears and rocking horses, and little decals on the wall and I knew I 

was in a child's room. 

The door opened and I watched two men walk in, two men that I knew quite well.  David 

walked up to the crib first and touched my head, and then I knew that I was seeing this through 

Jack's eyes.  The second man had disappeared when our son was only a couple months old, my 

husband. 

"She's growing stronger."  David said as he looked around the room.  "Her heritage is 

coming out and you don't have much time left." 

"Nonsense, she's getting too old for it to kick in now, she would have had to have taken 

blood from one of us years ago to bring on the transformation."  Jack said and David grabbed his 

arm, turning him to face him. 

"You underestimate your wife's desire for her son, Jack." David said and released his arm.  

"I know firsthand how far she has advanced and trust me; you don't stand a chance if you wait any 

longer." 

"Don't worry, David, old boy."  Jack laughed.  "Everything is under control."  He smiled, 

evilly.  "Even my wife." 



The two of them left the room and I whispered little prayers to the baby as he dosed off to 

sleep. 

I watched the tunnel as if I was in reverse.  The light grew smaller and then I opened my 

eyes.  I didn't move from the center of the circle. I just sat there until the candles burned out 

thinking about my son and about how David and Jack were involved in this.  I must have been 

sitting there long enough to fall asleep, because when the pounding at my door started, I was laying 

on the floor. 

Quinn stood outside my door, when I finally got up and answered it.  He stepped back and 

looked at me, then smiled. 

"You're eyes are glowing."  He said quietly.  I looked over at the mirror in my room. 

"Yes, so they are."  I smiled back.  He seemed to like the changes in me."What do you want, 

Quinn?" 

"We need to talk." 

"We don't need to talk about anything."  I replied to him, but left the door open as I walked 

back into the room.  Quinn followed me and closed the door behind him.  He had a dark blue dress 

shirt on and some dark pants that fit him well. 

"I think we do." He said and sat on the bed.  I turned to look at him as I leaned against the 

dresser.  "About what happened in Boston?"  

"Why are you bringing that up again?"  I questioned him and shook my head. 

"You can't tell me that you didn't feel it."  He smiled at him. I looked into his dark eyes and 

the events of that day seemed to flash in my mind, particularly the moment that I started to feel the 

pulsing from him. 

"It was just the static from the car."  I told him and rubbed my head. 



"It was much more than that."  He smiled and stood up. He walked over to me and took my 

hand, then put it to his chest and I felt the slow pulse emanating from him.  I quickly snatched my 

hand away and tried to step away from him, but he took my arm and looked at me as he stood to 

my left.  I looked straight ahead, as he whispered in my ear.  "You can't ignore it forever, Wolf.  It 

affects you the same way it affects me." 

“I don't want to talk about this anymore, Quinn."  I said and sighed, then something caught 

my attention and I was quiet suddenly. 

"What is it, Ash?"  Quinn asked in a serious voice.  I looked up at him from the point on the 

floor that I had been suddenly begun staring at. 

"It's..."I paused.  "It's Lauren, she's outside the door." 

Suddenly, the doorbell rang and Quinn and I walked down the stairs as Michael passed to 

answer it.  Lauren smiled at him and nodded when he invited her in.  She looked around the house 

then up at Quinn and I as we stepped down the last few stairs.  I stopped and smiled at her, stopping 

Quinn behind me. 

"You're mother told me you might be down here."  She said and walked over.  "What are 

you doing here?" 

"I can explain everything, but first let me introduce you." I smiled at her, which faded when 

David walked into the room.  "You know Michael."  I said as I looked at him, when looked at 

David.  "This is David Tarrot." 

"How do you do?"  David said and bowed.  Lauren laughed at him.  I looked up as Quinn 

stepped down and stood just to my left. 

"Lauren, meet my evil half, Quinn La Rouge."  I said and introduced him, using the last 

name that he had told me to, but I supposed it was because of Victor adopting them so young.  



Lauren smiled at Quinn as he took her hand and held it gently. I was about to continue when I 

watched Julian walk into the room.  "And, this is Julian." 

Lauren looked up at him and then the two of them caught each other's eyes.  She stood 

confident and nodded to him, slowly realizing that these were the men that we had spent a lot of 

time talking about.  She touched my shoulder and shook her head. 

"They're real."  She said quietly, in shock, and then shook her head.  "I mean, of course, 

they're real, it's just they've never appeared to both of us at once."  She whispered in my ear.  

"Ashley, what is going on here?" 

"It’s okay."  I said and looked at her, then back at the boys. "Gentlemen, we'll see you at 

dinner."  I took Lauren's hand and started to walk towards the back door, but Julian grabbed my 

arm on the way by; I could feel just what he was thinking.  He was worried, wanting to tell me to 

be careful, both Lauren and I.  I smiled at him and touched his cheek.  "Don't worry, Jules, I will." 

With that, Lauren and I walked out the door and found some nice quiet spot about ten feet 

from the edge of the property, just before it met the ocean.  She looked at me as I pulled my knees 

towards my chest and wrapped my arms around them. 

"How much did my mom tell you?"  I asked her.  She shook her head. 

"She just said that you were probably down here and that if you were to tell you to be 

careful and have that boy take good care of you.  Which boy?"  Lauren asked.  I smiled and then 

giggled to myself. 

"The year I was to turn fifteen, we moved down here to that house, there, across the inlet.  I 

met Julian while walking on the beach; he knocked me over when he jumped off the dune trying to 

get away from the other three.  We started to talk and after that, we spent each day together.  I 

loved him then I think, but I wasn't sure until he left one day, sometime between late September 



and early October and I waited for him for eight months, and when he returned, he was different 

and so was I. 

"I had grown up and I found him more attractive than ever, and he told me that he loved me 

and wanted to protect me."  I smiled at Lauren and noticed her blushing.  "I thought we would 

spend every day together again, walking, talking, and just enjoying each other."  My smile faded 

and I sighed and looked at the ocean.  "I was wrong." 

"What happened?"  She asked me, almost as if she had lost the last suspenseful chapter of a 

book. 

"This is what you might not believe."  I sighed, and thought, but then again, you might.  "I 

found out that I was adopted and my real parents were, well, vampires, to put it right out on the 

table." 

"Vampires!"  Lauren said and smiled.  "You're joking, right." 

"No." I said and shook my head.  "I'm very serious, and that was the reason that we left.  My 

parents knew about the four young men living over here, thanks to a priest and some weird old 

woman.  I was either to forget about him or have him be destroyed.  We moved after I turned 

sixteen.  They thought they had erased it all, but they hadn't even touched me.  I pretended to forget 

Julian, against every nerve in my body that wanted to reach out and call to him, I had to put him in 

the back of my mind, like he never existed." 

My eyes filled with tears and my voice became mumbled but I wiped my eyes and 

continued with my story to her.  "Eight years has gone by, I had a husband and friends that cared 

for me, and my baby boy, but I lost Jack first, to a reason I don't know of, and then I lost my son 

and this was the only place I could turn to for help, because I knew that others like us had to be 

behind this." 



"You'll find him, Ash."  She smiled at me. 

"I all ready have, it's just a matter of time."  I smiled. "I have to first get some information 

then I'll get my son. If I leave for long periods, I'm not going to be able to let you know where I am, 

but I'll let you know that I'm all right."  I looked to my side and spotted Quinn standing against the 

tree watching us.  He looked at me and smiled, then turned and walked away. 

At dinner, I watched as Lauren and Quinn talked quietly together, and Michael and David 

whispered between themselves. I looked to my side and saw that Cleo was desperately trying to 

explain something to Julian, who looked down right confused, and I quietly excused myself.  I 

walked out into the east garden, and found a spot in the middle, near a small fountain, buried 

amongst large amounts of purple, pink, and yellow flowers, to which I had no clue as to their 

names. 

A breeze picked up around me and I looked to my right to see Julian walking towards me.  I 

smiled and looked up at him as he came to sit down beside me then put and arm around my 

shoulder and kissed my cheek. 

"You always did look stunning in the moonlight."  He said softly.  I took his hand and held 

it firmly. 

"Have you ever been afraid of the night, Julian?”  I asked him.  He smiled, but nodded.  

"When?" 

"After Victor changed me.  I couldn't sleep in the dark." Julian said.  He smiled and looked 

at me.  "I thought he was going to come back and get me, but as I got older, I realized that he didn't 

want anything to do with me anymore, so, I tried to sleep little by little."  He touched my face with 

his fingers.  "Why do you ask?" 



"I never had a problem in the dark, but lately, I see things that aren't really there."  I sighed 

and rubbed my eyes.  "I see people that I don't know, doing things that I don't want to see."  I 

looked up at the twinkling stars and smiled.  "Would you like to go for a walk?" 

Julian smiled at me and nodded, and the two of us walked around the grounds for sometime 

before he walked me to my bedroom and stood with me there, holding me. 

"I have to leave in the morning, Ash.  I have a meeting in New York tomorrow night."  

Julian whispered in my ear.  "Stay near Quinn, he'll protect you if anything happens." 

"You're not nervous about leaving us together?"  I asked him, just joking with him, but he 

answered seriously. 

"I trust my brother to do what's right and protect you." He said and looked me in the eyes.  

"And I trust you because I know that you'll put a stop to anything he tries before it starts."  I nodded 

and smiled at him.  He leaned down and kissed me softly on the lips.  "Go to bed, I'll come in to say 

goodbye in the morning." 

"Goodnight, Julian."  I said and kissed him again, then walked into the room and closed the 

door.  After I changed for bed, there was a knock at the door, and Lauren peeked her head in.  She 

smiled at me as I waved her to come in.  "You're up late, aren't you?" 

"I have to talk to you about Quinn."  Lauren replied and sat on the bed next to me. 

"Quinn?  What about him."  I questioned. 

"I find him really fascinating."  She giggled. 

"Fascinating?"I smiled.  She nodded and took my hand. 

"He's the best looking man I've seen in a long time." Lauren smiled widely and then looked 

at my face, into my eyes.  "What is it, Ash?" 



I had suddenly grown quiet and she noticed it quickly. I could feel David leaving the house, 

felt his presence fading away as he moved away from the house.  I looked at Lauren and sighed. 

"I have to go into town."  She watched me get dressed, everything I wore was black, right 

down to the black leather coat I pulled out of the closet and slid over my shoulders.  She smiled at 

me, knowing that I had a reason to go, I smiled back and then walked out the door. 

I looked at my old beat up car, and then at Quinn's black Porsche, and I smiled evilly to 

myself as I opened the door to the Porsche and slid in.  The seats were quite comfortable and it 

started quietly, almost no sound at all.  I pulled out of the garage, what use to be the carriage house, 

and drove down the long driveway into town. 

I followed the feeling that I got from David all the way into the heart of New London, 

where I trailed him into a large parking garage and then to a bar called The Venom.  It was dark in 

there and the music was quite Gothic, just the place to find a vampire lounging about.  I let David 

mingle for about an hour as I moved in and out of the crowd, then I moved towards his seat as the 

last of his acquaintances moved away.  He looked up with fear in his eyes as I slid into the chair in 

front of him. 

"How did you find me?"  David asked, swallowing hard and looking around. 

"Do they realize that you're the real thing?"  I asked him. 

"What are you following me for?"  David insisted.  I smiled and leaned back in my chair. 

"So, which one of them have you taken blood from, then again, which ones have you not?"  

I questioned.  I watched him grow impatient then slam his hand down on the table. 

"Answer me!"  He demanded.  I leaned forward and looked him dead in the eyes. 

"Where is my son?"  I asked him, my voice full of anger and annoyance.  David sat back 

and I could feel the heat from him. 



"I don't know what you're talking about."  I stood up and walked over to him, pushed the 

small table away and stood directly in front of him.  Slowly, I leaned down over him, my hands 

resting on the back of his chair. 

"Her heritage is coming out and you don't have much time left."  I told him, by the look in 

his eyes, he knew what I had said were his own words, but he shook his head.  "Don't worry, David, 

old boy.  Everything is under control."  It seemed to be coming back to him and I leaned closer, 

baring my teeth as I did.  "Even my wife." 

"Ashley, I..."  David said. 

"My son, David, where is he?"  I asked him, harshly.  David shook his head and my anger 

mounted.  I grabbed him by the collar of his jacket and brought him to me.  "Don't lie to me, David; 

I'll rip out your heart." 

"I don't know, but I did see him."  David said and stuttered.  "I...I ran into Jack, your 

husband and I told him you were worried about your baby.  He blindfolded me and took me to 

someplace where he's keeping him." 

"You ran into Jack."  I said and shook my head.  "Just nonchalantly ran into him." 

"Yeah, sort of."  David whined.  I let him down and leaned over him again. 

"Well, here's the deal.  Why don't you run into him again and tell him I want my son?  Tell 

him I want to see him face to face to discuss this little business and I won't tell Julian and Quinn 

that you're involved in this whole thing.  Deal?" I asked him.  David nodded.  "Two nights from 

tonight, David. That means you have tomorrow night to arrange it and tell me if he'll do it, 

understand?"  Again, he nodded.  "Good, I'm going home, enjoy the rest of the night." 

With that, I turned and left the bar then drove back to the mansion.  I pulled in and parked 

the car, turned it off, got out and made sure that everything was the way it was suppose to be and 



then I looked up at Quinn standing in the doorway, leaning against the sill, with his arms crossed 

looking at me out of the corner of his eyes. 

"What?"  I snapped and went to walk by him, but he caught my arm and made me stop.  He 

stood straight and looked at the side of my face as I stared straight ahead.  "I'm sorry I took your car 

without asking, but I can explain." 

"I don't want a bullshit explanation, Ash.  I want the truth."  He said softly in my ear. 

"Are my explanations a lie?"  I asked him and looked at him quickly. 

"No, but something has you very heated and there is no way you would volunteer that kind 

of information freely."  He said to me.  I snatched my arm away. 

"It's personal."  I replied to him and looked up at him, then at my hands. 

"It always is."  Quinn said and touched my hair.  "So, what is so personal that you can't 

share it with the rest of us?” 

"You don't seem to understand, Quinn.  I can't tell you." I argued with him. 

"Just tell me why?"  Quinn said softly.  I looked over at the other side of the driveway then I 

turned and looked at him fully. 

"It could kill my son if you interfered.  Keeping this to myself is the best way to insure his 

safety."  I explained to him quietly.  He nodded, and looked up at the moon, quickly then back at 

me. 

"Who's involved?  Michael?"  He asked.  I shook my head, looking at him. 

"You are the most stubborn man I know, Quinn."  I said and walked towards the house. 

"And, if I promised not to do anything that might upset this person?"  Quinn asked.  I 

turned, looked at him as he followed me, walked right up to him and stopped. 



"Keep pestering me about this, La Rouge, and I swear; I'll rip out your tongue."  I replied to 

him.  Quinn smiled and looked down at me, his hands on his hips, and then he leaned down close to 

my face. 

"I like it when you're feisty, Ash."  He said and smiled at me evilly.  "But, watch what kind 

of threats you make and to whom." 

"Oh, come on, Quinn!  Give me a freaking break."  I yelled at him in anger then I sighed 

and rubbed my forehead.  "I'm going inside to say goodnight to your brother, then I'm going to bed.  

Do me a huge favor?" 

"What's that?"  He asked me. 

"Leave me the hell alone tonight, and maybe I'll confide in you tomorrow." 

"And, what if I don't want to know tomorrow, can I bother you tonight?" 

"You're trying my patience." 

"Do I make your blood boil?"  He smiled at me.  I knew that this was a trick question that 

would lead to him asking if I was attracted to him.  I had enough things to juggle without worrying 

about Quinn. 

"Just stick to Lauren, okay?"  I told him and watched his face light up.  "But, Quinn, if you 

hurt her, I swear I'll..." 

"You'll what?"  He asked. 

"Be careful."  I said and walked into the house. 

It was late and as I undressed and crawled under the covers, I found that, I still couldn't 

sleep.  I tossed and turned for another couple of hours, and then sometime in the night, I fell asleep.  

It was a dark depressing sleep, without dreams or noises and it lasted until I awoke, around noon 

the next day. 



I made my way down to the patio, where lunch was being served, dressed in a pair of light 

Capri pants and a sleeveless button down shirt, and was greeted by Lauren, who looped her arm 

through mine and walked with me to the table, where Quinn and Michael sat. 

"So, what did you do in town last night?"  Lauren said then covered her mouth and looked 

at the boys.  I shook my head as she said a quiet sorry to me. 

"You went to town?"  Michael asked.  Quinn looked at me smugly then went back to 

reading the newspaper.  I nodded and continued eating my lunch.  "Where would you be going so 

late?" 

"I had a feeling about something, but it didn't pan out." I replied and looked at him, then up 

at Quinn.  "What time did Julian leave?"  I questioned. 

"About six this morning, he said he would call later.  He left an envelope on his desk for 

you."  Michael said softly.  I nodded and finished my lunch without another word, then got up and 

walked down to the beach, and watched the waves as they crashed against the shore. 
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As I sat on the end of the ramp, I thought of a plan to get Jack back.  I knew that my 

husband would have a few of his friends with him when we met, but all I could think of was to try 

to get information about Jack's whereabouts out of him, since he would never actually bring me to 

where they were hiding him. 

I stood up and walked down to the water’s edge, slipped off my shoes and bent over to roll 

up my pant legs, when I heard footsteps on the planks of the ramp.  I turned and looked at Quinn, 

who was, surprisingly without his tan duster.  He walked down to the edge of the ramp, with his 

hands in the pockets of his black Dockers.  He wore a white dress shirt with them and he looked 

very good, for a change.  He looked normal. 

"Hi."  I said and went back to what I was doing. 

"Hello."  He replied.  "How did you sleep last night?" 

"Lousy, thanks for asking."  I replied and walked out into the water and looked down at the 

dirt below.  "So, did you come to pester me about last night?" 

"Actually, I just wanted to know if you were okay."  He replied, quietly, showing a side of 

him that I rarely saw, and he looked at me as I glanced at him.  "So, are you?  Okay, I mean?" 

"Yes."  I said and splashed around in the water, then shrugged.  "No." 

"Which is it?"  He asked and crossed his arms. 

"I'm not all right, Quinn."  I walked out of the water and walked up to him.  I grabbed my 

shoes and stood just on the other side of him.  "I feel like I'm on the verge of a nervous breakdown 

and I have to meet someone tomorrow night." 

"Who?" 

"Whoever has my son!"  I told him. 



"Tell me what I can do to help you?"  He asked me.  I looked at him and sighed. 

"You can't do anything.  I have to do this on my own." I walked up the ramp away from him 

and he followed.  I turned, looked at him quickly and sighed.  "Leave me alone, Quinn." 

"No."  He said and crossed his arms again. 

"NO?  What do you mean no?"  I asked him. 

"My brother asked me to protect you, and that's what I'm going to do."  He said softly. 

"If your brother told you to jump off a bridge, would you do that?"  I asked him. 

"I'm just doing my job."  Quinn said and looked at me in anger. 

"I don't need your protection; I don't need your brother's protection, all I need is my son 

back."  I said and leaned on the railing.  "I don't see why the two of you feel the need to protect me 

all the time." 

"Because Julian loves you; and because I care about you too."  Quinn said and sighed, this 

made me look at him. 

"Oh, please, I don't need this now." 

"What do you want from me, Ash?" 

"I told you what I wanted, to be left alone." 

"Who has him, Ash?" 

"You're starting to piss me off."  I yelled at him, getting closer to breaking down. 

"Yeah, well...good, maybe it will knock some sense into your infant mind." 

"Infant?  If anyone's an infant, it's you." 

"Ash, I just want to help." 

"If you want to help so badly get Jack back from my husband.  If you want to help me, you 

can tell David that he's making a huge mistake coming between me and my son."  I watched as his 



facial expression changed as I felt my eyes start to glow and my teeth begin to grow.  "If you really 

want to help me, Quinn, stop this burning feeling in my veins, the anger that is driving me insane, 

and the fact that I just want to drop dead right here and now." 

I was crying and ranting off the top of my head.  I walked up to Quinn and hit him on his 

chest, then put my hands against him and leaned my forehead on his chest.  He wrapped his arms 

around me and held me tightly. 

"Shh."  He whispered in my ear.  "It's going to be okay, Ash.  We'll get him back." 

He kissed my cheek and put his head on my shoulder.  I felt the strange tingling that flashed 

through my body as he held me close and then he started kissing my neck, then my cheeks, and he 

glanced at my eyes as he kissed me on the lips. 

This started the fire, as his kisses became more passionate and my body responded to his, he 

unbuttoned the sleeveless shirt I wore and slid it down over my shoulders, as we knelt on the deck.  

I ran my hands through his hair as he kissed the hollow of my neck, then down to my breasts, 

where my bra exposed them.  Slowly, he leaned me back to lay down on the wooden ramp.  I 

grabbed at his shirt, pulling it out of his pants.  He rose his body off from mine and unbuttoned the 

first couple buttons as he continued to kiss me, then I unbuttoned the rest, slipped it over his 

shoulders, and then pulled it off from him totally. 

Slowly, as he kissed my bare skin and I ran my hands over his hard body, I realized what I 

was doing.  He glanced at me, suddenly, his hair falling in front of his eyes, and looked me deep in 

my eyes.  I reached up and touched his cheek, my eyes filling with tears. 

"I'm sorry, Quinn."  I told him softly and he sat up as I struggled to get up and began to 

button my shirt.  "I'm so sorry." 

I turned and walked away quickly, leaving him there, on his knees, without a shirt on. 



 

I sat in my room for most of the day thinking about what I had done, or was about to do.  It 

kept running through my head, and of all the things I thought about, I could only say one thing; that 

I had let this happen.  I knew how I was around Quinn, yet I was constantly alone with him.  Then I 

decided to do the only thing I could. 

After dinner, in the house, with Lauren, Michael and David. I watched Quinn walk out to 

the stonewall, just outside the dining hall, and sip a vodka on the rocks.  I excused myself and 

walked out towards him.  We hadn't spoken since earlier and I felt odd just walking up to him.  I 

slid my hands in the front pocket of my jeans and stepped up beside him as he looked out over the 

lawn and the ocean. 

"Hi."  I said softly.  He looked at me then back out at the lawn.  

"Hi."  He replied, quietly. 

"Quinn, I..."  I said then stopped.  He stood straight and looked at me.  "I think we need to 

talk." 

"We did talk, earlier and look what happened." 

"Yeah, well, that's what we need to talk about."  I said and took a deep breath.  "I don't think 

we should be alone together anymore." 

"That's probably a good idea."  He replied.  "But, why." 

"What?" 

"Is it because of Julian or is it because of me." 

"Quinn, I love Julian, with all my heart."  I told him and sat up on the wall.  "You know 

that." 

"How?" 



"How what?"  I asked again.  "You're not making any sense." 

"How can you love him when you haven't seen him for eight years?  How can you be sure 

that it's him you love and not the idea of disobeying your parents by being with him?"  He replied 

and looked at me with confusion."Sure, you haven't seen each other in eight years, but have you 

made love to him, has he shown you that type of love, that kind of total intimacy? 

"I have loved him since we first met.  We are connected and we're meant to be together."  I 

told him, reassuring myself in the process.  "And, just because we haven't had sex doesn't mean that 

he doesn't love me just the same." 

"Yeah, well, if you were so meant to be with him, Ash, what the hell were you doing with 

me earlier?"  He questioned. 

"I can't explain you, Quinn."  I replied and rubbed my forehead.  "I don't want to hurt Julian, 

but I don't want to hurt you, either." 

"Do you love me?"  He turned and looked out at the grass again, then glanced at me.  I 

looked at him, quite shocked and at a complete loss for words.  "Don't lie to me, either.  I know 

what I felt out there." 

"I love you, yes, but like a brother."  I told him.  He stood and leaned in close to my face, 

and stared me in my eyes. He looked at my lips then back at me. 

"You don't do what you and I did earlier with a brother." He said and walked away.  I sat 

there on the wall and looked at my feet. 

About an hour later, as it started to get dark, Lauren came out looking for me.  She found 

me up near the two large trees that grew out in the yard about fifty feet from the wall that I had 

been leaning on.  She touched my shoulder and I looked at her quickly. 



"I should have never come here."  I told her and broke a twig in my hand.  I looked at her 

and the two of us began to walk around the grounds.  "I should have just handled this on my own." 

"Why, what happened?"  Lauren asked.  I shook my head, thinking about how fascinated 

she had been with Quinn the night before.  I tried to think of a reason not to tell her, but she had the 

right to know. 

"Quinn happened."  I replied and she looked at me quickly. "When we're together, we kind 

of have this chemistry between us that can either irritate us both or start a chain of event that could 

jeopardize my future with Julian.” 

"You didn't sleep with him, did you?"  Lauren asked. 

"No, but I'm sure it would have ended up that way if I let it continue."  I said and looked at 

her.  "I'm sorry, Lauren, I'm an awful friend, but if it makes you feel better, he and I promised to 

not be alone again." 

"It is okay, Ash, it's not like we were married or something, I mean I just meet the guy."  

Lauren said, but I could feel the betrayal in her heart. 

"I just wish Julian would return so that I can get some of this off my chest.  I need to have 

him close to me.  I'm so confused."  I sighed and rubbed my eyes.  Lauren put her arm around my 

shoulder and we walked in silence for a while longer. 

That night, I tossed and turned in bed.  I knew I had gotten some sleep, but I wasn't sure 

how much.  Softly, I heard the sound of my name and I opened my eyes.  Julian walked into my 

bedroom, dressed in the suit he was wearing for his meeting, and he sat on the edge of the bed.  I 

smiled at him and reached up to touch him.  He leaned into my touch, and then kissed me, 

passionately on the lips. 



He took off his coat as he kissed me and began to unbutton his shirt as we lay back down on 

the bed.  I helped him with the rest and watched as he threw it off the bed.  He pulled at my 

nightgown up until it was over my head and on the floor, then I watched him look over my naked 

body.  Slowly, he touched my skin with his fingers, tracing my body as a painter would, from the 

top of my head, down to the bottom of my feet and back up my inner leg.  He looked at me then, as 

he knelt between my legs, and kissed his way up, from the ankle of my right leg, to my midsection, 

where he lingered for a bit, giving me goose bumps and feelings that I had never quite felt before.  

He kissed my navel and my breasts, stopping to pay close attention to my hard nipples, and then he 

kissed me on the lips as he skillfully slipped out of his dress pants and laid his naked body against 

mine.  He stroked my cheek and ran his fingers over my lips as we slowly made love. 

However, as the morning light began to brighten the room, and I fell back into a deep sleep, 

something felt very funny to me.  It was such a feeling that I only slept for about a half an hour 

before I jumped up, got dressed again and ran upstairs to Julian's bedroom.  I knocked on the door 

and opened it slowly. I looked at his bed, which hadn't even been slept in.  I went in his closet and 

looked for his suitcase, but it wasn't there. 

Feeling quite confused, I shut the door and ran down stairs to the parlor where Michael sat 

reading the newspaper.  He looked at me as I stood in front of him, in my nightgown, and he folded 

the paper on his lap. 

"What can I do for you this fine morning?"  He asked and put up a finger before I could 

answer.  "Wait, let me guess, aliens took your clothes and left you with this sexy little thing and 

you're wondering where Edith is with the laundry?" 

"No."  I said and watched him think again. 



"You used all of your good clothes to make a bonfire last night and this was the only thing 

that you saved?"  He asked again.  I shook my head.  "You're auditioning for a sex scene in a porno 

movie?" 

"You're just disgusting."  I told him.  "Look, is Julian here?  I mean, where is he hiding?  I 

know I saw him last night." 

"You're hallucinating, love.  Julian won't be back until tonight around eleven."  Michael 

said and smiled. 

"But, he just spent the night in my room."  I told him and pointed to the stairway. 

"Did you get his envelope?"  Michael asked.  I nodded.  "So what was in it?" 

"Just some cash if I wanted to buy some things."  I said and wrapped my arms around 

myself.  "Are you sure he's not home?" Michael nodded. 

I walked back upstairs and got dressed for the day.  Things were starting to become weird.  

When I walked down into the sitting room and looked up everyone seemed to be there, except 

Julian.  Quinn and Lauren were talking, she waved at me, and he didn't look. Michael was still 

reading his newspaper and David was staring at me. 

"I'm going to town, does anyone want anything?"  I asked. Everyone shook his or her heads 

and I looked at David, and then gestured to the outside.  "Well, good-bye then.  I'll be home later." 

I stood by my car, in the coolness of the garage and waited for David to walk out.  He did 

so, inconspicuously, and then walked over to me.  He put his hands in his pocket and pulled out a 

piece of paper, then put it in my hand. 

"Tonight, at 10 p.m., meet me here and I'll take you to where Jack wants to meet you."  

David said and looked me in the eyes; I stared back at him hard and nodded.  "Come alone, bring 

none of the others with you and tell none of them where you are going." 



With that, he turned and walked away from me.  I looked at the white folded piece of paper 

that he had handed me and I sighed.  When I looked up to grab my keys off the car, I saw Quinn 

standing at the doorway. 

"Quinn."  I said taking in a deep breath; he wore his tan duster and had his hands tucked in 

the pockets. Barely noticeable as he stepped closer to me and stood on the other side of the car.  "I 

thought we talked about this." 

"So, where's he taking you?"  Quinn asked, avoiding my words. 

"Nowhere."  I replied and unlocked the car. 

"I can just follow him if you don't want to tell me." 

"You will get my son killed, or me, Quinn, so don't think about it."  I told him.  Quinn 

nodded, and looked around. 

"Julian will be back tonight.  Are you going to tell him about us?" 

"There is no "us", Quinn."  I told him and opened the car door.  "Stay away from David.  

Don't follow him and don't follow me, if I see you anywhere near wherever it is that I'm going; I 

won't come back in the morning.  Understand?" 

With that, I got in my car and started it up.  Quinn stared at me as I pulled out of the garage 

then drove away from him. 

I drove out to the Block Island Ferry and took it across to the Island itself. I rented a small 

scooter, rode out to the furthest point of the island, and just sat there.  I was confused and afraid.  

Last night was so real to me, I felt every ounce of him near me, but he hadn't really been there.  I 

thought of the time that he left me eight years ago, when he told me all I had to do was to think of 

him and he would come to me.  Was it possible that was what he did and it was just a dream? 



I shook my head and closed my eyes.  This was going to be a long day and I wasn't sure if I 

was ready for it to begin. 

I ate lunch on the island then headed back for the house. All the way there, I tried not to 

think about anything, but things from the past started to pop into my head.  The time that Julian and 

Quinn argued down in the tunnels about me and how he wasn't supposed to feel the way he did, the 

words Quinn said about how I was important to them, but Julian replied that I was important to 

Victor. 

Why would I be so important to a man that I had never met, then again, why was I bringing 

it up now?  After all, it had been eight years.  

Night came quickly and I snuck out of the mansion without anyone noticing, while they 

were eating dinner, and I drove out to Bluff's Point, where I was to meet David.  He stood next to a 

dark limousine and waited for me to park my car and lock it up.  I, again, was dressed in all black, 

like the night before, but my leather jacket had been traded in for a knee-length black coat. 

I walked up to David and looked him over, and then I looked at the driver of the car who 

held a door open for me.  I walked by and slid in the car.  

"You're alone, I presume."  David said and sat across from me. 

"Traveling in style, now-a-days, moved up in the world, huh?"  I said and rubbed the velvet 

lined interior of this darkened car.  "I'm alone, but, can I ask you a question, though?" 

"Why not?"  David smiled at me. 

"Why are you on this end of the stick?"  I asked him.  He shook his head.  "You don't 

understand?  Well, let’s see if I can explain it to you.  You're dealing with a man who disappeared 

after the birth of his son, then came back and stole him from me.  To me this seems like the losing 

side.  The bad guys never win, David, you know that."   



"Well, let's just say that I don't quite see eye to eye with Julian's little prophecy about 

bringing peace to vampires and mortals. Unity and all that stuff.  I happen to like my life of 

sneaking around in the shadows to get my dinner." David evilly smiled at me.  "With the Prince out 

of the way, and Julian’s little power trip obliterated, the world won't change and we will all stay 

happy." 

"Whether it's Jack or someone else, if it's meant to happen, David, it will happen."  I replied.  

He laughed at me and then pushed a button on the side panel.  The floor opened and a large panel 

of glass slid out then up and blocked me in my seat.  I looked at David then knocked on the glass.  

"What are you doing?" 

"It's for your protection, but, it's safe."  He said to me as the compartment started to fill up 

with gas.  I coughed and choked on the fumes and my world suddenly started to go black. I looked 

at David one last time as he waved to me, and then I was out. 

When I came to, a few hours later, the limo was parked and the motor was off.  I pounded 

on the door, which was answered by a large man.  He pulled me out of the car and stood me next to 

it.  David looked over at me from where he stood talking to three others. 

"Ah, you've finally woken up."  He said.  I smiled at him and looked around.  In the far 

distant corner of my eye, I spotted an old castle in the mist of reconstruction.  I know I had seen 

this somewhere before but I couldn't place where, and as I surveyed the land, taking in all I could, 

David hit me squarely on the cheek and I looked at him.  "Good, now, you're paying attention.  

Gentlemen." 

Two men grabbed me, one on each arm and started to escort me, quite roughly, up a long 

stairway, made out of logs tucked into the ground.  It was a bit of a climb but as we rounded the 

corner, I could see the castle clearly and I could see most of the river that ran right by this place. 



When I stopped looking around, and looked straight ahead, I watched as my husband, 

dressed in black like the rest of us were, stepped out from the trees with two other bodyguards.  He 

walked up to me and touched my cheek.  I turned my head and looked away from him. 

"Ashley, how I've longed to see your face."  He smiled and grabbed my chin.  "To bad it's 

on such bad terms." 

"Where's my son, Jack!"  I asked him. 

"All in due course, my love."  He smiled at me.  He stood back with his guards and smiled 

at me.  "Tell me why I should give him back?" 

"Because he's mine.  I don't need any other reason."  I replied. 

"What about your new love, Julian?  What about his cause, do you support it?"  Jack asked. 

"I want my son back so I can get on with my life.  His cause or your cause it makes no 

difference to me.  I don't want any part of it."  I replied to him.  

"But you are a part of it, my dear."  Another voice said and stepped out of the darkness.  He 

was a tall man, of French decent and he stepped up closer to me.  I starred him in the eyes and I 

wasn't frightened.  "You are the Queen of the Vampires, how does that make you feel?" 

"Hurrah for big deals."  I said sarcastically.  The man holding my right arm suddenly 

punched me in the stomach.  I could feel the air going out of me as the pain ripped through me, but 

I straightened up as much as I could and I looked up at this man.  "You must be Victor." 

"You've heard of me, how unexpected."  Victor smiled down at me.  "Tell me, Ashley, how 

are my two fledglings doing?" He grabbed me by the hair and pulled my head up as I started to 

slouch.  I looked at him and smiled. 

"Just fine and dandy."  I replied and smiled.  "Can I have my son back, please?  I just want 

to go home." 



"You, honestly, believed that I would give him back that easily, did you?  That you could 

just show up and take him just like that?"  Victor smiled.  I looked at Jack and watched him smile 

at me as he crossed his arms.  "You were very mistaken in your thoughts, my dear girl.  I have 

marvelous plans for your little boy.  He will become my ultimate child, he will make me proud." 

"Over my dead body."  I replied and grinned.  "I will do everything in my power to stop 

you." 

"But, my dear, you have no powers."  Victor laughed. 

"You have no idea."  I told him and watched him as he clapped his hands. 

"Bravo, bravo.  You're confidence impresses me, Ashley." Victor smiled.  "But, if you try to 

take him away from me, I will have to kill you." 

"Give it your best shot."  I replied. 

"Now, now.  We can't have this sort of attitude while we are trying to raise a good child."  

Victor said and smiled at the two that held my arms.  "It seems that you might need a little 

adjusting.  I hope you are more cooperative the next time we meet, Ms. Wolf." 

"The next time we meet, sir, will be the last day that you live."  I whispered to him. 

"Good-bye, Ashley."  Victor said and walked back into the shadows.  Jack walked up to me 

and touched my cheek, then kissed me softly on the lips. 

"It was so good to see you again, Ash." He whispered in my ear."I hope we can be friends, 

for the sake of our child." He said and stood, then started to walk away, but he turned and looked at 

me.  "Boys, teach Ms. Wolf some manners please." 

With those words, as I watched him walk away, the beating began, but after a while, I 

became numb to the pain.  The anger that had filled my heart had caused me to feel nothing else, 



and my eyes saw nothing but red as I laid, unable to move on my own, on the needles and the 

leaves of the trees that surrounded me.  

  One of them picked me up and brought me over to a small circular foundation that might 

have been the remains of an old fort.  In the darkness, he set me down against the wall and threw 

my jacket over me, leaving me there to bleed from the wounds that their hands and boots had 

caused. 

  I slouched down, having no energy to move, until I came to rest of the hard cement floor.  

I pulled at the jacket and was able to cover most of my body and my head.  I inhaled, what little I 

could, and stared at the darkness, but I didn't cry.  I was much to numb for that, and what feeling I 

did have left seemed to be hell bent on revenge.  I soon stopped feeling all together, laid there 

motionless, until I closed my eyes, and let the blackness of my mind take over. 
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I could feel the light on my feet as the sun rose in the sky, but I was still unable to move.  I 

opened my eyes and sat there for a while, just trying to think of ways to get out of this, but nothing 

occurred to me. 

Around noon, or I assumed it was noon, an idea hit me and I thought that it was worth a try.  

I relaxed, closed my eyes and started to draw a circle with my mind.  In that circle, I drew a five-

sided star, starting with the Northern point and ended at the same point.  I place a candle in my 

vision at each point of the star and when I was ready, I concentrated on the house until I couldn't 

hold the picture anymore.  When I opened my eyes, I saw the chandeliers that hung in the hallway. 

I was looking through someone's eyes; I just wasn't sure whose.  I walked into the sitting 

room and looked at Michael and Julian who were sitting around, anxiously waiting for something. 

Without warning, Quinn flew into the room, grabbed Michael by the collar of his shirt, and 

picked him up off the couch. 

"Where is she?"  He demanded to know.  Julian stood up and looked at me, whoever I was, 

and then at Quinn.  Michael looked down at him with total calm. 

"Quinn, put me down."  Michael requested. 

"Not until you tell me where she is, you son of a bitch." He scowled in anger. 

"Quinn, this is insane, who are you looking for and why would Michael know where she 

is?"  Julian asked. 

"Ashley!  He knows where they took her, Julian."  Quinn said and growled at his brother.  "I 

know he does." 

"Quinn, be reasonable." Julian said and walked over to them.  "Ashley's fine." 



"Have you even noticed that she's not here?  That she's not down here right now, with you?"  

He looked at his brother with total anger.  I had never seen this side of Quinn before and it shocked 

me to see the fury in his eyes.  "If she's hurt, I swear I'll kill you."  He said to Michael almost in a 

low growl.  "Talk!  Now!" 

"Quinn!"  I hollered, but the voice belonged to someone else.  I was in Lauren's body; I 

heard her voice.  "Quinn, put him down, he doesn't know." 

Quinn looked over at me; I watched his eyes glow red, as if he didn't think that Lauren 

should have anything to do with this.  "Please, I'm begging you to let him go." 

As he looked at me, his eyes lightened, and slowly put Michael down.  He walked over to 

me, stared me straight in the eyes for a few moments and then his face softened.  I smiled up at him 

and touched his face.  Even in this body, I could feel the pulse he let off and he must have felt it 

too, because his eyes filled with wonder, and he asked, quietly, "Ash?" 

"Yes, it's me."  I said softly and caught the confused look on Julian's face, as if he wasn't 

sure how to take the fact that I was touching Quinn or why Quinn was so upset. 

"Where are you?"  Michael asked.  Quinn looked at him, quickly, and bared his teeth.  I 

touched Quinn's hand and he looked at me. 

"I don't know; I've never seen this place before."  I looked around at the boys, and then I 

looked directly at Quinn.  Calming Quinn down seemed to be something I had to do before I paid 

any attention to the others.  "Listen carefully, Quinn.  I'm hurt and I'm weak.  I don't know how 

long I can hang on to her like this.  Michael doesn't know; I told you that yesterday. It's David.  

David knows, because he brought me here.  Don't blame Michael.  He's not a threat." 

"Ash, how bad are you hurt?"  Julian asked, catching on to what was happening. 



"Victor!"  I said suddenly.  Quinn stood up straight.  "I met Victor last night.  He is not a 

nice man." 

"How bad are you?"  He asked again, and the room began to grow dark. 

"Julian, help me."  I replied and faded back to my body.  I was worn out to the point of pure 

exhaustion, so I closed my eyes again and feel asleep, but the burning in my veins had worsened 

and the growling in my stomach hurt me, too. 

It was dark again when I opened my eyes, the stars were out and I could almost see the 

moon from where I was laying. I was weaker than before, I could feel that, but then again I could 

also feel something else, no, someone else.  I felt it as the person came closer, familiar and friendly, 

and then, the one became two and this other one was full of worry and love. 

A third one tickled my senses, a darker more mischievous one and I knew right away who 

that was.  I glanced around and whispered to them to help me, fearing that I had lost my voice, I 

kept yelling until it got louder, loud enough for them to hear.  

"Help me!"  I yelled with my mind and my mouth, and I heard the sudden scurry of 

footsteps, the light from a flashlight, and four familiar faces looking over me. 

"Holy..."  Michael started and Lauren covered his mouth. 

"Ash."  Julian whispered.  "Ash, it's us.  Can you hear me?" 

"Can you say something so we know that you're still in there somewhere?"  Quinn said and 

touched my fingers. 

"Piss off."  I replied sarcastically at his question, which I'm sure came from genuine 

concern, and then I grabbed two of his fingers and held them tight."What does it take for a girl to 

get some grub around here?" 



"Yep, that's her."  Quinn said and smiled, and then back away as Julian picked me up.  I 

moaned at every little step and turn and I barely could sit straight in the car when they put me 

down.  Quinn drove and Julian rubbed my hair softly as I dozed in and out of consciousness. 

"I don't understand what you were thinking, going out like that alone."  Michael said and 

looked at me.  "You should have at least told one of us where you were going." 

"I couldn't."  I whispered, knowing that he could hear me.  "It would have gotten Jack hurt." 

"You could have gotten killed."  Julian said in response. 

"That's what I tried to tell her before she left."  Quinn said and sighed. 

"You knew about this and you didn't follow her?" Julian asked him. 

"She insisted that I couldn't."  Quinn replied.  "I tried to convince her that it was a dumb 

idea." 

"Don't blame him, Jules."  I told him and took his hand. "I told him not to follow me or I 

wouldn't come back there if I found out he did.  I threatened him."  Suddenly, I felt a sharp pain in 

my side and with each passing minute, it grew worse until I couldn't lie there anymore, but I 

couldn't sit with it either.  It became so much that I knew I was screaming, but then all I could 

remember was the darkness. 

I opened my eyes slowly and looked at Julian and Quinn, and then I closed them and just 

listened to their voices.  

"She's dying, Julian."  Quinn whispered at him.  "Do something." 

"What is with you lately?"  Julian asked.  "What's the sudden concern with her that has you 

jumping off the wall?" 

"Look, she's going to die if we don't do something for her."  Quinn said avoiding his 

question.  "You have to do an exchange or she won't make it through this." 



"An exchange could kill her, Quinn and you know that." Julian replied. 

"Trust me, she can handle it." 

"What makes you such an expert on her all of a sudden?" 

"She's all ready part of us, by her heritage.  Giving her you're blood isn't going to kill her."  

"It's going to change her though; she'll be one of us." 

"She is one of us!"  Quinn hollered at his brother.  "In case you haven't noticed, big brother, 

she's changing.  She's been getting more and more like a vampire every day, since she came here.  

If you weren't so damn caught up in your work and off on business trips, maybe you would actually 

see what the woman you supposed to love so much is turning into." 

"I suppose you've noticed it."  Julian asked.  Quinn nodded and smiled. 

"I've noticed every detail of her transformation and you know of none of it.  Right before 

you're very eyes, Julian, she's changing.  So stop being stubborn and do the exchange." 

"Why do you want this so bad?  Is this what Victor told you to pressure me into?"  Julian 

asked him, getting angry himself, letting his voice rise.  "What the hell are you up to, Quinn?  

What's the big hurry?" 

"I love her, all right!"  Quinn yelled at him to his face. "I am in love with her and I can't just 

stand here and watch her die.  You think you know it all, but you know nothing.  She needs you 

now, but you’re off on business.  I can't watch you hurt her anymore." 

Michael listened at the doorway to the two men in the room bicker.  He stepped closer to 

the bed and rolled up the sleeve of his shirt.  Quinn looked at him as he leaned down and looked me 

in the eyes, which I had opened to smile at him. 

"What are you doing?"  Julian asked. 



"I'm going to do the exchange with her."  Michael said and took my hand.  He looked back 

at them and shook his head. "This way here she won't be connected to either or you and when she's 

better, she can make you two stop being so loud." 

Michael looked at me and touched my hair as he lifted me off the pillow and wrapped his 

arms around me.  "This is going to hurt just a little, honey.  Don't be frightened and try to relax." 

I felt him touch my neck to find my vein and then I felt his teeth burrowing into me.  I tried 

to relax, but the pain was too much.  I grasped him around his upper body and held on to him, my 

breath was shallow and I felt like a fish out of water, gasping for air. 

When he withdrew, I stared off into nothingness at the wall, until I heard his voice, and he 

turned my head.  I watched him cut his wrist then look down at me.  He told me that I had to do it, 

drink from him, but I wouldn't, therefore he pushed his arm into my mouth and the blood flowed 

until I couldn't do anything but swallow it, once I did there was no stopping. 

The burning in my veins calmed down and I felt instantly better, but when he pulled away 

and I looked at Quinn and Julian, I could tell that something was wrong with this picture.  I closed 

my eyes; not wanting to see them staring at me anymore, then there was silence. 

When I looked around again, they had all left the room. I could feel my energy coming 

back, and I heard a small whisper in my head. 

Michael?  I asked with my mind.  The whispering stopped.  Michael, is that you?  Please, 

answer me. 

Yes, it’s I, Ash.  Don’t be afraid.  He whispered back. 

What is that noise that I’m hearing? 

The minds in the house, the staff that run this place, you’ll learn to ignore it in a while.  

Would you like some company?  Julian is asking if you’re awake. 



No, I think I need some time alone.  I told him softly. I looked over my body and watched as 

the bruises healed and the cuts faded.  Michael? 

Hum? 

Why can’t I hear them? 

Who? 

The others. 

When you change, you can only hear the thoughts of your sire, everyone else is unreadable. 

What if they initiate it? 

No, nothing. 

Michael? 

Yeah? 

What happened? 

Well, Sweetie, I’m sure you’ll find out soon enough.  I don’t want to explain it to you 

because I don’t know the whole story. 

Where are you now? 

In the bathtub. 

Naked? 

Yes. 

Oh, well then, I’ll let you take your bath. 

Thank you. 

I stood up from the bed and walked over to the window, and looked over the back yard; I 

stood there looking for a long time before anyone walked out onto the green grass.  Quinn walked 



with his hands above his head, as if he was about to be arrested, and then he quickly sat down, and 

lay down on the grass. 

There was a quiet knock at the door, and when I turned to look, it opened slowly and Julian 

walked in.  He smiled at me as I leaned against the windowsill and smiled back. 

"Up and about all ready?"  He asked me.  I nodded and crossed my arms.  "I guess I have 

missed a lot, lately." 

He stood by me and looked out the window at Quinn, who was lying on the grass, and then 

he glanced at me as I looked at the floor. 

"Is there something that you need to tell me, Ash?"  Julian asked.  I looked at him and shook 

my head.  "About you and Quinn?" 

"There is no me and Quinn, Julian."  I told him, walked over to the edge of the bed, and sat 

down.  "Or, at least there's trying not to be." 

"What does that mean?"  He questioned. 

"It means...I don't know what it means."  I sighed and rubbed my eyes. 

"Do you love him?"  He asked me. 

"I can't answer that."  I replied. 

"What do you mean you can't, it's a simple yes or no question?"  He said and the tone of his 

voice changed.  I looked at him and then stood. 

"I can't answer it because I don't know."  I replied.  "I don't know what I feel, and right now 

I don't think I want to know." 

"Well, I need to know." 

"I don't mean to hurt you."  I said softly.  "So much has happened and it's overwhelming." 

"Do you love me?"  He asked again.  I looked up at him. 



"Yes."  I replied. 

"Are you in love with me?" 

I stopped and thought about this and it should have just told me that if I had to think than I 

must have some doubts. I looked up at him, looked him deep in the eyes and started to cry.  When I 

got myself under control, I inhaled deeply and rubbed my arms. 

"I don't think so."  I told him.  Julian looked up at the ceiling then back at me with his hands 

on his hips.  "I love you, Jules, but I'm not sixteen anymore.  I don't think it's the same love that I 

felt that year.  I think Quinn was right.  I think that I was in love with the idea of doing something 

that my parents disapproved of." 

"I loved you, I love you still.  I waited eight years to hold you again."  Julian sighed and sat 

on the window.  

"Eight year, Jules, is exactly what happened to me.  I changed and for those years you held 

a spot in my heart that no one could touch, you still do, but it's different."  I replied and sat by him.  

"It's more like the love of a sibling, that kind of unbreakable love that family shares." 

"Is that what you told Quinn when he asked you if you loved him?"  Julian questioned me. 

"What I told Quinn was that I loved him like a brother. What Quinn told me is that I was 

lying."  I touched his cheek with the back of my hand and he looked up at me.  "I don't know just 

yet what I feel for your brother, and I'm sorry that I didn't tell you earlier about the confusion I was 

having." 

"When you went to Boston, before I came home, what happened?"  Julian asked. 

"Quinn bit me, you know that."  I answered. 

"Something else must have started this whole thing."  



"When I touch you I can feel you're power, you're strength, and it's very inviting to fall into, 

but when I touched Quinn, something else happen, something that I can't explain, and I can't try to 

either."  I told him softly, as I put my chin on his shoulder.  "I'm scared, for you, and me.  I don't 

want this to end in a bad way, Jules.  I couldn't live without you in my life again, but I also don't 

want to lead you on by thinking that I can love you totally the way you want me to." 

"So, what do we do now?"  Julian said and looked out the window. 

"I don't know, maybe we should try being friends, siblings for a while and if it's too odd, 

then I'll leave."  I whispered in his ear. 

"Are you going to tell Quinn?"  Julian turned and looked at me. 

"I can't say that I won't tell him, but not right now.  I'm not going to suddenly get up and run 

out to him and announce anything." I reassured him.  "But, I can't promise that nothing will 

happen." 

Julian kissed my cheek and stood up, then walked out of the room.  I sighed and put my 

head back on the window glass, and when I looked outside again, Quinn was looking up at me. I 

watched him for a few moments and then I moved away and started to get dress. 

When I walked down and entered the sitting room, Julian was talking quietly to Lauren, 

who was holding his hand, Michael was caught up in a television program and a woman was 

dusting the counter. 

Michael.  I whispered to him.  He turned and looked at me then stood and walked over.  He 

stood near me and kissed my cheek."Where's David? 

"He's not a threat to you anymore."  Michael whispered. I looked him in the eyes and shook 

my head. 



"No one was ever a threat to me, personally, Michael." I replied and put my hands on my 

hips."He was only a threat to himself for choosing the wrong side.  If you feel the need to keep him 

locked up, feel free, however, don't keep him there because of me.  My son is a prisoner and I don't 

want this to turn into a game of who-has-who." 

"You want me to release him?"  Michael asked. 

"What?"  Quinn questioned as he walked into the house. I looked at him. 

"Nothing."  I told him.  "It's none of your concern." Then, I looked at Michael.  "Yes."  I 

told him and turned to walk away.  Quinn took my arm and pulled me out of the room, and we 

stood just on the other side of one of the pillars in the room.  "This is not a good time, not right 

now." 

"Now is a perfect time."  Quinn said and put a hand by my head and leaned on his arm.  

"Are you nuts?  Did those goons knock something loose in there?" 

"I don't want David locked up.  I want him to be free to roam and lead me right back to 

Victor and my son."  I replied trying to slip away from him. 

"So, you do have a plan in that thick scull of yours, and here I thought you were just going 

with the flow."  Quinn smiled. Julian walked by and the two of them looked at each other. 

"Don't start."  I told him quietly. 

"What?"  Quinn asked as Julian passed by.  "I wasn't going to start anything, not with him 

anyway." 

"Quinn, please don't.  Now is not the time and here is not the place."  I told him and grabbed 

his arm, moving it out of my way.  A jolt of something flashed through my body and I looked at 

Quinn, who had obviously felt it to.  



"Hey, you two, is you're secret discussion over with?" Lauren asked.  I looked at her and 

nodded.  "Good, because tonight they're having a bonfire and we're invited, so, you better behave." 

Quinn smiled his trademark mischievous smile then raised his eyebrows at me.  I walked 

away and tried to keep myself busy until then.  My world had been flipped upside down and I was 

totally lost. 

Julian was out of my reach; Quinn seemed to make me anxious whenever he was near and 

Michael had a connection to me now that almost scared me. 

Lauren found me on the rocks just passed the beach house. I was barefoot, but I had shorts 

and a sweatshirt on.  She walked up and sat beside me as I stared out at the water. 

"Hey."  She said and smiled. 

"Hi."  I whispered.  "I didn't think you were speaking to me." 

"No, I'm still speaking to you, but you seem to not be speaking to me."  She pointed out and 

put an arm around my shoulder.  "So, do you want to talk about it?" 

"About what?" 

"You and Julian, you and Quinn, and you and Michael.  What's up with you and the boys?"  

She questioned. 

"Wow."  I smiled and then it faded.  "Where to start?" 

"How about what all the yelling was about between Quinn and Julian."  

"I'm not sure about that, but it lead to Michael coming in and exchanging blood with me." 

"Okay, that's a little weird."  Lauren smiled. 

"Julian came to check on me and asked me if I loved Quinn then if I was in love with him 

and I couldn't tell him either, so, we decided to try and be friends."  I smiled and then looked back 

out at the ocean.  "As for me and Quinn, I'm too scared to think of it.  I mean, do I love him; am I in 



love with him?  I don't know.  He just drives me up the wall, constantly trying to be the hero, never 

listening to a word I say, and I'm not sure if it makes me want to kiss him or strangle him. 

"I'm afraid to be attracted to him, but I am.  I'm afraid to want him, but I do, and I'm afraid 

to touch him." 

"Touch him?"  She asked me. 

"Quinn seems to give off this powerful, strange, and erotic sensation when I touch him.  At 

first, it frightened me, now, I'm just afraid of how I can't resist it when I touch him." I smiled and 

looked at her.  "I'm afraid to give into him, because I'm scared that I might like it." 

"That's a new one."  Lauren laughed.  "Have you asked anyone about this feeling that you 

get from him?" 

"No, it's too embarrassing, but I know he feels it too." I giggled.  "Besides, who would I 

ask?" 

"Michael."  She replied.  "I could ask Julian for you." 

"I don't know."  I said shyly. 

"Are you going to go swimming with me later?"  Lauren asked me changing the subject.  

"They're having the bonfire over there, at the beach; Julian said that they have it every year about 

this time.  The city asks to use the property and they give their permission." 

"Yeah, sure."  I smiled at her. 

After dinner, before the bonfire, taking the back staircase to the second floor, I walked by 

the reading room and heard voices. Being the nosy person that I am, I stopped and peeked around 

the corner at Julian and Lauren, and then I stood against the wall and listened. 

"I'm not sure I want to talk about it."  Julian said softly. 

"Maybe it will help."  Lauren said and I heard Julian sigh. 



"I miss her.  She's here, but she's so far away and she said that she loved me, but wasn't in 

love with me."  Julian said in a whisper.  "I couldn't tell her that I felt the same. Over eight years 

something transformed and my love became strong, but it was a possessive, protective love.  She 

was my life that year and for the rest of her life, I was going to protect her no matter what.  When 

she came back, I thought that I could rekindle it.  I tried, but it got harder and it wasn't that I was 

mad because of what went on between her and my brother.  It was more of the fact that I wasn't 

there to protect her from the pain." 

"Can I ask you a question, but if it's too personal, you don't have to answer it?"  She asked 

him. Julian must have nodded because suddenly she went on.  "Ash told me that she gets this strong 

sensation from Quinn when they touch, have you ever heard of anything like that?" 

"I've heard of it but I've never actually known someone who it happened too."  Julian 

replied. 

"So, what is it?"  She question. 

"In every species there is a connection between man and woman, male and female, with us, 

it is no different.  It's what some people would call soul mates; I believe that's the term. One man 

and one woman connected by their inner souls, through countless generations of dying and being 

reborn.  With the two of them, it could have been possible.  They would be the same age if her 

mother had her when she was supposed to."  Julian sighed and then cleared his throat.  "I thought 

something like that might have happened.  Quinn usually doesn't just suddenly get that mad 

because of someone.  He tries to be cool all the time and hold his composure, however, when I saw 

him explode at Michael when she was missing, I knew something was up." 

That would explain the strange face that he had given me when I was looking through 

Lauren's eyes, trying to calm Quinn down.  This is not what I expected.  Soul mates, what is this 



some kind of soap opera, what next?  UFO's?  This was all too weird.  All I wanted to do was get 

my son back and now I feel like I'm on prime time television.  

I stood in the shower, letting the hot water calm my nerves. That moment I felt completely 

alone, and I wanted to stay that way for a while, but low and behold, it wasn't meant to be.  There 

was a knock at the door and I turned off the shower. 

""What do I have to do to get a little privacy and quiet time around here?"  I yelled loudly as 

I wrapped myself with a towel and walked to the door.  When I swung it open, Lauren stood 

outside with a big smile on her face.  "Come in, you're letting all of the hot air out." 

She walked in and sat on the toilet seat cover as I stepped back in the tub and started to fill 

it up so I could sit in it. 

"He told me."  Lauren said and giggled. 

"I know. I was listening."  I replied and sat down it the tub.  I pushed the curtain across so 

that my head was the only thing showing and I looked at her.  "Why me?  Why Quinn?  Why now?  

Now is not a good time." 

"Hey, the universe works in mysterious ways."  Lauren smiled.  "So, are you going to tell 

him?" 

"No!"  I replied and looked at her as if she was nuts.  "That's all I need is for him to pester 

me when I'm in the middle of getting Jack back, or worse to insist on going with me to "protect" 

me." 

"You're just scared of the connection," She laughed. 

"You're damn right."  I replied, and looked at the ceiling. "You've never felt it.  It's 

overpowering, like nothing I've ever experienced before and I don't know how far it will take me.  

I'm not sure I even want to find out." 



"Well, get you're lazy butt out of the tub, get your suit on and let's go, woman.  I want to 

party."  She laughed and danced out of the bathroom, leaving the door wide open. 

"Do you live in a freaking barn?"  I yelled as I grabbed the towel, wrapped it around me and 

got out to close the door.  Quinn was walking by, just as I made it out of the tub.  He stopped and 

looked at me, as I stared at him.  The knowledge of what Julian had said was still fresh in my mind. 

I slowly closed the door and leaned against it.  This was going to be one hell of a night. 
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The bonfire light was irresistible.  I couldn't take my eyes off it, as I stood there, with a two-

piece bathing suit on, and a light wrap around my waist.  I don't know how long I stood there, but it 

wasn't until Lauren grabbed my arm that I even flinched.  She smiled at me, and then turned my 

head to where Quinn, Michael and Julian stood. 

They were all wearing shorts, and they all had their shirts off, but as I looked at them I 

stopped and stared at Quinn, who glanced over his the glass of whatever it was that he was drinking 

and caught me staring.  He looked me over once and then looked back at Michael.  I looked at 

Lauren and I shook my head. 

"I can't do this."  I replied and took her hands in mine. "I can't be here, with them.  I can't 

control myself." 

Quickly, I walked away and went across the lawn to the ramp that led down to the ocean.  I 

stopped and stood in the sand as I looked up at the moon, hugging myself tightly. 

"Ash?"  I heard his voice whisper.  I closed my eyes and turned and when I opened them, I 

looked at Quinn.  He had his hands in the pockets of his shorts and he stood less than two feet from 

me.  I glanced up at him then looked down and away. I saw, out of the corner of my eye, his hand 

reach out to touch me.  I quickly stepped back out of his reach and looked at him. 

"Please, don't."  I asked him.  His hands dropped to his side and he looked defeated.  This 

made my eyes fill up with tears and I looked into his eyes as they started to move down my face.  

"I'm sorry, Quinn, I really am, but it's not you. I don't know if I can handle this, I'm not sure I'm 

ready yet." 

"Ready for what, Ash?"  He asked softly.  I realized then that I knew what I was afraid of 

and it wasn't his touch, or the feeling I got from him.  It was something more powerful, more 



emotional than that.  I had thought that I had experienced it before, but it was nothing compared to 

this.  "Please, tell me what it is?" 

"I'm afraid to love you, Quinn."  I said and wiped my face. "It seems that everything I love, 

I lose and I can't do that again, not now."  He knelt down on the sand and looked up at me. 

"You're not going to lose me."  He spoke softly.  I walked in a circle and then knelt in the 

sand in front of him. 

"You don't understand, Quinn.  This is not some petty kind of childish love, not something 

that's going to fade or lessen and to know all that, what if something happens to us?"  I wiped the 

tears from my eyes.  "I want to love you, inside I know that I already do, but, I just can't seem to 

bridge the gap." 

"Can I help you try?  Can I hold you?"  He asked softly.  I shook my head. 

"Not yet.  I'm still afraid of the feeling."  I said and stood up.  "I'll be around the grounds, 

please don't worry." 

Lauren found me, as she always did and brought me out into the water, she did everything 

to distract me from my problems. It seemed that everything was working. 

Once, while we were in the water, someone was tossing people.  They would step on his 

hand and he would toss them up in the air as they dove into the water.  I was floating on my back 

when Lauren yelled to me, grabbed my hand and pulled me over.  This made me smile, until we 

came face to face with the person doing the tossing.  It was Quinn and his smile faded when he saw 

me.  Lauren's also faded and this made me a bit sad.  I got up the nerve to try it. What could a little 

tossing hurt? I thought and walked up to Quinn. 

"So, how does this work?"  I asked him.  He smiled at me and let me see his folded hand. 



"You step on my hands, put your hands on my shoulders and just relax."  He said and 

laughed at me. 

"Sounds kind of kinky if you ask me."  Lauren added.  Quinn looked at her and snickered 

then looked at me. 

"Ready?"  He asked.  I reached out with both hands to touch his bare wet chest, but I 

couldn't seem to get any closer than an inch away.  He reached his hands up and put them on mine 

then pressed my hands to his chest.  It surged through us both like an electrical storm that made my 

nose tingle.  I snatched my hand away and looked at him.  He looked almost as shocked as I did 

and I backed away.  "Don't go."  He said softly to me.  I bit my lip and tried to control my 

breathing.  "Please." 

"I..."  I started then stepped back to him.  I hesitated again, and then slowly put my hand on 

his chest again.  The feeling swept over me, as I looked him in the eyes and the two of us just stood 

there.  He put his hands on my waist and the surges got more powerful, until I thought that I was 

going to faint.  

"Ash."  He said, as he suddenly pulled me close to him. I wrapped my arms around his neck 

and he closed his eyes.  "I don't want this to stop." 

"We don't even know what it is."  I whispered to him. 

"Now would be a good time to let go."  Michael said in my ear.  I opened my eyes, and he 

suddenly stood in front of me.  "Whatever you're doing stop it now, or we're going to get caught."  I 

pushed away from Quinn and looked at Michael. Quinn turned, also and looked at him.  "Come 

with me, we have to talk." 

Michael took my hand and looked at Quinn, who looked at Lauren quickly and followed us 

out of the water and up to the house.  Lauren and I quickly change and met each other on the stairs 



before walking out to the porch where the five of us sat, Michael, Lauren, and Julian in the deck 

chairs, I was on the wall and Quinn was leaning against the wall, about a foot away from me. 

"What happened out there?"  Julian asked.  I shook my head and looked at Quinn, who 

glanced at me and looked back at his brother. 

"Nothing."  He replied. 

"Quinn, this isn't something to play with."  Michael sighed. "As soon as you two connected, 

you're eyes began to glow fire. Imagine if someone had actually seen that." 

"I didn't notice anything."  Quinn said again.  His normal hardness had returned and he 

wanted nothing to do with anyone's opinion. 

"Listen, the both of you."  Julian said and spoke up.  "Whatever connection the two of you 

have, you better keep it under control, because it could be a dangerous thing." 

"I personally haven't seen anything about it that could be harmful to either of us."  Quinn 

replied, again.  I looked at the two of them and I stood up.  Without a word, I walked off the deck 

and over to the trees.  I heard Quinn tell someone to sit down, and then I heard the footsteps behind 

me.  I turned and looked at him as he approached.  "Why are you always walking away?" 

"I knew I shouldn't have done that."  I told him and ran my hands through my hair, resting 

them on top of my head.  "I told you I was scared.  Why am I such an ass, why can't I just..." 

He grabbed me around the waist, pulled me to him, all in an instant, and kissed me, 

wholeheartedly, on the lips.  I couldn't protest; I didn't want to.  I was so fed up with restraint that I 

just wanted to give into him all the way. I lowered my arms and wrapped them around him.  I put 

one hand on the back of his head and ran my fingers through his hair then held him so he couldn't 

break away.  It was getting too powerful, and the two of us could have easily given in, but his self-

control made him able to pull away.  He held me by my waist as I looked at him and put my hand 



on his cheek.  With each passing second, the pulse grew less electrifying, but it never really went 

away. 

"What's happening?"  I asked him, staring into his eyes. 

"You're letting it go."  He whispered quietly.  "We've been avoiding each other so much that 

I think it built up in us. When we first touched, it was like an explosion, and slowly it’s getting 

weaker.  Don't you feel it; it's as it felt when we went to Boston.  There, but controllable." 

"I...I..."  I couldn't find the word. 

"You're not going to run again, are you?"  He asked me. I smiled at him, and then it faded as 

I put my other hand on his chest and leaned my cheek against him.  I felt so odd, but at the same 

time, so right. 

"I'm terrified."  I replied. 

"No, you're just excited."  He smiled at me.  He kissed my head took my hand and kissed it, 

and then he let me go. We walked back to the others, not touching, and as we stood near them 

again, Julian looked at each of us.  "Don't worry about it, it won't happen again.  I think we figured 

out how to control it, so, you can just drop it." 

Ash?  Michael asked me.  I looked at him.  What is it? 

He could read my emotions. The burning in my veins is getting to be too much.  I think I 

need to lie down. 

No.  He said softly. You need to feed. 

How and where? 

Come; I’ll show you. 

I looked at Quinn, as Michael and I stood up and walked away without a word.  He brought 

me into the basement, and led me down a path to a room.  He knocked on the door and when it 



opened I saw quite a few people just standing around.  He pointed at a tall, moderately built girl in 

the corner and she walked out.  He walked the two of us to another room, where he first bit her, and 

then he passed her over to me.  I latched on to her neck and felt my teeth grow sharp, filling the 

hole that Michael had made. 

"Don't worry about her, Ash.  Take what you need."  He said, but before I knew it, she was 

dead in my arms.  I looked up at him and pushed her away, but I felt no remorse, strangely, for 

what I had just done.  "They come here a lot.  Just looking for a way out.  We have them sign an 

agreement; they're blood for a place to stay.  It's written in the contract that they might die because 

of it, but they sign it anyway." 

I’m tired now.  I said softly to him.  He smiled and took my hand, then led me up to a back 

door in the kitchen and up the back stairway to my room.  He left me sitting on the bed, but before 

he closed the door, he looked at me. 

"Please, be careful with Quinn."  He asked. 

"I will."  I replied and watched him close the door.  I fell asleep in the tee shirt and shorts 

that I had changed into before our little family meeting, with a strange feeling of warmth and 

security. 

Nightmares plagued my sleep and I woke up quite a few times in a cold sweat.  The second 

time that I sat up quickly, I felt someone sleeping beside me.  When I got close enough to see, I 

found out that it was Julian.  I touched his shoulder and he rolled over to look at me, wrapped his 

arm around my shoulder and pulled me down to him.  I put my head on his chest and he fell back 

into his sleep. 

When I woke up the next morning, it was still early but Julian was gone, probably eating 

breakfast all ready.  I changed my clothes, knowing that it was going to be hot.  I put on a sports 



bra and some jean shorts and grabbed a tank top, just in case.  I walked out the front door and 

started to walk around the inner ring of the property. 

Where I ended up was on the rocks just passed the beach house again and I sat and watched 

the water in front of me. I could hear splashing to my left, looked over towards the bonfire site, and 

saw someone swimming around.  Slowly, as my curiosity became more and more, I made my way 

over to stand just on the other side of the rocks, where I could see whoever it was but they couldn't 

see me. 

I watched him dive in and out of the water, and I knew who it was because of his presence, 

but was I really up for another encounter with Quinn so soon after last night?  I tried to hide the 

best I could, but he slowly turned and looked in my direction.  I turned and tried to pretend that I 

wasn't watching him, when he came around the corner to see who his Peeping Tom was. 

"I had a feeling it was you."  He said and whispered in my ear.  I still felt strange about his 

sudden affection towards me.  "Weren't you going to come out so I could see you?" 

"Actually, I was kind of enjoying the view from where I was standing."  I said and turned 

towards him.  "I was watching you be free." 

"I'm always free." 

"No, you're not."  I told him.  He laughed at me and put his arm up against the rock to 

support some of his weight. 

"Suddenly, you're an expert."  He smiled at me. 

"I notice things, I observe."  I replied, crossing my arms. 

"So tell me, oh, great one, what have you noticed about me?"  He questioned.  I stepped 

back and looked him over, then started. 



"When you're alone, you're eyes are lighter, as if a certain weight is lifted because you don't 

have to impress anyone, you can be yourself."  I told him.  He nodded as I went on.  "When you're 

near people, you seem to insist on being the cool, calm one, always with the level head, never 

letting anyone see your fears or your worries.  You're eyes get darker and they hide your emotions 

quite well, but not well enough. 

"When you're near your brother, you feel that you have to be better, like it's a contest to see 

who the better man is, but sometimes you're the only one playing."  I whispered to him. 

"And what about with you?"  He asked. 

"You're looking for a fight, an argument, something that makes your blood hot, so the 

feelings are more intense." I replied and laughed at him.  "You need an adrenaline rush to keep you 

going and arguing with me does just that."  I answered him calmly.  He stepped closer and I 

stepped back. 

"You want me so badly to just give into you, but I won't and that makes you mad, gets your 

blood pumping, makes the chase more exciting." 

"I want you any way I can get you."  Quinn said stepping closer again as I backed away. 

"Do I make your blood boil?"  I asked him smiling.  "I'm something that you can't control 

and it drives you insane." 

"I don't want to control you; I want you to give in willingly."  He whispered.  I finally 

stepped back into the water and looked down, then up at him.  "You seem to have run into a 

corner." 

"There's always a way out."  I replied quietly. 



"Show me.  Make me believe that you mean that."  He smiled and stepped closer.  I turned 

and quickly climbed up the rock, catching him off guard so he couldn’t grab me.  He followed me 

until I ran down to the beach, then he stood, less than five feet away. 

"So, what do we do now?"  I asked him.  He smiled at me and stepped closer.  "Are you 

going to grab me and throw me down in the sand?" 

"The idea had crossed my mind."  Quinn replied.  I kicked off my shoes, threw the tank top 

in the sand and ran out into the water.  I dove under and came up just around the corner, in chest 

deep water.  Quinn swam out and stopped by me.  "That's not fair, you let yourself get caught." 

"Wouldn't you like me to stop playing games?"  I asked him.  He nodded and stepped up 

closer to me.  He reached out and touched my hair with his fingers, and even then, I could feel the 

pulse.  I reached up and put my hands on his chest. He put his hand down as I ran my hands over 

his wet skin.  "This is very strange." 

"You're not the only one who thinks so."  Quinn said and quickly took my hands off his 

chest.  "You have to stop that." 

"Why?" 

"Let's just say it's sensitive to touch, especially yours." He replied. 

"I thought that's what you wanted."  I asked him as he put a hand on my waist and pressed 

his body against mine. 

"Not yet, not here."  He said quietly as he leaned down to me and held himself within a half 

an inch from my lips, and he looked into my eyes.  "I don't know what to do anymore, Ash. I want 

you so bad it hurts, but I don't want to give in yet, I want it to build." 

"You're an unusual man."  I said and touched his lips with my tongue.  He jumped slightly 

at this.  "Most men would love to be here holding a woman like this, and give into their passion." 



He moved his lips from mine and moved my hair out of the way, then leaned down and 

kissed my neck, along my veins and down my shoulder.  He kissed me until he was back at my 

neck and then he opened his mouth and ran the tip of his fangs along my skin.  This gave me goose 

bumps and I put my arm around him to hold him closer.  He continued to tease me then he grabbed 

me by the hair, tangling his fingers in it, but not hurting me at all.  He bent my head back, kissed 

my chin, then down to the hollow of my neck, and further, until my top stopped him. 

He came back up and kissed my neck again, my breathing was heavy and he knew that he 

had me.  I looked up at the sky as he ran his teeth over my skin again and put a little pressure on my 

neck with the tips of his teeth. 

"Do you want this?"  He asked me softly in my ear and continued his soft kisses. 

"Yes."  I replied to him, as he breathed heavy near my ear. 

"Relax."  He said quietly and moved back down to my neck. He kissed me softly, and then 

pressed his teeth into my skin.  It felt like a pop when they broke through, but the pain was different 

this time, it wasn't as intense and slowly faded as the feelings of ecstasy moved close to the top.  

We stood there clinging desperately to each other as he sucked on my neck, but I could feel the 

control he had, the way he controlled the blood flow. I knew he was only taking a little, but it felt 

exquisite. 

I couldn't help the small noises that escaped my lips from time-to-time as I let my eyes close 

and I gave into him.  He pulled away gently, but I still hadn't moved from where he held me.  His 

fingers untangled themselves and he held the back of my neck now, kissing my chin, and then he 

brought my head up straight so that he could kiss my mouth. 

I tasted the blood on his lips, my blood and it made me hunger for more and he let me lick, 

kiss, and suck on his skin, whichever way it had to be for me to get the blood off from him.  He 



closed his eyes now and let me suck on his neck, but I didn't bite though.  He slowly pushed me 

away and looked at me with droopy eyes.  I touched his hair and face and he looked at me, almost 

drunkenly. 

"We have to stop."  He said is a whisper.  I smiled at him, knew that I had broken whatever 

wall he had built up years ago.  Quinn showing some restraint was almost enough to make me 

laugh, but I didn't feel like laughing right then, I felt like giving in.  "Ash, listen to me."  He said 

and stared me in the eyes.  "Now is not the time." 

"But, I want you."  I told him softly.  He put a hand on my cheek.  I smiled at him and he 

saw the sharp tips of my teeth. "I want to taste you." 

"God, you're making this so hard."  He whispered as he bent his head to the side, letting me 

get close to his skin, and I bit down softly, then harder to break the skin.  It was my first time doing 

that alone, without someone starting it, but Quinn didn't seem to be hurt by it.  When the blood 

began to flow, he began to moan. 

Suddenly, he pulled me away and looked at my face.  He wiped the blood from my chin and 

smiled at me.  "Not too much." He told me and touched my hair; his voice was calm and quiet. 

"You're very good at that." 

"Yeah, but I'm feeling quite funny from it."  I told him. What I felt was drowsy and he 

picked me up out of the water and brought me on shore.  He carried me over to a blanket, which I 

had seen him sitting on earlier that morning, and laid me down on the blanket.  I fell asleep shortly 

after he put me down.  When I opened my eyes, Lauren had joined him on the blanket and they 

were talking. 

"How do you feel?"  She asked him.  He smiled, and then it faded. He had almost let his 

guard down and that wasn't like him.  "Does she make you feel warm?" 



"You're very nosy for such a little girl."  Quinn said playfully but didn't answer her 

question.  "So, what about you and Julian?" 

"What about him?"  Lauren asked. 

"You two are rather close lately."  Quinn pointed out. 

"You're both rather loud right now."  I said and sat up looking at them.  "Gossip, gossip, 

gossip, that's all you men do around here." 

"We're just comparing notes."  Quinn said sarcastically. I laughed at him.  "What?" 

"Rookies."  I replied and smiled at them.  "The whole lot of you, just rookies.  With the 

exception of Lauren." 

"You've got a bad attitude."  He said and came close to my face.  I smirked at him and then 

stood up. 

"You think that's bad, you haven't seen anything yet." I replied and walked towards the 

house.  As I walked up towards the back door, I spotted someone out of the corner of my eye. He 

looked like he was drunk, stumbling around, but I could feel him and I knew that he was hurt.  

"David?" 

I walked towards him and when I got close enough, I could see the arrow sticking out of his 

side, from one side to the other.  I stepped down to him and he looked at me. 

"What now, Ash?"  He asked me and smiled as the blood ran from his lips.  "Are you going 

to kill me now, take me when I'm wounded?" 

I watched him sit awkwardly on the ground and I knelt beside him, then I shook my head. 

Michael! 

What?  He answered me as if I was interrupting something. 

Your friend, David, is out here with an arrow in his side. 



I’ll be right out. 

"You're lucky that I'm nothing like Quinn."  I told him, as he looked at me weakly.  

"Michael's coming out to help me get this thing out of you." 

"Why would you help me, I lead you right into a trap?" David said softly. 

"Hell, I knew what I was getting myself into when I went with you.  We all make our own 

choices, David; you just picked a different choice to go with.  I'm not going to hold that against 

you, unless of course it gets me killed then I'm coming after you."  I said as I sat with him and 

looked at his wound. Michael ran down the grass, with Julian right beside him and the two boys 

helped him into the house. 

I walked into the dining room and looked at the table in front of me.  There was something 

about it that didn't seem right, and I smiled as looked at the dishes. The placement was wrong, I 

thought to myself.  This cup should be where that saucer is. 

My eyes lit up as the dishes started to move to where I had wanted them.  This was 

something new and interesting.  I lifted my hands and watched as the entire table settings came off 

the table.  Plates, flatware, glasses and goblets, napkins and centerpieces were all floating in the air.  

I walked over as they moved and stood in the middle of them, looking for strings.  I laughed when I 

saw none and moved out from the circle of glass. 

My hands shook and so did the dishes, so I thought I would play.  I twirled my finger in a 

circle and watched each plate and saucer spin on its own, and then I twirled my hand and watched 

the whole thing began to spin in a circle.  I felt someone watching me with awe in their eyes, but it 

wasn't until she gasped, quite loudly that I turned and looked at Lauren.  As soon as my 

concentration was broken, then dishes all fell to the floor. 



I ducked and covered as glass shattered around me then I stood and looked at the mess that 

was on the floor.  I turned and looked at Lauren, who was smiling at me, but then I saw Quinn and 

Julian run in behind her. 

"Son of a bitch."  Julian said looking at the piles of glass on the floor.  I looked at him, not 

used to him just coming out and swearing, but then he looked at me and pointed.  "What the hell is 

this?" 

"An accident."  I replied and shrugged. 

"Yeah, but how did it happen?"  Quinn questioned also. I looked at him then pointed to the 

tablecloth and looked back at him as it rose off the table and folded itself neatly into a square.  

Quinn's eyes showed confusion while the rest of his face continued to look the same, but Julian's 

mouth dropped as he looked at the cloth, then at me.  "Well, it's safe to say that she has her powers 

now." 

"Unbelievable."  Julian said and stepped up beside me, facing behind me.  "When did this 

all start?" 

"Just a few minutes ago."  I replied as I watched Quinn, my mind suddenly on what had 

happened between us earlier in the water. 

I don’t need to see this, Ash.  Michael's voice interrupted my thoughts. 

"Sorry."  I said aloud and watched him walk around the corner and stop to look at the mess 

on the floor. 

"Well, it's time to make the house Ashley proof."  He said sarcastically.  I smiled and then 

covered my eyes and looked back at the mess. 

Later on that afternoon, when everyone else was sitting in the television room, I snuck up 

and knocked on David's door. He yelled for me to come in and I stepped over the threshold and 



looked at him.  He was sitting on the bed with his shirt off and a bandage wrapped around his torso, 

where the arrow had been. 

"What do you want?"  He asked me 

"Why are you so bitter to me?  I didn't do anything to you."  I replied and stood at the end of 

his bed.  "Although, I should." 

"Go ahead."  He sneered.  I crossed my arms and shook my head. 

"It's not worth it."  I replied to him.  "Besides, who do you think told them to let you go in 

the first place, Gandhi?" 

"Why would you want me released?"  He questioned. 

"Simple, you're going to help me get my son back."  I told him.  "Or,” I said as he shook his 

head, "I’ll make your life a living hell." 

"How can you do that?  You're just a mortal."  He laughed. I leaned over the bed and put my 

hand on his left side, pressing my fingers against his wound.  His face grimaced and he snarled at 

me.  I smiled and my eyes started to glow red. 

"This "mortal" can tear you apart."  I told him in a whisper, then the door opened slowly 

and a maid peeked in.  "I'll come back later.  Don't disappear." 

I smiled at him as he stared at me as I walked out the door.  I knew that I had him thinking 

and that was a good thing, but, what was he thinking about was the question. 
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I got dressed about twelve and went out the front door, heading for the carriage house.  I 

had nothing particular in mind when I pushed open the doors to the garage where the boys’ cars all 

sat.  There were three of them.  Michael's Jaguar, which was a bright red, almost blood color, which 

explained Michael's nature.  Julian's Mustang, a nice dark blue, almost like the night sky, this let 

you see his dark side, and finally Quinn's Porsche, its black shine seemed to reflect the moon 

perfectly.  I walked around this car, touching almost every curve of it.  No wonder Quinn found this 

car to fit his personality.  It was black, just like his darkness, very sleek and trim, like his body and 

very, very powerful, just like him. 

"You're not thinking of borrowing it again, are you?"  A voice asked me.  I jumped, so 

caught up in the car that I never felt his presence.  I turned and smiled at Quinn. 

"Actually, I was thinking about taking the Jag this time. I'm sure Michael wouldn't mind."  I 

replied and leaned on the hood of his car.  He stepped up to the open doorway and leaned against 

the door with his shoulder. 

"Going somewhere?"  He asked me.  I shrugged. 

"You know me, wherever the moment takes me."  I replied without any intention of giving 

him a straight answer. 

"You're very uncooperative tonight."  He whispered to me. 

"And, you're very nosy."  I smiled back. 

"I just want to make sure that you're safe."  I walked up to him and touched his chest lightly 

with my left hand. 

"Quinn, how can I not be safe?  I have at least one of you following me around at every 

second."  I replied and walked passed him. 



"It's because we care." 

"I know that."  I said and turned back to him when he turned around.  "But, I need my time 

too."  I replied.  "I need time to have a level head." 

"You always do." 

"No, I don't."  I shook my head and rubbed my eyes.  "When you're around, my mind thinks 

of crazy stuff and all I want to do is be held by you, which is not a bad thing, but when I move 

away to try something else, Julian's there with his little bit of wisdom to share.  After that, it's 

Michael, who's with me almost every second now that we're connected. I just need to be alone, 

Quinn. I want to be alone." 

"I understand that, but being alone at this time of night could give that jackass husband of 

yours the opportunity he needs to get you out of the way."  Quinn sighed and rubbed his neck.  "If 

you want to be alone, why can't you do it inside where you're safe?" 

"I don't feel any safer inside that building than I do out here in the darkness.  Actually, that's 

not true.  I feel safer in the dark than I do in there.  I always have." I told him. 

"If I leave you alone, will you promise not to venture far?"  He questioned. 

"If I promise not to venture far, will you leave me alone? I don't mean out of just my sight 

either.  I mean totally alone?" 

"You know that I can't do that." 

"Then, I can't promise anything." 

"Why do you insist on being so stubborn?" 

"Why do you boys insist that I am some sort of relic that needs to be guarded?" 

"You really know how to push my buttons."  He said softly to me as I heard the frustration 

in his voice. 



"Yeah, turns you on, doesn't it?"  I said sarcastically. 

"Now, that wasn't very nice." 

"I'm not in a nice mood." 

"Can't we make a compromise?"  He asked me and walked closer. 

"No!"  I answered and he stopped in is tacks.  "I'm not being funny, Quinn, I'm being 

serious.  I need my space." 

"You need space?"  He asked and crossed his arms, and then nodded as if he were trying to 

agree.  "When you don't need space anymore, come and get me." 

With that, he started to walk away. 

"Quinn?"  I said after him, but he disappeared into the darkness.  "Men are so stubborn!" 

I walked slowly up to David's door and knocked.  There was a faint answer from the other 

side and I walked in.  David looked at me and then back out the window. 

"I thought you would be healed by now and back on your way to Victor."  I said and sat on 

the end of the bed. 

"Why can't you just leave me alone?" 

"I want to know where my son is, David."  I told him and walked over to the window to 

stand beside him.  "You have only two choices, from what I see.  You can either tell me willingly, 

or I could have Quinn take it from you forcefully." 

"I could get killed if Victor ever found out I told you about him." 

"No, no, David.  You're thinking about this the wrong way. Just think of how happy Victor 

will be when he finds out that you lead a powerless mortal right to his doorsteps, why he might just 

give you a promotion.  He could imprison me, take my son, raise hell on Earth and you could be 

standing next to him, right by his side."  I smiled at him and clapped my hands just to give him the 



impression that this would be how it would end.  "Then again," His smile faded.  "How long you 

stand beside him depends exactly on how long it takes me to rip out his ugly black heart and burn it 

on a stake!" 

"I knew you were going to say something like that."  David said and looked back out the 

window. 

"Take a chance, David.  Go for the gusto.  Beside, with all my non-existent powers how 

long do you think I'll last before he crushes me?"  I smiled, laying it on thick.  "I mean, come on, 

it's just one little girl, just small, petite, little me against big, bad Victor." 

"He lives out on Newport Island."  David said and looked up at me after a long moment of 

silence.  I nodded, kind of the way you would when someone had something less than important to 

say. 

"In Rhode Island?"  I questioned. 

"He lives at the end of Witch Haven Road, in a large yellow mansion.  He has many guards 

but if you go around back to the tunnel you can get in pretty easily."  David blurted out. 

"So, you will tell him that I'm coming?"  I asked him. David nodded and this made me 

smile.  He had no clue.  "Good, I'll be looking forward to seeing him.  Get well soon, David. I can't 

go unless you send the announcement that I'm coming soon." 

I smiled at myself as I left the room then walked back to my own room.  As I closed the 

door, the walls started to spin and the windows bowed in, as if the room was going to collapse.  I 

closed my eyes and blindly made my way to the bed, where I laid down and fell asleep, fully 

dressed. 

My room was full of light when I opened my eyes, but it was also full of sounds.  I could 

hear everyone in the house and this included all three other boys that I wasn't supposed to be able to 



hear.  I sat up straight and looked around, then closed my eyes and tried to find Michael's presence 

in the house.  He was down in the cellar and it was hard to call to him, until I yelled. 

Michael! 

What?  He asked me with an annoyed voice. 

I can hear them.  I said, ecstatically. 

Who, Ash, who can you hear? 

Julian, Quinn, and David, I can hear their thoughts. 

Impossible.  He said then sounded quite interested.  I’ll be up in a moment. 

Michael looked at me as I grinned quite widely at him. He paced around the room, with his 

hand cupping his chin and thought about what I had told him for a moment. 

"I don't believe it."  He said as he sat by me on the bed and touched his fingers to my 

forehead.  He concentrated on my mind and smiled as he heard the thoughts of the other three 

vampires in the house, then he broke away and shook his head. "It's got to have something to do 

with your heritage.  No other vampire I know can hear the thoughts of others that they aren't 

connected to." 

"I'm sure that no others that you know can levitate dishes and spin them around the room, 

either."I giggled at him. He smiled back at me and nodded. 

"How very true."  He said, softly.  "You know what this means, don't you?" 

"If I did, I wouldn't have called you up here in the first place.  What were you doing 

anyway?"  I questioned. 

"Never mind that, what it means is that you are a very powerful vampire, possibly the 

reason that you are meant to be Queen.  Of course, there's always the problem with the king part, 



isn't there?"  He smiled as I rolled my eyes at him.  "These are delicate moments, Ash.  You must 

use caution with these new powers so that no one will get hurt." 

"Speaking of hurt, I think I need to find Quinn."  I sighed and crawled out of bed. 

"Why, is he hurt?" 

"No, he misunderstood something I said last night and we parted on rather bad terms.  I 

wanted to find him to tell him what I really meant."  I sighed and looked at him as he still sat on the 

bed.  "I'll talk to you more later, Mike." 

"Take it easy on him.  You know his temper."  Michael smiled.  I opened the door and left 

the room. 

Quinn was standing by the wall of the patio, looking over the green grass.  I could hear his 

mumbled thoughts about things that I really didn't understand, but as I stepped up to him, he never 

seemed to notice my presence.  I reached out my hands and touched his back, and as I moved them 

up and down his strong back, I felt his muscles tightening, his breathing started to get heavy, as if 

my touch aroused him, but it wasn't just that, it was the pulsating feeling, which had become quite 

strong again.  His body shook, as if it had gotten a chill, then he relaxed and let his head droop 

downward. 

"I'm sorry about last night."  I whispered to him. 

“I mistook it."  Quinn said softly.  "I know that you need your time and space.  We all do."  

He turned and looked at me suddenly, taking my hands in his.  "Ash, I'm afraid to leave you alone.  

I know that it's over protective and that you don't like that, but I feel like something bad might 

happen to you and that worries me." 

"I'm not going to just up and disappear.  I'd tell you were I was going."  I smiled at him, and 

then talked with my mind. I can read your mind now. 



"How?"  He questioned. 

I don’t know, it just started happening, but it makes me feel better knowing that we have this 

link, in case anything did happen, and no one expects me to be able to do this.  I smiled at him and 

then sighed.  "I need to ask you a few questions, Quinn.  They may be hard to answer, but they're 

important, and if you could try to help me, I'd appreciate it." 

"Fine, but not here."  He took my hand and we walked towards the entrance to the tunnels 

under the patio.  As we entered them, I noticed that we walked in the same direction as he did the 

night I followed him in alone. 

"Where are you taking me?"  I asked him quietly. 

"To my room.”  He said with a bit of a smile in his voice. 

"I thought your room was in the house with the others." I said softly, and then thought about 

the fact that I had never seen Quinn's room so why would I think that it was in the house. Knowing 

Quinn and the way he works, I should have known it was some place secret.  I watched him stop at 

a wall and touch one side of it.  A locked popped and the door opened a little bit.  He smiled at me 

and we began to make our way into the darkness. 

After we had gone in about fifty feet, Quinn reached up and flipped a switch and I watched 

as the string of lights flickered on down the dark hallway.  We ventured further and I began to see 

large stone coffins in their own little rooms, then some spots with no coffins, but holes dug out of 

the walls and bodies placed in them.  I stopped Quinn as we passed a place where it seemed that the 

bodies were a little small. 

"Children."  He whispered softly in my ear, as if he were respecting the dead's privacy.  

"They thought that having them together would let their spirits come together in the afterlife, so 

they wouldn't be alone." 



"So they could play with other children."  I said softly as a response.  He touched my 

forehead with his lips as I thought about Jack. 

"Our children are worth more to us than the adults, for they are our future."  He said quietly, 

and then tugged on my hand to lead me on down the hall.  We passed several more tombs and 

coffins before we reached a room with a door, under it I could see the light. I watched as Quinn 

fiddled with a key before getting it unlocked and letting us in.  "Home sweet home." 

I looked at his “room”, which was actually two.  The first one that you walked into, though 

made out of stone was the sitting room and the furniture was quite expensive.  I let go of his hand 

and walked towards the opening to the second room.  I drew back the long black curtain that hung 

as a door, and peeked in there.  In the middle of the room was a large, king-sized bed, with only a 

base, no frame or headboard. It looked very comfortable and in the corner, dug into the stone, was 

rather large closet with wooden-sliding doors.  I looked back at Quinn, who had made himself 

comfortable on the sofa that took up most of the room. 

"So, what do you think?"  He asked and smiled at me. 

"It's definitely you."  I smiled at him and sat down on the couch sideways so that I was 

facing him.  "Why down here?" 

"It's where I went after you left, when Julian went into the dark and Michael left.  I couldn't 

leave here, so I built a room for myself, so that I could stay undetected."  He smiled at me. 

"But, why stay here now?" 

"So, that I can be alone when I want to think about things, about you."  He replied and 

touched my hair. 

"Can you tell me about you and Victor?"  I asked suddenly. He nodded and rubbed his eyes, 

and then he got comfortable on the seat and closed his eyes. 



"I suppose Julian told you about our parents and how Victor adopted us."  He asked and 

opened one eye.  I nodded and took his hand.  "After Julian disappeared one night, I thought he had 

abandoned me.  I didn't know that Victor changed him; I just thought that he was gone and he had 

left me alone.  As the years went by, and after Julian let himself be known, I started to see Victor in 

a different way.  I was frightened of him, after finding out what he really was, but at the same time 

I was fascinated, probably had a little bit of hero worship going on too." 

"So, what happened between the two of you?  Why did he do this to you?"  I whispered as I 

ran my fingers from his temple to behind his ear. 

"I'm not sure why he did it, but what happened was simply that I had fallen in love with this 

beautiful girl.  She looked much like you and had quite a bit of your attitude as well. When I started 

to see more of her and less and less of Victor, I think he got jealous. 

"One night, after she had left, I walked up to Victor and told him that we were engaged to 

be married and that her father wanted me to live with them and join the family business. Victor got 

so angry and distraught that he destroyed most of the furniture in the room.  I stood back and 

watched in horror as he changed right in front of me.  He didn't even resemble the man I had known 

when his anger took over.  He came after me and started to fight with me, but he was too strong and 

he grabbed me and bit me.  I knew then what had happen to Julian that night.  He knew what Victor 

was, and begged us to leave, but this was his way of keeping us there."  Quinn turned in the seat 

and looked at me, straight in the eyes.  He touched my face and smiled softly.  "This is why I get so 

upset to think about you out there alone.  He's very powerful and you're very special to me and the 

others." 

"But, you left him, didn't you, and came here?"  I questioned.  He nodded slightly. 



"But, it took us a long time to do it."  Quinn replied, taking my hand, "and, even then, he 

followed us and keeps in constant contact.  When you arrived, that summer, he was here." 

"He was here, in this house?"  I asked and watched him nod again.  "Was that the evil I 

felt?" 

"Yes, and he was also the reason we left."  Quinn stood up and walked over to the 

bookshelf.  He ran his hands along the long row of books then turned and looked at me again.  

"Julian and I were arguing about you one night, that there was something special about you and that 

you were dangerous.  I was the one who thought that you could get us caught, but Julian told me 

you would never do anything to harm us.  Stupid me; if I had only listened to my brother, Victor 

would have never gotten involved. 

"He called us back; all four of us, to his home in France and brought us before a Council.  It 

was an elders Council and we weren't there to be judged or anything, they just wanted to know 

about you.  Julian wouldn't say anything, neither would Mike, but David talked quite a bit and 

despite the fact that I thought you were just some fifteen-year-old brat, he made me mad. 

"David and I fought about your safety and then, after they had been in a sort of meeting 

with each other, the Council came back out and told us that we should have nothing more to do 

with you, that you held a very dark secret that could harm us all."  Quinn smiled at this and then 

shook his head.  "Who would have thought that the spoiled little brat that we had left back here 

would be our Queen, let alone have a dark secret." 

"I don't have any dark secrets, give me a break."  I smiled and rubbed my eyes.  "Well, 

besides the fact that I discovered my parents were both vampires, I think my life is pretty normal." 

"The old woman, one of the oldest vampires there, told Julian to stop whatever it was the 

two of you were doing." 



"Or they would have to be destroyed."  I whispered. 

"Yes, how did you know?" 

"When you came back, after those eight months and I learned what you really were, some 

old woman, with a hunched back and a cane came to my house, with a man dressed as a priest and 

sat there telling my parents that they had given me to them because they thought my parents could 

protect me.  I’d gotten involved with others of my kind and that I had been told too much all ready, 

and it must be stopped or they will have to be destroyed."  I said and looked at the wall.  "It's the 

reason we moved away, and the reason they tried to make me forget." 

Quinn walked over, sat by me again on the couch, and kissed my cheek as a tear slid down 

my face.  I hugged him tightly, but the pulsating feeling made me break away faster than I wanted 

to. 

"We can't be afraid of this, Ash."  He whispered in my ear as he kissed my neck. 

"I know but I can't help but think that if I had stayed here, I would have found you sooner."  

I said quietly to him. He back away, only a few inches and looked into my eyes, his lips within an 

inch of mine.  "We could have started so long ago." 

"No, Julian was there, with you, at that time.  I wouldn't have been able to help you like he 

did; I believed that you had a purpose and that none of us should be involved in it." He replied with 

a bit of seriousness in his voice. 

"She said if I stayed any longer that I would have found out what they were trying so hard 

to protect me from."  I thought aloud.  "What could that possibly be?" 

"Us."  He answered.  "They were trying to protect you from us, from Julian." 



"From this?"  I responded and touched his chest, letting the feeling take me over.  "Do you 

think they knew that this would happen, that we would be together?  Do you think that it was you 

they were trying to protect me from?" 

"No, no.  I mean I hope not."  He said and looked down at my lips, realizing that we hadn't 

moved that we were trying desperately not to give in, or to break away. 

"But, maybe that was it."  I whispered.  He closed his eyes and back away a bit.  He was 

going to get up, tell me that I was nuts, because why would we be a problem.  "Quinn, listen, after 

Julian told me that he loved me, that morning at breakfast. I followed you down in to the tunnel.  I 

heard what you said to him, that we weren't supposed to meet, let alone fall in love, and that I was 

important to Victor.  What did that mean, important to him?" 

Quinn sat there thinking for a moment, and then he sat forward and covered his eyes with 

his hands and sat in silence, then suddenly, after that brief moment, he straightened up and 

uncovered his eyes.  He turned and looked at me with such shock that I didn't think he would ever 

find his words. 

"I know why you were so important to Victor and the others. It has been sitting there in the 

back of my mind and it just wouldn't come forward."  He took my hand.  "You weren't supposed to 

meet Julian or me for that matter.  They knew that this would happen, he wasn't supposed to love 

you, and you weren't supposed to love him.  It was the baby, the prince.  If your relationship with 

Julian had continued then you would have never met Jack, and your son would have never been 

born.  You were important to Victor because he was important to Victor.  Oh, God, Ash, I could 

have stopped this.  I could have stopped this whole thing, but I didn't." 

"You knew that Victor wanted to take my baby?"  I asked him.  He nodded and reached out 

for me as I stood up this time. "Then, you must have known about Jack." 



"No, no, all I knew was that there was someone that you were supposed to meet, someone 

that was supposed to be the baby's father.  He was picked out for you, so that your son would be 

very powerful."  He replied looking at me, pleading with me to believe him. 

My lips began to quiver and my chin began to shake as the emotions started to build up.  "If 

I had stayed here, even if I had gotten in touch with Julian after we left, none of this would have 

happened.  You could have stopped this, Quinn.  Why didn't you say anything?"  I asked him as the 

tears started pouring out and I could do nothing to stop the heartache in my chest.  "My baby might 

die and all you had to do to prevent this was open your damn mouth." 

I could see that he was getting upset as I paced around the room, with my hands on the sides 

of my head, covering my ears, going over all the small details and telling myself that if I had only 

done this or that, but I stopped and looked at Quinn.  I wanted to say something as I stared into 

those dark eyes, something hurtful, something mean so that I wasn't the only one hurting.  He stood 

up and walked over to me, without smiling, he put one hand on the back of my neck and one hand 

on my cheek. 

I looked up at him, wanting to hate him, because there was no one else in the room to hate, 

but I couldn't.  I couldn't hate Quinn like that.  It wasn't his fault, he hadn't known better.  He hadn't 

realized the immense importance of what he had overheard, and he didn't know just how much it 

would affect him in the future. 

"I want to hate you right now."  I told him, with a muffled voice.  "I want to scream and hit, 

and make the world feel the hate that I feel now, but I don't hate you.  I can't hate you, and I want 

too." 

"You have the right."  He said looking down at me.  I shook my head and held his hands 

where they were.  "I wouldn't blame you for hating me.  If I were you, I'd hate me too."  I reached 



up and touched his face with my fingers and he closed his eyes and seemed to lean into the feeling.  

"Oh, please, Ash, I'm so sorry." 

I inhaled deeply, feeling my lungs quiver at the sudden rush of air then, in a faint almost 

non-existent whisper, I told him how I felt.  

"I love you, Quinn."  He opened his eyes and looked at me, then leaned down slowly, 

stopping just before he reached my lips, to look into my eyes, and then kissed me warmly. 

His lips pressed harder and his kiss became quite passionate, then the feeling started to grow 

inside both of us, and he backed away, not from my lips, but from my body, creating a space to 

tone it down, but I pulled him closer.  It became overwhelming and he looked at me as his lips 

broke away from mine. 

"I don't think I could handle much more of that."  He whispered against my lips, 

unsuccessfully trying to fight it.  

"But, how much stronger would it be, skin to skin?"  I asked him, as his resistance slowly 

failed and his lips began to tickle mine.  He backed away for a second and we looked each other in 

the eyes, then he kissed me with such force and want that I almost lost my balance and grabbed 

onto his shirt for support. 

I sat back on the bed, dressed in a light white gown that he had gotten for me from my 

room.  He had returned with it, and then promised that he wouldn't be gone long, in between kisses 

that never seemed to end.  While he was gone, I stretched out on his large bed and relaxed, loving 

the feel of the silky blankets on my bare skin.  They were cold to the touch but soothing to my 

body, which had become increasingly hotter since Quinn had started touching me. 
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I reached up behind me, and tucked my hands in between the mattresses, then stretched out 

my legs straight so that my body was in perfect alignment.  I closed my eyes and smiled to myself 

as I relaxed in the quietness of Quinn's room. 

I thought that I had started to dose, when I felt warm lips around my ankles.  I opened my 

eyes and looked down at Quinn, who was looking up at me with his dark eyes.  I noticed then that 

he wasn't wearing a shirt.  I smiled at him, and then closed my eyes as he moved slowly up my legs, 

starting on the outside, and finishing with the inside of my upper thighs.  He stopped and looked at 

my face, which I knew had become flush with color, and then I opened my eyes to look at him 

again.  I watched, with me locked in his gaze, as he lowered his body down between my legs and 

moved my gown up just above my hips.  His mouth made circles around all of the sensitive parts of 

my lower body, and then he moved closer, with each circle. 

He kissed the sides of my neck several times before he made his way to my mouth.  Our lips 

locked and our bodies entangled with one another.  I pressed my hands against his strong back, 

trying to bring him in closer, as he tangled his fingers in through my hair.  He kissed my lips, and 

then seemed to suck on the bottom one before he let me go and propped himself above me. 

"You're very beautiful."  He said softly to me and kissed my forehead.  "I want you so 

badly, but the feeling is all ready almost too strong.  What is it, how do we control it." 

"We give into it."  I whispered to him and ran my hands over his chest.  He looked me deep 

in the eyes as he slipped in, and he leaned down and kissed me passionately. 

"I can stop if you think that this is too much for you to handle."  He spoke gently. 

"No, I think I can handle it.  It's you that I'm worried about." I smiled. 

"You think you've got me?"  He asked as he began to start a rhythm with our bodies. 



"Oh, I know I do."  I replied and closed my eyes as the feelings grew.  He was right, I 

wasn't sure if I could handle it, but, as the night went on, I suspected he was having a hard time 

handling it himself. 

His little moans and gasps that he continued seemed to bring on the feelings more, knowing 

that I was pleasing him just as much as he was me.  My body began to shutter as it began to climax 

and he smiled at me as I grasped his shoulders and dug in with my nails, trying to hold out as long 

as I could.  My body began to shake, and my grip tightened to the point where he had to pry my 

hands away from his skin and hold them. 

"Let it go."  He said softly, in between his own little noises. I let go, all right.  My body 

shook and the pleasure building up almost made me pass out when I did give into it.  My quiet 

moans became screams of ecstasy, which brought Quinn to his own climax.  The two of us 

collapsed in each other’s arms as the orgasms slowed and our bodies shut down for the moment. 

Quinn held me tightly as he laid his head down on my chest. We both lay there, neither 

speaking, as Quinn closed his eyes and his breathing slowed down, I knew that he was relaxing, 

almost falling asleep.  I couldn't move, for his body pressed down on mine, and I closed my eyes 

and began to fall into a deep sleep. 

When I opened my eyes, at whatever time it might have been, Quinn was standing in the 

doorway, sipping on something in a glass, just watching as I lay there, in my nakedness.  I stretched 

out then turned over on my stomach and lay with my head at the other end of the bed. 

"This is a side I haven't seen of you yet."  He smiled at me. I looked at him, with his cotton, 

baggy pants, black of course.  

"I guess you're seeing a lot of sides of me that you never saw before."  I smiled back at him.  



"And tasted."  He replied and licked his lips.  His smile faded and he walked over and sat on 

the bed next to me.  "I was thinking about something, after we were done, of course, and what if 

doing this hurts you?" 

"I don't feel anything right now, but happy."  I replied to him and took his hand.  "Quinn, if 

anything was going to hurt me, don't you think it would have been the blood that we exchanged in 

the water the other day?"  I asked him.  He nodded then put the cup down on the floor.  He moved 

my hair way from my neck as I put my head down on my crossed arms and closed my eyes.  He 

began to kiss me all over again, but this time up and down my spine, over my buttocks and down 

my legs until he came back up, just like before, naked and he pressed his weight down on my body 

again, his stomach to my back. 

He kissed my earlobe and then my neck and stopped just at my vein. 

Can I taste you?  He asked me quietly with his mind.  I nodded and reached back with one 

hand to touch his leg.  I could feel his teeth as they broke through my skin, but I could feel his mind 

with mine.  It was quite erotic to have him this way and with each beat of my heart, the feel of my 

blood rushing into his mouth became overwhelming, and it didn't take me very long to start to 

shudder again.  My moans became so loud that he put his finger next to my mouth almost as if to 

quiet me, which I bit down on, noting that he didn't seem to mind this pain.  Suddenly, he broke 

from my neck, let my waist go and I dropped to the bed, with his weight on me.  With his breathing 

still heavy in my ear, he spoke softly to me.  "You may just be the death of me, little girl." 

"Why?  Because you haven't had this much fun before and your heart might stop."  I asked 

him.  He turned me over, quite forcefully and towered over me on his hands and knees.  "Okay, 

we're both naked and you think that you're scaring me?" 



"It's not intended to scare you."  He said coming closer to my face.  "It's just meant to excite 

you." 

"Don't you think that we've had enough excitement for at least an hour?"  I asked him, 

pleading with him to take a break. 

"Are you all right?"  He asked me with concern. 

"I'm a little sore."  I told him softly.  He sat up and looked at me. 

"From me?"  He questioned. 

"No, not you directly.  I just haven't had an experience like that in quite a long time."  I said 

and sat up.  He slipped my nightgown over my head.  I pulled it on the rest of the way then pulled 

my knees to my chest.  My eyes began to water, as I thought about the overpowering feelings in my 

heart and I put my hand up to my face. 

"Ash?"  He whispered.  I looked at him and touched his cheek. 

"I'm all right."  I said softly, and then kissed him gently.  "Please believe me.  I'm okay." 

"If you're okay, why are you crying?"  Quinn asked; the worry in his voice was quite 

apparent.  I smiled at him and shrugged. 

"Would you believe that I've never had an experience like that before?"  I told him.  He 

looked at me oddly.  "I've never felt quite that way before.  Sex before seemed to have such a 

purpose, like we didn't choose to do it, we had to do it." 

"Do you think it was because of the fact about the baby?"  Quinn questioned.  I shrugged 

again, then got up on my knees and sat across his lap facing him.  He put his hands on my hips, 

under my gown and closed his eyes as I touched his cheeks. 

"It doesn't matter anymore why and...and how come things happened the way they did 

before."  I whispered to him.  "What matters now is: you, me, and Jack.  I don't want to think of the 



last eight years as being something that was set up, that I was forced to do. I want to think of it as a 

memory, where the greatest thing I got out of it was Jack, and of course, Lauren, and I want to 

think of now as when I got you and the others back. 

"I love you all, very much.  You're my family, you always have been."  I smiled at him, 

knowing that a comment was brewing in his brain. 

"I don't know a single family member that you would let lick you like that.  I really don't 

think you do that with family members." He laughed.  I used all of my force to push him back on 

the bed so that I sat on his lap. 

"Now, you're going to do what I want to do."  I smiled at him, then leaned down and kissed 

his throat.  He turned his head to the side, giving me better access to his neck.  Gently, I bit into 

him and his body stiffened, in some parts more than others did, and he held me close as he began to 

moan and sigh out load again.  Never had I met a man who was so verbal.  Suddenly, his fingers 

tangled in my hair and he pulled me away and held my face in his hands.  "What, Quinn?  What is 

it?" 

His lips moved as if he was trying to form words, but he couldn't find them.  I slid off from 

him, and watched as he got up and got dressed rather quickly.  I followed him, getting dressed 

myself, but as I followed him down the hall, I realized that we were going to the entrance that came 

out by the beach. 

The smell was evident even before he swung open that heavy door. Something was burning.  

We both stepped up dunes and looked at the house as it was engulfed in flames.  I looked in shock 

as Quinn put his hands to the side of his head. 

"NO!”  He yelled and started to walk towards the house.  I realized then what had him so 

frightened.  The three vampires that had been in the house when we had disappeared into the 



tunnels, their presence, their connection with us, was gone. They were nowhere to be found by 

either of us.  I grabbed Quinn's arm as he began to walk towards the house and I stopped him.  He 

looked at me, his eyes blood red and he snarled.  "Let me go!"  He demanded.  I held him tightly, 

without budging.  "MY brother is in that building." 

"No, Quinn, they're not, he's not."  I told him, trying to calm him down.  "Can't you feel it; 

they're not in the building." Then I stopped and rephrased that response.  "No, they're not on the 

property." 

Quinn and I stood on the grass and watched as the house went up in bright red flames.  

There were no mortals or immortals in that building.  There were no minds screaming out for help, 

no heartbeats to be heard, and no sign of anyone at all.  Quinn collapsed to the ground and I held 

him as I would anyone, tightly, as he cried for his brother.  For any kind of sign, but none came and 

so the two of us sat there until morning, watching the firefighters do their best to save some of it. 

Near sunrise, I helped Quinn back in to the darkness of the tunnels, back to his room, and 

watched him lay down on the bed.  His eyes were closed but I could see the hurt on his face. 

Julian, where are you?  I asked with my mind then looked at his younger brother once more 

before I left the room and pulled the curtain across. 

As I rested on the couch, I closed my eyes and tried to concentrate on feeling anyone's 

presence; I couldn't feel anything. This made my heart break, but I couldn't give up hope. 

I sat up on the couch and walked over to Quinn's room.  He was laying there staring at the 

ceiling.  He turned and looked at me and smiled. 

"So," I said and crossed my arms.  "Do you want to go up and look for clues?" 

"Very much."  He said and the two of us left the room.  "If I find out that David had 

anything to do with this, I'll kill him." 



We walked hand in hand through the still dripping, charred remains of the once beautiful, 

three-story house.  Quinn stopped in the sitting room and stood there looking out the empty frame 

of the large window that use to be there.  I walked on and made my way to the second floor, the 

stairway was still sturdy enough to hold my weight.  

I walked to the side where my room had once been, just below Julian's third floor hideaway, 

but now my room was open to the sky and I could see the clouds passing by.  I looked down around 

the floor and noticed something under the ashes.  I was bending down to pick it up when I heard 

Quinn step closer. 

"What is it?"  He asked. 

I picked up the small piece of wood and brushed it off.  It was Julian's image and the way 

the face looked, I knew where I had seen it before.   

"It was a picture you're brother had painted, on the underside of his canopy."  I smiled and 

looked up at Quinn.  "It was just something that he had painted to make himself feel manly." 

"And, that was."  Quinn questioned.  I looked up at him. 

"It was him with a bunch of women at his feet." 

"Typical Julian."  He smiled.  I closed my eyes as I held the painting in my hand.  I thought 

back to before I left, after I had told Julian that I was leaving.  He pulled me into a tunnel and 

brought me out to the island. 

"Beautiful, isn't it?"  He had asked me as we stood at the edge of the water. 

"Sure, if I knew where I was."  I had replied.  He had walked me up to the top of the hill, 

and I saw that the house had looked much like a matchbox car.  My only expression: "Wow." 

"Yeah, I know."  He said and smiled at me with pride.  "No one else knows about this 

place." 



I opened my eyes and looked up at Quinn and then stood and took his hand.  "Where are we 

going?" 

"I think I know where they are."  I told him and we walked back down to the first floor.  I 

started to take him down into the tunnels, but he stopped me and I looked at him.  "Look, Quinn.  I 

have a good feeling about this." 

"I trust you."  He said and kissed me softly. 

We walked on and just as we got to the end of the long tunnel, I grabbed the heavy door to 

my left and started to pull.  My hand slipped off and the handle sliced my skin, the blood started to 

bubble as soon as I looked at it.  I looked at Quinn then back at the bright red liquid that covered 

my hand and arm.  Quinn grabbed the door and pulled it opened.  He stepped out into the sun then 

turned and looked at me. 

His face was lit up and he smiled.  "I can feel them." 

I pushed the door opened in front of me and looked into the cabin.  Michael stood in the 

corner looking out the window and Lauren was asleep in the floor beside the fireplace.  As we 

walked in, Michael looked over and his face seemed full of shock.  He walked over quickly and 

hugged me quite tightly.  He kissed my check and then pushed me away so that he could look at the 

two of us. 

"You're alive."  He said softly.  I nodded and looked at Lauren, then at Quinn.  "She's fine, 

just exhausted.” 

"Where's my brother."  Quinn asked quickly.  Michael looked at him, then at the curtain that 

hid the twin-sized bed that had been over by a large window the last time I had been there.  Quinn 

walked over quickly and pulled back the curtain.  



I watched his face, as it seemed to turn green, then he looked at me and shook his head.  He 

looked over at Michael and let the curtain drop. 

"What happened to him?"  Quinn questioned.  I let go of Michael and walked over to the 

curtain.  Quinn grabbed my arm and I looked up at him.  Why would he try to stop me?  I snatched 

it away and moved the curtain.  "Ash, please." 

I looked at Julian as he lay there on the mattress, his clothes off and his face bandaged.  I 

knelt down beside his face and picked up some of the wrap to see underneath it.  His skin had 

blackened, and his skin smelled of burnt flesh.  I looked back at Michael also and sighed. 

"After we had gotten everyone out or after we thought we did. Julian felt that there was 

someone still in there.  It was Dedra, the maid that you had almost attacked.  She was on the second 

floor, tucked in a bathroom.  Julian went in and got her out safely, but something happened and he 

walked out of there on fire."  Michael said and sighed.  "He saved her life." 

"What about his life?"  Quinn asked.  Michael sighed and looked down at me as I took 

Julian's hand.  I knew and so did Quinn that Michael didn't want to discuss anything in front of me.  

I watched them leave, and I turned back to Julian. 

I placed my hand on his head, the one that I had sliced, which was still covered in blood and 

bleeding.  I watched my blood seep through his bandages and then I looked down at his eyes. 

"Hey, Gorgeous."  I said and sighed.  "Aren't you going to open your eyes for me?"  I talked 

to him.  "Julian, listen to me.  You can't die; I won't let you leave me again.  You have to help me 

get Jack back.  You have to explain your brother to me and I need you.  I love you."  I fought back 

the tears and I shook my head.  "Damn it, Jules.  You better not die or I swear I'll come after you." 



I moved to touch his face, the side not covered with the bandages and I happen to rest my 

bloody arm against a part of his burnt one.  It looked the skin of a chicken leg does after it’s fried 

on an open grill.  I could feel it against my skin, hard and crusty, but I looked away. 

I leaned over and kissed him on the lips lightly, then sat back and looked into his face.  

When I looked down to intertwine my fingers with his as I held his hand, I watched, as his arm 

seemed to suck in the wet blood that dripped down my arm.  I put my bleeding hand on this spot 

and let the blood flow onto him, then I took it way and watched how quickly my blood disappeared 

into the cracks of his charred flesh. 

This was fascinating to me as I watched this process, then I heard very quiet popping 

sounds and I leaned down towards his arm. I could hear it coming from under the burnt flesh.  This 

made me curious as I reached out, took hold of a cracking piece with my fingers, and pulled it away 

from his body.  Underneath this blackened skin was, unbelievably, white, almost porcelain skin.  

Julian's skin.  It was reconstructing itself with my blood, which I could see still seeping into the 

pores of his new skin. 

This gave me an idea.  It wasn't even really an idea, but just an impulse to do.  I brought up 

the lower arm of my right hand, to my mouth and I could feel my teeth sharpen.  I breathed in 

deeply, and then sank my teeth into my own flesh.  The pain was immense as I dragged them across 

my skin, opening a wound wide enough for the blood to flow.  I slid my other hand under Julian's 

neck, brought my newly opened wound to his mouth, and forced it in.  With his mouth around my 

arm, I waited for a response, but none came. 

"Damn it, Julian.  You better start drinking."  I whispered at him with a bit of anxiousness in 

my voice.  After another minute of watching my blood seep out the corners of his mouth, I started 

to get upset.  I connected with his mind, feeling the slightest bit of activity in there and I yelled at 



him with both my mind and my voice.  "Julian, you son of a bitch, you better start drinking before I 

have to come in that little pea brain of yours and get you." 

I was about to enter his mind completely, which would have been an ordeal since I didn't 

know exactly how to do it, but then I felt it.  His tongue hit my skin and then he started to swallow, 

gulping at it as it ran down his throat.  I could feel his tongue tracing the gash on my arm, then, 

suddenly, he latched on.  His teeth buried themselves deep into my flesh and I jumped at the pain, I 

fought with myself to let him continue instead of pulling my arm away, but Quinn did that for me. 

"Ashley!  No!"  He said and pulled me away from Julian.  My body weakened the moment 

that he moved me, and all I could do was lay in his arms.  "What the hell were you thinking?" 

"Julian."  I whispered and smiled.  Quinn looked at me quite strange.  "He'll be okay." 

"She's lost a lot of blood."  Michael said to him as he stepped into my fading eyesight.  "We 

have to get her some soon." 

"No, really.  I'm fine."  I insisted as I watched his face. 

"I'll help."  Lauren said and walked up to me.  I started to shake my head as they explained 

to her what she was volunteering for, but I watched her nod and shake her head, as I continued to 

protest, but they didn't hear me, they weren't listening.  They tried to force me to take her wrist, but 

I wrestled with them and became angered. 

My eyes started to glow a bright red, which I could see the outline of in my vision.  My top 

teeth grew quite sharp as I growled at whoever was holding me, and I could feel my lower two 

teeth grow just as sharp as I went on with my struggle.  I opened my mouth to take a chunk out of 

whoever's arms were around my neck, and before I could close it, someone had slipped a cloth 

covered bit of some sort between my jaws. 



I thrashed and snarled, kicked and growled, but I was being held tightly and couldn't get 

away.  I was pure animal then; I couldn't feel anything but the urge to be safe.  My fight or flight 

instincts had kicked in and all I could do was try.  Suddenly, like a wave of red, blood was poured 

down my throat and I could either choke on it or swallow.  I tried the first and failed, then just 

accepted my second option.  After what seemed like an hour of the crimson river flowing down my 

throat, it stopped and I was released. 

I just slumped back against the wall and let my body lay on the floor as my neck was 

contorted to let my head lean against the wall, so that I could see everything.  The blood haze was 

still there and I could still feel my teeth.  To Lauren, I must have looked like an animal, because she 

looked at me in absolute terror. 

"One time won't change you."  I told her in a raspy voice, still not quite, my own, after 

reading the thoughts on her mind. 

"It changed you."  She whispered to me as she touched the bandage on her arm. 

"It didn't.  My parents were vampires.  I was a vampire already; I was born one.  It just 

linked me to them more."  I said and looked over at Quinn who was staring at me from the chair.  

Michael was standing above Julian, checking his wounds.  I could see it in his mind, using our 

connection.  I watched him undo the bandages and look at the skin underneath the charred flesh.  

I watched him slowly peel away the blackened skin to reveal the whiteness underneath, and 

on top of his head, was the dark hair that he had always had. 

"Holy Mary, Mother of God."  Michael exclaimed aloud, which caught Quinn's attention.  

Quinn looked at me quickly then walked over to where his brother lay and watched as Michael 

cleared away the rest of his blackness.  "Ashley, what did you do?" 



Quinn glanced at me, then back at his brother when I looked away.  In Michael's mind, I 

looked at the healed face of my beloved Julian, almost perfect in every way, except for the fact that 

his eyes had not yet opened. 

You can’t hide for much longer, Julian.  I whispered to his mind, and then listened to the 

light laughter that rose in my head. 

What did you do to me?  His strong sexy voice asked me. 

I gave you strength.  I whispered to him.  You need to open those grass green eyes of yours 

and show your brother that you’re all right.  He won’t rest until you do.  

I love you, Ashley.  You are everything to me.  With those words, I closed my mind to him 

and watched as his head turned to the side to face me.  I watched in wonder as those green eyes 

slowly opened just as mine went black. 

 



13 

When I opened my eyes, my body was thrashing about.  I was fighting with someone, or 

something, then my vision cleared and I looked up in horror at Quinn's violent face hovering just 

above me.  I calmed down and looked up at him in fright, but soon, his face too calmed and he 

touched my hair. 

"Be calm."  He whispered to me.  I nodded. "Relax; no one's going to hurt you." 

"Where am I?"  I asked him softly, not remembering anything from just after tearing open 

my arm.  I sat up and looked around.  We weren't even in the small house on the island anymore, 

but we were definitely in someone's house. "Quinn, please, I'm confused.  How did I get here?" 

"You passed out after giving Julian you're blood."  He said and smiled.  I looked around 

more furious this time. 

"Julian."  I said quickly, and then looked at Quinn in shock. "Oh, my God!  He's not dead.  

Tell me that he's not dead."  I asked in a panic. 

"No."  A voice interrupted me and I looked quickly over at the childish face of my long time 

friend.  His bright green eyes sparkled at me.  "I'm not dead." 

"Jules."  I said and Quinn back away as Julian came over to me and I held him tightly.  I 

closed my eyes, just for an instant, and then opened them quickly afraid that this might be some 

frightening dream.  "Where are we?" 

"We're at Cleo's house, in the mountains."  Julian said with a soft voice, then whispered 

even softer with his mind. I heard what you called me. 

"What?"  I asked him and looked up at Quinn, who shrugged. 

"Hum, let me think.  Oh, yeah it was something like. "Julian, you son of a bitch, you better 

start drinking now before I have to come into that little pea brain of yours and get you"."  He smiled 



at me.  I remembered then everything that happened.  I looked up at Julian's black hair, just as long 

as it had always been, and I touched his face.  "You saved me." 

"No, I didn't."  I said and slid out of the bed.  I grabbed the bathrobe and pulled it around 

me, and then I looked at both boys.  "I didn't do anything." 

"You gave him you're blood, and that saved his life."  Quinn said and sighed.  I ran my hand 

through my hair and sighed loudly, shaking my head.  "Ashley, what is the matter." 

"I couldn't have done that.  Blood doesn't heal that way, from the outside."  I told them and 

sat down.  They both looked so confused.  "My blood touched Julian's skin.  His skin sucked it up, 

like a vacuum, it went into every part of him and it made his skin rejuvenate.  I...I didn't do that, he 

did." 

"Ash."  Julian smiled and took my hand.  "It doesn't matter. I'm here, you're here, we're all 

alive and well and that's what does matter." 

"Who started the fire?"  I asked him.  He sat back and shook his head.  "I think I know what 

did that." 

"How can you know?"  Quinn asked. 

"I can find out from David.  Look, guys, I have a odd feeling that this is all about to come to 

a head and I want you to all be strong enough to handle it.  You especially, Jules.  We don't know if 

you're totally healed."  I said and looked at him, pleading with him to listen to me. 

"Ash, it's been a week."  Julian explained. 

"What do you mean it's been a week?"  I questioned. 

"After Julian woke up, you went into what Michael called a hibernation period.  You're 

body shut down to repair itself." Quinn replied.  He shook his head and I saw the worry on his face.  



"You scared the hell out of all of us by not waking up. You were ferocious when we tried to give 

you blood.  I had to hold you down or you would have hurt someone." 

"It was a side effect of the bloodletting."  Julian added. "Although, you're the first one I've 

met that actually survived something like that." 

"Okay, I've heard just about enough of how I'm the first to do many things.  All I want to be 

the first at right now is to rip out Victor's heart and take back my son."  I replied and slipped on a 

pair of jeans under my bathrobe.  "I want to eat; I want to get dressed, and I want to shed some 

vampire blood." 

"You're jumping into this awful fast, don't you think?" Quinn questioned. 

"You need more time to rest."  Julian said softly.  I looked at both of them, Quinn standing 

by the door, in his usual stance and Julian, sitting on a chair that had been placed close to the bed. 

"Boys, I love you both, but I can't just stand around any longer.  I want this done and over 

with and I want it right now."  I ran my hands through my hair and watched as the door to the room 

opened slowly and Cleo popped in. 

"Now is probably not a good time."  She added quietly. 

"It never is."  I said sarcastically, and crossed my arms. "What's going on now?" 

"Ashley, don't be rude."  Julian said to me in a fatherly voice. 

"It is okay, Julian."  Cleo said and looked at me.  "I just received this letter, it was hand 

delivered and it has no return address."  I looked at her, waiting for her to go on.  She looked at me 

as if I were supposed to know what was going on. "It has your name on it." 

I walked over, took the brown envelope from her, and looked at my name sprawled across 

the front of it in fancy lettering.  I opened it slowly and pulled out the brown piece of paper.  I 

glanced at Quinn then opened it and read the writing slowly. 



Dear Ms. Wolf, 

  

As you are aware, I have your son in my possession. 

My loyal friend, David Tarrot, has informed me that 

you wish to meet with me and discuss any terms of 

his release.  I can't promise you that I will agree 

to any terms that you may have, but I would like 

to meet with you, nevertheless.  In two weeks time, 

I will be holding a masquerade at my home in Newport. 

It is at this time that I would like to see you. 

I will expect you at nine o'clock precisely and  

you may bring any of your little friends that  

you wish.  Please, send my condolences to Quinn 

and Julian on the recent loss of their beloved home. 

 

Expectantly yours, 

Victor La Rouge 

 

I folded the paper and looked out the window.  Two weeks?  What the hell was I going to 

do for two weeks?  I looked back at the three other people in the room, then I looked at the shirt 

that I had pulled on, grabbed my boots and walked passed them.  It wasn't hard to find the front 

door to Cleo's house, but when I stepped outside, it was obvious that I wasn't going to find my way 

off this mountain any time soon. 



I walked in a circle, my frustration growing, and then I stopped and sat on the ground to put 

my boots on.  Once I was completely dress, I stood and put my hands on my hips and looked out 

over the valley below.  I couldn't believe my luck, and I began to think that they brought me here 

on purpose. 

"Not really."  Michael's voice answered my question.  I whirled around and faced him.  

"Although, once we got here, we thought that it might help you relax." 

"I don't need to relax."  I snapped at him and could feel my teeth getting sharper.  I watched 

him smile and nod at me then he walked over and looked out over the valley.  I didn't look at him, 

as he stood there and I clenched my fist.  "Michael, I need help." 

"I know you do."  He replied and looked at me slowly.  "And, that's why we thought here 

might be a good place." 

"These powers are coming so fast, my body is in overdrive.  I can feel the power surge and 

it's doing nothing but making my temper flare up."  I told him and closed my eyes.  "What can I do 

to stop it?" 

"Nothing."  He said softly.  "That's why these two weeks are important.  That's why you 

need to relax; it takes a bit for your body to get use to the change and this time might be enough for 

that to happen." 

"But, Quinn and Julian."  I said and shook my head.  He put a hand on my shoulder and 

gently gave it a squeeze. 

"Quinn and Julian can take care of themselves, they don't need you to worry about them, 

and you don't need to worry about how you feel about them right now, you need to concentrate on 

you."  He whispered close to my ear. 

"But, I love them both."  



"And, no matter what you do now, or how much you think about it, Ash, you will still love 

them both when this is over and you will still be caught between them.  Don't think about it; think 

about yourself and your son."  He said and then kissed my cheek and walked away 

I looked out at the valley again and pulled my long hair back then let it go.  I sighed and 

shook my head as I leaned on the railing in front of me. 

"Two whole weeks."  I said quietly and walked away from that spot. 

Later, that afternoon, as I sat in my room, I thought that I would try to levitate other things 

besides dishes, namely myself.  I sat on the bed, Indian style, and closed my eyes as if I were about 

to try to meditate.  I smiled as I felt myself leave the bed and then I opened my eyes to see the floor 

several feet below.  I moved my legs out straight and lay as if I were on my stomach on the bed.  I 

crossed my arms and rested my chin on them as I looked at the view from that height outside my 

window. 

There was a knock on the door, and then I heard a low voice from outside. 

"Ash, are you awake?"  I heard Lauren's voice. 

"Yes, I'm awake."  I replied. 

"What are you doing?"  She asked through the door.  "Can I come in?" 

"I'm levitating, and yes, you can come in."  I replied. 

"You're meditating?"  She asked and walked in the door, then closed it behind her as she 

looked around my room. 

"No, I'm levitating."  I told her again and watched her face as she looked up at me in awe.  I 

could almost see the shock on her face, but she quickly recovered and walked over to me. 

"Um, do you think you could come down here?"  She asked me as she stood below my face 

looking into my eyes.  "You're really weirding me out." 



I smiled at her as I slowly made my way down to stand on my feet in front of her.  She 

hugged me, then backed away and looked me over. 

"I haven't changed, Lauren.  I'm still me."  I whispered to her. 

"I know.  It's just that the last time I looked at your face, it really wasn't you."  She said and 

sat on the bed.  I leaned against the windowsill and crossed my arms. 

"That was me."  I told her and watched her face start to turn white.  "Inside, that is what I 

look like, a monster. I'm a vampire because I was born one.  I don't mean to upset you and I didn't 

mean to scare you, but I wasn't in my right mind." 

I heard a crashing sound downstairs and Lauren and I looked at each other then walked 

down to see what it was.  As we made our way down the stairs and into the living room area, I 

poked my head around the corner and noticed the four others surrounded by ten men dressed in 

black.  A big muscular man, with a crew cut, was addressing Quinn, who stood with defiance on his 

face, asking where I was. 

Quinn snarled at him and the man laughed as if Quinn were some puny little mouse that he 

could squash with a flick of his pinky finger.  I pulled Lauren away from the door and then brought 

her over to the small door that lead under the stairway. I opened this small door and looked at her. 

"Stay in here.  You'll be safe."  I said then saw the disagreement on her face, she was about 

to tell me no, but I stopped her by raising my hand.  "Listen to me; this is for your own safety.  

They're immortal; they can handle people like that, but you're not and you could be caught in the 

middle of this and die.  I couldn't live with that.  Stay here until you know that it's safe." 

"How will I know?"  She asked me.  I smiled and took her hand. 

"Michael will come and get you, if I don't."  I replied and watched her tuck herself in the 

small hiding space.  I closed the door, and then locked it so that she couldn't get out.  I reached over 



to the coat rack, took the long black coat from it and slipped it on.  I walked over to the doorway 

and stepped into the room.  Quinn and the man were in a face off, but as soon as I let my presence 

be known, they all looked at me.  "I heard you were looking for me." 

"Yes, we were."  The man said and stepped away from Quinn.  He was going to attack him, 

but two of the other men in black grabbed Quinn and held him, and then others grabbed Michael, 

Julian, and Cleo.  "I was sent to escort you to see Jack Wolf." 

"I was told two weeks."  I replied. 

"That was from Victor La Rouge, not Mr. Wolf."  He replied. I smiled at him then shook 

my head. 

"My husband was not part of this deal and I refuse to see him.  If you wish, you may give 

him this message from me."  I said and crossed my arms.  

"Oh, and what would that message be?"  He asked. 

"You can tell my husband to go to hell."  I replied and stepped back out of the room, slowly, 

still looking at this man.  "And, also give my regards to his friend David; tell the bastard that he 

hasn't seen the last of this little mortal." 

With that, I backed out of the room totally and waited until I heard him ask where I had 

gone.  Then he told some people to go after me, before I ran up the stairs.  Three of them followed 

as I made my way through each floor of the house, it had four.  I finally reached the attic and had to 

break open the door to get through.  Locks on the attic door, who ever heard of such a thing? 

I was standing in the attic, looking around when I heard their voices at the bottom of the 

stairway.  I glanced down the stairs and watched them as they started to climb.  I walked over to the 

window and climbed out onto the balcony that was there and looked down over the side of the 

house, it rested on the edge of a stone cliff. 



Great, I thought to myself, look what you got yourself into this time. 

Up!  I heard the low voice in my mind tell me.  I smiled at Quinn's suggestion and looked 

over to the sidewall next to me to my left.  There was a trellis there, covered in green vines, but 

with enough space for my small feet and hands to use as a ladder.  I climbed up, as Quinn had 

suggested and stood on top of the roof. 

The part I stood on was a small two-foot wide stretch of roofing that was flat, to let the 

chimney sweeps up there safely to clean the chimneys, but the rest of the roof seemed to be an 

eighty-degree angle on either side of me.  I stepped away from where I had climbed on, moving 

further from the approaching men and I stood almost a quarter of the way across the roof. 

I turned and looked at the three men as they all finally came up onto the roof.  I stood there 

facing them, imagining what I must look like to them, a small mortal girl, pale, dressed all in black, 

her dark hair and black coat blowing in the breeze, standing, like an idiot, on the roof of a four-

story mansion. 

They smiled at me as they stepped closer.  "Come on, little girl."  One of them said to me, 

his voice raspy and deep.  "We won't hurt you." 

"Yeah, I've heard that one before."  I replied, but what was I going to do, I was stuck on a 

roof with a four-story drop on one end and three goons on the other.  If I only had wings, I thought 

to myself, and then it hit me, I didn't have wings; however, I had gotten good at that levitation 

thing.  Yeah, right, jump off a building and become fertilizer for the plants below, in the forest when 

I land flat on my head, good idea. 

Nevertheless, it had to be, it was my only way out of this.  I closed my eyes and asked 

whichever god or goddess was listening to give me the strength to make it through this little 

adventure. I turned so that my back was to the men in black, then I looked back at them quick and 



began to run.  The roof seemed to take forever to end, and when it did, it seemed almost like the 

bottom of the world dropped out on me. 

My arms waved as if I had no control over them, and my legs moved about in all different 

directions.  I was falling too fast to land without breaking anything, like my neck, and I had to slow 

down.  I closed my eyes, as the ground continued to fly up at me, and concentrated on braking, or at 

least landing softly. My body slowed, the air seemed to become thick around my skin, still thin 

enough to breathe, but like a thick Jell-O, slowing me down to the point that I could almost control 

where I landed, but the general direction I was going was down. 

The ground finally met me and I landed softly enough that I didn't fall over.  My feet hit the 

ground, my knees bent and my fingertips touched the ground so that I didn't fall flat on my face.  I 

looked a little like a track runner moments before the beginning the race, before he took off.  I 

crouched down and looked over at the house; I was a ways from it.  I had landed in the woods on a 

soft piece of ground that seemed to have been put there just for me. 

I could have hid there all day, but I spotted one of the bad guys up on the roof, looking over 

for me and decided that if I could see him, eventually, he would spot me, and so I took off into the 

woods.  I ducked behind a large tree and noticed the small hole that its roots had made in the 

ground.  It came up on both side, and then a little around the front and was just deep enough so that 

I could hide my body in it.  

I curled up, threw my coat over my legs, and then brushed some of the loose leaves over me 

as I lay down and covered the rest of me with the black coat.  I closed my eyes and shielded myself 

from them, but I also keep my mind opened to spot them ahead of time. 



The day slowly faded away as I lay there, but I had made no attempt to contact the others, 

which means that Lauren could be still under the stairs, but I doubted that for the others could read 

her mind. 

The night rolled in silently and I finally opened my mind to the others.  I could hear Julian's 

mumbled thoughts about where I could possibly be Michael's quiet plea for me to come home.  

Cleo's thoughts on Julian's true well being, and how I must be such a burden on them, seemed to 

anger me.  Lauren's quiet mind told me that she was sleeping, probably right beside Julian, on 

Cleo's perfect navy colored imported leather sofa, but it was Quinn's mind that seemed to hurt when 

I touched it. 

The feeling jolted me like an electric shock.  He was calm and cool, but the feeling seemed 

to pulsate in him quite violently.  I touched his thoughts, which were about the night of passion that 

we had shared before this thing had gone this far and felt exactly how he felt about me.  I connected 

with his mind and brought him to me, letting him know that I was fine and that I hadn't wandered 

far.  His thoughts smiled, but gave no indication that he even wanted to tell the others. 

I stood up, after letting him go, brushed off the leaves and dirt and made my way up 

towards the house.  I was tired, probably from lack of blood, and as I got closer, I saw a shape 

appear in front of me.  I stepped back, ready to run as it came closer.  I blocked my presence, no 

need to let it know that I was dangerous, but as he stepped into moonlight, not more than two feet 

from me, I looked in to Quinn's dark eyes and smiled.  His face remained the same, unchanging, 

unwavering as he looked at me, straight in the eyes. 

Suddenly, as if he was a puppet and had no real control over his movements, he took me by 

the upper arms and pulled me to him, kissing me hard on the lips.  Fire raged as the pulsating got 

harder, faster, and almost unbearable.  I pushed him away and looked at his stunned face, then I 



touched his cheek with the palm of my hand and brought him to me, kissing him softly and slowly, 

harder with each kiss until I had worked back up to where he had started. He put his hands on my 

hips as we broke away and looked at my lips then looked me over. 

"I thought I had lost you."  He whispered to me.  I smiled at him and leaned against his 

body. 

"It will take more than that to get rid of me."  I smiled and replied, stepping away from him.  

"Can we go back now? I feel dirty and I want you to hold me." 

He nodded then took my hand and we walked back to the house. Quinn tucked me behind 

him as we walked in through the hall, passed the sitting room.  Julian and Michael stood up, and 

then the others stood. 

“Did you find her?"  Julian asked.  Quinn nodded, reaching behind him and putting both 

hands on me. 

"Is she all right?"  Michael questioned.  Again, he nodded but didn't move.  "Is she behind 

you?"  For the third time, Quinn nodded in response.  "Are you taking her upstairs?" 

"Yes, she needs her rest."  He replied.  Michael nodded and Julian sat down.  Quinn looked 

at his brother.  "She's fine." He said and brought me upstairs.  It never occurred to me to ask him 

exactly why he had done that until we were up in his room with the door shut and locked. 

He had two rooms and a bathroom in his "suite".  He ducked into the bathroom and started 

to fill the tub with water, and then he looked at me as I sat down on the edge of the bed.  I watched 

him move around quickly; gathering clothes, and then he stopped and looked at me directly. 

"Get undressed."  He said to me, almost as an order.  I stood up and put my hands on my 

hips.  I had already taken off my coat and unbuttoned three of my shirt buttons when he looked at 



me again.  "Well?"  He said in a tone that sounded like he was asking me "why haven't you 

started". 

"Well what?"  I asked him. 

"I asked you to get undressed."  He replied. 

"No, you tried to order me to get undressed and I want to know what that was all about."  I 

replied. 

"What was what about?" 

"The fact that you hid me behind your back and rushed me up here to the room."  I replied.  

He stopped and put his hands on his hips.  

"Ash, please."  He begged me telling me to drop it. "Just get undressed." 

"I'm not a peasant girl, Quinn; I won't do what you say when you order me."  I replied to 

him.  He rushed at me and grabbed me by the open part of my shirt.  He snarled at me and ripped 

my shirt open the rest of the way, then brought it down to just above my elbows and pulled it 

tightly closed so that I couldn't get away.  He lowered his mouth to my neck and growled in my ear. 

It was then that I noticed the violence in him, the anger in his mind.  "There was nothing that you 

could do." 

"What?"  He asked me, with a violent voice. 

"The men in black that were here earlier.  You couldn't have stopped them, there were too 

many."  I told him, thinking that this might be the left over violence from then.  

"They might have hurt you."  He growled against my skin, but he didn't move his head.  I 

felt his lips touch me, closed my eyes and let the feeling flow through me.  "Why do you always 

put yourself in that sort of position?" 



"I'm here, though.  They didn't get me."  I replied to him and let my head fall back, exposing 

more of my neck.  "Do it, Quinn." 

"Do what?" 

“I want you too."  I whispered softly.  He stood up and looked into my red eyes.  "My veins 

are burning again and the blood haze is so hard to get rid of sometimes.  The anger isn't as bad, but 

the need and the want are still there, and it's for you." 

"You need to feed."  He told me and pulled the shirt off the rest of the way, then, without 

me moving, he reached behind me and unsnapped the black bra that I was wearing and let it fall to 

the ground.  I watched him reach over and touch the blue button on the wall, then use the same 

hand to cup under my left breast.  He brought his lips down to my chest then came back up and bit 

into my neck.  I pushed at him with all my strength, but it wasn't that it hurt, because it didn't 

anymore, it was the fact that he was doing it at all. 

I watched the door open, through the haze in my eyes, as a maid walked in, leading a man 

that looked as though he was under some sort of spell.  She nodded at me then turned and left the 

room.  Quinn withdrew, and then looked at me, his lips and fangs dripping with blood, then he 

waved to the man to come over and the man obeyed. 

Quinn stepped away from me and pulled the man to me.  I wrapped my arms around him, 

still looking at Quinn, and bit into his neck.  I watched as Quinn backed over to the wall and stood 

there, one arm across his chest, the other bent so that he was biting his own finger.  He was 

watching me and I could feel the arousal flowing off him. 

The blood flowed quickly, too fast for me to swallow, and it dribbled down my chin and 

over my skin.  The man grew weak and when his heart stopped, I dropped him on the floor.  Quinn 

reached over and pushed the button again, and then he walked over to me and kissed me on the lips. 



He reached down and unbuttoned my jeans, then started to pull them off.  His hands ran 

over my body, tracing the curves with his hands as he pushed my jeans to the floor.  When they 

were totally off, Quinn laid me down on the bed and proceeded to clean the blood off from my skin 

with his tongue.  I heard the door open and people rustling about the room to remove the dead man, 

but Quinn didn't stop until there was no blood left. 

Quinn scooped me up and brought me into the bathroom.  He set me down in the bathtub 

and then reached over and shut the water off.  I sank down into the hot water and closed my eyes, 

enjoying the warmth.  Later on, after I had slipped into bed and covered myself up, Quinn lay down 

beside me and touched my hair. 

"What are you thinking about?"  He asked me.  I looked at him, as he towered above me. 

"Jack."  I whispered.  I looked away briefly then looked back at him.  "Victor." 

"Are you afraid?"  He questioned me.  I nodded slightly, and then touched his cheek.  

"Why?  You grow more powerful every day." 

"But, what if it's not enough and what if my son dies? What if I die?"  I said softly.  Quinn 

shook his head and laughed. 

"You're not going to die."  He said to me.  "You can't." 

"I'm just like you."  I told him and shook my head.  "No one person is totally immortal." 

"You'll be fine."  He whispered as his lips touched mine. "Trust me."  His mouth closed 

over mine and his body caressed mine.  I was his, surrendering to the powerful surge that flowed 

through our bodies, for the rest of the night. 

 



14 

Two weeks had passed, slowly.  My powers grew but nothing new came about.  We spent 

most of our days at Cleo's mansion, just hanging around, trying to keep a low profile.  The day of, 

ten hours before Victor's masquerade, I cornered Julian, who had avoided me for quite a while. 

"Julian?"  I said softly to his back as he looked out at the mountains.  He wasn't wearing any 

shirt, so I could see the muscles tighten up at the sound of my voice.  He didn't answer and he didn't 

turn around, but he straightened up as soon as my hands touched his skin.  "Julian?" 

"Yes?"  He said in a quiet voice, but he still didn't face me. 

"What's the matter?"  I asked him.  He shook his head. "It's not that simple, Jules, to shrug it 

off.  I can read your mind, remember?" 

"Then, why ask me, if you can just find out yourself." He snapped.  I stepped away and then 

turned to leave, but I heard him turn to look at me and I stopped, looked back, and shook my head. 

"I don't do that."  I replied to him.  He crossed his arms over his bare chest and sighed, the 

anger on his face confused me, because I wasn't sure if it was aimed at me or someone else. I 

walked over and put my hands on his skin.  "Will you talk to me?  We haven't been alone in so 

long." 

"That's just it, Ash.  That's my problem."  He said softly, and then bit on his lower lip.  "It's 

been too long." 

"For what?"  I inquired.  

"You and I."  He replied.  

"Oh, no."  I said and shook my head, stepping back away from him.  "Oh, Julian.  I don't 

need this right now." 



"But, I do."  He replied and walked over to me quickly. I stepped back, just as he got close 

enough for me to feel the body heat from him.  "I was wrong, very wrong." 

"About what?"  

"The way I feel about you."  He replied.  I closed my eyes, as a way to tell him that this was 

not what I wanted to hear, but he used it as an opportunity to touch me.  His hand touched my 

shoulder, and then one touched my cheek.  I looked at him, feeling his flesh so close to mine and I 

remembered how we use to be, then I backed away.  "Ashley." 

"No, Julian."  I whispered.  "What about Quinn." 

"What about him?  He doesn't know what he needs, what you need.  I do."  Julian said. 

"And what, pray tell, do I need?  And, if you say protecting I’m going to kick you in the 

face."  I told him.  He smiled at me and then shook his head. 

"You need love, you need security."  He said to me.  I nodded. 

"Yeah, yeah.  Peace on Earth, good will towards men, and a large bank account."  I said and 

smiled at him.  "You know what I really need, Julian.  It's Jack, it's my son that matters right now." 

"Can I be honest with you?"  He asked. 

"You always are."  

"I love you, almost more than my heart can take."  He whispered to me. 

"Jules, I never said I stopped loving you."  I told him, but he shook his head. 

"That's not it."  He replied. "If after this is over, after you have your son back.  If you can't 

choose between Quinn and me, I'm going to leave." 

"I cannot believe that you are doing this to me.  Of all the rotten things in the world to say 

to me at this moment, Julian.  Oh, I wish I had a hammer."  I replied, starting to get upset.  He 



looked at me confused as to why I might need a hammer.  "I'd use it to knock some sense into your 

brain." 

"What did you come here for, Ash?  What did you want to say to me?" 

"All I wanted to know was what you're connection to Cleo is and how come she looks at me 

now in total disgust."  I replied and stepped back to the door.  "But, none of that matters now, and 

just to make it clear, when I get my son back.  You won't have to leave, because I will." 

I started to walk away, but he grabbed my arm and pulled me to him then kissed me hard on 

the lips.  He had the back of my upper arms and I couldn't get away.  He back away and I looked up 

at him, with a blank look. 

"She doesn't look at you in disgust; she's just trying to figure out what your connection is 

with me.  She's concerned about my health and she thinks that you are a threat."  He whispered to 

me. 

"A threat."  I smiled at him.  "To who?" 

"To her.  She thinks that you're out to have all three of us."  He smiled bravely. 

"I'm not out to have all three of you."  I told him then backed away from him.  "I already 

do." 

I turned and left him standing there, totally confused by what just went on too.  I was unable 

to think of anything else but simply walking and I walked right to my room and slammed the door 

shut.  This was not good, not what I needed. 

That night, at eight o'clock, I stepped out of the house dressed in black.  My black turtleneck 

clung to my top while the tight black jeans hugged the rest of me.  I wore black boots, but they 

made no noise as they touched the floor, and I pulled on my thigh-length black leather coat.  My 

hair was down and my eyes seemed to be glowing silver in the light. 



Michael stepped up to me and looked me in the face.  "You look like pure evil." 

"I feel it, it grows in my heart."  I whispered to him, strong but in a pleading sense, wanting 

it to stop, but also planning to use it as a weapon. 

"Are you ready for this?"  He questioned me.  I shook my head, and then walked down to 

the car.  "Are you sure you don't want Quinn and Julian to be there?" 

"No."  I said and snapped my head around to look at him.  "They must not know.  Promise 

me, Mike that you won't tell them."  

"I can't promise that, Ash.  You and I are connected and if you begin to get yourself in 

trouble, then we're coming to get you."  He replied.  I smiled at him. 

"Oh, I'll be getting myself into trouble, all right.  I'm just not sure about getting out."  I 

replied and walked over to the driver's side door of Michael's Jaguar. 

"Be careful, Ash."  He whispered to me, and I smiled as his voice reached my ear.  

"I will."  I replied and got into the car.  The engine purred like a kitten and I took off down 

the long, winding driveway that lead to the main road.  Victor's Rhode Island house was only an 

hour away, but that's a long time when you're so anxious to get there.  

I walked up to the front door of that house and felt the power rush at me.  I stepped across 

the threshold and looked around the room as I stood there.  People stopped and started to turn to 

look at me.  I smiled, inwardly, at this, knowing that it was the power that they could feel that they 

were so curious about.  The power that was coming from what they thought was a mere mortal.  

I started to walk through the crowd; they began parting as I stepped by them, like the Red 

Sea opening up for Moses and his followers, except that I was far from the saint that Moses was.  

As I drew closer to the center of the room, I felt David close by.  I turned to my left and stared 

directly at his face. He smiled, evilly at me, and then nodded as I walked over. 



"Good evening, David."  I said to him, my voice almost an uncaring monotone.  

"So, where are your merry men, Robin Hood?"  He said to me sarcastically. 

"At home.  You really didn't think that I'd bring them here, did you?"  I questioned.  He 

nodded and I smiled.  "And risk the possible chance of not being the one to rip out Victor's heart?" 

"You never change, still feeling mighty and powerful." He giggled to himself.  "Tell me, 

Ash, is there any doubts in that feeble mind of yours that you might not walk out of here tonight?" 

"Not once ounce."  I said softly and looped my arm through his.  "Shall we begin?" 

"By all means."  He whispered at me and walked me over to a door.  We stepped through, 

after a rather large man held it opened for us.  In this next room, there were almost a dozen people 

and in the middle of all of this mingling was Victor. 

"Hello."  He said and smiled at me as if our past meeting had never occurred.  I nodded to 

him and let go of David.  "Did you not bring my fledglings?" 

"No, I decided to leave them at home."  I replied. 

"You must have a lot of faith in your God to step into the home of a vampire without your 

bodyguards."  He laughed. 

"My belief in almost any God disappeared the moment they allowed a creature like you to 

take my son."  I replied, straight faced.  He nodded and pointed towards a table. 

"Shall we?"  He asked.  He escorted me to this table and we sat down together.  "So, why 

did you come?" 

"Why did you invite me?" 

"Did you come for your son?" 

"You know the answer to that."  I replied and smiled.  "Do you really need me to answer 

it?" 



"No, I guess not."  He took the large glass of wine and took a sip of the red liquid.  "So, 

shall we discuss the terms of his surrender?" 

"There are no terms."  I replied.  He looked at me with interest.  "Either you give him back 

to me peacefully and I spare you the pain of a long death, or you don't and I just take him and you 

suffer for eternity." 

"Well, now.  The question that remains here is; do you feel that you have the power to back 

up your threats?" 

"I have the power at my disposal, yes."  

"May I see some of this power?" 

"No." 

"And you don't seem to find this an unfair advantage on your part." 

"No.  I haven't seen your power; why should I show you mine."  I said and stood up.  "Are 

we going to sit here all night and chitchat?" 

"Well, I was finding it quite enjoyable, but if you're so anxious to end your life, I won't wait 

any longer."  He said and snapped his fingers.  Two large men grabbed me around my upper arms 

and I smiled at Victor.  "I didn't think that you would walk away so easily." 

"I'm just as anxious about this as you are."  I replied to him, and then smiled as the two men 

dragged me away.  

I was put into a cell and beaten just as I was the last time that I had run into Victor, by the 

two large men.  When they left, I dragged my beaten and bloody body over to the corner of the cell 

and curled up against the wall.  I wanted, desperately, to close my eyes, to let the pain and the 

darkness take over, but in the back of my mind; there was a small voice. A young child's voice 

urging me to go on, to stay strong and I knew that it was Jack. 



I turned over and looked at the moon outside my cell window and smiled, thinking about 

holding my young son again, then I concentrated on the moon and on Michael.  I whispered his 

name and prayed that he heard me. 

I could almost see him when he did, looking up suddenly, from the bloody neck of some 

young girl that he had lured into his room, probably thinking that I was behind him, whispering in 

his ear.  He would drop the girl, stand up and look around the room, red eyed and drooling from the 

red liquid still in his mouth.  He would realize that he was still alone and he would search his 

thoughts and find me.  When he did, I could feel the emotions raging off from him as my mind 

whispered bits and pieces of the conversation between Victor and me. 

How bad are you?  His sweet voice whispered to me.  I laughed at him and then sighed. 

Not as bad as last time, because I can heal.  I replied. I felt his growing animosity towards 

Victor and I smiled to myself. 

I’m telling the others. 

No! 

Why not? 

I don’t want them to get involved.  I whispered to him. 

Then, why did you contact me? 

It’s too quiet in here; I had to hear someone yelling at me.  I sarcastically replied.  He 

smiled and then touched my mind gently with his and sighed, quite loud mentally. 

We’re coming to get you. 

I asked you not too. 

That doesn’t mean I agreed to it.  He whispered at me then broke the connection for a 

moment and softly spoke to me.  If he were my son, would you tell me? 



I was shocked at this, but I knew the reason that he wanted to know.  We had never told 

anyone else about out little affair, except Lauren, and even then after that, I told her that it was all a 

lie, though I believe that Julian somehow knew.  

If he were your son, Michael, I would have told you to begin with.  I replied and then closed 

my eyes.  I hurt, badly.  I can’t do this anymore.  If you come, you come.  If not, then I’ll see you 

when this is over.  I love you. 

I love you, too, Ash.  He said softly, and then the connection broke for the rest of the night.  

I watched the sunrise, for a split second, before I scurried the best I could to the other side 

of the cell, away from the rays, then I slowly watched the hours pass with the position of the sun in 

the sky.  As twilight approached, the door opened and large man half dragged me out of the cell by 

my arms.  I was still weak, still healing, and I had no way to defend myself. 

He brought me up this long corridor and then outside to the yard.  In the middle of this was 

a large bonfire, with two poles six feet apart in front of its flames. 

This man brought me to these poles and grabbed the ropes that hung from them.  He put one 

around each wrist and tightened it, then walked over and turned a lever that pulled the rope tightly, 

stretching out my arms so that I had no choice but to stand.  This is where I stood for two hours 

before I heard the voices begin to surround me.  I opened my eyes and looked at the growing 

number of people here.  Amongst the crowd, I could feel familiar people, they're energies seemed 

to flow to me, but no one else seemed to notice. 

I would let this distract me, for I had somewhat thought of a plan.  I watched as Victor 

walked out, dressed in his usual black attire, and then was followed closely by my husband and 

David.  Victor walked up to me and grabbed me by the chin.  



"Aren't you excited?  This is what you've been waiting for."  He smiled at me and then I 

looked into his eyes.  He had no idea that I was immortal, or inmortal, in between a vampire and a 

mortal.   

"I'm ecstatic."  I replied and looked deep into the eyes. 

"When this is over, I intend to make you my bride."  He whispered to me.  I smiled evilly. 

"When this is over, I intend to be burning your heart on the end of a wooden stake."  I 

whispered back at him.  He smirked, then nodded and let me go. 

"Fellow vampires, behold!"  He said loudly and spun around, like the ringmaster at a circus 

with his arms open wide.  I waited patiently for him to say 'step right up', but it didn't happen.  "The 

hour of our victory is upon us, for tonight, prophecy will be denied.  We have, in our grasp, the 

future of this planet, where vampires will rule with iron fist." 

"We have no need to fear the mortals anymore for their Queen; the barer of their prince of 

peace is in our hands." He turned and pointed up at me.  I smiled down at him and then looked over 

at David and Jack.  I bowed my head and waited for the moment that I could unleash the anger in 

my heart.  "And, the Prince of the Vampires at our side."  I looked up quickly as Victor brought out 

Jack, who seemed to walk out on his own, as big as a two-year-old boy would be, although he was 

not even yet a year. His blond hair was long and fell into curls at the back of his neck and his eyes 

seemed to glow like two silver stars, and when he smiled, I could see his long teeth. 

My son was not the innocent child that I had lost what felt like an eternity ago, but a young 

toddler with the vengeance of his vampire heritage already well defined in his face.  This angered 

me, the blood began to boil in my veins and the blood haze began to cover my eyes.  I lowered my 

head, waiting for the right time to strike.  However, I could clearly feel them, the three men in the 

audience were not high on my list now, and Victor was. 



He went on with his speech, filling their heads with the image of a world run totally by 

vampires, a world without me in it, for I was the greatest threat, though still thought to be mortal, to 

their whole existence.  He suddenly walked up to me, grabbed me by a handful of my hair and then 

grasped his fingers around the chin again and made me look up at him. 

He stopped dead sentence, in the middle of whatever it was that he happened to be talking 

about, as stared at my bright red eyes in utter shock.  This was nothing that he had ever thought 

would happen; it didn't fit into his plans.  

"I thought you said she had no powers."  He yelled to David, who shrugged and looked at 

Jack, the older one, who seemed just as dumb founded.  Victor looked back at me and smiled.  

"Well, you shouldn't be too much trouble.  You didn't have them last time we met and I'm pretty 

sure that you aren't that strong, no matter who your sire is." 

"I want my son."  I told him, through clenched teeth.  He smiled and patted my face. 

"Silly girl, the boy belongs to me."  He said back and sneered.  "And, so will you." 

"Not highly likely."  I replied and tilted my head, looked him directly in the eyes and a 

smile formed on my lips as a cute little rhyme appeared in my head."All around the mulberry bush, 

the monkey chased the weasel..." I sang softly to him, but loud enough so that he could hear me.  

He looked at me oddly. 

"What are you singing?"  He questioned and then listened to the sounds of popping that 

seemed to be going on behind him, in the crowd.  That's when the screams started and Victor turned 

and looked at the others, who seemed to be bursting into flames. He looked at me again, shocked 

one more time. 

"The monkey jumped out and said with a shout..."I smile at him and he slapped me across 

the face.  I bowed my head again then looked up at him with my vampire teeth exposed.  Victor 



backed away.  With a very evil snarl and a voice that didn't seem to be my own anymore, I finished 

the children's rhyme.  "Pop goes the weasel." 

Behind me, the bonfire seemed to explode and the fire raged higher and wider.  I clenched 

my fists together, and then brought my arms towards one another, making the rope pop as if they 

were made of sewing thread.  Victor backed away and looked around the crowd. 

"You can't destroy destiny, Victor."  I told him sternly. "My parents were vampires and so 

am I."  I stepped forward as he turned and ran.  This might be interesting.  I stepped back got a few 

good strides and then jumped off the platform.  "There's no use hiding, Victor, I can read your 

mind.  I know where ever you go." 

"Impossible, no vampire alive can do that."  Victor said, appearing behind me suddenly 

when my feet finally touched the ground thirty feet from the platform.  I turned and looked at him.  

"No?  But, I can."  I replied and lashed out at him.  Victor ducked and then moved away 

from me.  I smiled at him and lashed out again, this time connecting with his upper chest muscle 

with the blade that I had grabbed just before he stepped away from me.  He looked down at the 

gash in his flesh then looked up at me and glared, evilly, with red eyes. 

Victor attacked me slicing through my flesh with his claws, leaving me standing there 

bleeding from a wide slash on my arm. I looked quickly at my arm, and then grabbed a large 

wooden stick, about eight inches around, flaming at one end, and I dove towards him.  His clothes 

caught on fire first, then, as the stake went through his chest, his hair caught on fire.  Victor snarled 

at me, coming at full force, and then I lashed out with the blade that I still had in my hand and 

sliced his throat.  

As the red liquid quickly flowed from his body, Victor grabbed a stake of his own and 

thrust it at me before I could move out of the way.  I felt it rip through my skin deep into my 



abdomen.  He laughed at me and then watched as, with the last of my strength, I sliced his chest 

again and punched my hand into his chest, breaking ribs as I went through. 

He looked me in the eyes as I withdrew my hand, clenched around his heart.  I lifted it to 

eye level and looked passed it at him, and then I tossed in the fire.  He screamed as he finally died, 

then burst into flames. 

I stumbled to the platform once again and looked up only when my name was called.  I 

watched as my husband raced towards me.  He grabbed me around the throat and proceeded to 

squeeze my throat.  I gasped for air, between that and the draining of my blood, my world began to 

go black, but in the corner of my eye, I watched as David raised a large stake then bring it crashing 

down on Jack.   

The grip on my throat released and I watched as Jack fell off to the side of me.  I lay back 

on the wooden deck and then looked up at David, who towered over me, his stake still in hand. 

"Do it, you son of a bitch."  I told him and wanted him to end it right then and there, but he 

dropped his stake and wrapped his hands around the one protruding from my chest.  I thought for 

sure that this was it, that he was going to drive it in further, but he set his foot and began to pull at 

it. Pain lurched through my body and then he stopped.  I looked up at him as he looked at me 

almost defeated and then grabbed the slippery pole myself.  "Get this Goddamn thing out of me." 

"Hold still."  David said again and pulled it quickly. It yanked then came loose and then he 

looked at me and then at the pole in his hand.  "Hang on, Ash.  Don't close your eyes." However, it 

was already to late, my eyes closed and the darkness took over. 

Two Weeks Later 

I turned and smiled at Quinn, who walked into my room slowly.  I moved away from the 

window I had been looking out and walked up to him. 



"How do you feel?"  He asked me, taking my hand. 

"Odd."  I replied.  He looked at me confused as I tried to smile. 

"Why?"  His dark eyes seemed to hold a secret that he could tell me. 

"The walls in this place whisper to me, they tell me things and it's just odd to hear them."  I 

said and walked over to the chair and sat down by the large bay window.  He walked over and 

stood across from me, against the wall.  "You don't have to hide it from me, Quinn." 

"Hide what?"  He asked me.  I giggled to him and then ran a hand through my hair. 

"Your feelings for Lauren."  I smiled.  He looked at me, quite shocked, then knelt down on 

the floor in front of me and took my hands as if he were about to beg for forgiveness. "No, wait, 

don't say anything." 

"But, I've hurt you."  He said and sighed.  "I loved you, I still do, but I..." 

"Stop, right there."  I told him and touched his cheek. "We never promised each other 

anything, we were never really together.  We never made that commitment.  Quinn, I told you that 

my love for you was not some childish thing.  I told you that it was never going to fade or change 

and I meant that, but I can't hold on to you just as much as you can't hold on to me.  You can't be 

tied down, not to me, but Lauren..." 

"I don't know how it happened."  Quinn said and sat against the wall.  "After we got here, 

things just began to happen and we were together; always thrown together.  One thing led to 

another."  He explained. 

"You don't understand me, Quinn.  I don't need an explanation.  I can here it; the voice of 

the heart is very loud, especially when it's found true love."  I smiled at him. "Lauren's is very loud 

at this very moment." 

"I don't want to hurt you."  He said softly.  I kissed him on the lips softly.  



"What we had, Quinn, those days, those weeks, was magic, pure, untouchable magic, but I 

feel that what you're feeling now is much more than that, whether you decide that you want to 

acknowledge it or not."  I smiled at him.  He stood and kissed me quite hard on the lips, the 

pulsating feeling wasn't there, and neither of us felt it.  He looked at me as he cracked the door open 

a bit.  "It is okay, Quinn, really." 

"Are you going back to Julian?"  He asked me. 

"Maybe, when the time is right, but not right now."  I replied and watched him nod, then 

leave the room, closing the door behind him.  I closed my eyes and fought back the tears, trying to 

be as strong as I could. 

Michael looked in on me later that afternoon and I smiled at him, but I knew that he could 

feel my pain.  I waved to him, and he nodded and closed the door behind him as he left.  

I packed as many of my clothes that I could in the back of my old car and then turned and 

looked at Julian, who was standing against the driver's side door.  I grabbed at whatever was left on 

the ground, miscellaneous items that I was taking home with me. 

"You don't have to do this, Ash."  I heard him say.  I sighed loudly and then reached over to 

grab the clothes on the hood of the car and he took my hand.  I looked over at him and stopped.  

His green eyes looked deep into my soul, a place that I couldn't even look at right now.  I was too 

confused.  "You haven't really had enough time to heal." 

"No, Jules.  I've had plenty of time.  I'm leaving because I don't want to hurt you or your 

brother."  I replied and then walked over and picked up Jack's car seat and put it in the car, when I 

backed out of the car, from the back seat; I felt strong arms around my waist.  I wanted to protest, 

to move away, but Julian put his chin on my shoulder and then kissed my neck.  "I won't be gone 

for long, just enough time to make sure that Jack's okay." 



"If you need me, I mean anything..." he said and stopped. I turned in his arms and faced 

him, putting my hands on his chest. 

"I know.  All I have to do is think about you, and you'll be there."  I whispered and kissed 

him softly on the lips.  He smiled and I touched his cheek. 

"Did you say good-bye to Quinn?" He asked me.  I smiled at him. 

"He's with Lauren."  I smiled at him.  Julian looked at me oddly.  "After the last month, the 

two of them have been getting closer, um..., they really like each other." 

"And, you're okay with this?  After all, you and Quinn were..." 

"Yeah."  I smiled at him and backed away holding his hand. "I'm fine with it.  They're both 

my friends and if it makes them both happy, then this is what I want." 

"What about..." 

"Us?"  I finished for him.  He smiled and shook his head. 

"Michael."  Julian said and looked up at the third floor window.  

"He'll know how to find me if he really needs to see me." I explained, and then pointed to 

my head. 

"Oh, I forgot about that."  He laughed.  I stepped away, watching the nanny put Jack in the 

car seat.  He put out his hand, as if to touch me, and stepped closer.  "Ash?"He asked. I turned and 

watched his hand drop.  "What if I need to find you?" 

I smiled at him as I opened the driver's side door and put my right foot in and grabbed the 

wheel.  "If you ever need me, just whisper my name and I'll be there."  I climbed in the car and 

smiled at him as I closed the door.  I waved to him as we began to make our way down the 

driveway.  In the back of my mind, in almost a whisper, I heard Julian's voice whispering to me, 

telling me that he would be right there waiting.  One word seemed to break my heart. 



Ashley. 

 



One Year Later 

Summer Time 

 

I drove in to the park, slowly, watching for the many pedestrians that seemed to be walking 

through.  I pulled up slowly to the parking lot and looked over to my left at the large three-story 

house that sat just beyond the trees.  I turned off the car, and sat there with butterflies spinning in 

my stomach. I had to get out, and get going or I would sit there all day and my jitter little son 

wouldn't have anything to do with that. 

Jack ran on ahead as we approached the house, looking exactly like it had before the fire.  I 

knew that Quinn and Lauren would be out of his boat somewhere sailing around the ocean, but not 

even leaving their back yard.  The house had been restored and the park had again been open to the 

public.  They even gave tours of the house, lead by Michael, who got a thrill off watching the 

young women that visited climb the steep back stairway that lead from the kitchen to servants’ 

quarters. 

David had left the house; thought totally acquitted of any wrongdoing because he had, in the 

end, saved my life, and became a chairman of the board of trustees to the estate, and Julian, who I 

had seen but not heard from in the last year, was around this place somewhere. 

When I entered the house, three older women greeted me, and asked me if I would like a 

tour, but Michael quickly dismissed them and grabbed a hold of my son, kissed me on the cheek, 

pointed me in the direction of Julian's office, then took off with Jack to play in the game room. 

I walked down the hall, towards the door that Michael had point to, and then I sighed.  This 

was going to be harder than I thought.  I opened the door and was greeted by his secretary who 



asked me who I was and why I wanted to see him.  All I told her was my name and she smiled and 

walked towards the door. 

"No, wait."  I said stopping her before she went in.  "I...I want to surprise him, myself, if 

you don't mind.  I'll let myself in." 

She nodded and walked back to her desk.  I took a deep breath as I stood in front of the 

door, then opened it slowly and slipped in.  Julian sat in the middle of a large desk, covered in 

papers, looking down as some sort of document that was in front of him.  His room looked like 

what use to be the library, but my memory had been a little shaky after my loss of blood by Victor's 

hands. 

"Ellen, I asked not to be disturbed."  He said without looking up.  I stopped walking and 

stood behind the chair, smiling. 

"If you'd like me to leave..."  I started, making his head snap up from the papers.  I stared 

him directly in the eyes, getting lost in that green and unable to move from where I stood. His face 

was pale, like he was sick, but his eyes lit up the room.  I pointed to the door, moved my mouth to 

say something, but nothing came out and I finally dropped my hand.  "Hi." 

"Hi."  He said and stumbled to get up from his seat.  "Wait, you're not supposed to be here 

until next week." 

"I could leave if you want."  I smiled at him, knowing his response.  He shook his head and 

stepped closer to me. 

"No, no, by all means, stay."  He smiled, still a little unsure if I was standing there or not.  "I 

don't know what to do." 

"What do you mean?"  I asked him.  He stood only two feet from me, closing in on my 

space, his presence, literally taking over. 



"Do I hug you, kiss you, and if I do, is that going too far?"  He asked me.  I smiled at his 

childishness. 

"Do what comes naturally to you, Julian."  I whispered at him, not sure about what I should 

do either.  Suddenly, his arms were around me and his lips touched mine tenderly.  I sighed when 

he back away, missing the kiss that I had not felt in a year.  "For you, that would be natural." 

"Too much?"  He questioned.  I stepped back and sighed. "What?" 

"Not enough."  I replied and looked at him.  "Before we...I went after Victor, you wanted 

me to make a choice, and I did, but it wasn't the choice that I should have made.  I should have 

stayed here.  I should have stayed with you." 

"Stay here now, raise Jack with us.  We'll help, you know we will."  He said and grabbed 

my hands.  "You are our Queen..." 

"No."  I said stopping that sentence.  He looked at me oddly.  "I don't want to be Queen and 

I don't want Jack to be prince and I don't want to choose a King.  I want to be a woman, with a 

beautiful son, in love with an unbelievable man, who I want to spend eternity with, that's it, that's 

all I want." 

"There's someone else?"  Julian asked.  I smiled at him and shook my head.  "But, you just 

said..." 

"I know what I said, Jules, and you know what I meant, so stop being dumb and don't try to 

make me tell you it again." I said and looked out the window at Jack and Michael, who were rolling 

around on the grass. Julian's hands touched my arms and he pulled me close to him. 

"This other man?"  He asked me.  I smiled at him.  "Do I know him?" 

"Intimately."  I replied. 

"Would I like him as a friend?" 



"Probably not." 

"Is he possessive?" 

"He has his moments." 

"How does he feel to you?" 

"Very, very right."  I replied and turned towards him.  I put my hands on his chest and 

looked up into his childish face.  He gazed into my eyes and we were trapped in each other. 

I knew this was where I belonged, I knew this nine years ago. I know it so much more now.  

He leaned down and touched my lips gently with his.   
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