As darkness settles in like a blanket over the sleepy town, one soul still lies awake. Not able to sleep, Tassiah twirls her hair as she stares at the stars above. The heavens above beckon to her softly, begging her to wander their way. Or it is more like she yearns to be up there in the clouds, where her soul is safe and free. It seems that there is nothing left for her on this earth, only torment and sadness. The past few years have steadily gone down hill since her family was murdered in the night. Marauders had been plaguing the town the entire span of winter months, slowly stripping the town of food. Then one night the fires came, spreading fast through out the dry thatch roofs of the homes. Crackling, burning death to those trapped inside. Slow agony to those unable to escape the hands of the raging fire that the marauders had set. Tassiah was out star gazing in the snow that night, coming home to the fire in which her family were imprisoned. She calls out to the gods, seeking redemption and salvation. For them to end her life, let her pass on to the next and try again. 


However, her words go unanswered, for the gods do not believe it is her turn as of yet. So young and beautiful she is, with her raven hair and alabaster like skin. So perfect in the silvery moonlight as the wind tickles her skin and dances with the grass. The night is so beautiful, when the stars are new and the moon hangs lazily above the horizon. Tassiah sighs heavily, longing for the death she so deserves. Then she remembers the cliff, not too far from where she lies. Could that be the answer she wonders to herself. Such a long way down into the sea there, with the jagged rocks below to tear her flesh apart with each break of a wave. Her fingers stop mingling with her hair, and move to cover the smile that crosses her otherwise solemn face. A giggle escapes from those luscious lips ever so softly. Tassiah sits up and looks around, making sure that there would be no one to follow her as she leapt to her doom. Let them all wonder what has become of this fair maiden. They never cared in the past, why should they start now? No reason to, just another worthless woman the town would be rid off. No one ever has been interested in her artwork, and none of the taverns have ever been privy to her as a minstrel at that. So what is the point in letting her life continue? The gods sit back and watch her suffer, laugh and scoff at her bumbling mistakes in life. So there she stands, Tassiah Lycandie, ready to end it all and face what ever Hell awaits for her. For what is truly Hell, or eternity for that matter! 


She takes one last look around, just to be safe, for she wants no one to stop her. It’s her life, she should be able to do with it as she sees fit. Swiftly she runs to the cliffs, just on the other side of the trees. The view is breath taking as white caps crash into one another and then the rocks below. The moon looks so large from this spot, as if hung there on a string by some unseen person. Perhaps by one of the gods themselves for all she knows. Then Tassiah frowns at the thought of her gods, and how they have forsaken her. How they have let her suffer beyond belief and stand by to see it happen. Her soul starts to feel free as the wind picks up in strength being near the water and the moon tugs at her flesh, beckoning to her like a long lost lover. She slowly starts to unbutton her gown, the silkiness of the fabric enticing her fingers to move faster. To bear her naked flesh to the waters below quicken her passion for death and its loving embrace. 


As her fingers reach the last button, the gown falls to the rocky ground beneath her feet. Swept away by the winds of change that flow around her, through her even. Invigorating this whole experience is, standing at the very edge of the cliff ready for the end to come. Her hands cup her breasts in anticipation, her body urging her to take that last step off the edge of the world. Tassiah calls out to the world, to the gods and to what ever may be listening to her rant. Her body aches with passion never released, forgives the mind of the pleasures it has stolen from the flesh as she steadies herself, preparing for her dive into eternity. Death caresses her tender flesh, its fingers penetrating the most secret of places that not even she knew existed within herself. And as she gives herself fully to the desires below, she feels her feet lift from the ground as if flying. Arms around her naked body thrill her senses to no end as someone snatches her from the clutches of death at the last minute. 


As the stranger puts Tassiah back on solid ground, her hazel eyes pierce is soul to the very core. How dare he snatch her from death and it’s clammy touch! He knows not what suffering she has endured and longs to bring it all to an end. Not even caring that this stranger looks upon her exposed form, she starts to walk back to the tree line without a care in the world. Tassiah spies her gown tangled in a bush, left there by the wind’s own uncaring hand. She takes the tattered silk and holds it in one hand as she leans against a tree, looking back to the cliffs. The sound of the waves still call to her lonely heart. Asking her to join them on the rocks below in life and in death. The stranger walks towards her. His hair raven save for one streak of white near a temple. His skin perfect in all it’s paleness and his smile welcomes her into his arms. That sweet smile so revealing yet not, and the sweet scent of manhood carries on the wind to fill her senses so completely. Where in the world did this man come from? 


There was no one around as she came to the cliffs, or even as she undressed to prepare for her death. Something hides behind those dark, mysterious eyes of his. This stranger just seems all to familiar, perhaps from a dream or two in years gone past. As she turns away from his handsome face, a voice calls out to her with a soft whisper in her ear. A low and daunting voice that resonates throughout her body like a pounding drum. He tells her that she is safe. That there is no reason for her to fear him or this life she has. Nothing to trouble her soul from now on, for in his arms she will remain safe from any harm that may come her way. Tassiah drops her silken gown, letting it float freely on the wind that buffets her nude body. The wind tickles her in the most secret of places as she lets the stranger embrace her. His arms so strong as they wrap around her arms, holding her close as his words fill her mind like tiny butterflies gathering around a flower in spring. The stranger picks her up, in both arms now as he carries her away from the jagged rocks she so longed to meet. Now that is only a fleeting thought as she is swept away, not by wind or water, but by the loving arms of a man she has never met except in dreams. For she now knows this is the one who has always kept watch over her since childhood. He was the one who begged her not to go home just yet as she slept in the snow. He is the one who held her hand in shadow as she buried her parents and sister. Now he has come to Tassiah, saving her from herself. 


The stranger stands there, her in his arms as he bends his head to let his lips meet with hers. As those sensuous lips brush against her skin, her body explodes once more, wanting more of what he has to offer her. Tender at first, as a first kiss should be. Then more passionate with each moment that passes them by. Time seems to stand still as they lock in this embrace. Floating higher and higher into the night sky, the air becoming more cool the higher they go. Her arms lock around his neck, never wanting to let go. This perfect moment in time they share as life fades and shadows call. His lips find her neck, seeking that one precious spot for which to grab hold. In her mind his voice does echo, soothing and tender and oh so alluring. And in that brief moment of time, where the world stands so very still, that deadly kiss to some penetrates her soul. This intimate kiss of death that brings new life to old, stimulating her very core as he lays her to rest on the ground. The damp grass cool to her skin as he drinks from her and then offers himself to her almost lifeless body. And as she drinks from him, that warm rush of blood sends new life pouring into her flesh and soul. As the world around her changes from dim to bold. The old gives way for the new, and the world seems much better. He pulls his wrist away, making sure that he does not lose too much. She smiles softly as her eyes gleam in the wondrous moonlight of the first night of her new life. Her hands move towards his black cloak, revealing only skin beneath as they embrace in their own special way. Tassiah presses close to him, enjoying the feel of skin against skin. Her lips graces his neck with kisses so light that his body shudders. Two into one, as they both embrace. His body finding hers and sliding into place. A moan escapes her parted lips, just before she places that kiss. Her hips grind against his, as they move in rhythmic fashion. Her body full of his love and her mouth full of his blood. As they drink from each other and make love till the day’s new sun. For now she has a face to go with the name and knows now that it's all not in vain, as she calls out D...


