Ok, for the moment, my journal is going to be taken over by this writting competition that Im entering and my entry for it. Feel free to comment as you wish ^-^ 

He brushed the rose against her lip, catching it with a thorn from the stem. She let out a long deep sigh as a tiny trickle of blood ran down her bottom lip. She closed her eyes in the pure ecstasy of the pain, sucking the blood from her freshly pierced lip. She opened her eyes just a touch. He cast his gaze over her, her lips were so full and round; her bosom was constrained by her corset, left slightly open to reveal her tender breasts; and finally, at her soft inviting eyes. He tucked his hand round the back of her neck and pulled her in to a slow, hard kiss. Slowly, they pulled away and he licked her blood from his lips. He stared at her with both lust and love in his eyes, and she thanked every star that he was still hers. 
Samantha woke up to greet the morning. The sun beat in through the open windows and the gentle smell of springtime blossom laced its delicate scent around the room. She opened her eyes and got out of bed. Creeping downstairs, as quite as a mouse, she pattered, trying desperately not to disturb the maids. All she wanted was to go and run bare foot through the long grass, to feel free from the constraints of society. She knew she couldn’t, so she just went and fetched some water from the well in the garden and washed her face in the refreshing coolness of it. She ran back up the stairs after this, startled by the waking of the maids and got back into bed. The door opened shortly after and a small maid walked in, barely more then seventeen, her hair contained in the little hat and her pinafore freshly clean and dried. 
“Good morning Miss Samantha.” She said, in no more then a whisper and curtseying low. Samantha sat up and pressed her hand to her lips to let out a small yawn. “What would you like to wear today Miss? I will fetch it straight away.” The maid stared down at the floor, daring not to make eye contact with this powerful and respected courtier. Samantha let out a small but radiant laugh. The maids jaw dropped and she struggled to regain her composure. 
“My dear, dear young girl, there is no need to be afraid.” She smiled at her reassuringly and beckoned her closer. “My child, why do you fear me so? Do you fear me for my position or for who I am? Or indeed who I associate with?” At this last point, her voice lilted away from its prior musical tone to one much sadder but threatening. The maid to a sharp intake of breath and a step back. Samantha laughed softly again and snapped out of whatever frame of mind she was in. “Something light, as light as possible. I want to be able to feel the breeze on my skin, but remember dear, I have to meet with Mr. Duvert today, I want him to be proud to be seen with me.” The maid regained composure and hurried out to get one of Miss Blaire’s many dresses. 
Samantha sat up in deep thought. She ran her fingers along her lips, remembering the soft touch of the rose petals and then the sharp sting of the thorn. The metallic taste of her blood filled her mouth and she stared at the man no longer in front of her. The door opened and she was startled back into the waking world. The maid brought the dress in, trying her best not to trail it on the floor. The dress was made of pail silk. The long skirt was decorated with fine lace and bows. The low cut neckline reached across the shoulders and left a cascade of fabric as the sleeves, finishing just below the elbow. Samantha’s eyes lit up, it must be a new addition to her collection, it was perfect. She stood up quickly to allow the maid to remove her night gown. Her corset was then fastened tightly and the strings tied neatly. The maid then fastened the crinoline round her waist. Samantha hated being constrained by all these contraptions but knew as a lady of high standing, she had to comply with the rules of society. Samantha ducked down slightly with her arms extended, ready to receive the beautiful dress. The maid slipped it over her head and arms then made the last final adjustments before lacing it up at the back. Samantha stood there smiling, gently stroking the silk and tiny rosettes. She screwed her eyes shut in her excitement, a huge grin on her face and then regained her composure.
“Bring me some fresh strawberries for breakfast, I wish to eat them in the garden.” She then proceeded to walk out of the bedroom with a bounce in her step, down to the garden where she could feel the morning dew on her toes. 

The street was a bustle of noise when she finally emerged from the confines of her sanctuary. The sharp unnatural smell of it left an acrid taste in her mouth. She walked down the high street towards the Thames and looked round airily at the pigeons gathered in the rafters of the bordering shops. With a smile on her face, she pattered towards the alleyway she was looking for and slipped down it, hoping no one would notice. This is where her journey took a nasty turn but not even the vile smell of death and decay that was in this part of the city took away the pleasure she felt. After discovering her beautiful cream dress with the delicate red rosettes and her imminent visit to the man who must have sent it to her, nothing could break her spirit. Dancing her way down the allies and back street of London, she made her way towards the door she now knew so well. She tapped lightly on the door of a small decrepit house. She let the sinful gazes from the scum that lived there flow straight over her, not even the thoughts she knew ran through their head could dampen her spirits. She bounced slightly on the balls of her feet, her dainty little shoes bending to their will as she waited for the mysterious man she was dying to meet. The door opened slowly and she stepped in without a thought of who had opened it or whether she had been invited to. Inside the house, shadows reigned. The dimly lit corridor was well kept and was decorated in the latest fashions. The plush velvet curtains made of a rich dark red fabric hung drawn at the windows. The only light came from tiny flickering candles that had been placed around the room. Samantha took her usual seat and waited for her host. She calmed slightly and fingered the lace of her dress as she waited; a solemn look on her face. He always kept her waiting. 
She sighed and looked around the room. In the door way she noticed something shining. A small heart shaped locket swung side to side, catching the candlelight. She stared, mesmerised and slowly managed to focus on the figure behind it. A broad smile spread across his face. 
“You’re getting better at this my dear” he said with pride and a slight mocking tint. He walked over to her and she got up and curtseyed low, averting her eyes. 
“Forgive me my lord; I had not expected my gaze to pass over you.” She looked at the floor, her happy face broken by shame. He tucked the edge of his index finger under her chin and lifted her head up to look into her eyes. So much sadness danced behind her young, pretty eyes, so much grief at disappointing her master. Tears brimmed up in her eyes and she closed them, turning her head to look away. 
“My dear Samantha, why so sad?” He said in a cooing voice. He tried again to turn her face to his and she refused. “I see you found the dress I left for you my dear, it looks exquisite on you” His voice retained the softness of a fledgling’s down and he kept his intense gaze on Samantha’s face. She smiled through her tears and looked up into his watchful gaze. 
“Now that’s my girl” He said, smiling at her “Now, tell me why you look so ashamed, huh” He gazed into her eyes, she could do nothing but answer, his control was near absolute. 
“I’m not learning as quickly as I should be, I didn’t see you until you let me see you, I should be better at this” Her voice was harsh with her self-disapproval. He laughed a soft warm laugh.

“My dear, you are learning far quicker then you realise, I didn’t let you see me, only the pendant, you broke that hypnotic gaze yourself, you saw me in my shadow form.” She looked deep into his eyes; she could see the pride in them. 
Breaking the gaze he walked across the room and stared into the flames of the candles of the candelabra on the mantelpiece. He walked back over to her and took hold of her arm, gazing at the strange runic markings that encircled her body. “You have more” He said matter-of-factly. 
“Yes” she said, bowing her head “More came over the past week, I think my bodies changing.” Her voice was childlike, not more then a broken whisper. 
“You really are exquisite my dear” He said in all sincerity. He kissed her softly; letting tendrils of his shadow-formed hair caress her skin. “You are becoming a woman” The statement hung in the air, Samantha didn’t want to let it sink in. The man decided to change the subject. 
“Now, to why I asked you here.” He said in a business-type fashion. “I have a lead on some sightings of a monster locals are calling Diabolus Creatura or Devil creature. They say it has huge fangs and sharp claws, some even claim it flies!” He let out a slight chuckle. “Most sightings have been around the Tunbridge wells area. We need to leave early morning. I need you to accompany me; your extraordinary ability to talk to animals may be of some use. I trust you have been practicing your abilities.” 
A broad smile spread across Samantha’s face. Another adventure was exactly what she needed and he needed her. He needed her. She ran that thought through her head, loving the sound of it. He needed her; she wasn’t just something he took pleasure in bringing along. She curtseyed low and with a bright, refreshing smile she kissed his hand. “I’ll go pack shall I?” She enquired, suddenly hyper with excitement. 
He laughed heartily “No need my dear. A message has been sent to your house keep and I have plenty more clothing for you my dove.” He smiled and held her close. “Nothings too good for my little bee” He whispered softly, almost sensually. She rested her head on his shoulder, clinging to him as if she would never let him go. 
“I love you Sabin Duvert, I love you with all my heart.” She closed her eyes and felt him turn to shadow around her. He enveloped her in himself, they became almost one entity. With every tendril of the smoke-like shadow he caressed her skin. He entered in through her sleeves and her skirt and her neckline. His essence ran across the whole of her body and she sighed at the pleasure of it. He slowly withdrew from her and returned once again to his human form. A cheeky lustful smile was left on his lips and she blushed slightly. Her eyes sparkled and she kissed him softly He brushed his hand along the tiny markings along her neck and kissed her neck. He grabbed her hand in a sudden rush and she giggled as he led her out of the house. 
“Come my dear, we have much to prepare if we are going to catch ourselves a glimpse of a monster”

The journey to Tunbridge wells was a long one. Samantha and Mr. Duvert sat opposite each other in relative silence. He sat and jotted down ideas and plans in his journal, made sketches and approximations on size and weight. Samantha sat with a tapestry in an embroidery ring that she had been working on. She sewed her dreams into that cloth as if it were a wishing well that would grant them. Tiring of this she stared at Sabin. His hair was ruffled by the sheer amount of times he’d frustratedly dragged his hand through it. She loved his hair; it was the first thing she had noticed about him. The unusual white locks that extended past his waist gave him a pure but ghostly look. It was the one thing she thought, ironically, that made him seem more like the daemons he sort after, well, that is, apart from the anju. He was a bit self- conscious about showing her any form but human or shadow. He didn’t like his true, joined form. He had raved and almost gone mad when he first recovered from the merging. He had hated his appearance and thought he would never be able to leave his house again. But, once the pain had died down and he was more used to his form, he was able to re-proportion his feet, to retract his claws and his teeth. He wasn’t too bothered about his ears and Samantha was quite partial to the animal look it gave him. Samantha truly loved every part of Mr. Duvert. His fascination with the paranormal and his knowledge on magic and the powers she possessed enthralled her. She took great delight in showing him her abilities and the glint in his eyes, almost hungry looking, was what she craved. She tilted her head to the side, thinking about her dream last night. 
Sabin looked up and smiled at her. He waved his hand in front of her face and between his finger and thumb appeared a shadowy rose. He moved it tenderly towards Samantha’s face. She closed her eyes and he brushed it delicately across her bottom lip then replaced it with his own. They kissed gently, their lips barely touching and Sabin pulled away. He cupped her face with his hand and stared into her beautiful sparkling emerald eyes. 
“Did you enjoy my dream my love?” He whispered to her. 
“Very much so my love” She said, becoming shy and playing with the folds of her dress. He had a warm, loving smile and his eyes sparkled to look at her. The part of him that was anju stirred and smiled at the surge of fear coming from Samantha. The fear that Samantha felt was like nothing the anju had ever imagined. Mr. Duvert sieved through his memories, searching for a time where the anju had felt this, there wasn’t any; apart from with Samantha. This was the fear of love, the fear of being left without the person you loved, needing them, relying on them, wanting them. She loved his human and anju personas alike, both of them. They were one entity now, sharing memories and emotions from both lives. There were no gaps, both new exactly what the other knew. He remembered how she felt about the anju. She loved the anju as much as Sabin, it was part of who Sabin was and the anju had thought he loved her too. It was like torture to think of the time he had hurt her. Blood had matted her hair and trickled down her pail cheeks. She had shown no fear, just sadness. Something had broken inside the anju that day. It had actually cared for something at it had lashed out, in total denial of it becoming anything near human. All those women they had attributed to ‘Jack the ripper’, they were all his. He’d relished in their screams as he appeared from the shadows. He had grabbed them round their throat, traced his shadowy tendrils across their body sadistically as they shook with fear, sobbing quietly. He had then proceeded to cut them open, exposing their organs and watching the blood pump out of their mouths from their pierced lungs as they chocked to death. Sometimes he would take Sabin’s form and dip his fingers into their blood, feel it warm against his skin as the iron created a slight searing sensation. On occasion he would dabble in eating their organs, feeling it trickle down his throat; the metallic taste exciting his taste buds and he revelled in his own tingling pain. Anju had spent far too long finding himself, but Samantha had never loving Sabin and she kept helping anju. That first kiss that the anju felt from her though, that was the point where they had truly begun to merge and anju had fallen in love.

Tears appeared in Mr. Duvertâ€™s eyes while he continued to smile. Samantha smiled back with a questioning look of concern. She looked deep into his grey-blue eyes. The past few months had been tough, he hadnâ€™t told her anything in great detail, just that he now knew everything he had done as anju and it wasnâ€™t good. His human emotions tore at his conscience. The sheer horror of what he had done tormented him. He was still very capable of hurting people with little remorse and he still had a temper, but he felt pain when he did. She kissed his cheek and held herself against him lightly. He draped his arms around her while the tears continued to fall. He gently picked up strands of her hair, running them through his fingers contemplatively. He closed his eyes and held his head against her shoulder. She held him tighter and he did the same. 
â€œI never want to hurt you my love. You saved me from myself, youâ€™re my guardian angelâ€� His voice was quiet and shaky. Samantha rubbed her hand over his back tenderly but firmly. She kissed his bowed head and held him close, as if she were comforting a child. 
â€œItâ€™s ok my love, youâ€™ve done nothing wrong, it was a confusing time for both of youâ€� Her voice was soft, caressing his wounded soul. He looked up at her fear and regret danced behind his damp eyes. She wiped a tear away from his cheek and smiled at him. No greater love could ever be expressed through one smile. 
â€œWe love youâ€� Sabin and anju said in unison, breaking into separate minds for a second. They hugged tightly for what seemed an eternity as the carriage pulled to a stop. Mr. Duvert got out of his seat, leaving Samantha in the carriage, so that he could investigate. He peered out of the curtain doors at the driverâ€™s seat. He wasnâ€™t there. A tiny trail of blood led away from the seat off towards the left. He jumped out of the carriage and onto the seat to see if he could see the perpetrators. He stopped breathing, his heart pumping his shadowy blood around his body. A black aura radiated out from him; his shadows. His claws and teeth began to elongate, each razor sharp and very used to killing. Samantha peered out of the carriage on the left side and saw the body of the driver. It was horribly mutilated. His head had been snapped and there were long lacerations all across his body. Blood oozed out of the wounds and flies had already begun to land on it. Samantha put her hand over her mouth in shock. She willed the flys to go away, she summoned vines from the earth to carry the body into the woods and small animals to dig him a grave. She sent waves of thanks to the animals and got out of the carriage to find Mr. Duvert. He was stood surveying the outlining trees, looking for the monster that did this. His heart pounded audibly and his chest heaved by instinct. 
â€œWhat was it?â€� Samantha whispered; her voice slightly croaky. 
â€œI donâ€™t know, but letâ€™s get out of here. Have you dealt with the body?â€� 
â€œAs always my loveâ€� Sabin grabbed hold of the reigns and cracked them hard above the horsesâ€™ heads. They whined and bolted forwards at a gallop, chasing the horizon. Samantha clung to the seat next to Mr. Duvert who stood upright, cracking the reigns and keeping the horses at a fast pace. She could feel the horsesâ€™ fright and terror at the sound of the reigns, but no underlying fear. That puzzled her slightly. Why hadnâ€™t they reacted when the monster had come and killed the driver? She sat there in deep thought for the rest of the journey as rain began to beat down on her and Sabin. The sky was crying for her.

