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Yes. I know, I know, I know. Late again.  sorry to all my faithuful readers who 
will wait up to a month for the next chapter because it takes me so long to get 
these out. I would give you an excuse but that just seems cheap  This chapter 
though will hopefully show a more softer side of Tasha, a nice change from the 
badass we always see in the books . You’ve waited long enough for this chapter 
though, so I won’t keep you any longer. Enjoy!!! 

 

Tears 

Tasha couldn’t remember the last time she had cried so hard. 

Not when her brother and sister-in-law died. Not when she’d been publically shunned 
because of it. Not when Dimitri chose a girl over her. Not even when she’d been dumped 
by her first love in seventh grade. That was how much she was hurting right now. 

Tears ran down her cheeks like the waters of Niagara Falls, fast and furious, and 
pooled on the pillow that held her face. She felt that if someone held a bucket under 
her eyes to collect the spilt water, they’d have enough water for all the third-world 
countries combined, and some left over. 

She didn’t care. 

The only thing she cared about was the owner of the name that whizzed around her 
mind like a NASCAR driver on speed. One name that hurt over and over, like thousands 
of bee stings, only thousands of times worse. 

Yet she welcomed it. Welcomed it like soup in the winter. Maybe more like a DUI who 
had hit someone with their car. She welcomed it because she knew she deserved it. 
Knew she deserved more. 

In a way, she was like the said DUI. She had already taken someone’s life the way. By 
the end of the week somebody else’s soul will have fled the world, seeking comfort in 
the safety of heaven. For their sake, she hoped it would be far away from her. 

Ethan, Ethan, Ethan. 

Sting, sting, sting. 

Over and over and over. 

Good. 
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After all it was only fair. She had used him. Used him like a tissue. It wasn’t until later, 
when she realised that she shared his feelings for her. She loved him like he loved her. 

She still remembered the night she’d had the little revelation. It ran forefront in her 
mind. One of the greatest memories her mind held. 

She remembered sitting in her room, thinking about nothing in particular, really. She 
couldn’t recall honestly. Looking for a distraction, she latched onto the first word that 
leapt into her mind. 

Ethan. 

After an hour long discussion with herself, he never really left her mind again. 

She remembered the long hike across the Court in the middle of the vampiric night to 
his room, knocking on the door, waiting for him to open it. 

The next moment is so vivid for Tasha, it feels like she’s still there. 

The door opens slowly, Ethan’s head peeks around the edge of it before he sees Tasha 
and comes to stand in front of it, he starts to say something, probably asking if 
something went wrong, but he can’t finish his sentence before Tasha closes in and 
kisses him. 

She feels him freeze for a moment, and just as she is about to pull away, scared that 
she might have just lost a true friend, one of a select few, he wraps his arms around 
her at a startling speed and holds her there, throwing himself into the kiss with enough 
force to knock Tasha off her feet. 

She feels his tongue brush across her lips, and before she makes note of what exactly 
is happening she opens her mouth to him. 

That was where Tasha Ozera reached a point of no return. 

One of the most vibrant recollections she has of the kiss, is where she feels as if she 
is about to fall, as if she jumped out of a plane, 6000 ft. high, and the only thing that is 
keeping her from hitting the ground and dying is Ethan. Because after that moment he 
is the only one keeping her afloat. 

He still is. 

And now he hated her. 

That is what confused her the most. Not that he hated her, but that she loved him. 
She guessed that would never change, though really, she probably wasn’t the most 
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educated when it came to love. Go with your instincts, trust them, embrace them. When 
it came to love, that was all she knew. 

“Uhm, Tasha?” 

Distracted by the voice, that was right next to her ear, she tumbled off the edge of 
the bed and into the voice. 

When her eyes finally focused, through the salt water in her eyes and the new-found 
dizziness from the fall, she recognised the familiar features of her lover. 

The fact that her emotions weren’t exactly what anyone would call “steady” lead to an 
estranged sob escaping her chest. 

“Ethan, I”-, sob, ”Love, I’m so, sorr”-, sob “I’m sorr”-, another sob stopped her slow 
progress in telling him what she wanted him to know, and Tasha was more than 
frustrated with her inability to do so. 

So giving up on all hope of telling him with words, she locked eyes with his, difficult as 
it was t even face him after all she had done, and wished that he’d understand what she 
was trying to communicate with just a look. Just like they used to be able to do. 

“Tasha, love, I understand, I know,” he crooned in her ear. 

And with one look she knew he really did. 

Whewwww. That was a long one. One of my longest, in fact. Full of lovely, pure angst, 
always nice, and a little back-story on Tasha/Ethan. 

Don’t forget; 
for you Carlisle/esme fans (twilight) I’m running a website vampsdohavesouls [dot] 
blogspot [dot] com, so come by, check it out, and leave me some feedback, you 
don’t have to though. I need a beta-reader/support person, so if you wanna know 
spoilers and are interested in helping me, inbox me and I’ll accept (I’m desperate 
can ya tell?!) 
BTW for all you twitterers follow me @KatNeall or tumblrbots at katneall. tumblr. 
com, for info on how Burning In Hell is doing on the drawing board and other 
random stuff  sound good? OK I’m outta here 

Until next time 
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