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AUTHOR’S NOTE:

This isn’t the first series I’ve outlined after waking up from a dream.  That  said,  I’ve  been  sitting  on  this  one  for  months. 

When it’s good enough to fuel a novel-length series, you’ve gotta write it down to use later. 

I  won’t  go  on  any  further,  because  I’ve  got  the  second part to work on. Expect it soon. 

HAREM MASTER

Tent.  Sleeping  Bag.  And  more  useless  junk  than  I probably had back at home. 

This  Emma  girl  was  cute,  and  I  knew  she’d  clean  up pretty well. Camping sure wasn’t her game, though. 

I  wished  Scooter  had  warned  me  about  his  wife,  Lina, inviting her on this vacation. Still, I’d had my stuff set up for an  hour,  and  Emma  looked  like  she  was  having  a  time  of getting her own taken care of. 

Grabbing  the  last  couple  of  things  out  of  her  Nissan’s trunk,  I  noticed  Scooter  showing  up  right  in  the  nick  of  too late. 

With  white-boy  dreads  piled  in  a  bun,  and  frayed,  silk pants  that  had  to  be  a  decade  old,  with  his  usual  aura  of weed  stank…  The  guy  didn’t  get  in  a  hurry  for  anything. 

“Need help, Eddie?” 

I barely kept the pile of stuff in my arms. “Scoots, I love you like a brother, but I got this.” 

“Cool  beans.”  Scooter  grinned  before  he  made  his escape from any kind of work. “Holler if you need me.” 

I didn’t even know what I was doing here. While we were in the campground, this resort built around a hot spring was like a stationary cruise ship, spread over hundreds of acres in  east  Tennessee’s  Great  Smoky  Mountains.  Sleeping  in tents  just  made  it  so  everyone  could  afford  the  buffets, casino, and mindless distractions. 

Because  Scooter  loves  camping,  and  nothing  cures  the munchies  like  an  all-you-can-eat  hog  trough.  It  had  to  beat the music festival he’d hauled me to last year, if only by a little.  And  especially  that  shit-hole  ten  miles  west,  Pigeon Forge. 

What I didn’t know, was that my vacation was about to become permanent. 

Pulling Emma’s tent out of its bag, I couldn’t stop myself from thinking about that woman I saw when I’d checked in. 

Hair  and  dress  black  as  a  starless  night,  and  eyes  almost glowing  electric  blue.  She  had  to  be  making  some  bastard happy in one of the resort’s top suites. 

The first pole snapped together as Emma spread out the tent itself. Yeah, I guessed she could look just as good with a lot of dolling up. But she was dressed like it was laundry day. 

I  pushed  the  fiberglass  stick  through  the  nylon  sleeve. 

Hell, who am I to judge? Emma seems like a sweet enough girl. 

As  I  got  the  second  one  in  and  stood  the  tent  up,  she gave  me  the  kind  of  smile  that  makes  a  guy  want  to  be  a better person, just to deserve it in the first place. 

I  couldn’t  risk  letting  myself  fall  for  someone,  though. 

With  maybe  fifteen  years  until  the  Huntington’s  disease killed me, who was I to make some poor girl spend the last five  taking  care  of  my  ass?  Nobody  deserves  to  see  the person  they  love  go  through  the  total  breakdown  of  mind and body. 

A few hours later, we’d had our fill at one of the buffets. 

I  collapsed  in  my  chair  by  the  fire  pit.  The  carbs  and  steak were  doing  their  best  to  put  me  down  for  the  night.  Which was fine by me. 

It  didn’t  take  a  minute  for  Emma  to  set  hers  up,  closer than  I  liked.  If  I  were  a  little  more  scummy  and  not  such  a loner,  taking  advantage  of  her  wouldn’t  have  been  hard. 

Assuming she was the least bit easy. 

Neither  of  us  said  a  thing  as  the  flames  caught  the smaller wood. 

I know why Scooter and Lina had her tag along, but I’m pretty  happy  by  myself.  My  job  paid  well  enough,  and people wouldn’t stop needing headstones carved before I’d have to start thinking about my own. 

No debt, no need for any place bigger than that studio apartment,  and  no  real  commitments.  Free  time  matters when  your  clock’s  running  short.  And  I  didn’t  even  have  to put my own toilet seat down. 

Emma  kept  being  shy  as  I  poked  at  the  fire,  trying  to block out the rumors I’d heard about the resort owners. 

Vampires? Really? 

Or  as  Scooter  had  referred  to  them  over  the  sound  of Hotel  California  in  the  lobby  during  check-in,  ‘Those  rich fucks!’

Nobody  had  bite  marks  on  their  necks.  Especially  that fucking  hottie  on  the  far  end  of  the  lobby’s  giant  Persian rug. 

Satisfied the fire would leave embers for the next round, I finally looked at Emma. “Food’s worked its magic. G’night.” 

Her  sandy  hair,  brown  eyes,  and  pouty  lips  made  her look kinda stunning in the dancing light. “Sleep well.” 

Until  getting  my  diagnosis  a  few  years  ago,  yeah,  I’d have  tried  fucking  her  brains  out.  Or  maybe  even  taking  it slow and seeing what could happen. 

But with my expiration date looming so close, letting her down easy felt like the kinder option. 

Some  bird  right  outside  my  tent  had  blasted  its  song, non-stop  around  daybreak.  An  early  pancake  buffet  had called my name, well before anyone else made a noise. 

After scarfing down enough to hold me over, it was time to  roam  the  hallways  and  figure  out  how  I’d  get  myself  in trouble.  Gift  shops,  tacky  stages,  and  bars  all  sat  dark  and empty. But the casino and gym were hopping already. 

I wasn’t interested in any of that touristy crap. Going in whatever direction seemed like it’d have the least people, I wanted  to  see  the  guts  of  this  place.  Maintenance  rooms, back  offices,  and  stuff  like  that.  Because  it’s  not  a  fun vacation unless the staff has to wrangle you. 

An unmarked door had been propped open with a push-broom.  I  peeked  inside  and  saw  far  the  hallway  went. 

Jackpot. 

Quiet voices behind a few doors told me this might have been the employee quarters. Walking faster, I didn’t want to get caught until I’d explored the whole wing. Not that it was any less fancy than the rest of the building, outside of rooms missing their numbers. 

At the end, the hall gave me two choices. Right, to what looked like another room or a maintenance closet. Or left, to an  elevator  gilded  in  art-deco  like  something  out  of  The Great Gatsby. 

I  pressed  the  call  button  and  waited.  Judging  by  the sound  of  the  cables,  the  1920’s  trim  wasn’t  just  for  show. 

Hot  springs  used  to  be  a  major  attraction  in  the  old-timey days, so it shouldn’t have been a surprise. 

An  actual  bell  rang  out  instead  of  the  soft  ding  of  a speaker. I cringed at the noise and looked back to make sure I hadn’t caught someone’s attention. 

Mashing the button to escape upward, I knew I wanted the  highest  floor.  Offices,  storage,  or  the  fancy  suites…  It didn’t matter what was up there. 

Noise  above  and  below  me  rattled  through  the  shaft. 

Lights for the second and third floor took forever. 

Crawling to a stop at the fourteenth, the elevator didn’t open back up. I kept pressing at fifteen. Am I fucking stuck in here? 

Seconds  before  panic  could  take  hold,  static  crackled over  my  head.  Then  a  clear,  feminine  voice  came  over  an intercom. “There are two people standing by the river, and both  of  them  want  to  reach  the  other  side.  The  boat  can only carry one of them. But they each get across.” 

A riddle? 

Whoever had recorded this, she at least sounded pretty. 

“Tell me how. You’ve got ten seconds.” 

I had no idea what was going on, but I took a wild stab. 

“They were on opposite sides of the river.” It couldn’t have been that obvious, though. 

“You didn’t think too hard about it. Congratulations.” 

“What the hell?” 

The  elevator  started  crawling  upward  again,  taking forever  to  hit  the  last  floor.  “Edward  Waller,  of  Knoxville, correct?” It was no recording. 

“Yeah. I guess I’m busted.” But an elevator with a riddle for a password? “What’s this about anyway?” 

Her  voice  picked  up  in  pitch  and  tempo.  “My  hunch when I saw you last night wasn’t wrong. You see what most people can’t, right in front of them.” 

“Call it a lucky guess.” 

“I’ll be the judge of that.” The bell rang out again as the polished metal split in front of me. “Welcome to the owner’s suite.” 

I  stopped  before  I  took  the  last  step  out.  “Wait,  you’re that woman with the dark hair, aren’t you?” 

“Maybe. Lots of people have dark hair.” 

“If I already passed your test, I’m not answering another riddle.” Rolling my eyes, I stepped into the dimmed light of the  hallway.  Not  too  far  ahead  of  me,  I  saw  Firenze emblazoned next to the door in brass letters. 

Giving  it  a  few  knocks,  I  waited  long  enough  to  think about leaving. If this is some lame mystery theater shit I’ve stumbled into, I’m gonna be pissed. 

Four  bolts  unlocked  inches  in  front  of  my  face. 

Somebody didn’t mess around with their security. 

But as the door eased open, it was even darker in there. 

The  only  thing  I  could  see  was  a  pair  of  blue  irises,  on  the verge of glowing in all that ink. 

Something put a lump in my throat as that tingle of fear shivered up my back. “Mrs. Firenze, I guess?” 

“Mona Firenze.” 

My eyes adjusted enough to give me a basic look at her. 

With  curly  hair  and  a  figure  like  that  under  the  sheer nightgown,  I  knew  who  she  was.  Even  with  a  view  of  her clear as mud, the lady screamed elegance and class. 

Swallowing the frog again, I fought to get my words out. 

“So what’s this about? Did I win a contest or something?” 

“In a sense, yes.” 

I  was  on  the  verge  of  coming  back  with  another question when her arms squeezed around me. Then her lips pressed  against  mine.  Whoever  this  chick  was,  she  was strong enough to crumple my ribs like a paper bag. 

Fuck! What? Scooter hadn’t said a thing about this place being a swingers’ resort. 

Scary Mary let go in time to save one of my lungs from collapsing.  Wiping  her  mouth  with  a  forearm,  those  lit-up irises  narrowed  from  top  to  bottom.  “My  hunch  from  last night was correct. I think you’ll do perfectly.” 

“What  is  wrong  with  you?”  Not  that  I  really  wanted  to complain. 

“It’s  not  what  you  think,  but  I’m  sure  you  know  about vampires, correct?” 

She’s nuts. “You’re not drinking my blood.” 

“That’s a total myth.” She wrapped a hand around mine. 

“Follow me.” 

I  followed  without  knowing  why.  Every  part  of  me wanted to run back to that elevator, pack my shit, and leave this whole fucking place behind. 

Mona guided me through the darkness for what felt like minutes. Finally, she stopped in what had to be the center of a  massive  room.  The  sound  of  high  heels  tapping  against the floor brought me back into reality, or at least what was passing for it. 

“Certain people feed on others, but pop-culture got it all wrong. My husband and I...” Her pause dragged too long for comfort.  “We  get  our  sustenance  from  their  emotions. 

Psychic vampires, if you want to call us that.” 

“You’re  batshit.”  The  pun  almost  had  me  giggling through all my fear and confusion. 

The  vice  of  her  arms  squeezed  around  me  again.  Lips and teeth closed around the side of my neck. 

I  flinched  and  tried  to  squirm  free.  But  then  I  realized she  wasn’t  breaking  skin.  As  she  let  go,  I  caught  a  slightly better look at her. 

She  wiped  her  mouth  again  before  putting  an  arrow through  me.  “You  think  you  have  it  made,  but  deep  down, you’re  just  afraid  to  mess  up  the  easy,  short  life  you’ve fallen into.” 

“You  could  say  that  for  just  about  anyone  with  enough money for a vacation. Tell me something you can’t guess so easily.” 

“Emma  and  Eddie  sounds  like  a  cute  couple,  don’t  you think?” 

I was too busy thinking oh fuck off to realize she wasn’t in  front  of  me  anymore.  Darting  my  eyes  around  the blackness, I finally caught a hint of movement to my left. 

Resting in the middle of some giant beanbag thing that was  dark  as  everything  else,  Mona  locked  her  stare  on  me again.  Something  about  that  look  dropped  ice  cubes  down the crack of my ass. 

I  still  don’t  know  what  to  call  that  other  thing  I  was feeling, though. Comfort? Shock? Maybe just confusion. 

“What you’re going through right now, I gave it to you.” 

Enough  of  it  faded  so  that  I  could  speak  again.  “You mean this hickey?” I rubbed my neck, wiping away the spit she’d left behind. 

“Are  you  that  afraid  of  knowing  the  love  of  another person, Mr. Waller?” 

“Excuse me?” 

“Sex. Do you like it?” 

Fucking hell, Scooter! Warn me about this shit next time. 

“Ma’am, you’re beautiful and all, but I don’t want a pissed-off  husband  gunning  for  my  hide.  Especially  if  he’s  rich enough to own a place like this.” 

“You’re not interested in sex?” 

My  dick  started  arguing  with  my  brain  and  stealing  its blood supply. “Lady, if you insist, I guess I’ve got the time.” 

“Every  king  needs  his  queen.  I’m  sure  my  husband won’t mind if I loan myself out.” 

“Fine  then.”  Getting  laid  wasn’t  what  I  was  hunting down, that morning or for the vacation overall. “If it falls in my lap, or you do, I won’t turn my nose up.” 

“That’s not what I was asking.” But she didn’t sound too disappointed.  “What  I  mean  is,  ‘are  you  so  consumed  with fear, that you won’t even enjoy the moment?’” 

“Oh.” My face burned hot, and I hoped she was having the same trouble seeing a damn thing that I was. “I mean, it sounded like you were propositioning me, so I—” 

“Got a chub in your pants. Don’t worry, I can see it from here.” 

“Well,  I  can’t  see  shit.  There  any  way  you  can  turn  on some mood lighting or something?” 

She  cracked  both  hands  together.  One  of  those  old clapper things I hadn’t seen since the nineties put the scale of the room in just enough light. 

“Happy?” And this Mona chick still looked just as fine as I’d remembered from the lobby. 

“It’s better.” A few steps forward let me appraise her a little more. “Is this a proposition, or should I just head back the way I came from?” 

Giving  me  one  of  those  Sofia  Loren  looks  that  puts  a man in his place, Mona smirked too much for comfort. “Your Huntington’s… How many years until it kills you?” 

Every  trace  of  blood  left  my  cheeks.  “Who  told  you about that?” 

Mona  scooted  forward  before  turning  on  her  side, keeping  both  of  those  lit  eyes  drilling  through  straight through me. “You did.” 

“Unless you can read my thoughts, there’s no way.” As far as I was concerned, I had a doctor to sue for sharing my records. “We haven’t even talked before now.” 

She  let  some  of  the  mystery  around  her  drop  with  one sentence.  “Your  greatest  shame  was  jerking  it,  thinking about  your  first-grade  teacher,  all  the  way  through  high school.” 

That wasn’t on any records, or anywhere else but inside my own head. “How did you—” 

“We’ve already been over this.” 

Shit…  “Psychic,”  I  flinched  without  thinking  about  it, 

“vampire.” 

“I  have  to  admit,  that  memory  of  your  father’s  passing is  more  traumatic  than  the  one  about  your  mother.  I’m floored that you don’t have crippling PTSD.” 

Mom  dying  from  the  same  Huntington’s  I’d  inherited from her was bad enough. “He was within sight of the finish line, but some asshole couldn’t detour a few blocks.” 

“And  he  was  run  over,  close  enough  that  you  heard every bone snap.” 

The memory cringed every part of my body. For all that marathon training and his devotion to fitness, it didn’t stack

up  well  against  some  dipshit  gassing  it  through  a  crowd  of runners. 

Mona scooted to the edge, dangling a heel off her foot. 

“Now tell me, how does eternal life sound?” 

“Impossible.” 

“How about what I offered before?” She looked every bit on  the  verge  of  licking  her  chops.  “It’s  been  a  long  time since we added a new member to our little society.” 

Now  it  totally  sounded  like  the  swinging  kind  of  thing. 

And she wasn’t looking any worse in better light. “I’m game if you are, but like I said, I don’t want a ticked-off husband walking in.” 

“Would you rather talk it over with him first? I can make it happen.” 

“Scooter dosed me again, didn’t he? Goddammit!” 

“Not  at  all.  If  you  showed  up  without  a  clear  head,  I wouldn’t have let you up here.” 

“You haven’t called the cops, so you and your husband aren’t that strict about who does what here.” 

“No,  but  we’d  both  judge  the  hell  out  of  you  if  you showed  up  higher  than  groceries.  The  same  goes  for Emma.” 

All those mentions of the girl didn’t sit right in my gut. 

“You keep mentioning her. Why?” 

“My  husband’s  taken  a  liking  to  her.  The  only  thing  on his  agenda  today  is  having  the  same  chat  with  her  that we’re having.” 

“Then  he  can  fuck  her  brains  out  for  all  I  care.  You’ve got the wrong idea, if you think we’re an item.” 

Mona  curled  one  side  of  her  mouth  up.  “You  say  that, now.” 

“I  think  she’s  a  sweet  girl  and  all,  but  if  you  already know  about  my  condition,  you  get  why  I’m  not  out  for anything.” 

“But you haven’t left yet.” 

Poking myself in this chick? Sure, I could do that. But the whole setup was getting too elaborate for a blind-date. 

“Not interested. Scooter would have done better paying some stripper a hundred bucks.” Because he was one of the few people I’d shared my diagnosis with. 

“Idiot.”  Mona  traced  a  finger  down  her  jaw,  swirling around one side of her mouth before she pointed it my way. 

“Lose that fear of death already. It’s holding you back.” 

To me, it wasn’t a matter of terror over my own limited time. “Unless you want to wipe my ass when I can’t function on my own anymore, I’d rather not hear it.” 

The front half of my skull emptied all at once. But it was Mona’s voice coming through, even as her lips kept still. 

You mortal piss-ants always think like this. Stop that! 

I  wanted  to  fight  back,  just  to  get  a  word  in.  But  I couldn’t. 

What the hell is this? 

Mona tucked her foot back in the stiletto as she got up. 

“The last chance you’ll ever get.” 

My  neck  tensed  like  I  was  about  to  scream  back.  But nothing came when I opened my mouth. 

“Relax.” Every step she made pounded in my head. “If I wanted to hurt you, you wouldn’t even be your own person right now.” 

My  face  still  couldn’t  move,  but  every  word  of  my thoughts hit Mona like I’d got them out. Then why me? 

“Why not you?” 

If  this  is  all  some  dumb  trick  to  set  me  up  with  her, Scooter’s smoked himself retarded. 

“It’s not.” 

Then tell me what this trip is all about. 

“Dumb  luck?”  Mona  brushed  dark  curls  away  from  her cheeks.  “Or  maybe  it  wasn’t  about  you  to  begin  with.  My husband is having a grand time measuring the girl up from the shadows right now.” 

Every part of me wanted to run, screaming back to the fucking elevator. But Mona had one last trick up her sleeve. 

“If  I  convince  you  that  she’s  exactly  what  you  need,  right now, will you stop trying to chicken-shit out of here?” 

“You mean Emma...” 

“Who  else?”  Mona  quit  strutting  forward  and  turned back for her ‘throne.’ “I can think of ten chunky wives to set you  up  with,  based  on  guest  rolls.  But  what’s  the  fun  in that?” 

Considering my situation, I’d have preferred it. “If I can wash my hands of the trip when I get home, it’d be great.” 

“Or you could live forever.” 

My  disease  was  genetic,  and  I’d  already  talked  some doctor  into  giving  me  a  vasectomy.  “That’s  the  wrong  tree to bark up. I’ve been shooting blanks for a couple of years now.” 

“Even  more  reason  to  bring  you  on.  Lev  always  has  to wonder if he’s packing live rounds down there.” 

“Lev...”  I  smirked  more  than  I  wanted  to.  “Your husband?” 

“Levi. But he hates that name. Calls it childish, and I see where  he’s  coming  from.”  Mona  uncrossed  her  legs, showing me a strip of skin on each side of her panties. If she wasn’t a devoted shaver, the girl was doing the full Brazilian circuit. 

“I  don’t  know  how  that  makes  me  special.  Last  I remember, I just lucked into this place.” 

Mona eased a few locks of black from her face. “If you’re worried about my husband fucking her, relax.” 

But it was the least of my concerns. “Lady, I just wanna know  how  to  get  back  to  my  tent.  You’ve  freaked  me  out enough.” 

“Not  into  women?  I  mean,  there’s  nothing  wrong  with that...” 

I huffed in plenty of air to make my lungs explode. “This shit’s just gotten too weird, alright?” 

“So you don’t want to have sex?” With her body twisted and  exposed  like  that,  Mona  had  to  be  the  hottest  thing  in this half of Tennessee. 

My  second,  smaller  brain  drew  me  closer  as  it  pushed against  the  inside  of  my  jeans.  “I  didn’t  come  here  to  get laid. How many ways do I need to explain it?” 

“Your  friends  thought  differently.”  Mona  planted  both heels on the floor, dragging herself and the beanbag a little closer. “I won’t offer this again.” 

Watching  her  spread  those  endless  legs,  that  g-string threatened to split the woman down the middle. 

Holy shit…  I’d  been  with  some  lookers  in  the  past,  but Mona pushed the bounds of what I could have imagined for myself. 

“Well?” 

“Goddamn it, fine!” Besides, there’s no point in starving when a feast presents itself. 

Every step I took curled the edges of her lips up. I bent down to snatch the waist of her panties. 

And  then  a  shoe  pressed  against  the  center  of  my forehead. “Wait!” 

“Fuck! What now?” 

Mona stared back, her eyes still the hue and brightness of the sky when life felt good. “My husband will ask a favor of you. Would it be a problem?” 

“Depends on what it is. We doing this or not?” 

Her foot dropped from my head. “Yeah... I’ll let you two sort it out.” 

It  didn’t  answer  my  question  at  all.  But  I’d  been  cock-teased enough. “Last chance to run me off.” 

“Well,  listen  to  you,  being  assertive.”  Mona’s  toes brushed against the front of my pants through the open face of  her  shoe.  “Go  ahead  and  rough  me  up,  if  you  think  you can.” 

Smirking  and  cracking  my  knuckles,  I  was  ready  to  put her  on  the  edge  of  tears.  My  fingers  wrapped  around  the

band  of  her  panties.  Peeling  them  down  her  leg,  I  got  my first sight of the smoothest cunt I’d ever seen. 

Mona pressed two fingers on each side of it. Her mound parted,  showing  that  trim  line  of  inner  lips.  “Foreplay  isn’t necessary.” 

But  what’s  the  fun  in  skipping  the  build-up?  A  woman that  hot  needed  more  than  just  a  quickie.  I  dropped  to  my knees, ready to make sure she owed me a favor. 

Her thighs crossed in front of me. “Worship will get you far. Good choice.” 

Fucking tease. I scooted a little closer, forcing my hands between her thighs. “You’re into that kind of role-play, huh?” 

Mona  undid  the  silk  laces  over  her  chest,  bringing  the edges  of  her  gown  dangerously  close  to  a  couple  of  nip-slips. Playing along as I got between her legs, she reached down  and  tipped  my  chin  up.  “You  can’t  back  down,  no matter how rough it gets.” 

Which  I  assumed  meant  that  she  wanted  to  be  treated like  a  disposable  fuck-toy.  “That’s  on  you.”  I  eased  closer, pushing her thighs apart. Now that’s a perfect cunt…

Her fingers kept guiding my face. As I got close enough to feel the heat, Mona whipped her hand to the back of my head. One hard push smashed my face against her like she wanted my whole body in there. 

A  quick  roll  of  my  tongue  around  her  clit  made  the pressure  ramp  a  little  more.  Each  lick  made  her  crush another pound against the back of my scalp. Before I even heard a gasp, my skull was about to bust open like a melon under a truck. 

Is  she  trying  to  fucking  kill  me?  My  hands  pushed against the inside of her thighs again, this time to let myself breath. 

Panic  set  in.  I  tried  breaking  myself  free,  screaming  in fear against the folds of her cunt. 

But no matter how I tried, she had me pinned. And with only one hand. 

Her legs pushed back harder than I could. All ten of my fingers  crushed  against  the  sides  of  my  head.  Stars  were already dancing behind my eyelids. 

The heat picked up, roasting my brain until I was ready to pass out. The pressure on all sides kept getting stronger. 

Oh  shit!  I  gave  it  one  last  effort,  yelling  the  kind  of insults into her slit that would make a sailor drop in prayer. 

Then all at once, Mona let go. 

I  heard  the  ungodly  racket  as  her  thighs  and  hand  left me. Every ragged breath shot pain through my lungs. But I wasn’t the only one fighting to get enough air. 

She’s coming? Really? A trail of sweat coursed down my forehead,  stinging  my  left  eye.  This  girl’s  not  psychic,  she psychotic. 

Mona’s  shoulders  bunched  up  as  she  trembled  in  front of  me.  The  gown  split  a  little  more,  bringing  her  tits  out  in the  dim  light.  They  were  as  stunning  as  the  rest  of  her, rising up as she kept belting out moan after whimper. 

I tried getting back on my feet. My knees buckled when I got halfway up, crashing me over her as I planted my hands within inches of her chest. 

Mona wrapped her arms around my neck before I could fight  back.  Still  riding  out  whatever  the  hell  had  made  her come like that, her moment of weakness felt like the perfect time to make my break for it. 

Forearms pulled me too tight again, about the time my muscles twitched. 

Air seethed through my gritted teeth. With just enough air in my lungs to get it out, I begged, “Ease up a little… I can’t fucking breath.” 

Thankfully, the crazy bitch let go. 

Even through my shirt, her nipples jabbed at my chest. 

The trim of her gown pressed through as well, sitting just to the side of those hard nubs. 

I  wanted  to  push  myself  up  and  admire  the  goods  I hadn’t seen yet, but oxygen felt a little more important. The

floating dots had gone away, at least. 

Finally,  Mona  stopped  the  quivering.  Slits  of  blue  light peeked from between her eyelids, drilling right into my soul. 

“What?” 

My  patience  broke  like  a  cheap  pencil.  “You  almost fucking killed me!” 

“You’re  not  dead.  Yet,  anyway.”  That  hint  of  a  giggle would have earned her a punch if she were man. “Give my husband what he wants, and you don’t have to worry about it anymore.” 

I  ran  a  hand  between  her  legs,  stroking  a  couple  of fingers up the edges of her pussy. Because why not? “What the hell’s that supposed to mean?” 

“You  could  be  like  us.  The  one  thing  pop  culture  got right about our kind is, we’re basically immortal.” 

She had the strength of a bodybuilder, but the figure of a  woman  who  couldn’t  open  a  jar  to  save  her  life.  I  knew something had to add up there. “Quit bullshitting and prove it, once and for all.” 

“If  I  do,  what  do  I  get  in  return?”  Mona  loosened  her arms, giving me a couple of inches to back away. 

Eternal life sounded pretty nice compared to the losing hand  I’d  been  playing  on.  “I’ll  think  about  doing  what  Lev wants me to.” 

“Alright.”  Mona’s  legs  snaked  around  me,  pulling  my hips back into hers. And that stare kept drilling holes in my very  being.  “I  let  you  up  here  because  I  saw  something  in you.  If  I  hadn’t,  you’d  have  wound  up  on  the  fourteenth floor,  and  security  would  have  kicked  you  off  the  property already.” 

That  wetness  down  under  seeped  through  the  front  of my  jeans.  Until  I  could  change  clothes,  everyone  would smell the ‘dude just got laid’ essence on me. “If I turn into one of you, what’s the biggest difference I’d see?” 

Mona wiggled herself enough to force me tighter against her cunt. “You’d have a family again.” 

All  the  color  left  my  face  like  she  was  your  average, bloodthirsty  Hollywood  vampire.  Both  of  my  parents  had been only-children, and my grandparents were all dead. 

“I’ve  got  your  interest.”  She  grabbed  my  free  hand, forcing  it  atop  a  breast.  “Humans  can’t  choose  their  family members, but our kind can.” 

Squeezing  without  thinking  about  it,  and  swirling  her clit,  I  was  already  locked  into  hearing  the  pitch.  “What else?” 

Her lips parted enough to show her teeth for a second. 

Those canines didn’t look any sharper than normal. “Anyone who knows we exist are labeled as crazy, at best. It’s time we make a resurgence. That’s where you come in.” 

“You’ve  got  one  hell  of  a  way  to  recruit  people.  Sex sells.” 

“It’s the fastest way to strip the barriers from someone’s mind. Get them horny, and they’re an open book.” 

“So what do I want?” Not that I had my own answer. 

Mona locked her hands on both sides of my head. Then my  thoughts  felt  like  they  were  being  squeezed  from  my brain like toothpaste. 

“Time, and something worth spending it on. That’s hard when you know the clock is running out.” 

She  wasn’t  wrong.  My  dream  of  becoming  an  engineer had fallen through with my diagnosis. College and the early shit-work of that trade would have wasted the useful years I had  left.  Same  with  building  a  cabin  in  the  woods somewhere. 

The heels of her feet pressed against my ass, knocking both  her  shoes  off.  As  they  clattered  on  the  floor,  Mona tightened the noose. “You’d hate it at this resort, but we do have the old hot springs. As soon as I peeked in your mind, I knew you were the right person to make them useful again.” 

Which  didn’t  tell  me  a  damn  thing.  “Again,  what  do  I want?” 

“Smoking pot, barely working, and playing video games can’t be it.” Mona cocked her head. “Unless you want to be forgotten.  You  don’t  even  have  family  to  think  about  you decades from now.” 

It  sure  was  the  first  ‘drugs  are  bad,  m’kay?’  lecture  I’d gotten  with  a  dry  hump.  But  something  about  her  take  on my life hit the mark. 

“What makes me the right guy for the job?” 

“Who said it has to be a man? If you don’t take our offer, we’ve  still  got  Emma  to  fall  back  on.”  Mona  finally  looked away  from  me.  “And  if  she  doesn’t  take  us  up  either,  we’ll just  keep  looking.  Tens  of  thousands  pass  through  here every tourist season.” 

“How many have turned you down?” 

She couldn’t hold the giggles back. “You’re the first one to ask me that.” 

“Well?” 

She forced my hips tighter against her. The inside of my boxers  began  soaking  through.  “Gatlinburg  couldn’t  have been a worse place to set up. Just about every man with a strong mind has that stupid ‘I am my own island’ outlook on life.  And  the  few  who  don’t  are  already  committed  to something  else  I’m  not  cruel  enough  to  rip  them  away from.” 

I kinda got what she was driving at. “You know, Asheville would have been a better choice.” 

Mona snorted in my face at the idea. “I feel everything going  through  people’s  heads.  When  they  jerk  themselves off over the smell of their own farts, my own sanity matters again.  And  in  the  surrounding  area,  the  conservative  types are just as self-righteous.” 

Which  was  fair  enough.  Knoxville  was  the  closest  big city, and it didn’t take itself too seriously. Hell, no town that elects a pro wrestler for mayor can, by definition. People on vacation tend to drop their hometown bullshit too. 

But now her slit was heating up the bottom of my shaft, through two layers of clothes. 

I  reached  below  and  tried  sneaking  my  zipper  down. 

“Then what’s this favor your husband wants?” I at least had to know before I put my dick in her. 

“The  original  resort  has  been  abandoned  for  decades. 

Lev wants to make it a prime hunting ground for prime meat to bring into our ‘family.’” 

Which  sounded  like  Mona  was  asking  me  to  be  a foreman,  or  maybe  some  dipshit  resort  manager.  “At  least try to talk me into it.” Because I wanted to fuck her, without selling myself into a bullshit salary job. 

“Really? ‘Fresh meat’ didn’t put you on edge?” 

Normally, it would have. “Am I getting laid or not?” 

Her fingers danced around until my zipper busted open. 

A  few  more  twitches  had  me  aimed  for  home,  my  tip pressing  against  that  searing  passage.  “Then  shut  up  and do me. You don’t have to go through with it, but I still want a good fuck.” 

Lucky  me.  I  couldn’t  walk  myself  out  of  my  pants  fast enough. 

Pressing  in,  her  walls  didn’t  spread  like  I  expected.  I barely  forced  beyond  the  split  on  my  head,  even  throwing all my weight into it. “You doing this nympho thing because he can’t get it up?” 

My  spine  popped  as  Mona  closed  her  arms  around  the small of my back. Jesus fuck! 

“I don’t have to do it for him.” 

Almost  stroking  out  as  my  cock  rushed  through,  it  felt like  I  was  banging  a  virgin  again,  but  I  actually  knew  what the hell I was doing this time. But now my shaft was getting the life squeezed from it. 

She nibbled on one of my earlobes.  Then I felt her eyes, without  even  seeing  them.  “Just  think  about  it…  Every woman like me feels like this.” 

As  in,  every  woman  who  was  a  psychic  vampire,  I assumed.  Those  fleeting  dreams  of  banging  Emma  for  a one-night-stand fell away. I’d all but fallen in love. 

Mona’s  voice  filled  the  air  as  I  fought  to  pull  back. 

Driving deep again was even harder, but fucking worth it. 

“There you go.” Her teeth clamped on the tougher bits of  my  ear,  just  enough  to  hurt  like  hell.  Then  her  breath scorched against my face. “Make me come again.” 

Tight as Mona was, I didn’t know how I’d plunge my way through. Not that I wasn’t rearing to give it my damnedest. 

“Come  on,  it  takes  more  than  just  a  few  pumps  to  get me going.” Her legs clamped on me again. 

I steadied myself with a good hold on both tits. Rushing forward,  cramming  myself  into  a  hole  that  felt  way  too small, I didn’t know if the extra heat came from her or the friction. 

Mona  had  me  trapped  deep,  not  letting  go  with  the heels of her feet digging into my ass. 

But  she  was  on  a  beanbag,  not  a  solid  bed,  table,  or couch. I knew if I couldn’t back out, I could always grind in every other direction. 

That vice she called a cunt still made it harder than my dick.  Fighting  against  the  pressure,  one  good  swirl  popped her mouth open. 

Both of her hands got in on it too, gripping my sides just under the ribs. I was stuck like a fly on a glue strip. 

Fuck  yes…  My  eyes  shut  as  my  hands  squeezed  the copious tits jiggling with every dip I gave her. Even though it wasn’t  the  gut-crushing  pounding  I  liked  to  give,  these vampire girls might have had their own benefits. 

I braced myself, trying to hold my stance like one of the mountains around us. Which was my mistake. 

Mona began rolling her own hips. Even under the give of her seat, she almost twisted my dick clean off. I swear, that pussy could snap railroad ties. 

Through what was verging on pain, I heard her demand, 

“Don’t even think of tapping out yet!” 

It already felt reckless not to. But what had I done in the past several minutes that wasn’t? 

Wanting to keep my shaft attached to the rest of me, I had to fight back. Wrapping my fingers and thumbs around her narrow waist, I put it all in one last go at a thrust. 

Her  walls  gave,  or  maybe  it  was  that  flood  surging  all around my length. But I’d chucked her head back. 

Feet  dangled  against  my  ass,  easing  their  grip  until Mona trailed off that moan. 

Then  her  eyes  opened  again.  Something  in  that  aqua blaze had turned mindless and feral. 

Pulling back and almost taking her with me, I careened through Mona again. That was my second mistake. 

For  one  gut-chilling  moment,  Mona  let  her  confidence drop. Fear or submission didn’t take its place. 

I’d  woken  the  real  monster.  And  I  was  trapped  in  more than just her lair. 

Both of her heels tightened, almost snapping me in half. 

“Only Lev’s taken me off my guard like that.” She took hold of my arms, pulling herself up until I was standing for both of us. “If you live, I’ll tell you why I know you’re the perfect choice.” 

She  started  grinding  away  again,  staggering  me  back until my balance threatened to give out. It wasn’t as simple as  topping  from  the  bottom.  Mona  was  taking  charge,  and the invasion was fucking breathtaking. 

My whole body fell like a tree slated for the lumber mill. 

Wincing  for  the  impact  against  the  back  my  skull,  Mona’s forearm cushioned me at the last second. 

It wasn’t enough for her to claim the lead, and I knew it. 

As  she  planted  herself  down  on  me,  I  clenched  my  jaw, feeling how exhausted even those muscles were. 

Piles of curls blocked what faint light there was. All I saw was two rings of luminous blue as Mona smashed our bodies

together. Pressing me into her roof only made her get even more vicious. 

Mona  bucked  herself  in  every  direction.  That  kind  of power  and  determination  had  my  shaft  ricocheting  all through the deepest reach of her passage. 

She  pounded  an  open  hand  into  my  sternum.  Probably by design, it forced my lips open as every bit of air fled my lungs. 

Forcing  her  mouth  over  my  own,  her  tongue  flittered around in a delicate tease. Which was the total opposite of what  every  other  part  of  Mona’s  body  was  putting  me through. 

I almost heard those nails dragging fiery gouges into my chest. As my spat of precum slid her pussy around me even harder. 

Reaching  up  with  both  hands,  I  wanted  her  hair  out  of my  face.  Maybe  even  for  a  grab  and  pull,  if  I  felt  brave  or suffocated enough. 

But  my  third  and  final  mistake  was  putting  my  wrists close enough for Mona to snatch. Pinning them to the floor past my head with one hand, her nails dragged up with the other.  Those  lithe  but  unrelenting  fingers  wrapped  around my throat. 

Like  my  sudden  panic  was  her  true  fetish,  Mona screamed  like  she  was  the  one  about  to  be  murdered.  Her cunt got even more juicy. The tiny amount of breath I could manage  filled  my  nose  with  that  unforgettable  scent  of  a hard, raw fuck. 

She rocked back, freeing my arms and windpipe. Locked in  a  harder  climax  than  before,  Mona’s  wetness  seeped down  to  the  floor.  Even  through  the  suffocation,  I  couldn’t tell who felt more drugged. 

Mona dove her chest into mine. Quaking like the ground by a rolling freight train, she wrapped arms and legs around me to pull a little more out of herself. 

If  your  average  girl  who  knew  how  to  fuck  a  dick  to  a polished sheen was a firecracker… This freak of maybe-not-nature had to be a grenade. 

But it started to feel like she’d spent her more than she could afford. 

Figuring  that  was  too  good  to  be  true,  I  stole  what breaths  I  could  sneak  in.  And  I  couldn’t  help  running  my hands  deep  under  that  gown,  squeezing  both  sides  of  her ass. I’ll be damned if you couldn’t bounce quarters off it. 

Maybe she’s blown it all in one shot. Not that I’d tossed my load yet. 

Mona kept shaking, draped on top of me as she gasped in fits. 

Pushing her up by the shoulders, I wasn’t about to pull out. Fighting back to my feet and taking her with me, every step  felt  impossible.  Delirious  as  I  was,  I  didn’t  mind  when she rolled to her left side on the beanbag, almost in a fetal position. 

If  she’d  broken  herself,  fair  warning  had  already  been given.  I  traced  up  the  curve  of  her  waist  until  I  could  pull that negligee off her shoulder. 

As  I  pressed  forward  again,  her  legs  entwined  and gripped  around  the  right  side  of  my  ass.  Something  like  a pathetic  whimper  leaked  from  her  mouth.  But  she  was trapped in a pit of her own making. 

Hungry for revenge, I pulled the rest of her sheer gown away. Then ripping the shirt over my head, we were on fair ground again. 

Erect and feeling her walls slide against me, I swung at my hips at Mona. Filling that rich, sinful cunt under my own power emptied my lungs. 

I  ripped  forward  again.  Feeling  a  tad  more  stiffness,  I knew I was back in the game. Every time I fused our bodies with  another  pop,  the  total  luxury  forced  a  heavy,  raspy grunt out of my throat. 

Speeding it up would have me coming in seconds rather than minutes. Instead, I kept giving solid, penetrating whips. 

Making  sure  I  took  my  time  resting  at  her  core  drew  more whines and twitches out of her. 

Resting  all  the  way  in,  I  snatched  a  fistful  of  hair  and forced her to look up at me. “You’re lucky I’m nice. Need me to stop?” 

Mona barely gave me a faint grin. Pulling my other hand to  the  cleavage  between  her  tits,  she  whispered,  “You’d better finish before I get my strength back.” 

Something about that felt like a dare. Filled with rage, I clenched my jaw and gripped tighter on her locks. Knowing the  kind  of  power  she  was  hiding  in  that  perfect  body,  I couldn’t let Mona regain the upper-hand. 

“Harder...” 

I  didn’t  know  if  she  was  just  delirious,  but  I  slammed back in. Too much wetness swirled around my cock, almost burning  like  she  was  begging  for  it  in  the  midst  of  a  fever dream. 

Mona clutched my wrist, pulling my hand away from her breasts. Firm enough that break away, it led my fingers up to her lips. 

I  slammed  again.  The  moan  reverberated  through  my entire hand. Like being merciless wasn’t enough Letting go of her hair, I reached down to lift that shapely ass. Another plunge jolted Mona forward, piling more of that fucking bag under her. Strength wasn’t enough. I needed leverage, and just the right trajectory for each dive. 

Her  voice  picked  up.  Something  rippled  through  every part  of  her.  Mona  was  about  to  commit  something  horrible or amazing. 

My  veins  barely  held  together  as  I  surged  up  every scrap  I  had  in  me.  Giving  her  a  full-bodied  swoop,  my  tip stayed all the way in as I dug around in her. 

A hoarse growl rumbled around my fingers. Her teeth bit down hard enough to leave marks. 

In  cases  like  this,  violence  just  might  be  the  answer. 

Ramming  hard,  the  shock  nudged  her  entire  body  another inch or two up the sack. 

Far  enough  away  that  I  had  to  step  forward,  Mona stopped  clamping  down  right  before  I  would  lose  those fingers. Her grip filled my hand with pins and needles as she forced  it  between  her  thighs.  “Don’t  even  think  about fucking stopping!” 

When  a  goddess  beckons  like  that,  you’re  willing  to  do whatever she very well pleases. Pinching the hood over her bean, I twiddled away as I kept charging into her body. 

Both walls seized, fighting my next plummet like it was forbidden  ground.  Her  torrent  of  wetness  and  another creamy  drip  of  precum  slid  me  through.  Which  felt  like absolute rapture. 

Another firm jolt got her legs back in the action. Burying them  into  my  spine,  Mona  kept  me  trapped  no  less  than halfway in as I bucked for another round. 

Both  eyes  locked  on  mine.  Mona  reached  up,  grabbing my  shoulder  and  pulling  me  down  to  her  face.  She  hissed from between those rosy lips with the next jab. 

The  wind  of  her  next  inhale  cooled  my  face.  I  jerked again, but didn’t feel the searing breath. 

She let it out right in my ear. “Fucking come.” 

I didn’t know if it was a demand or a warning. All I knew was,  the  need  for  it  had  turned  into  some  undeniable madness. 

Her  legs  folded  tighter.  Keeping  me  trapped  in  that eager  mess,  her  voice  steamed  out  again.  “Leave  it  all  in me...” 

Like  her  words  had  taken  over  my  body,  my  jugular threatened  to  burst  out  of  my  neck.  The  climax  screamed from down below, blinding me as my eyes stayed open. 

Rooting around in that luxurious silk, I had to moan the pressure  out.  As  my  body  shook,  it  carried  through  the fingers trapping her clit. 

Mona  let  go,  collapsing  into  herself  as  we  turned  into one sweating pile. “Yes!” 

Lightning traveled up my shaft. Crying out, I felt myself come  unglued.  Hot  cream  filled  the  void  inside  her  that wasn’t there to begin with. 

Overfilling Mona needed all of two shots. But that didn’t stop  her  legs  from  cramming  me  deeper.  Whether  it  was because she was greedy or grateful, I didn’t give a damn. 

My jaw trembled against hers. As another pull on my ass twitched  down  her  body,  I  knew  I  had  to  make  this  more than a one-time romp. 

Total  exhaustion  crashed  over  me  and  the  world  faded to  black.  No  other  woman  I’d  been  with  so  far  deserved  to even sully her presence. 

I finally made it back to camp. The shadows had already gotten long, so it had to be getting close to dark. 

Scooter  turned  around  from  the  fire-pit  first.  “What  the hell happened to you? I was starting to get worried.” 

“Long day.” 

He  reached  into  the  cooler  by  his  chair,  holding  a  beer with my name on it. “Lose your ass at the casino?” 

“It’s gonna take more than a cold one after all this shit.” 

Scooter pulled the joint from behind his ear. “That bad, huh?” 

“No man, it’ll make me all paranoid.” I wanted to lay out everything  that  had  happened,  but  even  a  burnout  like Scooter wouldn’t believe what I’d just survived. “I think I’m ready for bed.” 

How  much  of  it  was  from  the  drain  Mona  had  put  me through  didn’t  matter.  My  body  was  wrecked,  sure.  But  my mind and soul felt like I’d left some part of them behind in that room. 

Turning down the party I kinda needed, I nodded at my tent.  “The  only  thing  on  my  mind  right  now  is  my  sleeping bag. I’ll tell you about it in the morning.” 

“Fuck!”  Scooter  grinned  like  he  got  it,  even  though  he had no clue. “Do your thing.” 

It was still dark as Mona’s room when I opened my eyes. 

The  sound  of  embers  popping  told  me  the  fire  hadn’t  died yet. Looking at my phone, it was only minutes past eleven. 

Damn it…

Hours  of  post-sex  coma  rests  a  guy  up.  I  still  wanted another hour or seven of sleep, though. 

But if Scooter was still up, maybe the heroic amount of weed he smoked that late would let him put the insanity in perspective. Or at least believe it. 

Unzipping my tent, I looked out and saw the last person I wanted to. Emma was up, but Scooter and Lina were either asleep or somewhere else. 

And of course she saw me before I could duck my head back in. “Hey!” 

“Yo.” I promise I didn’t have anything against the girl. I just  wasn’t  interested  from  the  start.  But  courtesy demanded I make bullshit small-talk. “Everyone else passed out?” 

“For a while, yeah.” 

“So  what’s  your  read  on  this  place?”  It  seemed  like  an innocent enough question. 

Emma  cradled  a  mug  in  her  hands  as  I  got  closer. 

“There  was  this  weird  guy.  He  called  himself  Lev.  I  don’t know what to think of him.” 

It perked my ears up. “If he’s being creepy, tell security. 

Until then, Scooter and I can keep an eye out.” 

“No, it’s not like that.” Emma smiled at the fire as I sat next to her. “He was just… Different.” 

“Well, maybe you should follow up with him.” 

“He told me that his wife would love to meet me. I don’t know what to make of it.” 

I’d  had  my  own  encounter  with  roving  spouses,  so  I couldn’t  fake  shock  as  well  as  I  hoped.  “Scooter  and  Lina should have told us what this place was all about. Not that I’m  about  to  jump  into  their  tent,  if  that’s  the  tree  they’re barking up.” 

“He knew things about me. Stuff I haven’t told anyone.” 

Oh… “Did he mention his wife’s name?” 

“Ramona. Why?” 

It  sealed  the  freakiness.  “Let  me  guess…  He  promised his wife wouldn’t get mad.” 

Emma’s cheeks turned redder than the coals smoldering in front of us. “Yeah, actually.” 

“You’re  not  gonna  believe  this,  but  I  had  a  run-in  with her.” 

“Try  me.”  Emma  poked  a  stick  at  the  fire.  “There’s  no way  he  could  have  known  about  my  parents  and  all  their baggage.” 

Compared  to  what  Mona  had  pointed  out  with  mine…

“His wife knew that I’ve got a terminal illness. Top that one.” 

“Lev told me about that. Sorry, I didn’t know.” 

This was getting beyond fucked. “When?” 

“Lina  and  Scooter  weren’t  up  when  I  left,  but  it  was around three in the afternoon when he pulled me aside.” 

I’d  finally  regained  consciousness  and  snuck  out  of Mona and Lev’s suite about that time. “Did his phone go off at all?” 

“Never. He did talk like he knew you, though.” 

Exactly  like  Mona  had  done  with  this  girl.  “Let  me guess… He invited you for some VIP banquet tomorrow.” 

“At six tomorrow night?” 

What the fuck... “Yep.” 

“Should we go, or pack our things right now?” 

I  didn’t  know.  “If  you  get  the  heebie-jeebies,  let  me know, and we’re out.” 

Emma  tried  scooting  her  chair  closer  without  me noticing. “You promise?” 

“Yeah.”  This  place  had  already  freaked  me  out,  and Scooter  hadn’t  even  dosed  me  with  acid,  as  far  as  I  knew. 

But  it  wouldn’t  have  been  his  first  time  pulling  that  one. 

“Something’s off here, or Scooter and Lina lined up one hell of a prank on us.” 

“That’s the thing, though. I’ve know Lina for years. She looked  at  me  like  I’d  been  smoking  with  her  husband  all day.” 

Judging  by  the  look  in  her  eyes,  Emma  wasn’t  fucking around.  Still,  I  couldn’t  automatically  turn  down  a  cheat around  my  Huntington’s.  “We’ll  show  up,  but  if  anything seems the least bit off, run. I won’t judge.” 

Emma poked the fire one last time. That deep brown in her eyes soothed a little trust into me. “Same here, but I’ve got my own reasons to listen to him.” 
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I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch. 

Nuh-uh…  Turning  on  the  lights  and  stepping  closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self. 

I  couldn’t  scramble  on  top  of  the  couch  fast  enough. 

Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers. 

I  whipped  my  head  around  to  the  bag  by  the  door  and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. 

There’s no fucking way.” 

Crack! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy  step  down  from  the  couch,  I  knew  something  was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream. 

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen. 

“Oh  hell!”  I  dove  forward,  wiping  as  many  bundles  off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight. 

I  felt  more  pops  a  split-second  before  I  heard  them. 

Wiping  off  as  many  layers  as  I  could,  I  hoped  like  it  wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat. 

Grey  dust  and  pure  chaos  enveloped  all  five  senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass  hit  solid  ground.  Then  I  felt  the  tsunami  of  money  pile over me. 


***

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had  one  wish  left  for  the  month.  “They’re  gonna  do

whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in  as  much  as  any  other.  The  fresh  gouges  in  the  laminate counter were the last things I was worried about. 

From  downstairs,  Kylee’s  voice  rang  out,  sweet  as  a Shih-kah-go  accent  could  manage.  Which  isn’t  as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. 

And lots of it.” 

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.” 

Gee, thanks, bitch. 

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.” 

Sierra’s  words  were  clearer  than  ever.  “I  can  see  his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?” 

I  hardly  ever  heard  someone  coming  up  the  stairs. 

Before  I  could  stop  hyperventilating,  fists  pounded  against my  door.  My  brain  froze  and  I  broke  into  a  cold  sweat.  I didn’t  know  who  to  call,  what  to  say,  or  even  if  I’d  live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me. 


***

Like my reasoning was little more than a kaleidoscope of stupidity and missing the point, Sierra huffed as she pushed both hands against the mattress. “You haven’t ordered us to do this, even though you could.” 

“I made you suck my dick.” 

“And you didn’t make Kylee here do anything when you realized  she  was  in  your  bed.  Not  gonna  lie,  it  was  kinda sweet watching you two.” 

I  saw  the  hint  of  bitch  come  back  to  her  face,  knowing Sierra had heard what I’d said about her. The time for new orders  had  come.  “Both  of  you,”  I  locked  eyes  with  Sierra and then with Kylee, “tell me what you’re really after.” 

Kylee  let  go  of  me  and  scrambled  out  of  the  covers, sitting  on  her  knees  beside  Sierra.  Answering  first,  she

offered,  “I’m  not  ready  to  settle  down  with  anyone  in particular,  and  it  sounds  more  fun  and  rewarding  than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.” 

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?” 

At  least  when  she  was  honest,  Sierra  had  the  kind  of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.” 

“Fine.”  I  pushed  myself  up  and  whipped  the  covers  off. 

“You  two  show  me  what  I’m  getting.  If  I  like  what  I  see  on the  test  drive,  I’ll  go  for  it.  Five-thousand  more  for  both  of you, either way.” 

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they  weren’t  protesting  with  their  faces.  Sierra  pushed  the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee. 

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway. 
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