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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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“If you wanna run, now’s the time.” Before hitting the elevator button, I tilted my head the way we’d come from.

Emma bunched her mouth to one side and pushed herself against my arm. Even in pajama bottoms and a long sleeved t-shirt, she was still cute as fuck. “No. I’ve got my own reasons for showing up.”

Putting an arm around her felt natural. Still, I didn’t think she belonged here.

The ring around the arrow lit up as the cables groaned. She curled her fingers around my arm instead until the doors slid open.

“Come on, then.” It’s your funeral.
 Because I’d warned the girl.

“Yeah.” She didn’t hesitate, following me into the lift.

I was about to punch that button for the fifteenth floor.

“Eddie, can I ask you something?”


Better late than never.
 “Shoot.”

“Nobody told me you’d be here. Was this all a blind date?” It wasn’t what I expected Emma to bring up.

“Not gonna lie, I’m still pissed about it.” I winced as soon as I closed my mouth. “Sorry, but hooking up with someone isn’t in the cards for me right now.”

Her grip loosened, telling me I hadn’t walked it back far enough. “Oh...”

The first dozen floors rang past us. Awkward silences had always been torture for me. “If I was in the market, I mean,” we rose up another story as I swallowed my pride, “I’d take a chance on you.”

“Because of your Huntington’s, right?”

At least she paid attention. “Pretty much. It’s hard to watch someone go out that way.”

Emma pressed herself against my arm again. I guessed she wasn’t packing anything more than modest C-cups, but they piled around my bicep anyway. “That’s actually kind of—”

Static crackled over the speakers. Then Mona’s voice butted in. “Both of you made it. Congratulations.”

I looked up, seeing we were passing the fourteenth floor. “Nice of you to let me up without a test this time.”

As I waited for some smartass remark, the bell tolled and both doors parted. Mona was right in front of us, dressed in the most red-carpet-worthy getup I’d ever seen. Like a black tiger striped in gold sequins from neck to toes.

Compared to Emma, the woman who’d fucked me into a stupor the day before was like a Lamborghini parked by a Honda Civic. Both would get you where you wanted as well as the other, but one looked a hell of a lot more fun.

But Mona rolled her eyes at us. “Really, that’s
 what you two wore here?”

I wasn’t dressed any better than Emma. “Hey, we’re in the campgrounds. And you’re lucky I’m even wearing pants on a day off.”

She grabbed Emma by the wrist. “I can fix you, but Lev will have to deal with him
.”

Emma looked back at me, but I was still trying to figure out what the fuck had just happened. The door at the far end slammed. At that point, all I could do was hope my ‘date’ wouldn’t get devoured alive.

A man’s voice to my right almost made me jump out of my skin. “She bragged on you all night.”

My first instinct was to run, but I had nowhere to go. “What?”

“Ramona. She told me you were the kind of person we’re looking for.” I picked up on the tiniest hint of cologne, like he’d sprayed a mist and walked through it hours ago.

It didn’t sound like he wanted to kill me. Trying to play it cool, my voice still wavered more than I wanted it to. “It was her idea.”

He stepped out from the corner of the hall, less douchey than I imagined. Hair down to his shoulders, a thin beard trimmed to perfection, and those same piercing eyes Mona had. “Lev Firenze.”

I didn’t know what to do with the hand held out in front of me. “Eddie...”

“You’re nervous. Stop that.”

My asshole unclenched enough to free up room to clear my throat. “You’ve got one hell of a wife, but I don’t think that’s news to you.”

He pulled at the sleeve of his immaculately tailored blazer. “She is fun. I’m glad you enjoyed her.”

At least he didn’t want me dead. “Yesterday was the craziest day of my life.”

Like he’d been holding the smirk in, it came out in full-force. “Let’s get you dressed properly. I promise you won’t say that for much longer, Edward.
”

What the hell is it with these people changing their names?

Lev eased his palm against it what looked like a seamless wall. Dark lines appeared out of nowhere, showing a door barely wide enough for either of us to fit through.

He gestured at the opening that slid in front of him. “You’re my guest, so the honor goes to you.”


For what, exactly?
 The Firenze’s were either swingers to the bone, or the best serial-killers around. “Is it too late to grab Emma and run?”

“If that’s what you wish, fine.” He looked over to the door Mona and Emma had disappeared behind. “Ramona won’t show mercy this time, just so you know.”

Not hearing any screams, I gave in easier than I thought I would. “I’ll play along, but let’s drop the bullshit. How does she know I’ve got Huntington’s?”

“You don’t fear death, but you’re not racing to meet it either. For people like us, it’s almost magnetic.”

Which didn’t explain shit. “Is she like one of those dogs that sniffs out cancer?”

“Ramona can see what’s in a person’s heart.” Lev slid his way through the passage. “I’m sure she’s already told you what we are.”

“Psychic vampires… Whatever that’s supposed to mean.”

He rolled his eyes. “That’s not the full story, but it’s good enough for now. Come on.”

“For what, exactly?”

“Don’t be the first man who takes longer to get dressed than my wife’s charge, okay?”


The loaned suit didn’t fit exactly, but I didn’t look like a total slob either. Pulling the knot on the silver tie, one of the cuff links glittered at me in the mirror. A dragon?


I kept staring at the detail, barely noticing the door open behind me.

“Are you ready?” Lev approached with a black cloak draped over his arm, showing up in the reflection despite the legends.

“Pretty much.” Turning around, I reached out for the robe. “What’s this?”

He grinned like I’d done well the Windsor knot. “Until the ceremony begins, all family members are to remain covered.”

“So this ceremony, what’s it all about?”

“You two will become like us. Edward and Emmalina Firenze.”

I felt my brow wrinkle up. “Calling a vampire Edward sounds a little on-the-nose. It’s gonna have to be Eddie.”

“Edgar suits you as well. Our people aren’t accepting of immature names.”

My dad had insisted on the name, after his own father. “I’m not changing it. They can call me Eddie and get over themselves.”

“Then let’s head down to the chamber. I think they’ll admire your conviction about that more than they’ll hold a name against you, anyway.” Lev stopped before losing me in the maze of dark hallways.

I didn’t like the sound of a chamber
, like Emma and I were about to be tortured, or maybe sacrificed like voodoo hens. “You still haven’t explained what you and Mona really are.” I caught up as I pulled the robe over my shoulders.

Lev put his own on. With the first step to wherever he was taking me, the light of his eyes almost left a trail behind him. “My wife already explained the basics, but she didn’t explain why
 we are this way.”

“My ears are open. Go ahead and tell me what I’m getting myself into here.” Rounding the corner, another fancy elevator capped the far end of the passage. “It’s only fair.”

He kept going. “Blood is only a symbol of the will for our people. If the public believes in some ridiculous tale of vampires feeding on it, our real activities will go unnoticed.”

“And the turning into bats, going up in flames in daylight, and fear of garlic are all a load of bullshit too. Am I right?”

Lev tapped the button and leaned against the door’s golden frame. “No shape-shifting, we’re merely sensitive to sunlight, and the worst we have to fear from garlic is the breath. Making the public believe we couldn’t blend in with them is how we’ve remained a legend hiding in plain sight.”

“So this original resort,” I squirmed in place thinking about it, “what’s my role with it?” The cables strummed and rattled just as much as this other elevator rose up.

“You have a talent for hand-carving stone, right?”

“Talent
 is putting it too generously, but yeah, I’m damn good at my job.”

Both sides of the door slid apart as the same kind of bell rang out. Lev stepped in behind me and pulled the emergency panel open. “The good news is, you can keep doing it.”

It didn’t make sense. “I engrave upscale tombstones, but aren’t you people immortal?”

Another set of buttons had been hiding under the metal cover. Lev pressed the furthest one down. “If we’re to set up luxury
 accommodations to recruit from the top of society, the original resort needs a full restoration.”

My stomach lurched into my throat as we descended. “So where do I come in?”

“Almost the entire building is made of the same stone as these mountains, older than life itself. If it requires adornment to meet our standards, it deserves a skilled craftsman.”

I didn’t get the odd reverence for slabs of rock. “For a whole resort, it’ll take more than just one person, depending on how much you want done.”

“Become one of us, and time will no longer be an issue for you.”

Since my diagnosis, it had felt like too precious a resource to waste on anything I didn’t want to do. “It’s the one thing I never thought I’d get enough of.”

Lev smirked and pulled the hood of his robe up. “After one-hundred forty-seven years, it seems trivial.”

“And your wife’s age?”

“One-hundred forty-two.”

When you realized you’ve fucked a woman older than the automobile, it throws your mind for a loop. “She doesn’t even look like she’s hit thirty yet.”

“That was my age when she and I became what we are.” Which meant she was twenty-five or so back then. “Since 1902, we haven’t aged a day, and she keeps proving why I’ve worshiped her for so long.”


Damn…
 I’d been living under the assumption living to forty would take a miracle. “At this point, I don’t have anything to lose but a slow, miserable death.”

The ground floor’s light dimmed as we kept going down. Whatever the hell I was agreeing to, this kind of chance wasn’t coming again. Compared to eternal oblivion after a few more years, eternal life was a no-brainer.

Slowing down, the elevator shaft groaned above us. Lev tied the sash of his cloak and looked at me with more smile than I expected. “Ramona knows that you won’t let us down. If your friend passes the same test, she will be your own eternal bride.”

I didn’t want so much as a date with Emma, but here I was, about to get hitched. “We only met the day before last...”

Judging by the way Lev stared back, he knew I couldn’t turn it down. “If she were in Ramona’s place all those years ago, I would have taken Emma just as quickly.”

When the bell tolled and the door opened, I knew taking one step further would cross the final point of no return. “Let’s do this.”


Around fifty cloaked figures stood below me, half on each side of the room. Red on the left, black on the right. Nobody said a word, even Lev as he kept staring at the massive wooden doors we’d come through. And something like that drain I’d felt when first speaking to Mona wouldn’t go away, like every eye was a hand stealing a piece of my thoughts.

Lit by hundreds of dripping candles, the stone walls and vaulted ceilings made it feel like a blasphemous cathedral. Stuck behind the pulpit, I wondered what might happen next, and when. It felt like an hour had passed already.


The robes really tie the room together.
 Because I had nothing else to keep my mind from seeping out my ears as well.

One of the doors groaned as everyone else kept bolt-still. Waiting until two more figures dressed in red slid through, Lev leaned in my ear. “Congratulations, she’s passed.”

Which didn’t bring any comfort. Still, it told me that the red cloaks were for the women. The sound of Mona’s heels and that tell-tale strut couldn’t hide under a smock.

Emma trailed behind her, looking in every direction until she focused on Lev and myself. I could tell she was freaked out as I was.

The harsh noise of four stilettos against the floor was almost deafening by the time they were next to us. Mona smirked at me like she was ready for another round, right in front of Lev and everyone else.

Stepping to the dais, Mona and Lev dropped their hoods. The crowd lining the walls did the same. And every fucking one of them had those eerie, luminous blue eyes.

When Lev cleared his throat, I swear Emma nearly jumped out of her own robe. But we kept our hoods up, unsure of what to do. Moving closer together felt like just as bad an idea.

“Nostris sempiterna mansiones, alia duo occurrunt.”

Latin? What is this, a Catholic mass?

“Comederunt alieni in vita, sociis nostris.”

Lev kept droning things I couldn’t understand, but it looked like every person below hung on his every word. And the women were all on par with Mona, based on what I could see of them from the neck up.

After endless lines, Lev and Mona turned back to us. He put both hands on my shoulders and uttered, “Drop your robe.”

I fumbled with the sash. When I finally had it loose, I let the whole thing drop from my head and arms.

He was smiling too much again. “When you turn to face her, you’ll see why I’m so jealous right now.”

Out of the corner of my eye, Mona was still hotter than a two-dollar pistol.

His mouth didn’t move, but I heard the command plain as day. Now, don’t panic.


Both of our ‘hosts’ returned to the podium and reached below. Lev’s instruction rang hollow as they each pulled out a narrow, wicked-looking dagger.

They came back to us. Lev pulled on my shoulder, nudging me to face Emma.

Dressed in her own black dress and dolled up with the same effort Mona had put into herself, my ‘bride’ was beyond
 harvest-moon lovely. Lev hadn’t been joking or just trying to make me feel better.

Tawny curls framed Emma’s porcelain face and cleavage barely peeked through the dark mesh up to her neck. In awe, I couldn’t pay anymore attention to those knives.

Lev carried on, “Hic est mortis...”

Then I saw Mona grip her blade and aim it for Emma’s throat, about to stab her clean-through.

Wait! Fuck… No!

“...Autem genuit veritatem.”

Unspeakable pain entered the side of my neck. I tried to scream or reach out to Emma.

She was already limp in Mona’s arms, only the handle of the dagger sticking out of her.

My own body gave out. As the world faded to nothing, I cursed myself for believing them. I hadn’t only lost my own life.

I’d gotten an innocent girl killed right alongside me. Even my soul felt a chill as I felt hands move my useless body and rest it on a hard slab.

This didn’t just feel like dying. I knew that I was.


My heart pulsed. The echo bounced around the inside of my head.

Then my chest filled with air. The stench of too much cologne almost made me gag.

Another gasp shocked me out of what I assumed would be endless nothing. My eyes shot open as I pushed my back off whatever I’d been resting on.

The last face I wanted to see gazed back. Lev still had his robe on, and that stink was coming from him. “Welcome, brother.”

Still in the chamber, I looked around the room and saw nobody else. Just more light that didn’t have a source. I focused back on him, ready to start throwing punches. “You son of a bitch!”

“Relax and take a deep breath. Not that you have to anymore.”

I felt at the dull pain on the side of my neck. There was no wound, and when I looked at my hand, no blood. Worse, the stone block next to the one I sat on was empty. “Emma… What the fuck did you people do to her?”

The sound of heels on stone rang out again. Tilting my head, I knew it came from some place I shouldn’t have been able to hear.

Lev put a hand out to me. “Your new senses will take getting used to. Vision, hearing, scent, and even taste. It can be a little overwhelming at first.”

I still wanted to break every one of his teeth with my fist. “I asked you a question. Where is she?”

“You can already hear them. She woke up minutes before you did.”

Looking at where the sound came from, I understood what he was talking about. Even from dozens of feet, the details and facets in the stone wall were crisp, like my eyes were inches away. And somehow, I could hear
 through it.

Whispers joined the footsteps, traveling closer until I knew they were just behind the smaller door in the room.

Mona’s voice was unmistakable and sounded like she was right next to us. “I told you he’d be fine.”

My fingers snatched through the robe and grabbed the collar of Lev’s shirt. “What the hell have you done to us?”

“Only what you asked.” He squeezed my wrist hard enough that it should have broken bones. “Ramona, bring her out so this fool will stop panicking.”

Hinges creaked in my ear. I turned my head as both of us eased our grips.

The noise picked up as the door finished opening, hurting far more than Lev’s crushing fingers.

He let go completely. “Your senses will adapt, but until then, try to avoid loud noises, bright lights, and anything with a strong flavor or aroma.”

Not looking away from whatever was going on elsewhere, I asked the important question. “So what the hell do I eat?”

“Find a place that only has white people eating there. Seasoning is like poison to them, even more than for our kind.” We were both lily-white as a golf tournament to begin with, but I got what he was digging at.

Sounds of fabric shifting and a couple of people breathing came from the doorway. I kept staring, but had to let it be known. “No wonder you reek of cologne, like you’ve showered in it.”

But the two heavenly figures stepping into the light stole my attention back. Next to Mona’s flashy beauty, Emma possessed the more innocent, subdued kind in spades. But now her eyes matched our hosts’ in color and glow.

I tilted my head to Lev. “Now that I can see her this clearly, she’s absolutely stunning
...”

Mona patted the small of Emma’s back as they kept approaching. “He’s talking about you.” The fact that she said it in an obvious whisper forced me to blush as hard as Emma.

She winced less than I did at the jarring crack
 of each step. But even through the pain, we couldn’t take our eyes off each other. I heard her ask Mona, “Are my eyes glowing like his now?”

I didn’t have a mirror, but it told me that I wasn’t so normal-looking myself anymore. Nudging Lev with my elbow, I asked, “I guess we’re like you, so what now?”

Mona kept smiling harder until she was right in front of me. “It will be dusk soon. Should we give the tour of the old resort?”


As the Land Rover veered onto the gravel road, I was thankful my senses had gotten used to everyday stimuli, if only a little. But every look at the pink and orange sky felt like was staring right at the sun that had already drifted behind the mountains.

Lev kept going as the path narrowed. Brambles scraped the doors like nails on a chalkboard. At least it wasn’t as bad as the stench of gas, oil, and exhaust before we’d started moving.

I gripped Emma’s hand tighter as it started looking too overgrown to keep going, especially at night. But every minute of fading daylight made it hurt less to look around us. Far into the surrounding forest, deer, squirrels, and even insects caught my attention with the slightest movement.

A hard bend in the road almost put us on two wheels. The last cluster of trees passed, and I had the first glimpse of my new home.

My neck tightened and my lips thinned as I traded glances with Emma. “No offense, Lev, but this place looks like the forest took over decades ago.”

“Because that’s what happened.” Creeping the vehicle forward, he stopped feet away from the edge of whatever pool steamed across the whole front of the place. “Luckily, our security teams have kept out drifters and vandals.”

Which had to be a good thing. Scanning around, I realized it was more of a moat. “Any nasty critters to worry about in that water?” I mean, it’d handle druggies and vandals as well as guards. But who the hell wants to tangle with man-eating meth-gators? I couldn’t put it past these freaks.

The front doors opened first. After they shut, I asked Emma, “Well, care to humor them?”

“I’d rather keep living with my parents.” Who I’m sure would notice the change in her eyes. But the change I felt in her thoughts at the mention of them even made me feel worthless.

Pulling the handle, I undid my seat belt and jumped out. As I caught up with Lev and Mona, Emma finally started heading over.

Surveying the damage years of neglect had done, the architecture looked similar enough to a Roman bathhouse, and seemed to be have been abandoned around the same time. But in eastern Tennessee, nature invades everything the moment you so much as look away.

Lev tested the wooden bridge with his foot. “Still holding up, but it needs replacing. Come on.”

At least I smelled flora, and not much fauna wafting from inside. The weirdest thing was the faintly sweet aroma coming off the water.


Even in the deepest rooms, I still didn’t have trouble seeing my way around. Lev hadn’t been joking about the place being made straight out of rock. Every slab had to weigh dozens of tons.

It wasn’t the granite I was used to working with, but the feldspar and quartz grain shone like a field of stars. And the texture was smooth as butter. “You said you needed a stone cutter, but this place is already built. What’s the deal?”

“Our kind have a sacred codex passed down from the time of the pharaohs, but nobody has committed it to something that will last for millions of years. That’s where you come in.”

The size of the place would provide enough wall to carve even Moby Dick
 in large print, but that wasn’t the issue. “Unless it’s as long as a pamphlet, do you realize how many years that would take?”

Mona looked totally out of place among all the dust, dead weeds, and leaves. She leaned against the wall next to Lev. “Time is the one thing the four of us have an unlimited amount of. Ten words a day for the next century or so would do it.”

Even in the hardest granite, I could chisel double that before lunchtime, hungover. I felt the surface again. “You’re lucky it’s not as hard as what I’m used to working with. And if it’s protected from the elements like this, yeah, it’ll last damn near forever.”

Lev paced around me to the other side. I watched as he stood a little too close in front of Emma. “As for you, there’s a reason we brought you into our family as well.”

I could almost taste the fear coming off of her. Emma stammered for a moment before asking, “Which is?”

“Eddie received my knack for instilling loyalty, and you inherited Ramona’s gift for understanding the hearts and minds of others. All of our kind has them to some degree, but whoever converted you passes their greatest strength.” He turned back to me. “With minor differences between each person.”

“Anyone ever get a sense of smell even stronger than what I’ve got now? Because I feel for the bastard.”

“Suicide is almost impossible for us, but the one person who did
 hold that power found a way after decades of trying.”

“Which is?”

Lev giggled at the memory. “Back when the United States government was performing nuclear tests, Brother Gabriel snuck into one of the mock towns full of mannequins. As far as we know, he was vaporized too quickly to regenerate.”

I couldn’t help smiling myself. “That’ll do it.”

Mona butted in. “His last attempt before that was chucking himself over the rim of an active volcano. It took Gabriel weeks to crawl out, and the locals swore up and down that he was some poor soul clawing his way from the depths of Hell.”

If he could have smelled things at least as well as I could, the thought of it almost made me hurl. “I get it, that’s enough. Jesus!”

Lev cackled out of nowhere. “I think they were more right about where he’d come from than they knew. Scented candles and cigarettes still make me gag from several rooms over.”

Emma didn’t look so amused. “That poor man was so desperate to end his suffering, but you think it’s something to poke fun at?”

It shot my ego into the ground hard enough to dig a well. When she put it that
 way, it truly did seem miles past fucked up.

Lev quieted himself down. “When you’re immortal, seeking out your own death is like the punchline of a joke. You’ll come to understand why before too much longer.”

But from that point forward, Emma always seemed to hold a tiny grudge against him. Even though she owed him everything, as I’d find out.


How long we’d been away from camp didn’t hit me until Scooter threw a tantrum. “You two have been missing for over a day! What the fuck?”

Thankfully, Lev had given us contact lenses that blocked our new eye color, and we’d changed back into our own clothes.

I still had some explaining to do.  “Hey, we’re safe. Don’t stress about it anymore.” And so did Lev, about that missing day.

The campfire was roaring, which meant it wasn’t blasting smoke. Still, my old buddy reeked like a skunk that had toked itself into orbit, even more so than usual. I couldn’t have imagined it until then.

Emma snuck away, probably thankful that Lina had turned in early, as usual. That fine difference between the zipper of her tent and mine didn’t happen, meaning she was spending the night with me. But I still had a pothead who’d been through a day of actually
 justified paranoia to deal with.

“So where the hell were you two? We contacted security and everything.”

“Not the real cops too, I hope.”

It brought that goofy smile back to his face. “With as much stuff as I pack around, a trafficking charge is guaranteed.”

Which was a fair point. Scooter had to carry enough of his ten favorite strains to smoke out Hendrix everywhere he went. The guy kept them sorted in their own travel bag and everything.

“You and Lina still heading out tomorrow?”

“That’s the plan. Why?”

I motioned at Emma’s empty tent. “I think we’re gonna stay a while longer.”

He reached an arm around me, giggling as he whispered, “So you went and hit that after all… I knew you would.”

Even though I hadn’t, playing along felt like the safest option.

I was on the verge of saying whatever would make him happy when Emma poked her head out of my tent. “Actually, we’ve been gone because we were out getting married.”

Scooter let go and shot looks between us. “Now I know you’re fucking with me. I’m nowhere near
 high enough to fall for that.”

An excuse to bolt probably wasn’t coming twice. “We haven’t bought rings yet, but look at her makeup.”

Emma winced, knowing the beam was coming. But she nodded.

I gave Scooter enough time for the gears to cough back to life. “Ho-lee shit!”

“See? I wasn’t pulling your leg.”

Scooter frogged me in the shoulder. “Well fuck dude, you just got married. Get in there and get you some!”

As much as I loved the guy like a brother, I was just happy to get away from his smell. Halfway to my tent, I was already pushing my contacts out, which made night look like day again. Vision was the one sense I didn’t want to turn down right then.

Crawling in, I heard Scooter cough by the fire. “And we didn’t have to tell him a single lie.” Which felt like the most screwed up part.

Emma sat cross-legged on top of my sleeping bag, already stripped down to plain, white panties and a tank-top that was just as boring. Her eyes glowed too, like she couldn’t get her own contacts out fast enough. “Well, you’re not getting lucky, if that’s what you’re after.”

“Who said I was?”

She did her best to raise only one eyebrow. “Mona sure had plenty to say about that. While Lev and I just talked, you two were up on the top floor, banging like teenagers.”

In the space of three days, we’d gone from just meeting, to getting ‘hitched’ in a way, to having our first argument. “We
 weren’t even a thing when it happened.”

Emma grinned enough to drop my blood pressure back to safe levels. “Relax. We both had our own reasons for going through with it. I’m still as freaked out as you are.”

Before dropping my pants, I had to offer. “You want me to pull your sleeping bag in here?”

All she did was shake her head, faintly.

“Well, I hope you know what the only other option is.”

“It’s fine.” She pulled the corner of my bag open. “Just no funny business, okay?”

Of all the fates worse than death, I had to roll the dice and get blue-balls as my punishment. “Don’t get mad if something keeps poking you. If we’re snuggled that
 close, it’s gonna happen.”

“Grow up already.” Emma dove herself in and turned away from me. “You turning in yet or not?”

Technically, we didn’t need to sleep or even breath. But that didn’t stop my body from aching after all the shit I’d been through. “Yeah, guess so.”

No sooner than I’d crammed in with her, Emma backed her ass into me. Like the true power she’d inherited from Mona was an even more ungodly knack for being a cock-tease.

But it didn’t take long for her to pass out. That’s when the truly disturbing part of this trip started.

Under her breath but still clear enough to make out, I started to know why she though throwing her old life away on this crazy gamble seemed like a good idea. The poor girl had been through some deep
 shit in her life, and going back home would guarantee even more of it.

At that point, what can you do but just hold a person? The evil fragment in the rear of my brain that wanted to get handsy shut itself up, real damn quick.


Too many hours later, I’d finally drifted off to sleep.

Until that same goddamned bird
 started chirping again. This time, it was a quarter mile away, and its friends had joined somewhere further off in the distance. The little bastards still rang through like they were all perched by my tent though.

I noticed I’d rolled onto my back. Emma had moved as well, draping an arm across my chest and a leg over both of my own.

What she’d been whimpering still haunted me. If even one percent of it was true, her parents were walking arguments for bringing back torture. Lord knows the girl had been through enough of it herself.

Pulling my ‘wife’ a little tighter roused her out of the peace she’d dozed into. As soon as her eyes opened, she knew what I’d heard.

I nestled her even closer. Before she could get a word in edgewise, I shut my eyes again and whispered, “Don’t worry, I won’t judge you for it.”

My shirt dampened just below the neck. The whole marriage thing wasn’t out of pity at all, but I couldn’t help thinking that if I could give her a person to feel safe around, she deserved exactly that from me.

Her voice cracked before she even started talking. “When you woke up after the change, you were more worried about me than yourself.” A hard sob from her shut the birds up, somehow. “No one’s ever cared about me like that.”

It was the natural thing to do. Or at least, I assumed it was.

But I hadn’t been raised by abusive psychopaths either. I wanted to ask why she still lived with them, but I didn’t even have to say a word.

“I’ve always been afraid. When I was little, Dad told me he’d hurt Mom too if I didn’t keep my mouth shut. Even though Mom would do the same things to me.”

Holding the words nearly burned a hole in my throat, but it was Emma’s time to let it all out.

“When I was old enough to live on my own, they both promised they’d kill me and whoever I ran away with.”

The tears had saturated a giant spot on my shoulder already.

“You probably think I’m an idiot, but even if it was crazy, taking any shot at immortality meant I had some hope that they couldn’t hurt me anymore.”

“Well, do I think you’re one?”

Her arm pulled even harder around my chest. “You don’t even think I’m a coward for living with it for so long. Why?”

Taking a shortcut out of this world instead of facing the nightmare Huntington’s entailed had been in my mind for a couple of years. “You managed to survive through all of that. Isn’t that enough to prove you’re not weak?”

“So now you know why I dressed like that all the time. Bruises and cigarette burns make people ask questions. I figured that out before I even started school.”


Jesus fuck…
 ‘People’ like Emma’s parents roamed free, instead of being locked away behind a fence somewhere, far away from the rest of polite society. No matter how thin you try spread it, it made the idea of justice in the world feel like total bullshit.

“But when I woke up after seeing you get stabbed, every burn, bruise, and scar was gone. That’s when I knew they weren’t lying to us.”

I still felt like I owed Lev a hard slug in the jaw over it.

Emma kept going as I started getting pissed all over again. “Mona suggested I start calling myself Emmalina, but I don’t want my old name, or a new one that reminds me of it.”

I couldn’t blame her. “Lev caved when I told him I was going by ‘Eddie,’ like it or not. Surely they won’t throw a fit if you come up with something different.”

“When I was little and things were really bad, I had an imaginary friend. I know she wasn’t real, and always did, but Lily helped me through a lot. Like I had someone to talk to, who’d understand.”

It’s not like I had grounds to overrule her there. “Outside of Lev, Mona, and myself, nobody will know your real name. If they
 don’t like it, too bad. I can call you that.”

“If I come across someone in my position, she’s who I’d want to be for them.” Another tear fell down her cheek and wet my shirt. “You’re a lot like her that way, yourself.”

Which watered up my
 eyes.  “As far as I’m concerned, that’s your name from here on out.”

Cuddling tight as she could, Lily didn’t speak another word. Not that she had to.

This girl had an excuse to hate everyone and everything. Yet she didn’t. How she managed that still fries my brain.

But it earned her my respect. Remember when I said Emma has the kind of smile that makes you want to be a better person, just to deserve seeing it? That still held true as Lily.

When your wife knows you think of her that way, without having to say as much, things move fast. But let’s not get ahead of ourselves just yet.


Scooter and Lina had just drove off. It reminded me that I had a job to get back to a few days later. Staring at my phone, I wondered if I’d be better off just calling my boss and telling him the news, or giving him the two weeks I felt I owed him.

Lily scooted next to me at the picnic table, wearing short sleeves in public for once. “If it doesn’t screw up what Lev wants us to do, I think you should. You think highly of Darrell.”

“How did you know my boss’ name?”

She giggled like something had gone whistling over my head. “I can tell you’re feeling guilty about your job,” Lily poked me in the side, “and you keep staring at his name in your contacts.”

“Fair enough.” So maybe she couldn’t read minds any better than I could. “The whole place did give me a chance, even though they knew I’d end up too disabled to work far younger than anyone else.”

“Knoxville isn’t that far. Maybe you could work something about between him and Lev.”

It’s only thirty miles as the crow flies between the two places, but even during the off-season, it would take at least an hour each way. “I know we’ve got infinite time now, but it’s one bitch of a commute.”

She gave a half shrug. “From what Lev tells me, I’m supposed to be that place’s Ramona.”

I almost shat a cinder block as I looked at her. “And her job is what, fucking guests?”

“Actually, she’s the hospitality manager, on paper.” Lily giggled and pressed her hands to her cheeks. “But I’m glad you felt so jealous about it.”

“So you worked in the hotel industry or something? That’s a big position for a place like this.”

Memories of home leaked through what I felt coming off her again. “I’ve been working at the same grocery store ever since I was sixteen. Quitting that place makes me feel just as bad as you do over it.”

“Then why not give them a notice?” And I wasn’t rude enough to ask why Lev thought she was qualified. “I can tell you care about the place.”

“It’s the only one in my town, and word would spread quick. I want my parents to think I’ve just disappeared off the face of the earth, like I was murdered or something. Maybe then, they won’t even bother looking for me.”

Why she’d stayed in that hell for so long, I kinda gathered from the traces of thoughts I picked up. Like tuning into a radio station with bad signal. “So where is this town, anyway?”

“Would you be mad if I didn’t want to tell you? If this is my chance at starting over, I’d rather leave everything behind.”

“Of course not.” I was still curious, but if she didn’t want to share it, that was her right.

Lily stared up, flinching at how bright a clear sky was to us. “It’s some little hole in the road in Georgia, way south of Atlanta. I think it’s got more people in the cemetery than living in the town itself.”

“And all that stuff you packed...” I shifted to get up. “You shoved everything you own in your car, because you didn’t plan on going back.”

She darted her eyes back to me as I stood. “How did you know? Something tells me you figured it out before we even turned into whatever we are now.”

“Nobody needs that much clothing or a giant cardboard box of books to go camping.” I turned for the campground’s bathrooms, because even after the turn, you still gotta piss. “I didn’t know what to make of it when I first met you, but it all makes sense now.”

Threading a hand through her hair, Lily stuck her legs out and crossed her ankles. “I didn’t know where I was going from here. Any place but home was fine.”

“I think you already found where you were headed.”

Lily smiled and put both hands on her knees. “You’re here too. That’s why I know it’ll turn out fine.”

The pure energy of her thoughts had me walking high all the way to the john. But once I got far enough away that I couldn’t feel her presence, I forced myself to think about the whole situation.

She was beyond a train wreck, mentally and emotionally. It’s not that I wanted to slink away and never come back, at all.

What this girl needed was more than just a shoulder to lean on and a new start in life. Therapists had always come across as paid friends in my dealings with them after my diagnosis, so that wasn’t the answer.

The only person I knew who could read a soul like a book was already here. But I already knew dealing with Mona would bring its own set of problems.


I almost got in a fight with the security goon as he told us to pack our shit hours before check-out time. As it turned out, Lev and Mona had new accommodations ready for us. Telling us that outright would have saved the guy one hell of a dog-cussing.

What I didn’t expect was the location…

That dilapidated bathhouse.

Lily kept up behind me as I followed his truck down the same path. Each new scrape in my car’s paint and big rock in the road gritted my teeth a little harder. My RX-8 wasn’t the newest car around, but I always figured it was the closest thing I’d ever have to a kid. At the very least, I’d need to get the wheels realigned and give it a deep buffing after this shit.

Rounding the last corner, I saw the Land Rover already parked next to the bridge. Lev and Mona were standing just on the other side of the moat. At least this time, they were dressed to go into the place like we were.

Before I could slam my door and chew the guy out, he sped away. The trail of dust pissed me off even more.

Lev didn’t raise his voice, but I knew he was pissed. “Over here, idiot. Don’t take it out on our staff.”

I still had pressure I wanted to relieve on his pompous ass. “What’s this about?”

“Unless you want a better place to sleep than a tent, I’d advise you to calm down.”

Lily walked up from behind, reminding me that I wasn’t the only one at stake here.

Mona looked at her husband. “I told you they’d get along. Quit swinging your dick around and get to the point. He won’t give us any trouble.”

Lev snapped his fingers as he turned for the ruins. “Emmalina needs a place to live, but I’m sure you have a place to go back to. Either way, you’re both welcome to stay here.”

My fists balled as I stood on the first plank of the bridge. “She’s not going by the name you picked, either.”

The first hint of warmth I’d seen in Mona came pouring in a smile before she stared at Lev. “You should listen to Eddie
.”

“What now?” Lev pivoted where he stopped. “I gave him credit for standing firm on what he believes in, but I can’t give the boy free reign to ignore everything I ask.”

Mona curled a fingers at us in her khaki shorts and halter top. “I could tell him, or you two can explain it for yourselves.”

Lev curled his nose at me
, but addressed his wife. “This had better be good.”


You fucker…
 “I’m still pissed at you, but I’m willing to play along. Lily
 is on board too.”

He stared at Mona again. “What’s this?”

She walked like those hiking boots were heels with both hands clasped behind her back. Closing half the distance between us and her husband, stopping just short of the other side of the bridge, Mona kept her eyes on Lily. “After all these years, did you forget what you did for me? There’s a lot of us
 from back then in these two.”

I could tell Lev wanted to keep being a dick, but knew better. “Then tell me, what has he done that’s equal to when I saved your life?” He looked at me and almost snorted. “Or when I saved his, for that matter?”

Mona traipsed across the bridge, still holding her hands close to her ass. “If you’d ask Lily
, she could tell you herself.”

“Fine, that’s her name. Can we get on with it?”

Bending over at the hips, Mona started looking up at me. “And if you’d have gotten to know Eddie
 at all, this wouldn’t be a problem.”

“It’s not a problem. I’ve already ceded the point.”

Mona whipped around and straightened herself. “You still don’t get it, do you, love?”

His breath almost changed the direction of the wind. “I’m done asking questions. Tell me what you’re getting at.”

“They’re exactly who the other needed.” Mona started back toward Lev. “I had my doubts until now, but I can feel it them. These two realized they need each other.”

“And your point is?”

Mona’s arms swung back to her front. “It took us
 years to get to that point. You remember, I’m sure.”

Lev’s back heaved. Then he devolved into full laughter. As Lev keeled over, he tried looking our way.

What the fuck?

He turned his whole body around with the fattest grin I’d ever seen. “Ramona chose well.” Lev eased his shoulders and put his arm around his wife’s hip. “But I still don’t have all day. Let’s hurry up. I don’t know how much work our old suite needs after all these years.”

Mona’s voice flashed in my head, loud and clear. I told him he’d like you as much as he liked her. The fool didn’t believe me at first.



My last hour at Westlake Monuments had been a farewell party. It sucked to leave the place after all they’d done for me, but everyone got it. Darrell couldn’t pay what Lev would put in my account each week.

And to his credit, my old boss was genuinely happy for me. If he wasn’t, I could have read it on the guy like a billboard. Even before getting these new powers.

Swerving my car around the path as the last bit of daylight faded, I was thankful Lev had ordered a load of fresh gravel. Paving the damn thing would call for it anyway. But I’d paid a friend a case of beer to fix holes busted in my car’s exhaust system twice in as many weeks.

The last of my stuff was piled in the back seat. Hitting the brakes around that final turn, everything lurched forward as I skidded to a halt.

I guess this is home now.

Lily had been staying here for the two weeks I’d worked out between Lev and Darrell. I came back as much as I could, but it kept getting harder to spend time away from her.

At that point, Lily wasn’t just some girl I’d let spill her soul out on me. She wasn’t just my ‘wife’ either.

Maybe it was the new powers we had, or even something Mona had put in our heads. But after sneaking as many nights as I could with her, Lily’s hold on me kept getting tighter.

And no, we still hadn’t gone that
 far together.

Before you laugh, I didn’t know the extent of what she’d gone through. Hell, even Mona couldn’t bust through the damage of her past.

Lily had walled off so much trauma, it was probably for the better that she recoiled at the idea of remembering some parts of her childhood. Mona and I weren’t about to press the issue.

But if it would happen, it’d be on Lily’s terms. Lev had pretty well dropped the issue, impatient as he was to get his new project rolling

I got out and crossed the bridge. The smell of must, wet earth, and rotting leaves that lingered around the place had disappeared. Lily and a few of the grounds staff had cleared the inside of the place up while I was off giving Darrell the time I owed him. But it was still a dusty shell, more fit for Europe than Tennessee.

Every step I took echoed through the empty courtyard. The old suite was on the far side, back in the maze of halls and empty rooms. But I knew Lily had to have picked up on my arrival before I even got halfway down the stretch of unpaved road.

Rounding the first of the columns, I picked up on someone breathing across the open gallery. The water’s sweet aroma wafting from the pool in the middle kept me from sniffing out who it was.

“Someone there?” My voice bounced against the walls a few times. “Hello?”

While it didn’t feel wrong, I knew something was off. Then the breathing stopped.

Whoever it was, they didn’t want me to find them.

Even a girl as slight as Lily could take down of a hulking cage fighter with our powers, but it still put the metallic taste of adrenaline in my mouth.

“Hey, answer me!” I got up to what used to be a sprint, but now it was more of a light jog.

I stopped and put my back against the last column. The breathing had come from the side of the courtyard just around that thing.

“Last chance.”

And still nothing.

I waited, knowing anyone but our kind would have to breath at some point.

But then I caught a whiff of the rosewater shampoo Lily found tolerable.

As I peeked around the shaft of gray rock, she was sitting by the column in front of the hall that snaked back to our room. With her legs and ass on the floor, leaning forward on both hands, she asked, “Who did you think it was?”

It wasn’t the cheap kind of jump scare, but it had my heart pounding. Almost as much as that low-cut, legless getup she was barely wearing. “Until now, I had no idea. I didn’t know if someone had tried to sneak in or what the hell was going on.”

Lily shifted to one side and lifted her chin up as I walked closer. “You worry too much about me. I’m fine here.”

I wanted to be pissed, but I picked up on something different than usual going through her mind. “I know it’s my first night living here, but that’s not the ‘welcome home’ I thought you’d give.”

Her lips parted a tad. Leaning forward, Lily kept her rear planted on the ground. “You’ve never tried to sleep with me, or even got handsy yet. Why?”

Secrets weren’t really possible between our sort. “You already know.”

“That’s sweet of you and all, but Mona told me what we’re really supposed to do with this place.”

“We’ve known the reason for putting it back in commission for weeks now.” To bring in a more upscale crowd, compared to what the main resort had started drawing. Or at least, that’s what I thought.

“No,” Lily turned her head but kept her eyes on me, “we’re supposed to start our own family.”

Boy, did I have some bad news… “I already told you, I had a vasectomy a few years ago. Besides, our kind can’t have children anyway.”

“No, like the people who watched our ceremony. Each family can only have fifty. Technically, we’re the last two they could add to their own.”

I’d have to take it up with either Lev or Mona later. But I still didn’t have an answer for what Lily was up to. “You’re starting to act like him,
 being all cagey like this. What’s up with you tonight?”

“Haven’t you figured it out yet?” She closed her mouth and started grinning. “Since you’ve finally moved in, you need a homecoming present.”

My legs moved on their own. “It’s not like you’re obligated to do this. Yeah, we’re married in all but the legal sense, but I get why you haven’t wanted to.”

By the time I was standing over her, Lily couldn’t hide the grin anymore. “How long are you gonna keep saying that? I’m starting to think you like saving me for later.”

“It’s up to you when and if it happens, same as before.”

Lily twisted in place, leaning her shoulders against the column. But that eye-contact never broke. “If I tell you I’m ready, will you drop the gallant act and do what I know you’ve been thinking about?”

Oh…

“I’m glad you waited to make the first time special, though.”

She was hot as Mona, and almost too devoted. Some part of me hated to cross that last boundary we’d kept intact, like it was my way of proving she could trust me. “Hey, I’ve thought about it since the first night we met, but with what’s already happened to you and those things you won’t talk about, I figured—”

“Fine, I’ll quit dancing around it…” Her cheeks burned red, even in the cool light. “I’ve never even been with a guy!”

Lily had the innocence thing down as well as a basket of kittens, but I didn’t see that
 coming. “You’re twenty-two years old. How did you make it this long without it happening?”

“Parents who track every move you make throws a wrench in the process. Even getting a job put them on edge, so a home-schooled kid like me never had a chance to meet anyone.”

After six years ringing up groceries, surely Lily would have had the chance to get flirted with at some point. That is, if her town wasn’t all of one grocery store and a gas station that didn’t open on Sundays. “So how did you even meet Lina?”

“The computer in the manager’s office let me get away with social media. She invited me on a trip, so I saw it as my chance to learn how to camp before heading off on my own.”

Her plan was awful, but after a life that
 sheltered, it was kinda impressive. “You just knew camping needed a tent and a sleeping bag. No wonder yours were still in the packaging when you showed up.”

“Out of everything my parents did to me, that’s the one line they didn’t cross. Religious nutcases are weird like that.”

I had too many questions, but each one felt more invasive than giving Lily what she wanted. Judging by that look on her face as she glared up at me, she didn’t know what to do next. Not that I did either. I wasn’t a stranger to getting laid by any stretch of the imagination, but a virgin was the one kind of girl I hadn’t been with.

Her voice stammered, but Lily braved through it. “So what now? Do we go to the bedroom, or do I make the next move?” As if she had any idea what that might be.

“Give me your hands.”

Like she was captivated, Lily did exactly what I told her to. “I get the basics, but I’ll follow your lead, okay?”

I could have been the boring, nice guy. But if she was supposed to be my main squeeze for centuries, I wanted her to think a great
 fuck was the norm. Grabbing both of her wrists and pressing them against the flat stone behind her, I felt that instinctive twinge of fight in her arms.

“Eddie,” she trembled just enough, “what are you doing?”

A hint of Lev creeped into my head. “What you asked me to.”

My pants weren’t coming down if both of us had our hands trapped. But there wasn’t any need to rush. “Stand up.”

Lily clambered onto to her bare feet. With both arms still trapped high above her head, that tiny amount of fear was downright captivating.

I pushed my face into the side of her neck. Plucking her skin between my lips, I kept working my way up until I was behind her jaw. “Do you trust me?”

She moaned and writhed against the weight I was pressing into her. “You’re the first person I ever have.”

The need to plunge right in woke from that dumber brain downstairs. But with a little more teasing and gentleness, Lily was bound to warp easier than putty between my fingers.

Easing my head back, I saw the gleam on top of the light in her eyes. Even with all the strength her body had, the perfect amount of vulnerability Lily showed begged me to push her trust, if only a little.

The fingers of my left hand intertwined with all ten of hers. As I slid the right down her arm, Lily wasn’t making any play at escape.

I was about to ask, ‘Right here?’ But I couldn’t think of a better time or place. “You’re absolutely positive about this?”

Lily jerked her head when the fingers running up her neck brushed her cheek. “Stop asking for permission before I change my mind.”

Air traffic control had cleared my landing as I crossed the point of no return. I was done talking.

I firmed up my hold over her head, tracing my other hand to the split between her breasts. Then I let one finger curl under the top seam of her outfit.

Lily gasped when I teased at flipping it down. Her legs squirmed in place and her chest filled up when I kept drifting lower. Once I passed the dent of her navel in the fabric, the poor thing couldn’t take a breath without making a sound.

My middle finger joined in, splitting from my pointer as I traced the outside of the bottom seam.

She put a little fight against the hold on her hands. It didn’t take one percent of my power to make her surrender.

Eager warmth told me the anticipation was killing her inside. My fingertips pushed the edges fabric closer, just a sliver of an inch.

Lily’s jaw quivered. Through parted lips, I heard her try to whisper something.

“What’s that?”

Her teeth almost chattered together. “You know what to do?”

I closed some of the gap between my fingers, diving them under the cloth. “You don’t?”

She kept staring back at me, too scared to answer.

Whether she
 did or not couldn’t matter anymore. Instead of promising the world, I kept drifting my fingers together. By the time the hood over her clit burned against my knuckles, I knew she was in uncharted territory.

Lily jutted her chin up.

Leaning into her ear, I whispered, “You don’t get how it works, but you just shaved.”

Her voice came out louder than she probably intended. “Mona told me to.”

Personally, I’d figured they were doing things between them on the side up until that point. ‘I’ve never been with a guy’ doesn’t rule out another woman, after all.

The skin around her folds was almost too
 soft. I pressed my fingers in a twirling motion, slow as I could manage.

Lily’s breath turned into a whimper.

“Does it feel good?”

She fought to keep her eyes open, twitching a nod that was barely noticeable.

My grip around her fingers tightened as I pressed a little harder. Going all-out was tempting, like dunking someone’s head to get them used to the water. But that was also a recipe for getting them to scramble out of the pool.

Another ounce of pressure jerked her entire body. Each twist made her gasp a little heavier.

Then I let my ring finger take over for the middle. Her entrance was barely there as I felt the line of her pussy.

Her legs gave out, forcing me to hold Lily up by her hands. Not even halfway up her slit, the light touch slammed her mind like pushing a button with a wrecking ball.

A tremor shot up from Lily’s feet, shaking her all the way to the shoulders. Her fingers gave out, forcing my grip down to her wrists if I didn’t want her to crumple like an empty sack.

The tip of my finger spread her lips apart, gliding up until I felt the bump of her clit. Pressing my mouth against hers, I watched Lily’s eyes shoot open as she moaned into me. I’d never felt a girl offer a complete surrender with her entire body.

I could have forced the bottom strip of her outfit aside and fucked a Lily-shaped dent in that pillar. Her body certainly could have handled it on a physical level.

But even the slightest press on that bean was unraveling her mind like a cheap rug.

She lifted one of her feet, never getting her leg wrapped around mine. A little more play told me that standing still like this was torturing her.

I pulled my lips away. “Come on.”

Lily kept staring up at me, trying to hold it all in.

Letting go of her wrists and slipping my hand out from between her thighs, I was ready to catch her fall.

Dropping her foot back to the stone floor, she leaned against the column instead. “You didn’t have to stop...”

Looking down that end of the covered walkway surrounding the spring’s plaza, one of the blocks between every other pair of columns caught my eye. “If I kept that up, you’d hit floor.”

The soft pat
 of her steps followed not even a foot away from my own. Lily grabbed one of my hands as I swung it behind me and stopped. “Eddie, you’ve got to quit brushing me off like this.”

I turned around but didn’t try to break my hand away. Walking backwards, I pulled her into the square of moonlight beside the low half-wall. “I’m not.”

“You’ve been here as much as you can, but you’ve never even tried to...” Lily blushed as she wrapped her other hand around mine too, but she didn’t look away. “You know what I mean.”

“Sex.”


That
 turned her head. “Isn’t it what normal people do when they like each other this way? I thought you felt the same way I do.”

From a possible one-night stand, to the kind of girl I wanted to handle with silk gloves until I put her back on the velvet pillow. But maybe she wasn’t as fragile and damaged as I’d figured.

Lily took another step closer, pressing herself against me. “I mean, I’m glad you don’t see me as some floozy you can get on her back and throw away later. I can feel what you really mean by all the waiting, but you’re driving me insane.”

To say I didn’t pick up on a little fear about it in her mind would be a lie. Yet she wasn’t saying it out of obligation or what was supposed to be ‘normal.’ “After everything you’ve been through, I didn’t want to take advantage of it.”

“And I know you mean that.” Her face rose a couple of inches as she stood on tip-toes, pressing her body harder. “I’m not just some damaged kid you need to coddle, though. It’s kinda insulting, like you don’t trust me to handle it like a grown-ass woman.”

I didn’t know what to say. How I’d handled the morning after our first night together in my tent gave her what she needed at the time.

Her face softened around the edges. “Yes, I needed a shoulder to cry on back then, and someone I could feel safe with.” She gripped my hand tight enough to hurt. “But I know what I am. Everything I went through in the past wouldn’t even faze me now.”

“Physically.” Because apparently the only thing on this earth that can kill us is being at ground-zero when a damn nuke goes off.

“Well, feeling like you don’t trust me to handle myself hurts in a different way.” Lily blinked a couple of times. “I know you’d never do it on purpose, but that’s exactly what you’re doing right now.”

I felt her grip on my hand loosen. Gripping around the narrowest part of Lily’s hips, I lifted her up and spun ninety degrees.

When her ass landed on the solid block of stone, Lily’s expression didn’t change. “Don’t worry, I wasn’t about to run off sobbing or anything dramatic like that.”

“That’s not why I put you here.” With our hips on the same level, I didn’t have to lean down as much to put my mouth next to her ear. “Just relax and go where it takes you.”

As I slid down to my knees, I caught Lily asking, “What does that even mean?”

Forcing that patch of fabric aside, I saw the way her folds gleamed in the cold light. Rushing forward and planting my tongue on her clit, I felt like I was in the presence of something that needed to be worshiped.

One hard gasp emptied her lungs. Lily tensed every part of herself and locked eyes with me again. “You’re not teasing me again, are
 you?”

It hurt to pull my tongue away. “I wasn’t in the first place.” Another lick twitched her legs like my tongue was packing serious voltage.

She gave up on keeping the stare going, rolling her head back as her breasts lifted. Another taste pushed them even higher as her back arched off the glassy polish of the rock.

Running the tip of my tongue down her slit, I felt the barrier that proved she’d never been abused in that
 way. But we could regenerate an entire limb in minutes. Is this fucking thing gonna grow back?


It didn’t seem to bother Lily any. The backs of her legs closed around my shoulders. Before I could even dive my face back in, she forced me closer with everything she had.

The sweet, metallic flavor of her overwhelmed my mind. The lingering hint of that rosewater wash made it all the better.

Every jerk of her body felt like a plea to keep going. The back of my shirt lifted, even though Lily’s arms had sprawled across the flat surface.

The first cry I’d ever forced out of her rang out. Wrapping my hands around the tops of her thighs, I wanted to find out if she was that
 damn sensitive, or if I was just pressing the right button.

When the cotton lifted halfway up my back, I felt the clench of her toes and sole atop my shoulders. The hardest lick I’d given so far jolted Lily’s entire body. Sneaking back, I held my arms straight and let the shirt slide off in the grip of her feet.

It finally dropped to the floor as Lily unwound herself with a moan. She’d get what she wanted, but I didn’t see any reason why I couldn’t tease the first climax out of her.

The bottom of my shaft pushed against the tons of stone. Straightening my knees had it at just the right height.

Lily sighed, but not out of impatience. She pulled her feet up to the edge of the wall and asked, “This is what my parents told me was so evil?”

“Wait,” I pulled my zipper down, “you’ve never even played with yourself down there?”

“I tried a few times, but I got scared.” Even though she kept looking up, I could tell shame was all over her face. “My parents always told me anything that felt so good, while being that easy, has to be evil.”

“And let me guess, they also said, ‘If you start ringing the devil’s doorbell, someday he’ll answer.’”

“How did you know?”

You can’t grow up in Tennessee without hearing it from the local holy-rollers at some point. “If it’s not wrong when someone else does it for you, because you’re married, what makes it so bad in every other situation?”

I didn’t expect her to bust out laughing, but it happened anyway. Lily’s voice kept shooting up and down the valley until she got hold of herself again. “It’s so obvious now, but up until I met you, Lev, and Mona, I couldn’t piece it all together.”

With my cock sticking right out of my pants, I’m not gonna lie… I was about to be a more than little pissed if she decided to back out at that point.

Lily settled down, craning her neck to stare me right in the eyes. “All those years of my parents telling me they wanted what’s best for me… That was a lie from the start.”

Part of me wanted to say, ‘Well, duh.’ But a fucked upbringing isn’t something you can just shake off like water after a shower. “You didn’t know anything else. It’s not like it was your fault.”

“But now I do
 get that life can be different.” Blue as it was, that light in her eyes felt warm somehow. “That’s why I feel like I need to thank you for it.”

As her ass scooted over the edge of the wall, I felt two impulses lock horns in my head. But rather than letting either one win, I needed an answer. “If you’re doing this because you feel like you owe to me, stop.”

“The fact that you just said that tells me everything I need to know.”

The lips between her legs pushed against my shaft. I was about to start cackling myself.

Lily pushed herself up, resting on her elbows. “What’s wrong now?”

I pinched at the tear ducts on the inside corners of my eyes. “Nothing at all. I just didn’t think it’d play out like this.”

She probably didn’t either, but that didn’t stop Lily. Rocking her hips up, the involuntary jerk of her chin caught the girl off her guard.

Leaning back and inch, I knew I was aimed just
 right.

“If you say another fucking thing before you man up and do this, I swear, I’ll—”

The slightest bump forward had my tip stretched against the barrier of her opening. “You’ll what?”

Her legs spread and then closed again around my back. “You’ve done this before?”

Plenty. “A time or two.”

“Liar.”

It was too easy to forget how Mona’s ability to read someone like a book had passed on to her like a family’s trademark facial feature. “Fine, six girls before you.”

“But none of them were like me?”

Which I understood for what it was. “I can’t say I’ve ever been someone’s first, but no, they weren’t.”

She pulled me a little tighter. “Good answer.”

And I wasn’t lying. Lily wasn’t just the first virgin I’d gotten hold of. She was the first person I feared losing, now that I knew it would mean regretting it for more than the decade I’d had left before.

Sliding my tip up and down just enough to get her whimpering again, I felt the strain of that barrier near its limit. Jogging a thumb against her clit, I couldn’t stop myself from grinning. “What if you like it?”

But Lily had figured me out already. “What if I don’t?”

There wasn’t shit I could say to that. Which put the spotlight back on me.

A few more ounces of pressure drew her mouth tight. Lily punched her heels against my ribs. There was a shake in her legs, like she wanted to pull me in and force me back at the same.

I cupped her jaw and felt the pulse racing up her neck. “Take a deep breath.”

Her gasp ended at its loudest point.

The sudden break inside her guided me in.

“Oh shit
!” Her arms pressed back at first, then settled down when I didn’t force myself any further. “Eddie, it hurts...”

I tried backing out as smoothly as I could.

“No, it’s starting to better.” Her legs curled harder. “Stay right there.”

Even bending down to put my face next to hers had Lily moaning. Feeling the ridges of her hear against my lips, I whispered. “Don’t push yourself too hard. If you need me to stop, I will.”

She bit at the lobe hanging over her mouth. After she had her fill and left a mark, Lily grasped her fingers around the back of my neck. “A little more.”

A fraction of an inch deeper had the girl clamped around me with all four limbs. Not even halfway in, I combed my fingers through her hair, letting it rest between the back of her head and the rock.

Lily tensed around my shaft, but it wasn’t anything compared to what the rest of her body was doing. “Deeper...”

A bit of the side-to-side wiggle pressed me forward more than I intended. I bottomed out with my tip, feeling the grip around me tighten with a shiver like she was about to snap.

When I tried to ease out, she locked on hard enough make it impossible.

“Just…” Her breath stopped for a moment. “… don’t move.”

It had to hurt, but even taking a glancing read of Lily’s thoughts, I didn’t pick up any regret in her head.  Straining against the total lock of her arms and legs, I tried to act like I wasn’t in pain myself as I whispered, “You’re doing fine. Relax.”

Not that she could. Both of her walls twitched, loosening and drawing up at random.

Even moving enough to unbutton my pants made her whimper. Even bending my neck down moved me enough to make Lily flinch. “If you need me to stop, I will.”

Her arms shook and nearly folded my spine in half. But her breath warmed more of me than what it drifted over. “Don’t…”

She was brave, but I had my limits. “I don’t want to hurt you.”

Her knees tried to slam together behind my back. Despite that, Lily knew what she wanted, and what she was. “I’ll get over it.”

After more gasps than I’d have put her through if it were up to me, I got my pants loose enough to fall down my legs. It felt safe enough to draw back, but she was still on the verge of tears

Lily sucked more air and hugged tighter than ever.

I’d had enough. “Stop already… You don’t have to prove a single thing to me.”

“No,” her voice cracked at too low a volume, “it starting to feel too good.”

I bumped myself into her with as little pressure as I could manage.

Her legs tried to pinch me in half. Then I felt her lips part next to my ear again. “If it’s so wrong, why does it feel this good?”


Because it isn’t wrong, and never was.
 But her brain had been fried enough for one night. “You’re doing great.”

Lily wrapped her mouth around my lips, pulling me back in with all she had. That desperate moan almost made me come on the spot. For a girl who’d never had an arm draped around her in a theater from a fake yawn, she was making up for lost time.

Every part of her cunt let go, save for the vice just past her entrance. It let me back out enough.

Sweeping my hips put her on edge again. I didn’t even have to see her toes to know they were curled, feeling the tension in her calves against my back. The kind of ramming I wanted to give her at first still didn’t seem possible. But then her lips parts against my ear again.

“Fuck me...”

I felt like I had to punch something. With nothing but solid rock and the last person I’d ever want to hurt in reach, you can guess how hard it snapped my mind like a toothpick.

Lily’s voice soothed the pent-up need. “I need more.” The gradual caress of her fingers down my arms ended in another tangle of our fingers on both sides of her head.

Forcing myself up, I looked down at the impeccable girl offering herself up for whatever I wanted. I strained to lunge my cock back in, parting her walls like that broken virginity didn’t matter.

A full-throated moan silenced everything else in the valley. Pulling back with her hands, Lily guided me deeper. Like she wasn’t satisfied with the deepest point her body would let me reach.

Turning the grip around on her, I put all my weight on her hands. Delving every way but out, I caught Lily struggling to trap me in.

“Deeper!”

I had to smile at her enthusiasm. “I’m bottomed out in you. That’s kinda how this works.”

Tender legs dropped from my shoulders, hugging tight until she gave up and planted her soles on my chest. But she didn’t look disappointed.

Absorbed in the rub of her feet against my neck, she was more seductive to me than girls who’d mastered the art of fucking. Innocence is great on its own, but Lily begging me to ruin it like this was the ultimate show of trust.

I tipped back and gave her another shove. The wild thrill in her scream demanded another, which I wasn’t about to hold back. With her ass slipping further up the corner with each thrust, I had to pull with my arms just to keep Lily perched on the edge.

Nerves hit their maximum as her legs seized. Toes pinched the skin on my neck.

But I had to keep going. The urge to use her to the point of failure rushed my dick through.

That is, until her limit snapped.

Her fingers trembled as they let go of mine. Both legs flexed in, and Lily’s cunt snapped tighter until escape was impossible.

There was a pulse of climax seeping out of my core. But if Lily had been so defiant of her own fears, I had to fight that urge with gritted teeth.

Collapsed into a ball, Lily tremored it out and fell to my right.

The wrench of flesh around my dick emptied my lungs. Trying to back out, her walls stuck to me like glue, forcing me to give up until they stopped twitching. Just that motion alone could have ended game sooner rather than later.

Arms and legs settled down. Shivering and spent, Lily kept whimpering through the afterglow of something she’d never experienced.

The vice around my cock relented. Easing myself out with as little shock as I could, it still made her body twitch.

I had to lean closer. Still halfway in, my hand brushed the chaotic mess of hair off Lily’s face. “You did great.”

She tried to look up. Disappointment filled her voice. “Is it over?”

Pulling the rest of the way out, the false hint made me smirk. “That’s up to you. Think you can handle another round like that?”

Lily fought against the tremors, barely getting her shoulders up with both hands. “So you’re not finished...” Her lips curled behind the jungle of curls draped over her face. “I never wanted it to end, but then it kept feeling even better.”

The magic of an orgasm, distilled into its essence. That was all the fuel I needed, renewed and ready to put her through all that again.

I held a hand out. Closing my fingers around Lily’s shaking mitt, I wrapped an arm around her waist and guided her off the wall.

Lily braced herself against me, her legs quaking and about to give out from under her. What I desired, she was absolutely craving. “I want you back inside me. Now.”

My arms squeezed around her. Elegant, even as she wanted me to do the filthiest things to her, Lily had turned into my obsession for a damn good reason. Burying my face against the top of her head, I asked, “Think you can handle more than that?”

Not done quaking in her own skin, Lily managed to squirm herself around until her breasts piled against me. She pushed herself up again, falling into my chest as she planted her lips on my neck. The startling wetness of her kiss dripped almost as much as her answer. “I want you to feel that too.”


Fucking incredible.
 Even through clothes, our bodies seared against each other. “Turn around.”

Lily pushed herself harder against me, then did what she was told. Giving in as I pulled at the top hem of her outfit, the legless romper peeled down her curves. When I saw her taut ass for the first time in all its glory, the whole shebang slid down her legs.

I ripped the rest of my clothes off, thankful that I only had to worry about it from the waist down.

Perking up at the sound of my belt buckle clattering against the floor, Lily backed herself up, searching blindly for what she wanted.

Naked as the soul she’d bared to me, I took hold of my dick with one hand and guided her back with the other. My head parted the lush, swollen lips, driving in like it knew the way back home. There was no reason to toy or tease anymore.

With a bold sweep, Lily coursed herself against me. Girth that had been too much didn’t matter any longer.

I sank into her depth, watching the skin on Lily’s shoulders blush red. The radiant heat from her thigh seared against my arm as I forced one of her knees up on the wall.

Her body straightened, forcing her back against my chest. Taut and dripping wet already, it made her walls crush against my dick.

My hand pulled against her throat. Barely throwing myself into her, Lily’s voice buzzed my fingers until the start of it echoed back four or five times.

I squeezed a little harder. The brutal slam kept her just as loud, even though it would have choked out your mortal kind of girl in seconds.

She reached back with both hands. Nails dug into my waist as Lily kept trying to force me deeper. For all her weakness, that body packed an untamed storm she’d been hiding for too long.

My breathe seethed through locked jaws. Our bodies slammed together as I felt the a pulse course from the deepest part of her snatch.

Lily’s throat vibrated hard enough to numb my hand. “This time, with me!”

Puncturing hard again, I felt her turn into woman-shaped wreckage. Another crush shivered the one leg she was standing on.

Lily brought it up, punching the heel of her foot against my rib cage.

Trapping her between my hips and tons of stone, I piled in so hard that either her voice or the block would crack.

That grinding fusion inside her broke Lily’s mind. Both of her palms slapped against the polished rock, probably feeling truly alive for the first time in her life.

Her wailing screams caught me off-guard. Drugged with the madness pouring out of her, a hard press of the bottom of my shaft forced what was left out of the poor girl.

A surge of wetness flowed around me. Even as her passage snapped tight, I growled through it. The ridge under my shaft coursed over her g-spot, firing her over the edge.

I grabbed the back of her neck, hammering close to my own maximum.

Each smack
 drowned in the raw volume of her screams. Another squirt of wetness flowed as her pussy throbbed again.

My hand drifted to the front of her throat again. Ripping her off the wall until Lily’s back pressed straight against me, those impeccable, swollen breasts were the perfect handles to keep her locked tight.

Every vein and artery in my neck stung with every heartbeat. Lily had already come undone. Now it was just a matter of how far I could throw her past the boundary.

After the hardest plow I’d given her yet, time slowed to a crawl. Breathing as hard as I could, my body tensed. Energy crackled through my shaft, rising higher as every inch shattered through.

Caught deep, I felt the eruption well up. My cock surged one last bit of hardness.

A silken texture spread around my tip. Rocking my head forward, I couldn’t even force my teeth apart as I grunted, “Oh fuck!”

Lily blasted one final torrent of shouts. Her ass couldn’t back into me enough. She’d had her wish granted, and now her body was just being greedy.

Bucked over and taking her with me, I tried to inhale through the press of my face against her neck. It was better than oxygen, taking in the pure aroma of that lovely thing I’d let myself become obsessed with.

Her fingers trembled against my jaw and temple. Nuzzling her mouth against my forehead, Lily proved how angelic she could be.

As I fought through the burn in my lungs, another dripping peck merged with my sweat.

Lily’s touch was past hot, but when I had the strength to look at her, the blue of her eyes felt warm too. “Does it always feel this good?”

I didn’t know if it was because of what we’d become, or if it was all because of her. “It’s never felt like this for me, either.” Going flaccid, I tried to pull myself out.

Fingertips graced the line of my jaw. “No, stay right there.” Lily jittered out her final wave. “If we’re supposed to live forever, I need as much of this to remember as I can get.”

A quick gasp of agreement coursed up my throat. “Same.”

From that point forward, I understood what Lev had meant about his wife. When two immortals bond like this, they’re both the other’s one-person cult.


HAREM MASTER 3

I hadn’t planned on sharing our room with a third person. Lily and I had been ‘playing’ and doting after each other like newlyweds for days. But then I heard the knock on our door.

The place was dated, but clean and comfortable enough. Nobody else knowing how to navigate the maze of halls felt like the main benefit. Until someone rapped their knuckles and dragged me kicking out of sleep.

Rubbing my eyes, I looked through the peephole. Hell no…
 “I don’t know why you’ve got two suitcases behind you, but this place ain’t open yet. Go home.”

Mona put her eye up to the glass, her iris shining bright enough to hurt. “This is your fault. Open the damn
 door!”

Covers stirred behind me. By the time I looked back, Lily was already sitting up. “What’s going on?”

I didn’t have to say a word.

Mona saw to that, in her native Italian. “Apri la porta, coglione!”

Yeah, she could rip the door off the hinges, but I had to fuck with her. “What kind of perfume or pasta is that?”

The whole thing almost banged through the wall. “It means ‘open the door, asshole
!’”

“What the hell did I do to you? Wasn’t this all your idea anyway?”

A deep breath sucked the air out of our suite too. Lily stared back like I’d just messed up.

Peeking through the hole again, I saw Mona fake a smile. “Edward, sweetheart, Lev’s blaming me
 for not telling you two about your real jobs.” Gritted teeth came out as her lips parted. “Now let me the fuck
 in...”

Anyone forcing calm like that was bound to snap. I couldn’t open all three locks fast enough. But I still had to jab a bit more. “I remember when I was in your position. Everything went to hell from there.”

The door flew open. If I hadn’t jerked my head back, I’d have been seeing how fast we could recover from a snapped neck.

Mona slung both pieces of luggage clear to the other side of the room. Flakes of drywall splintered off, landing on top of each.

Seeing Lily frightened out of her mind and clutching the sheets like that didn’t make me feel any better. “You’re pissed, but not really at us. I get it.” Or maybe ten-percent of it was directed at us, because even I could read that in her mind. “What’s gonna calm your ass down?”

“Management. If you’re in charge of this place, it’s on you.”

It was news to me. “I thought I was just here to carve your fucking book in the walls. If you didn’t tell me everything, it’s not my fault.” I poked between Mona’s tits, right in the sternum. “Go ahead and tell us everything, so I can get your ass outta here.”

I coiled back, feeling the wind as her teeth snapped within an inch of my finger.

“Jesus fuck!”
 I had to look down to make sure everything still attached. “What the ever-living hell is wrong
 with you?”

Mona stomped over to her suitcases and whined a zipper open. She was already down to bra and panties before she turned around with snarl. Pointing at me with one hand, she tore a couple of dresses out. “You’re with me. You’ve still got a place in Knoxville until the end of the month, right?”

I did, but that wasn’t the problem. “Until you calm the fuck down, I’m not doing shit.”

My ear felt like it was about to tear off my head. Suddenly, I was in the doorway.

Mona’s voice rumbled back into the room. “Don’t even get up. If he does what I need him to, I won’t hurt him.”


Mona refused to say a word all the way through the tourist traffic. Sitting in front of a gas station she demanded we stop at, I’d just finished sending Lily a text to the phone I’d added on my plan.

Yeah, I’m still alive.

As the reply dinged, Mona dropped back in the front passenger’s seat, with that tiny, black purse still hanging off her shoulder. Clear cellophane flew into my lap as the door slammed.

I saw what she was doing. “Hold the fuck up! I never said you could smoke in my car!”

“Kiss my ass!” She flicked a lighter she’d just bought too.

I gave up and rolled her window down. The sooner we got moving, the less that shit could linger.

Mona pulled air through her cigarette, flaming the cherry almost white-hot. I figured it was probably best to let the nicotine do its job.

Once I got back on the road, I didn’t even look at her. “I hope that’s calmed you down enough that you’ll start telling me what’s going on.”

Another blast of smoke wafted through the air. “Yeah, I’m not ready to kill you anymore.”


Fuck me…
 “I didn’t even do anything. You
 owe me an answer at this point.”

“A resort needs staff. And before they get hired, it needs management.” Even over the road noise, I heard her nails tap on the roof of my car. “Lev won’t let me back in until we’ve found your human resources person.”

“Why do you need me for that?”

“Who
 isn’t that important. But you’ll have to deal with her. I’m doing you a favor here.”

“No, you’re making my car reek.” But I was past arguing. “And how long have you been a smoker?”

Mona opened my Coke and dropped the lit butt inside, not caring that I hadn’t drank half of it. “The last one of these I had was in 1963. God...That felt good.”

Fuck you too, you old bitch.


My old apartment didn’t have any furniture left, unless you counted the stains from the time the roof over the bedroom leaked. Even a steam cleaner couldn’t pull that shit out of the carpet.

Mona curled her nose harder with every room. “This is a dump.”

“It’s empty, so of course it is.” Not that getting the hand-me-down and roadside salvage furniture out made it any better. “This was your idea, anyway.”

“Lev’s, actually. If it were up to me, this would all be on you.”

“Well, if you can’t do anything but throw a fit, shut your mouth. I don’t like this anymore than you do.”

Mona opened her purse. “We’ll need a bed and a candidate. If you know where to find an ATM, they’re both on me.”

“Lev sent us here
 to fix this problem. If he throws a fit about a room charge, I’m blaming you.”

“Good luck with that.” Hotter than any woman who’d ever set foot near that apartment complex, Mona poked the center of my chest, exactly as I’d done to her earlier. “I can convince him in ways you can’t. If you really
 fail him, he’ll ask Lily
 to pay the debt for you.”

“And you’re sure a nuke is the only way to kill people like us?”

“Struck a nerve there, didn’t I?”

“Fuck
 you.”

Mona smirked just enough to piss me off even more. “First, we find your new head of human resources. Then we get a room.”

“I think you’ve got it backwards.”

“No.” Mona dropped to her knees and reached straight for my zipper. “She doesn’t have to stay
 human to manage them.”

“And she doesn’t have to suck my dick, either.”

Mona pulled my cock out, running a good stroke up the whole length. “We can find a guy, if that’s your kind of thing too.”

Now that I was just as powerful as her, putting Mona through the skull-fucking of her life was almost too tempting. “I don’t know where you plan on finding someone like that in one night.”

“You keep forgetting I can read your thoughts a lot better than you can read mine. You’re welcome to try, but I promise I’ll try to bite this thing off too.”

I remembered almost losing a finger to those teeth. “Don’t start something you won’t finish, then.”

“Call it pre-gaming before we go out. Except I don’t want you stupid-drunk on top of the regular stupid.” Mona sprung my tip with a finger and stood up. “The closest ATM, and then Knoxville’s best strip club. Let’s go.”


Out of all the options I’d listed, The Blue-Eyed Panther was Mona’s choice, not mine. The drinks were too damn high, the cover charge was outrageous, and the bouncers could be real cunts. But with a stunner like her, able to handle any meathead and covering the ‘expenses,’ I talked myself into relaxing and enjoying the place.

We’d gone through private dances with about half the girls. After three hours, I was strippered out and ready for more than a paid tease.

As one of the more lackluster girls trotted off the stage, the DJ made the stage lights go apeshit. “Next up, hold on to your wallets boys, and give a round of sound for... Luxury
!”

Every guy who looked like a regular hooted and cheered. The first clapping drumbeats of Slow Ride
 made my chest rattle.

Mona leaned into my ear, shouting over the first guitar riff. “At least it’s not more of that fucking rap!”

I rolled my eyes hard enough to give the underside of my brain an inspection. “People got tired of yelling about rap music decades ago. Catch up.”

Then she came out from the back as the vocals started.


Holy shit…
 I had to do a double-take. But no, Mona was still in the chair next to me, and not dressed in that leather and rhinestone bikini.

They weren’t quite twins, but Mona and Luxury sure followed the same blueprint. Tits and ass you could sled off of, jet black hair, and that beautiful, kinda bitchy face women go under the knife to imitate. Luxury’s eyes even matched the dull brown of Mona’s contacts.

“You sure we’re not here to see a long-lost sister of yours?”

Mona grinned as too much perfection swung around the pole. “She’ll do.”

Whether she was talking about the job we wanted to fill, or the next private dance, I didn’t give a shit. “Hey, your husband’s paying. Bring it on.”


The line of hopefuls didn’t stand a chance at the entrance of the VIP room. A big-titted Italian chick handing a Benjamin to the bouncer gets to cut any line she wants. “We want that Luxury girl.”

Groans erupted behind us.

The big, bald oaf slapped his open hand against the door. “Star treatment coming through! They want Lux.”

A woman’s voice answered from the other side. “They?”

“Some guy and a girl who looks just about like her.”

Someone in the line muttered out, “Lucky bastard.” Then it sounded like a good majority of them walked off.

The door opened. An older chick who had to be the ‘house mom’ waved us in. “Room four. Same rules as the private dances. No phones out of your pockets, and don’t get handsy.”

After the dim lighting of the main room, barring the stage, the fluorescent lights in the hall were blinding. Thankfully, number four was the second to the right.

Each wall and the back of the door were covered in mirrors. I sat on the red vinyl bench, which screamed that an easy cleanup was important there.

Mona caught it too as she sat her bare legs in my lap. “With all I pulled out of the bank, those rules are a load of shit.” She still had hundreds in that purse after withdrawing the max from at least ten different cards.

“I haven’t known you for a month, but the craziest shit in my life so far is all your fault.”

She nipped at my earlobe and pressed the insides of her thighs against my shaft. “Is that a problem?”

All I had to remember was the ‘twin’ headed for the mirrored broom closet I’d found myself in. “Not a bit.”

“We can do this again tomorrow, if you’d rather learn how to feed.”

“I can chew just fine.”

Mona squeezed her legs even harder around the tent in my pants. “I guess Lev didn’t tell you either, but the longer you and Lily stay isolated in that ruin, the weaker you’ll get.” She tapped the center of my forehead, leaving painful marks with a razor-like fingernail. “Sit back, and I’ll show you how. And don’t worry, she’ll live.”

A presence was just on the other side of the wall. As the handle turned, Mona slid off me and backed herself into a corner.

Luxury didn’t look any further from Mona’s carbon copy up close. She darted her eyes between each of us, but I didn’t have what stole her eye.

Mona unsnapped her purse and pulled out the rest of our ‘funds.’ “Twenty-five-hundred enough to take this somewhere else?”

She leaned against the trim of the open door before shouting down the hall. “Special request, Aster! Pete needs to give away my dance slots.”


Mona’s trip through the port-a-bank and Luxury’s bribe left my hostess without another account to leech from. Which meant I had to pay for the room. Since my license had a Knoxville address, the hundred-dollar security deposit drained what I’d kept in reserve. There’s no talking your way out of that when you’re renting a single queen-sized bed, and one of the two women you’re with reeks of strip club.

But sitting on the corner of the bed, I knew what I was in for. What I didn’t know, was why Mona demanded she and Luxury take a shower beforehand.

The water cut off, but I didn’t hear either of them talking or giggling like I expected. That is, until one of them stepped out, bare as a blank sheet of paper.

I tried to figure out which one I was staring at. But with soaked hair and all that makeup gone, it didn’t get any easier.

With a fuck-load more perk, the second one leaned on the first’s shoulder. “So, is she one you think you can deal with for decades, or should I make her your first meal like we talked about?”

My boner didn’t shrink, but I wanted it to. “She’s gonna survive this, right?”

Mona swatted Luxury’s ass. “Yeah, she’s pretty robust.”

“That’s not what I was asking about...”

Pulling the wet ropes of hair back from our guests ear, Mona whispered like I couldn’t hear it anyway. “He gets to pick whether you live or die. The question is, does he know which choice will keep you alive?”

“Stop!” I wasn’t cut out for some serial killer shit. “I’m not doing anything if you’re gambling this poor girl’s life.”

Mona kneaded her fingers through Luxury’s hair. “There wasn’t much in her head to begin with. You feed, and she’ll be running even closer to empty than she already was.”


This fucking bitch…
 “If it’ll save the girl’s life, fine, I’ll take her.”

Nearly identical bodies crushed together. “You hear that? He likes us!”

Luxury barely reacted. For all I knew Mona had sucked her brain dry already.

As much as I fought to hide my erection, twin bodies like that could get a rise out of a dead man. “If she’s gonna have to be like myself and Lily, can we not
 put a saber through her neck?”

“Of course. That was all ceremony.” Mona kept smirking like I was even dumber than her victim right then. “But if she’ll be your HR chick, I should turn her. Empathy’s important in that job.”

“Like you’re fucking capable of it.”

Mona shoved her double my way. “Empathy is understanding what the other person feels and thinks, but that doesn’t mean I have to give a damn about it.”

Toned abs landed in my lap.

Stepping closer, Mona tucked her hands behind her ass. “Well, it’s time to decide. Are you hungry or horny?”

“I don’t want her to die.” Luxury had gone full rag-doll over my legs. “It’s not like I owe her anything, but you’re a fucking psychopath. She didn’t ask for this, and I didn’t either.”

Bending at her hips, Mona flipped wet strands of hair from Luxury’s face, soaking my jeans. “So you think she’ll do?”

It had to be a trick question. “Let’s assume I feed right now. What’d happen to her?”

“If I already have,” Mona straightened back up and held her arms in front of her cunt, “she’ll die.”

“Well, have you?”

Mona craned herself over, settling right in my face. “You tell me. The poor girl’s out of it.”

“Fine.” It didn’t take much strength to rest Luxury in the center of the mattress. “Make her one of us. I’m not gambling her life playing your damn game. She’s someone’s daughter, not a meal, for fuck’s sake.”

Like I was with the program for once, Mona perked her shoulders up. “Okay.”

“Can I change my answer? You look too happy about it.”

She kept that demented smile. “That’s fine too.”


Son of a bitch…
 “What if I just leave, and you don’t convert her?”

“It won’t stop me
 from doing what I want. I could be hungry, or I could want a plaything who looks just like I do if you won’t take her.”

If I didn’t have the life of someone else in play, I’d have slapped the bitch right off Mona’s face.

“You wouldn’t hit a woman,” she squeezed the helpless ass between us, “unless she asked you to.”

“I fucking hate you so much…”

Mona planted both hands on her hips. “Alright, you’re bonded with her, just like that other girl we gave you. Now leave.”

“What kind of lazy shit is this? I just don’t want her to die.”

Like I was the biggest idiot alive, Mona shook her head. “I turned Lily, and Lev turned you. But neither of you can stand us. I can taste it from a mile away.”

“And?”

“You’re not bonded to the person who turned you, idiot.” Mona ducked right into my face again. “You protected this girl, so she’ll feel that and be loyal to you. What more could you want from an HR manager if you’re the boss?”

Several answers flooded my head. But I had to know. “Did you feed off her, or not?”

“If I had, she’d need the same recovery I gave you.” Mona pulled another card out of different part of her purse. “It’s got a hundred left. Go out and have fun for a couple hours.”

I snatched the plastic out of the air. Mona was a twisted lunatic, but she’d kept to every word so far, in her own fucked up way.

Standing up from the bed, I had to know one thing. “What’s her real name?”

Mona pointed at the door. “Hell if I know. After I made sure she didn’t have kids or a guy waiting at home for her, I didn’t care about the rest.” Her finger stretched even harder. “Out!”


For a midnight breakfast, it looked even sadder than usual. Maybe it was the sobriety. But I had to worry about the poor girl trapped in that room with Mona.

I slid the waitress the card. “Whatever’s left on it, keep the change.”

The fuzzy eye she gave told me I needed to stay put. But in a couple of minutes, she practically danced back to my booth.

Scrawling lines with the pen, I didn’t mind that I’d just tipped her $88.72 for bringing me a cup of coffee and a BLT. It wasn’t my money. “Don’t work too hard tonight.”

“You got it, doll.”

I’d spent too much time listening to drunks and factory workers pick the worst shit in the jukebox. All the while, the million possibilities of whatever Mona was doing to the stripper in our room played through my head.

Walking across all four lanes of traffic, I’d let all the time I could stand pass.

I didn’t even look at the desk clerk as she asked, “Tonight didn’t go like you thought?”

It hadn’t, but that was the least of my concerns.

Only going up a floor this time, I stepped out of the elevator and walked to the door. Pressing my ear against the wood, I didn’t hear a damn thing.

My card made the lock blink green. As soon as I felt the bolts give way, I pressed in.

But it was too quiet, and the only light came from the street below, through those really shitty curtains.

I got through the little passage between the bathroom and closet.

Both faces whipped around and stared my way. Pupils like blue glow sticks gazed back, from the mattress and above. And neither one of them was wearing a stitch.

I felt better about my choice, and the urge to puke, at the same time. “Because of fucking
 course that’s what you did.”

The leggy brunette on the bottom said, “Don’t even tell me you’re mad.” Which had to be Mona.

“I sat in a fucking
 Knoxville diner for two hours, worried sick about what you were doing up here!”

Mona brushed her hands up Luxury’s thighs. “Well, that was your mistake. I never told you where to go.”

Reaching for the light switch, I caught myself before I fucked up.

“Good, you remember what it’s like to be the new kid.”

Turning lights on was still a habit from my human days. Same with watching TV and listening to music a bit on the loud side. “As soon as it’s daytime, we’re going home. You think Lev will take you back now?”

“You’re always so impatient, Edward.”

“Eddie
.”

“Whatever.” Mona pushed her newest conversion off herself. “I think Alexis can keep her real name. It sounds pretty.”

She already had a stripper’s name, from birth. But I guess a stage alias makes stalking a little harder. “Now that I know she’s still alive, I’m out again.”

Mona whined, “You’re nowhere near as fun as you were as a human. And yes, I did have to kill her. That’s how the conversion works.”

“Do I even wanna know?” From where I stood, Alexis didn’t have any marks or holes where she shouldn’t. But that’s our healing speed for you.

Getting up and trailing a finger down Alexis’ jaw, she kept going to halfway down her throat. “She came to when I tightened the blow dryer cord. For a human, our friend here put up a good fight.”

I looked at the freshly-minted pair of glowing eyes. “And you’re not even pissed?”

Alexis shrugged. “Should I be?” Maybe the choking had killed the last of her brain cells.

“I mean, you literally just
 died in a motel room. Hell, it was a murder.”

“I feel fine now.” She stood up beside Mona, leaning on her killer’s shoulder. “And who could stay mad at someone who looks just like me?”

“That has got to be the...” Dumbest.
 “Most laid-back thing I’ve heard in my life.”

Mona turned her head, stopping her lips just short of Alexis’ ear for another pointless whisper. “That money’s still not yours until you earn it. Remember? You agreed to do whatever I ask until check-out time.”

“So this isn’t the new job yet? When does it start?” Identical in body and face to Mona, but a totally different breed between the ears.

At first, Mona’s voice came through my head. Great, we picked up a real window-licker.
 “Eddie will be your boss, but until we leave here, I give the orders.”

“Alright, I’m out. Have all your shit ready to go at six.” Because I didn’t want any part of Mona’s ho-ass ideas before we hit the road.

Mona glanced at me, but aimed her attention entirely at Alexis. “We’re not gonna let him leave.”


Shit.
 One, I might have been able to fight off. “Alright, let’s get this over with.”

Wrapping an arm around Alexis’ hips, she played dumb for our new ‘pet.’ “You ever heard of a guy pass off a threesome with twins like it’s the worst burden ever?”

“You’re not even twins.” Biologically, anyway. “But if there’s no getting out of it, why wear myself out trying to get away?”

Alexis smiled too hard as she put her hands all over Mona. “He’s just playing hard to get.”

“No,” Mona pushed her nose against Alexis’ neck, “Eddie’s weird like that. He’ll piss and moan until he gets his dick wet. After that, he’s an
 animal.”

My new HR manager grinned even further and looked my way. “Maybe he wants a show first.”


Sure. Why not throw another log of crazy on the fire, Mona?
 “If you hadn’t brought it up, she would.”

Mona pulled skin with a bite, throwing Alexis into a shiver without even getting a hand between the girl’s legs. “He knows me well.”

“Don’t get ahead of yourself. We met, what, a couple of weeks ago?”

“Eddie,” Mona gave me one of those stares that could put any man in his place, “shut up and enjoy what gets thrown in front of you.”

Lily had signed on to the plan, so who was I to argue? “By all means, then.”

Alexis set on it like I had a pocket full of dollar bills. Pushing Mona down on bed without any kind of warning, she crawled over the mattress like Mona hadn’t just strangled her to death.

A gutsy caress of her rear started with one hand. Then Mona whipped the second up with a hard crack
. Spreading her legs to put everything on offer, until they closed and wrapped over the thinnest part of Alexis’ waist.

Something hellacious and a little too enjoyable woke in me. I stomped over, grabbing a pillow and shoving it under Mona’s ass.

Lips smacked and fingers danced around. All four tits piled out, mid-grope.

Watching all that, I started to feel entitled. Grabbing the pull of my zipper, the front of my jeans opened. All that pressure between the denim and my cock dropped all at once.

Feet and hands wrapped around back and butt. The low-level hum of what I wanted to do to Mona began screaming in my head. A second girl just as tasty added in gripped what restraint I had left and started throwing a round of slobber-knocker punches.

Shining through, Alexis’ mound begged for some kind of attention. The traces of pink on her skin told me that she’d already gotten attention.

Mona’s wasn’t looking any more neglected. The gradient from peach to red shot up way too fast near her clit.

Working my pants down, I stated the obvious. “Looks like you two got to know each other while I was out.” At a goddamned Waffle House.

Another whisper from Mona sounded out like a megaphone by my ear. “I think he’s jealous.”

Alexis giggled as the lip-popping came to an end. “Poor baby. Should we make him feel better?”

“You.” Mona wrapped her arms and legs tighter. “I like you.”

Like something out of a dream, identical, sinful bodies got on their stomachs and faced me. The urge to just grab their hair and make a run to the finish line bumped my dick up another tier of hardness.

With their breasts about to pile over the edge of the bed, Alexis and Mona looked at each other one more time. Our new girl covered her mouth like she still didn’t know I could hear every word. “You still promise he’s that good?”

Mona squinted one eye at me before whispering back, “He hasn’t fucked me since he turned into one of us. If anything, he’s gotta be even better now.”

“I only made it all the way to the end because if I had to die soon, it was the least awful way to clock out.” My funeral wouldn’t have had many guests, but damn would I have been buried with a giant smile on my face.

They scooted a little closer. While I was in the middle of peeling off my shirt, Alexis had one more question. “So who gets first dibs?”

Breathless and trying my best to relax, watching them smirk at each other again forced a shudder down my back. Hornier than a dog with two dicks, I wished I did have an extra staff hiding somewhere.

Mona licked her chops. “It’s not a competition, love.”

Calling her shot, Alexis wrapped fingers around my base. My pulse rose and fell against her palm. Then a fast, toying lick played at the swollen head.

Something tickled against my balls as Mona teased her own mouth around the middle of the shaft.

Eager for more, I coursed my hand through their hair. But I didn’t have to push.

Alexis trapped me deep, her lips taking over for her fingers at my hilt. Tender flicks up the bottom and around the sides had me groaning and staring at the back of my eyelids.

Her tongue slid back toward my center. The sudden vacuum in her mouth felt like Alexis was trying to feed off me, ripping my mind out through the wrong end of my body. Not that Mona had even told me how we feed yet.

Even though it felt like she was doing it just a few minutes short of forever, it ended as quickly as it had started. Identical as they were, I felt the difference in Mona’s tongue as she grazed it down me. After that much of an epic suck, the delicate care was maddening.

One of them was giving me some hand-love around the family jewels. Or maybe it was both.

My cock floated in drafty air again. A pair of lips squeezing around each side put me back in the forge. Rapid heating and cooling can make steel harder, after all.

But one of them needed to get over her jealousy. Taking me back in, Alexis seemed a little too eager to get the show on the road.

Mona dropped the competition before it started. I heard her hands and knees push her off the bed until she rested against my chest. “Feed on one her, now that she’s one of us, and our little friend would be the perfect
 employee.”

It didn’t bother Alexis, apparently. The tender squeeze of tongue and cheeks fired down my length again.

Waiting for Mona to explain the basics I’d been missing, I looked down at her face. The only way to describe her expression is scary-happy.


Prove you’re the stronger will, and she’s a buffet.
 Mona slid her fingers up to my collarbones. When she gives in, do what feels natural.


Which didn’t explain a thing. Speaking to both of them at once, I huffed out, “More...”

Alexis got right on it as Mona licked at the bottom of my throat. Straddling the carbon-copy of herself over the shoulders, her tongue danced up to my chin. Even after all these years, I can’t put it in words. But you’ll feel it. Trust me.


I already knew better than to try that last part ever again. Yet when she had fed on me, I didn’t even know it.

Mona eased up a little more and pressed her tongue inside my mouth. Suddenly, this feeling
 like a memory in and of itself drifted into my head. Like I was in her room and her body, drawing the essence out of myself.

She was right. Somewhere between domination, absolute pity, and breathing a person’s soul in is the closest I can get to laying it out for you.

Pulling her mouth away, she kept my head still with a grip on each side. “Just be careful about who you do it to. Some people are better than truffles, and others are like rummaging through a dumpster. Read them first.”

Not that I had Mona’s talent for the last part. I felt safe in guessing Mona had been drawn to Alexis for a damn good reason, though.

Taking a fist of hair, I pulled Alexis’  head back. Something like fear entered her eyes, but I knew it was impossible to really hurt her by that point. “Relax. I’m the nice one here.”

Mona didn’t bother whispering this time. “You lucky bitch.”

Alexis played along, backing herself up until she was on her ass, still held by her hair like a fresh-picked carrot. The little tremble in her jaw got stronger as Mona ducked to meet her, sneaking a hand between Alexis’ thighs.

I pushed her shoulders back, crashing the girl against the mattress. Crawling over her, I could tell she knew we weren’t just another couple out for a grand time.

Her legs crimped behind mine. “What is this, really?”

My tip met a big splash of wet and ready. As our bodies connected even more, something about her felt too delicious to pass up. “She’s giving you to me.”

Another bit of pressure from my cock shocked her jaws open. Alexis tensed her thighs like she wanted to pull me deeper, but it stopped at the final second. “I don’t know what that means.”

Hell, I didn’t either. But instincts I’d never felt before roiled up from inside me. “Does it matter?”

She felt that it was as right as I did. I could taste it.

Mona’s voice rang through my skull, loud as a gunshot. Do it. Now.


What ‘it’ was, I didn’t know. That is, until I buried my face in Alexis’ neck and plunged inside.

The neglected daughter of a single mother and a father she never had much to do with. A lifetime of struggling to prove she was worth something to anyone who would pay attention. Yeah, this girl was fucked in the head.

Her arms and legs tightened around me as I kept drinking it in. As her life story drained into my mind, all the emotions and insecurities tasted
 different from one another. Even now, I hate the way I savored the endless insecurities.


That’s it.
 Mona shoved me from behind, crashing my dick in as far as it could go. You’re almost to the best part.


Alexis broke out in a stuttering moan. Her limbs gave out, dropping to the bed as I kept fighting to suck the last morsels of her former self.

Like biting into the richest fudge and tasting it with my very being instead of my tongue, I hit the part that was the new Alexis.

As the mental images and emotions kept flowing, I finally understood. Jesus, she really did hear everything when I tried to protect her.
 And I felt like I had as much strength in every finger as my entire body had been packing up until then.

Mona butted in one last time. Lily felt the same thing. Maybe chivalry is only undead.


The limp body underneath me felt cold. Panic set in.


Don’t worry, she’ll be fine.
 Mona forced me deep again. Not many of us get to experience feeding on our own. Much less for the first meal.


Not that I felt lucky. Feeling the breath against my ear, I tried giving Alexis a tap on the cheek. “Hey, stay with us!”

“She’ll be fine
.” Mona nibbled her way down my jaw, scratching her teeth against stubble the whole time. “You’re not the kind who takes advantage of a passed out girl anyway.”

Great as Alexis felt inside, grunting my way across the finish line with her zonked out like this did feel like too much of a waste. “How long until she’s awake again?”

I felt Mona shrug. “Hell if I know. You’re the one who just sucked her mind dry.”

Ripping myself out of Alexis, I had Mona pinned to the bed before I stopped thinking about doing exactly that.

“See?” Her calves pinched around my waist. “You feed, and you get your powers back to what they should be.”

Not that I liked how great it felt.

But Mona knew how to drive the knife in. “You’re a lot stronger than I am, right now...”

Plunging through as her legs squeezed tight, the way she resisted felt like Mona was wet paper trying to hold off a shotgun blast. “You want me to end up as bent as you. I get it now.”

“No.” Her legs pulled harder. “I just want you to shut up and fuck me already.”

All that aggression I’d been shelving since my old apartment came flooding back.

“You know I can’t stop you right now.” Another grasp of her thighs sank me deep. “Are you gonna keep being a pussy, or wreck mine?”


Fuck!
 Muscles tightened hard enough to strain my bones. My fingers closed around her neck before I knew what I was doing.

“There you go.” Mona squeezed tighter with every part of herself. “Go ahead and take it all out on me. I like it...”

It’s what she wanted, but I was ready to make the bitch regret everything she’d done. Plunging through, I ripped myself back out and popped for another drive.

Mona was already on the verge of shuddering, her demand coming out in one sharp cry. “More!” Despite what she kept begging for, her own strength kept failing against all I had surging through me.

Overpowering her with one ruthless crush of our hips after another, the rested vigor in my limbs kept spreading and growing. Like I was in a marathon, feeling more energy and speed after every hundred meters. Our bodies kept scooting across the bed until I had her neck hanging over the far edge.

Another hard throttle to her core seized Mona’s entire body. She squeezed just as tight as our first time. But it wasn’t near enough.

I pulled out of that pitiful wreck of a snatch. “Lost your touch? I’m not even breaking a sweat.”

But Mona was lost in her own world, her jaw shivering as the rest of her body fell into itself.

This feeding thing… It’s the real fucking ticket.

My breath just about hit baseline again. Then I felt hands grip my shoulders from behind.

It had to be Alexis.

Staring down at Mona’s spent body, I didn’t mind the rub of fingers and scrape of nails up my arms. “You’re brave.”

Her voice cooed into my ear. “You proved your worth to her. Now it’s my turn to do that for you.” Nevermind that I’d just drained the girl.

“You should back off. Mona’s crazier than a shit-house rat.”

“That’s fine.” Her arms wrapped around my chest from behind. “I don’t need you to wear me out. I just want to prove I’m worthy.”

Even compared to Lily, I didn’t know if our little vamp of a stripper could hold her own. “You sure about this?”

The sound of her body shifting around atop the bed piqued my ears. I knew she was presenting her ass without even looking. “If I’m not ready for it, I’m sure you can find a way to dump me off somewhere.”

I didn’t know that, for sure. “Mona likes you, but only because you two are damn near identical. I need a little more than that before I haul you back with us.”

The finest ass I’d ever seen wiggled in front of me. Watching the line of g-string move aside could have dropped any kids’ nuts. “I know the pay is good. Money talks.”


Yeah, a little too well.
 Not that I wanted to hold back. “Think about what you’re doing. This chick’s fucking crazy.”

Like Mona didn’t mean a thing, Alexis backed herself into me. “You’ve already got a girl you care about. I get it.”

What Lily would think of this whole mess shocked through my head. “She’s agreed to whatever I have to do, but I’d still like to keep it on the up-and-up with her.”

Alexis shot her head forward and gasped. “You went and found the innocent type...” Her ass backed a little further against the raging cock I could barley hold back. “I know how to handle girls like her.”

Something made my hand sting against her ass. “Yeah, you’re just like that other crazy bitch, without the experience.”

Forcing herself against me, Alexis set about proving me wrong. “I dare
 you to break me.”

I already had. But the girl wasn’t about to give up.

With another push, Alexis’ cunt took the first inch of my dick.

My hands held around the curve between her waist and hips. The slightest bit of pressure coursed me through, buried deep and feeling the twinge of her back wall.

Alexis screamed, feeling the real power of what we’d both turned into. “Again!”

The first streak of sweat ran down my forehead. Not from the effort, but just the want to give the kind of solid fuck she was begging for.

Hesitation wasn’t in the cards anymore. Tilting myself out, I grabbed the pile of hair shining down her back. Then all the brutality of a good-ol’-fashioned anger-fuck swept through my brain like a flood.

Alexis bent at the neck, convulsing and going mental as I slammed my way in.

Splitting her wide and hearing the echo, I didn’t care if the rooms above, below, or beside us could hear.

“Harder!”

My knuckles cracked around her hair and waist. Forcing Alexis’ ass down and her head up, I felt the next shock mash all the right buttons.

Her flesh grabbed tight. But it wasn’t enough to slow me down. Not after she fucked up and begged for it like that.

I wouldn’t call it rage, but whatever had filled my head, it was blinding. Until I got what my body was after, all that power I’d sucked from her made the feeling irrevocable. Stopping myself before filling that need wasn’t gonna happen.

The final thread of her sanity broke. If Alexis was putting up a fight against that insane rush, it was piss-poor, at best.

My hand let go of her curls and hooked around her throat. The feeling of her pussy going vertical made every thrust feel that much better. Like I had lost myself in a mad drive to come.

But Alexis had beat me to the finish line. Her body went limp against my hold, quaking from the inside out.

Fingernails poked at the side of my ribs. Mona’s voice lilted into my ear. “Her body can handle it, even if she can’t stay conscious through it all. Go on and take what you need.”

I let go, feeling another rush of cunt around my shaft as Alexis collapsed into the mattress. But this wasn’t how I wanted her.

“She needs something to strive for. That’s always been the whore’s biggest flaw.”

Taking everything I could dish out sounded good enough to me. If Alexis couldn’t handle that much, even after the turn, the girl had a far goal to aim for.

Jerking myself out, I watched her ass fall sideways. My arms scooped under her legs and back. Even picking her up, she was light as a feather.

Mona joined me in rushing to the nearest wall, just to the right of the bed. Putting her own back against the stucco, she didn’t hesitate in running a hand between myself and Alexis.

I bent down, tucking both forearms behind the lifeless thighs. Her body lifted up, pressed against the wall and at the perfect level for another shove in.

Trapped in the hold, Alexis opened her eyes and draped her wrists over my shoulders. As Mona started working two or three fingers down below, she came whimpering back to life. “Just fucking use me...”

Both sides of my neck ached. As it coursed down to my balls, and then up my shaft, I knew I was in for a mad rush to the finish line.

Sweeping my hips forward, the tight hold of her cunt was no match.

Alexis shot up an inch, clamping herself around me like the floor was thousands of feet below.

Then Mona worked more speed into her hand. As her lips almost pushed into Alexis’ ear, I caught our hostess whispering, “By the looks of it, he’s more than satisfied with you.”

Pressure mounted around my back. I didn’t even have to look down to know that Alexis was thankful.

Feet dug into my spine as I cradled her for another run forward. Bonded with all her might and taut as a drum, the walls of Alexis’ slit gripped like a raging fist.

It was the escalation I was looking for. Pounding every ounce of force I had in me, I shocked Mona’s hand off the mark. But when it centered back on Alexis’ bean, the girl fucking lost it.

Mona put her face between us, talking to neither myself or Alexis in particular. “Keep going… You’re about to win.”

Which surged a new torrent out of that luscious cunt. As hard as I kept pulverizing our newest toy against the wall, pure greed had taken over her mind.

I bashed my hips into her, trying to break any illusion that she could handle me.

But then Alexis came alive again, rocking out of that orgasmic stupor.

Her pussy veered to one side, shocking my girth to one side of her passage. Fighting the shakes and squeezing harder, Alexis entwined her hands in my own. When she had me reaching for the ceiling, I felt her chin on my shoulder. “Use it!”

Plowing through that
 monstrous contraction nearly did the job. Surrendering to what was gonna happen, an electric tingle fired down my length.

The way I hardened one final bit pried the vicious out of her. Alexis drew blood between my shoulders, gripping my skin even tighter than her cunt could ever dream of.


Son of a bitch!
 The surge crashed up my body, frying my head before I was all the way back up inside her. Feeling them breath into each ear, I wondered who would speak first.

Unrelenting, Alexis snapped her legs tight.

My arms straightened, plants the back of her hands against the wall. Then fingers around my hilt squeezed.

Mona’s whisper was as clear as a shout. “Go ahead. She’s earned it.”

A fire shot up my throat. It all came out as a single groan. Smacking my forehead against the wall, feeling that much release surge all at once made every other climax a quaint lie. “Fuck!”

Dots swirled behind my eyelids as my heart skipped a beat. Silk wrapped around me, both in and out of her.

But when I finally stopped firing rounds, that total exhaustion I’d put her and Mona through made too much sense.

Feeling the bed take me in, I tried to stay awake. As Alexis started whimpering again, no more than a foot away, the deepest satisfaction I’d ever felt took hold.

Maybe it was feeling satisfied and full for the first time since I changed. Hell if I know. Either way, I didn’t want for anything as I drifted off.


Alexis was almost out of it as we piled into my car. Sleep was far more of a comfort and a way to pass time for our type, but I got what she was going through. Looking back in my rear-view mirror when we got into the real mountains east of Knoxville, I realized she was passed slick the fuck out.

Glancing at Mona, or more likely the seat belt pushing her tits apart, I had to ask, “You fed off her too, huh?”

“When you were conked out. She’s eager to please.”

“I thought you wanted her loyal to me.” Passing an RV before I had to stare at the back of it after we got off the interstate, the lack of answers had started wearing on me even more. “You and Lev think I’ll be a good lapdog, but you keep going around his back. What’s really going on?”

“You’re not wrong, but you’re not right, either.” Mona rolled her window down and pulled the pack of cigarettes from her purse. “Don’t worry, I won’t light it.”

“Something bothering you. Care to tell me what?”

“Fuck it.” Mona punched the cigarette lighter in the ashtray I’d never used. “Lev doesn’t even know we’re coming back yet, and the old resort is far enough away that he won’t even know I’m there.”

Weaving in front of a hulking RV, I didn’t give a shit about the smell. The I-40 traffic stank bad enough. “That wasn’t an answer.”

Mona put the coil lighter back in its hole and took a drag. “My husband thinks a new resort will solve our problems. But the problem runs deeper than that.”

“How so?”

“He’s stuck thinking like it’s still the 1920’s. You don’t want to know how many years I’ve been yelling about how much harder it’s gotten to find good candidates for our people.”

“That’s kinda elitist, don’t you think?”

“No.” Mona dragged again, blasting that stench all through my car as she kept going. “The harder daily life gets, the more everyone wants an escape. If every day is hell, they’ll pay out the ass to be pampered like the bosses they hate so much. Like it means something.”

I didn’t follow. “They can afford it now. What’s the problem?”

“Because they can’t. Most of our guests work shit-jobs, and have to pay off the vacation for years, with interest that doubles the final price.”

“Sounds like you’re the one being snotty here. Lev wants to give these folks a break from another week at the same machine or desk, from the way you’re describing it.”

“He tried being picky by banning smoking at the resort a few years ago...” Mona tilted her head out the window. “Don’t take the next exit. The traffic will be hell this time of day, and I’d really like another one of these without smelling like an ashtray.”

She already did, but I knew what Mona was driving at. Flipping my turn signal back on, I waited until some monstrosity of a bass boat flew past. “If bringing back the old resort was your idea, it’s probably time you spill the beans. I’m not fond of the guy myself, for a couple of reasons.”

“Yeah, I know I can trust you. That’s why I linked Sleeping Beauty back there to myself as well.”

Which explained a lot. “Quit pussyfooting around it, then.”

“How much do you trust Lily?” Mona flicked the ash from the tip of her smoke. “And don’t fuck around here. Do you think she’s loyal to you, honestly?”

“We’ve been in darker places than you or Lev, if that’s what you’re talking about.”

Mona shot a cloud out the passenger-side window. “I love you to death, but no, you haven’t.”

“What do you mean?”

Before I could pull on the shoulder to slam the breaks and kick her ass out, Mona started grinning. “That sad tale she told you… It’s not true. Some part of it, anyway.”

“So what’s the big lie?” I wanted to grab a cigarette out of her pack myself. “The abuse, her parents wanting her dead, or every single bit of it?”

“All of that’s true, but something about her story feels off to me. Like she stopped telling it before the ending.”

“Then tell me what you’re playing around with. I deserve to know.”

Mona wasn’t in any hurry, piling smoke out of her lungs again. “It’s nothing major, and I don’t think it’s anything to get pissed at her about.”

“I’ll be the judge of that. Start talking.”

“Think about it. She has nothing to fear from them anymore, but she still acts like there’s some threat lingering there.” Mona ashed her cigarette out the window again. “Why?”

“Trauma’s hard to get over.”

Even with the limited space between herself and the dash, Mona crossed her legs. “What would you know about that, really?”

“If I slam on the brakes right now, you’ll have kneecaps in your lungs. You know that, right?”

“You won’t know the truth, though. That’s gotta have its own value.”

“Let’s suppose it does. If I can’t trust you, Lev, or Lily, who can I believe?”

Like she was forcing the laughter down, Mona put a hand across her chest. “I’ve told you more than I have to anyone else, and I even put my replacement in your lap.”

“That doesn’t mean anything.”

Mona cocked her head toward the back seat. “Tell her
 that. I’m sure she’ll be pissed. Nobody likes being used or disregarded.”

“Fuck you. If Lev and Lily are so damn dangerous, go ahead and pour it all out.” We had another exit and a truck stop left. “And then tell me why you’ve waited so long to stand up to him.”

Dragging nearly an inch off her cigarette in one pull, the apprehension in Mona’s head made the air feel heavy. “Alright, but if either of them pick up on what I’m about to tell you in that thick head of yours, you didn’t hear any of this from me.”

“Go on, then.”

“Lev wants you and Lily to start your own family like ours, but I can’t get him to explain why. Wanting our codex engraved in the walls means he’s out for more than just a monument. That book has power in and of itself.”

And I was set to begin carving the first words any day now. “Which means what?”

“That’s what I can’t figure out. It’s like my husband found a way to lock his true intentions in a safe somewhere inside his head, that even I can’t break through. That’s suspicious enough to make me wary.”

“We getting off here, or do I need to take the long route around Douglas Lake?” Which would add an hour. “And what’s the rest of the story about Lily’s big secret?”

“I dug around and figured out where she came from. Lumpkin, Georgia even sounds like a hillbilly town someone made up.”

“Good to know.” I’d never heard of the place, but I wasn’t about to forget a name like that. “What about her parents?”

Mona worked her way down to the final part of her smoke. “That’s the thing. They’re dead.”


What?
 “From what Lily’s told me, she’s scared shitless that they’ll figure out where she’s hiding.”

“She’s not worried about a pair of corpses finding her, dumbass.” One more puff, and Mona flicked the butt out the window, like the inconsiderate bitch she’d always been. “She’s been declared missing and a person-of-interest to the cops, even though their deaths were ruled a murder-suicide. That’s another thing Lev knows more than he’s letting on about.”

Ice drifted up my legs. “I can’t believe she’d commit murder.”

“Neither can I.” Mona rolled her window up, finally. “The poor thing was scared to death before the ceremony, and I think she’ll be even harder to get feeding to than you were. True
 killers don’t hesitate at all when our gifts of power and eternal life are offered.”

“So what now?” I passed the next exit, more than willing to spend that extra hour learning what I could. “I mean, I’ve got my own feelings for her… But I thought she was letting her guard down with me, not playing some game.”

Mona put a hand on my knee. “That’s not what I’m saying. Emma, Lily, or whatever the hell she wants to call herself, really is a sweet girl.”

I hadn’t seen a hint to suggest otherwise about her, up until that point. “I know that, but it still pisses me off.”

“Just keep your mouth shut and let me keep digging. Trust me, you’re nowhere near as miffed at her as I am with Lev over this.”

“Fine.” I put my cruise-control back on, now that we were past the heavy traffic. “So tell me about this damned book I’m supposed to copy in stone.”
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I hated meeting Lev in one of the public areas like this. Or just visiting the main resort, in general. The more time I spent there, the less I could stand the throngs of guests.

A few tables over, some woman kept jabbering loud enough that the entire buffet could hear. “My son and daugther-in-law did their honeymoon in Fray-ence.” And as far as I could tell, that hairdo had congealed in a five-gallon bucket.

Looking away before I had to get up and stab her with my fork, I caught sight of Lev. He had to be the only other guy with so much as a collar on his shirt in the whole room. But he didn’t seem to mind.

Swirling the ice cubes in my glass of sweet tea, because the resort had stopped offering unsweetened years ago, I wanted to get this over with. “You’re late, boss.”

He pulled a chair away from the table. “And you’re behind schedule on opening the new branch.”

Alexis had done her best, but the girl didn’t know shit about hospitality. Outside of lap dances.

“I’m shocked you took Mona back in after she picked a random stripper to run our hiring. Not that I’m complaining.”

“My wife saw that she can grow into the role. Give it time.”

I put an elbow on the table and rested my cheek against a clenched fist. “Odd that you’d say that while riding my
 ass to get the place open. Hell, if I don’t have more than one maintenance guy in the budget, I don’t see how we’ll hold off the forest, much less get closer to opening.”

“That’s why I wanted to meet.” Lev pounded one end of a straw against the table and slid the wrapper off. Twisting it in one direction, he doubled the paper up and braided it the other way, like it was a nervous tic. “Tell me what you and Lily need to open in three months.”

It was a list far too long to remember off the top of my head. “A shitload. Renovations, guys to move all the furniture you bought for the rooms out of storage, cash to pay the staff we’ll need...”

“A dollar amount, please.”

Hell if I knew what it’d take, but it wasn’t gonna get me anywhere to argue with him. “Let me tackle one issue a week, and provide the money to pay for it. There’s what, twelve or thirteen weeks in that timeframe?”

Jerking his head forward as he folded his arms, Lev smiled just enough to put me on edge. “Fine. What’s your first priority?”


Jesus Christ.
 “I already told you, the place is still a wreck. It’d take the entire ground-keeping staff of this place days of hauling ass, and at least four full-timers to keep the whole property looking presentable.”

“Then that’s our first week. Have Alexis interview the people you need for that. Now, what about the second?”

I hadn’t thought that far ahead, but I knew what would have to happen. “Contractors to get the rooms up to code. Shit, even an exterminator wandering around with a vat of pesticide would make a huge difference.”

“And your third week?”

I ran through the massive list of what was fucked up about the old ruin, but even if I hadn’t managed people before, I knew we couldn’t open for business without staff. “I’ll have to talk with Lily and Alexis. But we don’t have anyone to manage food services, housekeeping, the front desk… I can keep going for an hour here, and it’s not even my job to handle that.”

Lev doubled the wrapper over again, reversing the twist until it was a short hank of paper rope. “Congratulations, you get it now.”

“Get what?”

“How much of a pain in the ass running a resort can be. Since you haven’t given up and quit already, I know you can handle the daily bullshit.”

I wished I’d gotten some food to bite into, if only to have something to vent how pissed off I was upon. “You’re serious...”

“Deadly.”

“Mona was right. You are
 a manipulative asshole.”

Lev brushed fingers over his mustache as he widened his eyes. “And she’s not a manipulative bitch?”

“Alright, that’s a fair point.” But I had to know something. “You want the place open in three months, and suddenly, you’re willing to give us what we need to get it done. What was the hard-ass routine about?”

“Didn’t I already tell you? There’s no point in going through the trouble and resources if you and Lily would quit at the drop of a hat. Don’t think of it as me doubting you at all.” Lev scooted his chair forward and put both elbows atop the table, making a steeple with his fingers. “Call it due diligence.”

I fought the urge to ask him about Lily’s past to the back of my mind. “Well, I’ve got a hospitality manager, and a head of HR. Since you’re so experienced, which department would you
 look to get a boss for next?”

Lev eyed the ‘wedding band’ I’d started wearing. “Since it’s technically a new entity, you should come up with a name for the place. After that, a booking agent, some advertising blowhard, or a head chef.”

“Well, which one needs the most lead-time? I’m only asking because I want to do this right.”

The way he grinned always put me on my guard, like I was the punchline of some joke. “Executive chef and marketing. If we didn’t plan on opening during one of the busy seasons, I’d have a different answer. I hope like hell you’ve got a better line on either one than Alexis brought up.”

Like it was my job to begin with. “Actually, I know someone perfect for the advertising stuff.”

“But you’re not that confident about it. I can smell the doubt from here.”

I hadn’t talked to Quinn Prescott in a decade. Directly, anyway. “I wouldn’t call her an old girlfriend, but we had a thing going for a bit. She’ll pay attention if I contact her.”

“The girl who shot you down.” Lev scooted away from me and straightened his tie. “It’s written all over your face.”

“Hey, you asked if I have leads. Don’t get mad at me for telling the truth. Blowing sunshine up your ass won’t help either of us.”

Lev stood up, not quite sneering down at me. “You don’t fuck around, and you don’t lie to me, either. I think my wife chose well.”

“Alexis wouldn’t have been my first choice, before you get too confident.”

His shoulders bunched like he was about to chuckle. Then it all came out in a sudden fit. “That’s how I knew you were the right man. Bullshit doesn’t fly far with our people.”

Yeah, go fuck yourself anyway.

“Fix this week’s problem, and I’ll tell you what I know about that problematic ‘wife’ of yours.” Lev reached in the right pocket of his blazer and put a handful to tiny syringes between us. “If the girl is a fit, you have to feed and then
 turn her into one of us. You know what that means.”

My palms stung against the edge of the table. “What?”

“Once the heart stops, you have maybe an hour to give back what was taken. That’s how it works.” Pinching one of the needles between his fingers, Lev flicked it closer to me. “It will feel natural too, especially if it’s someone you care about.”

Lev got up without another word, his stare telling more than Mona could get across with a direct connection to my brain. As much as I wanted to run after him as he disappeared among the crowd, I knew better.

But at least I knew why I felt a slow, constant drain from myself before I turned into one of these monsters.


I didn’t mean to slam the door behind me, but it kinda happened.

Alexis shot her head out from under the covers, and Lily dropped the back of both her knees on our HR girl’s shoulders. While both of them stared, I tried to figure out the best way to break the news.

Finally, I quit stammering in my own head. “Lev’s getting impatient, so we need to kick this shit in gear.” Which also meant Lily would have to stop hand-feeding the clan of raccoons that had taken up residence nearby.

Lily pushed herself up to the headboard. “Okay... We’ve been wondering what the hold up was.” As if that had slowed down the fun in our room since Alexis moved in.

“Really, he’s jumping my ass to get this place open.” I made eye contact with Alexis. “I need you
 to start interviewing people, now that we’ve got the budget for staff.”

Leaning her shoulders even harder against the board, Lily cocked her head at me. “Then what do you need me to take care of?”

Seeing the glisten of Alexis’ spit on her bare cunt, my first instinct was to tell Lily to stay exactly as she was and take care of me instead. “We’ve got stuff to talk about.” And I wasn’t even about to get into the fact that I knew her asshole parents were dead.

The change in her attitude warned me that she knew what I had learned, or at least, she had her suspicions. Kicking the sheets off her legs, Lily grabbed her panties and slid them back on. “I’ve been wanting to tell you something myself.”

Just then, my phone vibrated to life in my pocket. I pulled it out, seeing Quinn’s number I’d looked up. “Get dressed well
 for some outside business. I’ll be in the courtyard.”

Lily just nodded as I turned away.

The fifth buzz had me in a panic. Swiping right and holding the phone up to my ear, I tried to stay calm. Both in my head and in my voice.

“This is Eddie.”

A few nervous breaths crackled through the speaker. “Eddie Waller?”

“The same. I didn’t know if you’d bother calling or texting back.”

That hint of airhead still hadn’t left her voice. “It’s been, what, twelve years? You never made it to the reunion.”

Because high school was hell, and I’d had zero interest in seeing anyone in my graduating class. “I don’t mean to come across like I’m a dick, but I need to know if you’re interested in the job offer. Name a place between here and Gatlinburg for dinner, and I can go over the details tonight.”

“Asking me out again? Really?”

I shut the door behind me, knowing Lily could still hear. “Actually, my wife will be with me. We’re kind of a family business like that.”

“Well, if this is a sneaky way to get a date, you’ll really
 piss her off.”

“It’s not like that. I need a marketing person, and you’re the one I know who I can stand for any amount of time. That’s why I contacted you first.”

A few seconds passed as I tried to get somewhere with decent signal in that glorified stone bunker. “Touro Chama. If you’re doing upscale business like you say, you already know about it.”

I’d seen it on my way to and from my old job from the ‘new’ home. And judging by the cars in the parking lot, it wasn’t gonna be cheap. “What time’s good for you?”

“It’s four now, and I can head straight there after work. With rush hour traffic, does six-thirty work?”

“Sounds great.” Even though I didn’t know what kind of place it was, exactly. “If you get there first, tell them you’re with my party.”

“Can do.” Quinn hesitated a few seconds. “But can ask you something before I hang up?”

I was far enough away that Lily wouldn’t make it out. “Shoot.”

“We haven’t talked in a while, and you basically don’t exist on social media, so you probably don’t know...” Even through the awful reception and my phone’s tinny speaker, I caught a gulp on her end. “I just got through a nasty divorce. That’s the main reason I called back.”

“Sorry to hear that.” Not that I really cared. “Listen, I’ve gotta make the reservation. If I don’t text you back saying otherwise, count on six-thirty.”

“Yeah...” Quinn hung up before I could respond.

Not that I meant to be a prick about it, but the girl never gave me the time of day in high school. Twisting thumb-screws on her didn’t bother me at all. Plus, that damn parking lot always did seem full.

But at least I was showing more class than Lev. Overcooked steak, iceberg lettuce, and ranch dressing off a shitty buffet don’t make for a good business lunch.


My poor RX-8 had to be the cheapest car parked out front by tens-of-thousands of dollars. Not that I cared. With her hair done up and that rose-gold dress that matched her eyeshadow barely hanging off her, Lily’s brown contacts helped seal the kind of understated beauty that meant she didn’t have to overcompensate. Just about the opposite of Alexis and Mona’s look, which got my wife zero complaints from me.

But Lily already had her own packed and ready. “She’s late.” We’d already been seated, and half the ice in our drinks had melted.

“You know how much I bitched about Knoxville traffic. It’s Friday, and a holiday weekend. Give her a bit.”

I felt a couple of her toes kick at my shin. “After more than a decade, what’s a few more minutes to wait for her?”

“Don’t tell me you’re jealous.”

“You haven’t taken me
 anywhere like this.” Lily swirled what was left of her Coke and put the green card atop the tower at the center of the table. Apparently, Touro Chana was one of those Brazilian steakhouses.

“Because you barely eat.” I didn’t even have to mention that we didn’t need to anymore. “And speaking of which, Mona recommended I show you how we feed, assuming Quinn’s a fit for what we need.”

“So our marketing girl needs to understand people. I guess that makes sense.”

A pair of headlights turned into the lot. Judging by the warm color and the sound of worn brakes outside, it wasn’t some fancy car, and probably Quinn. “Something else is chewing your ass. Go ahead and spit it out.”

“I could ask you the same thing. Ever since you came back with Alexis, you’ve acted different.” Lily narrowed her eyes at me. “So you tell me what’s wrong first.”

Fighting the truth back wouldn’t have worked, because I already had the big issue screaming in my head. This wasn’t the time for a spat, but it was coming out either way. “I know your parents are dead, and that you do too. What really happened before we met?”

“Would you believe that I killed them?”

My brows shot up as the waiter swooped in to refill our drinks. “I mean, I can’t blame you for it.” Because even with her caginess, that account of her past wasn’t the kind of thing our type could get away with lying about.

Lily darted her eyes away. “Quinn’s a skinny redhead with bangs, right?”

“Yeah.”

“Good. I was tired of waiting.” Lily swapped her chair from the one on the other side of the table, sitting just to my left. “But if you don’t want a fight, this wasn’t the time bring that
 up.”

Which was a fair enough point. “Either way, I need your read on the girl. If you don’t think she can do the job, she’s out.”

“You make it sound you’ve already sold yourself on her.”

Now it was time for me to tap a foot at her leg. “Alright, play nice. I don’t wanna sort through resumes from pro bullshitters unless I have to.”

But the way I appreciated Quinn’s figure holding true to what I’d fantasized about nightly didn’t calm Lily down.

Clear as Mona’s disembodied voice, Lily’s seethed through my head. If this isn’t about business, your ass is in the doghouse.


I couldn’t help frowning back at her. Considering what you didn’t tell me, I don’t think you’ve anything to bitch about right now.


The whole room quieted down as Quinn walked over, dressed in black capris and a cobalt tank top, fit for a the average Knoxville creative-type. It felt like everyone in the room knew something was about to erupt.


Quinn had worked with enough places in the area to know what she was talking about. In fact, her work with Touro Chana got us a hefty discount.

But it hand’t calmed Lily down. Not a single bit.

Braking early for a red light to make sure Quinn stayed behind us in her car, I got tired of the fuming silence. “So go ahead and tell me what really happened in Georgia.”

Lily snapped her head the other way. With her arms crossed like that, all I had to stare at was her pair of tits almost hanging out the top of her dress.

“I’m not a fucking cop. I’m your husband.” Kinda. “If anyone deserves to know, it’s me.”

As if my words didn’t mean a thing, Lily kept staring out the window as she squeezed her arms tighter around her chest.

“You put up a good act until we got in the car.” Up to and including eating steak and lamb like a fat kid in a candy store. “I already get why you wanted out. If I still trust you enough to listen, you should trust me
 enough to tell the truth. Or are you still pissed that I called a girl I used to crush on for the job?”

The rank of salt and moisture wafted through the car. But her voice didn’t crack. “Fine. I only saw one way out, and when the chance came, I had to take it.”

Not that I was ready to argue otherwise. Her past was beyond fucked-up. “They were delusional psychopaths. It’s not like you asked for that life.”

As Lily turned her gaze back to me, she had a look on her face I’ll never forget. “Eddie, have you ever killed someone? I mean, really watched the life drain from their eyes, up close?” She put on the corpse stare without warning.

“I’ve watched the two closest people to me die… But not like that.”

“It’s different from what you’d think. Instead of regret or fear, they look back at you with pure hate, until it’s just gone.
” Lily snapped her fingers. “Like that.”

I’d shot a deer one time with my uncle, but that made me feel awful enough to never do it again. The poor bastard hadn’t done anything to me. “If you thought it was necessary to save yourself, I can’t fault you for it.”

Lily shrugged. “When I was a kid, I never had any pets, but there was a stray kitten who showed up one day. Outside of Lily, he was my only friend. But I didn’t dare let my parents know about him.”

I didn’t want to ask, but I had to. “What happened?”

The smell of tears became undeniable. “Dad always got ticked about the paw prints on his windshield. One morning, I woke up to Sunny meowing outside my window. But he wasn’t able to stand up.”

Don’t fucking tell me…

Lily dropped all hint of emotion. If I hadn’t been able to read the blocked anguish and memory flashing in her head, I’d have assumed she was the same kind of lunatic her parents were. “Every one of his legs were broken. I knew what Daddy had done to him.”

Jesus…

She didn’t quit staring at me until I pumped the brakes for the next light. “Even though I was only nine, I knew he was in pain. But I couldn’t help him.”

“That’s enough… I get it.” Even I felt like crying then, and I didn’t even like cats. At all.

“I did what I had to.” Lily put a hand on top of my leg. “So now you know. I’m glad you don’t think less of me for it.”

The rational part of my brain screamed that I should open the door and run. Anyone that
 damaged could always be a monster waiting for the right chance to show its true colors. Even if they only did that shit as a reaction to the world around them.

“So how did you do it?” I regretted the phrasing as soon as it came out. “To your parents, I mean.”

Lily’s fingers gripped hard around my thigh. “Believe it or not, I looked up how much more liquor I needed to inject in Dad after he got drunk. As far as the investigators know, he got really wasted and strangled my mom in her sleep. When the rigormortis kicked in, his hand pulled the trigger for me.”


Holy fuck-balls!
 I knew who I didn’t need to piss off. Like, ever.

“I won’t ever sign off on you feeding those raccoons, but yeah, I get it.”

“Why not?”

Unless I wanted my entrails spread all over the nearest mountain, I knew to pick my words well. “The little bastards can fuck anything up. At this point, I’m just happy you’re not feeding the local bears yet.”

“But they’re sweethearts.”

I’d done enough camping to know better. “Let’s compromise here. I hate cats, but compared to a pack of raccoons, I can deal with one
 at our place. Have we got a deal?”

“You’ve already got Alexis. If Quinn moves in, I get to have two.”

Lily was enjoying Mona’s twin as much as I was, but I wasn’t about to argue. “That’s as good as I’m gonna get out of you. We’ll drive to the animal shelter tomorrow, but don’t go pushing it.”

In another life, I knew Lily would have been a crazy cat-lady. Or in the case of this one, a deranged raccoon chick.


As we arrived back home, Quinn managed to stick behind us, somehow. If Lev was leaving the decision of who to recruit up to us, I needed to know if she really would be a good fit. Especially if I had to go through with that whole conversion mess.

Stepping out of my car, I pressed against my door as she parked a little too close on my side.

I motioned at Lily with one hand. “Come on, let’s give her the tour.”

Quinn got out and joined us at the bridge, which at least had solar lights on it now. “You really think this place can open in a few months? Even in the dark, it’s a mess.”

“My boss is putting the big resort’s maintenance staff on the place starting next week. But you should have seen how bad it was a couple of weeks ago.”

More makeshift lighting let Quinn see through the courtyard, if only just barely. “Since it’s a real hot spring, the alternative medicine and woo crowds are who we should target. You’re lucky I’ve dealt with that market before.”

Thinking it hard enough that Lily had to pick up on it, I was even grumbling in my own head. Great. We’ll be overrun with people who shove crystals under their pillows in no time.


But Lily had her own input. “It’s a good starting point. People with money to blow on things that don’t work can afford a high-dollar vacation.”

A wild hair shot up my ass. “What if we market it as a nudist resort or something? Lord knows this area could use something like that.” I flipped the switch just inside the first hallway, watching the ancient fluorescent bulbs strobe to life.

Quinn didn’t shoot it down, completely. “I could run an advertising campaign like that, assuming you can find the right models for the promotional shoots. What’s really hard in that market is getting anything but single men horning around for a little action showing up.”

Which already made it seem like a horrible idea. “Fine. We go upscale as possible. That’s what Lev wants, and I’m not gonna to argue with him about it.”

Through the endless turns, Quinn never stopped throwing ideas out. Everything from basics like getting a website up, and then through the more involved shit like getting influencers to hang around with a free ride. Personally, I liked that last idea. For, uh, recruiting reasons.

But once we got to our room, I knew we’d have a problem.

From the other side of the door, I heard the kind of buzzing and huffing that meant Alexis was busy taking care of that raging case of nymphomania. What the hell ever happened to putting a sock on the handle?
 And since I hadn’t picked up on it earlier, the girl was just getting started.

Lily glanced at me crosswise. “Do I need to talk to her?”


Fuck it.
 Even if Quinn ran for it, she’d never find the way out of this place before we found her. “No, we might as well let her know everything upfront.”

I barged myself in, letting Alexis’ first scream pour through the hall. “Quinn, meet our HR manager!”

Bare as a fresh canvas and working that vibe on her clit, Alexis didn’t completely stop buzzing the man in the pink canoe. “You two got back early.”

“I fucking said we might have a guest. What the hell’s wrong with you?” As Alexis picked up where she’d left off.

Quinn stepped right beside me. “Hell of a company culture you’ve got going on here.”

Rolling with it, I picked up on how she was more amused than shocked. “She does shit like this all the time. You kinda get used to it.”

“I mean, it’s your house and your rules, Eddie.” Quinn didn’t take her eyes off Alexis, though. “She looks like she’s having a grand time over there. Put her in your promotional stuff, and you’ll have those single guys flooding in for a room.”

Lily stepped between us, heading straight for the bed. “You can’t keep doing this, now that we’ll have people around.”

Not that it fazed Alexis. She was already knuckles-deep in her own cunt, arching her back off the mattress.

Planting both hands on her hips, Lily shook her head. “Really now, I told you we’d play later tonight.”

Quinn bumped an elbow in my ribs. “If this was some kind of prank or setup for an orgy, good job, I guess.”

I didn’t even look away as Lily crawled atop the bed. “I promise this wasn’t my idea.”

“Sure...” But she still wasn’t backing out. “If you wanna join them, don’t me stop you. It’s just a little early for me.”

“You think I’m joking right now, but I’m not.” I groaned and rubbed the back of my neck. “Let’s leave them alone and go somewhere else. I really did set this up as a job interview.”

Lily was already sneaking a hand between Alexis’ thighs as Quinn responded, “And miss the show? Are you kidding me?”


What?
 “Is that
 why you always turned me down?”

Quinn stepped in front of me and locked her green irises on me. “Well, I really didn’t want a boyfriend back then. It took a few years of college for me to figure out why.”

“So that nasty divorce you mentioned doesn’t include a former husband.”

“Man or woman, a manipulative, jerk-ass spouse can make your life hell.” The smirk warned me about the coming punch at my shoulder. “But if you can keep the interview going with that
 in the background, you’re the kind of solid rock a business needs to build from.”

“You already know my wife’s bi. It’s not like I’m about to judge.” I pointed at the couch facing the bed from the opposite side of the room. “So why not? It wouldn’t be the craziest thing that’s happened since I first got here.”

Quinn gripped both her arms around one of mine, shocking me to the core. “Well, now I’m interested. You can’t just leave it at that. I need stories.”


Through about seven orgasms between those two, I tried to keep myself under control. “So that’s how your salary will go. I’ve got a budget for a certain amount of marketing staff, and the more of it you can handle yourself, the more I can shovel your way.”

Quinn put one leg over the other and leaned into the corner of the sofa. “I don’t know what’s harder to believe.” A ballet flat dangled off her toes. “You telling me I’ll head an entire department for the first time in my life, or the fact that you kept a straight face this whole time.”

“I told you, it’s a job interview.”

“At this point, I believe it.” But Quinn still couldn’t tear her eyes away from them. “Is this a daily thing?”

“At least.”

“Well, you’ve got an HR manager with no employees to manage, and a wife who swings both ways.” The shoe almost dropped off her foot. “How did you even end up in a situation like this?”

I caught the hint of blush in her cheeks. “Don’t tell me you want to join in.”

“I don’t.”

“Bullshit.” Even without the physical signs, I felt the growing want in her head. And more than that, I smelled the wetness that she’d crossed her legs to hide. “Go for it. We don’t even have to touch each other, if that’s your condition.”

“You mentioned that your boss’ wife is even crazier. Should I even ask how?”

I shot a look at the bed. “Well, the brunette my wife’s eating out right now was her choice for the hire. But I think a lot of it had to do Alexis passing for Mona’s twin.”

“Bullshit.”

“After everything else tonight, you’re gonna doubt that
 part of the story?”

Quinn slapped her palms together. “You know what?” As she stood up, I watched the button of her capris come undone. “Fuck it.”


Welp, alright then.
 “Go for it.”

Looking back as she slid those pants down, Quinn bent over and said, “As far as team-building goes, it beats the hell out of a goofy trust fall.”

If I’d have known she was this much of a freak, the constant denials from her would have hurt even more. “Lily can’t handle two fingers against her g-spot, and Alexis can’t handle herself when you’re rough. Do with that info what you will.”

The blue top slid up her chest. “Well, you just ruined half the fun.”

I never thought I’d see the girl in nothing but a white pair of panties, but like I said, weird shit had become the norm. “Trust me, you’ll need the help with those two.” And bless it, you’re screwed.


“I can’t believe you’re not running over there. As much as I hate to admit it, you weren’t lying about any of this.”

Catching the tank top as it flew my way, I finally understood Mona’s weird genius. “We’ll talk more about the job later. In the meantime, have fun.”

“You’re just gonna watch?” Quinn turned around, finally showing me the perky wonders I’d spent too many nights fantasizing about. “Not that I’m saying you can fuck me, but I won’t be mad if you get yourself off too.”

When that sounds old-hat, you know you’re jaded. Looking at the pile of hot on my bed, Lily’s pussy stuck out like it had flashing marquees pointing the way home. And all she’d done was pull that damn dress above ass.


And here I thought I was gonna die miserably in hospice care.
 Or maybe I’d been a saint in a previous life.

But I was far past questioning the luck.

Quinn dove right in the middle, wrapping an arm around each of them.

Alexis looked my way with a smirk, like she knew something I didn’t. Then, as she snuggled herself under our new ‘candidate,’ I saw one of her fingers motioning me over.

I’d have been fine with just watching, but like a free stack of money, you don’t turn some things down. Every scrap of clothing on me was off by the time I got to the bed, trailing back to the couch.

Standing over the foot of the mattress, I watched Lily tuck a hand inside Quinn’s white panties, fit for a Catholic schoolgirl. My hard-on wasn’t about to keep itself under control. The three hottest women I’d ever talked to in my life had their mouths and fingers working each other into a frenzy, on my damn bed, you see.

The chorus of moans and smacking lips made the superhuman hearing feel like a true gift. Then the swish
 as Lily fingered Quinn’s pussy tossed me over the edge. My cock wasn’t gonna handle staying dry much longer.

When Alexis wrapped her arms around my neck, I almost
 plunged right into her. But then Alexis shoved her face in mine from below.


Quinn’s a good fit.
 The sound of digits moving around inside my old crush’s cunt felt like punctuation marks. Lily pushed her the end of her tongue against the back of my front teeth. But you know what we’ll have to do, if you want to bring her in.


Every one of the syringes Lev had given me had to be about halfway between the sofa and the bed, still in the pocket of my slacks. I can’t do it. Not to her.


Like it didn’t matter at all, my wife jacked up the pace and bit my upper lip.

Expecting her to force something else into my head, I almost backed out when I felt Quinn’s panties fall limp on my ankle.

But then Lily grabbed one of my hands, drifting it between legs that weren’t her own. Feeling a scant try at a fight, Quinn’s thighs surrendered as soon as I felt the bump of her clit.

I’m tired of feeling you thinking about her every night. Go ahead and do it.

I flexed a couple of fingers as Lily sunk a couple of her own in. The gasp Quinn let out wasn’t one of those gradual ones that told you to keep going with the favor until she hit a breaking point. This was a pure fucking treat for her.

And of course, Alexis had to get involved. Slipping herself down until I felt her tongue against my knuckles, she didn’t mind that she wasn’t the star of the show anymore. If anything, that fierce series of licks got my hand rolling Quinn’s bean even harder.

The sudden thrash to my left almost got me to quit. But my old flame’s voice was defiant, like she was daring us to make her the featured guest.

I got ballsy and grazed the tip of my index finger along her entrance. Someone’s tongue pushed me away.

That sigh in my ear had more pleasure crammed behind it than a good edging. An unfamiliar set of legs wrapped around me before it trailed off.

A few more licks had Quinn just about in the zone. I kept twiddling away at her clit, fighting Alexis over the territory. But holy hell were we getting her juicy.

Shuddering at the precipice, Quinn had no idea how vulnerable she was. The barrier holding her mind back parted down the middle, blaring the conflict over whether she’d let me go at her like a megaphone.

Wet fingers locked around my wrist. I didn’t know who it was at first. Then I noticed Alexis and Quinn had totally wrapped into each other.

Lily stared back at me as she grabbed my other arm and pushed me against the bed. Scooting her bottom half up my legs, Lily’s breath singed against my neck. Like it was my time to be idolized.

Or she was just getting jealous. I didn’t care which.

The cold silk of her dress made Lily’s fuming skin feel that much hotter. Embracing me from above, her slit hugged up the whole length of my shaft.

I dipped to aim myself right for the mark. With my bare cock against raw flesh, I pushed through until I was jammed all the way in. Because I love that whimper it makes her give.

Her tightness seized around me. Lily took her hands off my wrists, pressing hard against my chest instead.

Feeling those sugary thighs melding into my own, I pushed the front of her dress up. Seeing that flawless pussy take me in like it couldn’t get enough always slammed the right buttons.

Lily’s waist circled, forcing every part of herself over my dick. She was already so fucking wet, I knew
 she wanted me all to herself until the end of this romp.

But then she rose her shoulders up. Giving one of those seductive nibbles on her bottom lip that takes lipstick with it, Lily’s eyes turned to the moaning ball of confusion next to us.

Looking at me again, Lily shocked herself forward, keeping me planted deep. “You want to fuck her, don’t you?”

As long as my wife kept riding my like this, my old crush couldn’t have been further from my mind. Even as she rode the knife’s edge of coming, right next to me.

“It’s okay. She’ll be one of us soon.” Lily bent down again, nipping my ear. “I really want her too.” Like she was trying to make me come in her that second.

I whispered back, “You’re full of it.”

Lily’s tongue danced up the curve of my ear until her mouth centered over the hole. “No, really. Feed, come inside her, and I’ll clean up the mess.”

My brain scrambled like an unpaid, late night feed of Skinemax, back when a hint of boob was exciting. My fists clenched almost as hard as my jaw.

“Well,” Lily pushed herself off me, raising her voice so even Quinn could make it out, “both of you want it, so quit lying to yourselves.”

I couldn’t sit up fast enough. Seeing Alexis trap Quinn’s ankles as Lily snatched both wrists had me wondering if I was in for a treat or an unforgivable sin.

But if I was going to make her the fourth member of our ‘family,’ some amount of violation was gonna have to happen.

Snaking my way between them, I settled over Quinn, trapping her at the hips under my thighs. Feeling gutsy and with my cock throbbing almost out of its skin, I had to lay down the law. “You can back out now, but in a few seconds, it’ll be too damn late.”

Like she was taunting me, Quinn shot an eager look. “Whether I want it or not doesn’t seem to matter anymore, does it?”

I backed my knees between her legs and bent down, planting both hands around the slenderness of her waist. “You’ve always been a tease.”

Quinn wiggled in place. But it didn’t take her long to figure out that she had no chance to get away. “But if you didn’t have to chase after me this long, would it feel so worth it?”

Her time to decide had expired. Shifting until I felt the slight give of her entrance, Quinn wasn’t staying human much longer. But I was more worried about the helpless fight her walls put against my girth.

Colliding our hips together, all that tightness didn’t stand a chance.

Her voice exploded with a high-pitched scream. Quinn was fucking helpless against all three forces of nature lording over her body.

I rocked myself forward, digging my tip into that plush mound deep inside her cunt. The edges of her true core rolled around the head, wet and slick I was trying to grab hold of her in a pool of oil. Even the littlest shift of her torso put my jaw in my lap.

Another slow rock parted her folds. Then I felt the strand of her memories, running myself along it until I was inside her head.

The urge to feed was too strong. I shimmied myself deeper, hoping like all hell that it’d give me another clue to work with.

Enraptured by it all, Quinn relaxed every muscle.

Then it came. Overpowering her body and mind, one push against her forearms broke the dam.

As her legs clamped around me, I plowed deep and saw the path leading right down to her core.


Really?
 Slamming hard, the jerk of her entire body made her soul spread a little wider. She was just afraid of turning into her mother?


I knew Mrs. Prescott was a conservative prude, dreadful of her husband’s next affair, from the first time I met her back in middle school. But like all kids, Quinn was a combination of her parents, rolled up into a tight ball of inherited issues.

Got it.

I wasn’t just overpowering her physical self. Quinn’s will had given up, like she knew it was pointless to fight back. Another push into her slapped that little bit of fight to the background, where it belonged.

Expecting an easy stream of thoughts like I’d gotten from Alexis, the torrent of memories from Quinn almost drowned out my own mind. I jammed hard, feeling the endless rush hiccup as she cried out.

Resting deep, her decades of fucked-up poured into me. Part of me wanted to pull out and vomit over the side of the bed. But then another shred came to the front of my mind.

More.

All of her life-altering events poured through me. I finally understood the girl, even if what I saw didn’t matched the idealized version of her I’d had on a pedestal for so long.

Then I got to the part where I’d really entered her life.

Like watching taped footage, but through her own eyes, I saw the nervous kid I used to be. Back on that fateful day behind our middle school I’ll never forget on Friday, January 25th
, 2008.

‘So, uh,’ the younger me scratched the back of his neck and looked away, ‘wanna go to the movies tomorrow night?’ I expected to cringe before it was even over. ‘Well, do ya?’

My own heart slammed against the inside of my ribs. Just like I’d remembered on my end, Quinn’s memories even included the moment of hesitation.

Am I having a fucking stroke? Or is this just a heart attack with a headache?

“Eddie, um...” It sounded like a half-dozen girls were snickering from behind. “Well, I’ve already got a boyfriend.”

A momentary flash of some boy band member she’d crushed on flashed through my head. Watching my former self lose all confidence, it damn near had me laughing.


Fucking really?
 I wanted to be pissed, but it felt too damned stupid to worry about anymore. That’s what drove me up a wall for years?


So much of my own neuroticism fell away before I could dive my cock through her again. All that self-pity and whining, over nothing I had any control over. It was pretty funny, once I understood how dumb I’d been about it.

Lily’s hands kept me from backing out, putting more weight on my ass than a someone three times her size wouldn’t have been able to crush forth. But then her
 mind leaked through.

If you need Quinn, I need her too.

Not that I knew what she was talking about. But when you’ve got a wife telling you to run your old crush ragged, you don’t argue with her. Especially when said wife wants her just as much.

Overpowered, yet more than willing to keep it up, I gave raw slam into Quinn’s pussy. A little bit of her gushed out, running hot down the insides of my thighs.

Her body spasmed as a hard scream erupted from her lips. Between Quinn, Lily, and Alexis, I couldn’t have backed out if I wanted to.

And after twelve years of waiting and dreaming about this moment, I didn’t have the nerve to do so much as change potions.

I careened my member through with a tempo that put Quinn on the path to losing herself in another way. Hijacking another stream in her mind, the wet insides of her cunt took me in like it couldn’t get enough.

Another beating crash jarred her entire body. With those two rushing me deeper at the end, I couldn’t help giving her a merciless grind before rearing back.

Quinn’s walls slammed tight. Bonded to me hard enough that I couldn’t force my way out again, I’d just about hit my maximum.

Lily and Alexis got the hint as I refused to pull even a single inch of myself out.

Skimming my cheeks against hers, I got the tunnel-vision again. As the picture grew from a single pin of light, all the way to a full panorama, everything about what had driven her to this point became clear.

Dreadful nights of her ex-wife exploding for no reason, the taste of Quinn’s own blood in her mouth, and the heartbreak of knowing the situation wasn’t about to get better… It was too much like the fragments of Lily’s past I’d gleaned when her guard was down.

Then I saw the way her coworkers took the excuses for busted lips, bruises, and black eyes in stride. Like they were too fucking ‘woke’ to acknowledge that same-sex relationships can be just as abusive.

Tasting the change in her personality after that year of hell, I tried to wring what I could out of Quinn’s head. For the first time, I felt true pity for the girl, on par with what I’d had for Lily during that night in my tent.

A visceral plea shot into my mind, as if Quinn knew I had seen it all. Now that you know everything, I’m begging you to take me out of my old life.


I couldn’t help putting my mouth against her ear. “You know why I have to.”

Quinn’s legs tried to spread, quivering against my waist instead. Then a final shred of thought offered itself.

Even after all the times I shot you down, you love me?

‘Love’ was far too strong a word for what I had toward her. Somewhere between pity and wondering what could have been different, I can’t even describe what I felt any better than that. It was short of some creepy white-knight or stalker complex, but now that she needed my help, I couldn’t bring myself to refuse.

Every part of my shaft pulsed. Laying into her and wallowing around like that shot the best kind of tingle down to my sack.

Quinn put her arms into it. Holding me deep, she was either on some kind of birth control, or just didn’t care what might happen later.

Drenched in the pool of juices and still battering my dick around inside her, my self-control gave out all at once.

All ten of my fingers caught in her hair as I whispered, “Fucking coming...”

A final wave of jerks and heat rushed out of her. Gripping hard, both of her walls coursed from her entrance, back to the well deep within her cunt.

My neck went taut. As six hands pressed with all their might, the jig was up. I was coming in her, like it or not.

Quinn’s voice lilted as her throat buzzed against my shoulder.

That first blast exploded out, stinging like my body had been hoarding as much cum and tension as it could generate.

My second hurt a bit less. But it felt just as great, otherwise.

Emptying myself into her, my shoulders quaked and my lungs almost gave out. A final gasp settled my chest against her tits. Fully enveloped in her arms and legs, I felt the last pulse from her mind reach out to me.

Whatever it takes to be here with you, I’ll do it.

Drops of sweat flooded my brows until one escaped into my right eye. Feeling the burn, it shocked me out of the pure bliss.

Holy fuck... She doesn’t even know what we’ll have to do to her.

Before I could weep, shake my head, or even pull out, Lily was draping herself over my shoulder. “You know what needs to happen.”

Quinn’s body went limp. Even her pussy relaxed, which gave me a chance to pull out.

Alexis and Lily had backed off too.

Joining them on my knees, I stared down at the beautiful mess I’d made of Quinn. “Lev gave me a bunch of syringes that’ll let us turn her. They’re in the pocket of my slacks. I can’t
 do it to the poor girl myself.”

As if she was aware of everything I’d fed from Quinn, Lily eased me back. Resting the rear of my head against the silk dress that had covered her lap again, Lily glanced her fingers down one side of my face. “Lex can take care of it for you.”

Conflicting thoughts raged through my head like a bar brawl.

But Lily kept stroking my cheek. “After what you saw in her, you know what has to happen.”

I couldn’t have ruled out killing a person, if worse came to worse, but this was Quinn. “I wish there was another way.”

“The last thing I saw in my past life... It was that look in your eyes. Like you wanted to protect me, no matter what. Even when I knew we were dying, it made me feel better than anything else I’d experienced, and we barely even knew each other.”

The sound of my belt buckle hitting the floor nearly had me fighting to get up. “She doesn’t have to die to be happy.”

“I get it now. Even if it couldn’t be with you, you only ever wanted her to have a good life.” Lily wiped tears I didn’t even know were there out of the corners of my eyes. “You don’t call it love, but that’s exactly what it is.”

“It still hurts, knowing that she has to die.”

Alexis crawled over the bed, making me want to jerk up and stop her with everything I had left.

But Lily held me tighter. “Right before the ceremony, Mona told me what she saw in you. I’m glad she wasn’t lying. Even Alexis said she felt it in you, just before she changed.”

Quiet enough that no regular human would make it out, the cap of the syringe popped. My entire body tensed up at once. “Let me go!”

Not that my wife was listening. A run of Lily’s fingers along my jaw settled me down. “This way, you’ll be able to protect her, forever.”

I still hated it. While I couldn’t call Quinn the love of my life, the plunge of the needle through her skin had me on the verge of bawling.

Seconds later, I couldn’t make out the sound of her heartbeat anymore.

We really have become monsters. Jesus…

But it didn’t take Alexis long to stare down at me. “You know all that shit she should have told a therapist? Now you get to feed it back to her, just like you did for me.”

“I’m always gonna hold what you just did against your ass.”

Alexis smiled as she straddled my chest and wrapped her palms around my face. “Get over yourself. I’m far better off now than I was before we met. She will be, too.”


Feeling a part of myself drain into Quinn as I gave back what I’d taken, that first beat of her heart pounded through my own head.

I pulled my mouth away from hers. “Quinn?”

Her eyes opened inches from my own.

Without a doubt, she was still the same person. But that dim, blue glow and her gratitude replaced the hazel green that had set up permanent residence in my memories.

Even with the right contacts, the color of her eyes would never put that scared-shitless rapture in my chest again.


HAREM MASTER 5

Mona and Lev were waiting at the far end of the bridge. At least now that opening day was at dawn the next morning, the place looked a damn sight better. And Lev wanted to see what all his investment had amounted to.

Lily and Quinn followed behind me, stopping at the first wooden plank. Alexis was too busy interviewing some last-minute hires inside the guts of the place.

I couldn’t help grinning at the boss. “If everything’s not up to snuff, it falls on me, right?”

He returned the smile behind his sunglasses. “You went with the best for the jobs, and not another member of your family, when the situation called for it. Patience and discernment are good qualities in our people.”

“Like you said, each family only gets to have fifty members. I’m not wasting precious space on the first half-decent choice that I stumble across.”

Mona started walking toward me, right beside Lev. “So Alexis has worked out like I promised?”

So far, she had. “The girl’s still rough around a few edges, but hiring nearly a hundred staff members in a month would strain anyone. She’s handled it better than I thought.”

I turned around and matched pace with them as Quinn and Lily stuck close to me again. Instead of brambles, old leaves, and dust, the landscaping and building itself almost shined. Even the hot spring dominating the center courtyard glittered under the sun.

A few of Lev’s maintenance workers scrambled to put the finishing touches down. But otherwise, we’d booked most of the rooms for the weeks ahead and were ready to go.

Stopping at the massive wall where I’d been engraving the sacred book, letter by letter, Lev turned to me. “There’s one final issue we need to speak with you about.” Lev frowned at Quinn and Lily as he tipped his glasses. “In private.”


At least he didn’t haul me back to that grand palace of tacky. Sitting on the other side of a cast-iron beast of a table, I didn’t read any scorn in their minds. But I also felt that the news couldn’t be good.

“What’s so important that even Lily can’t hear it?”

Lev kicked back in his chair, resting a foot on the lip of the table. “She’s already told you that she killed her parents, right?”

“Weeks ago.”

“Good. That mean’s I’ve only got one bomb to drop on you.”

Mona opened the top of her light blouse and tipped the massive, straw sun hat at Lev. “It’s better if I tell him.”

“About what, exactly?”

Pursing her lips at first, Mona glanced at the bookshelf to my left. “Your translated copy of the Volumen ex Pura
 hasn’t even been opened. I have to say, I’m disappointed.”

“Hey, translations have errors. I’ve been going through the original with an English-to-Latin dictionary. It’s just slow going.”

“So you don’t know about the gardiani
 yet, I take it?”

I hadn’t. “Which means...”

“Wardens. The few humans who know of our kind, and hunt us down.”

At least the vampire-hunter legends seemed kinda accurate. “Like, with wooden stakes, crosses, and holy water?”

Lev cut in. “They don’t do it with any objects. It’s a power that only they know how to use.”

“I thought you said only one of us managed to die, and that was by hugging a nuke as it went off.”

“Oh, they don’t kill you, directly.” Lev put his foot back on the stone tiles. “Cut off our ability to feed, and sooner or later, we return to being mortal. Once that happens, you pick up aging and human weakness where you left off.”

Which was a fate worse than an outright killing, in my case. “Why couldn’t one of us undergo the ceremony again?”

Mona rolled her eyes at me. “We’ve seen it tried in the family that turned us, but when your heart stops that second time, it’s permanent. We’d just be killing you. End of story.”

“So, what’s that have to do with tomorrow? Or is this all to keep me on my toes?”

Lev pulled his sunglasses off and sat them on the table. “Gardiani
 have an honor code. Before they hunt, they always give us fair warning. It’s what makes them believe they’re more noble than us.”

“Well, do we have one on the guest registry, or has Alexis hired one?”

“You were right the first time.” Lev put his hand over Mona’s atop the table. “But we don’t want you to kill whoever it is, outright.”


Fuck.
 “Stop dancing around it. What’s my job here?”

He smiled like his canines should
 have been longer than normal. “Either give that person to us, or ‘recruit’ whoever it is into your family. We need to send a message they’ll never forget.”

At last count, we had just over two-hundred booked for the first weekend. “So, how do I figure out who it is, and fast? I can’t have someone like that running around here, putting myself and my family at risk.”

“They’re exceptional at blending in. Even Ramona can’t detect them until it’s almost too late.”

Mona’s face lost some of its color. “The bastards almost got me, twice. At least now, you understand what all the security was about.”

“Shit, I could have been one. How did you know I
 wasn’t some mole?”

Like it was the dumbest question she’d ever heard, Mona stared at the bookshelf again. “It’s all in that book, and hasn’t changed for thousands of years.”

“Or you could just quit being a bitch, tell me what I need to get through this, and give any hints us newbie vampires don’t know.”

For once, Lev did something for my benefit, and at her expense. “This is his first time dealing with one, and if the warning is true, the one hunting him already has a few ‘kills’ to brag about.”

“Fine.” Mona stood up, grating iron chair legs against the stone floor. Which I’m sure I’d have to get one of my
 maintenance guys to fix. “They’re raised from early childhood into that life. It’s how we catch them with their own bullshit.”

Mona strutted to the mini library of books she claimed every one of our kind needs to memorize. “I asked you a riddle before we met. To the gardiani
, they’re sin.”

Lev sniped in, “That’s the one thing I agree with them about.”

“Damn it, Levi
!” Mona slung the hat away, landing it dead-center on the table before turning her attention back to me. “You have a power like his
, which instills loyalty, but we don’t quite know the details of your variation yet. That means you have to go back to basics, and outsmart whoever the bastard is.”

Which told me nothing. “Finding the suspect out of hundreds of people before they can kill us. Sure, that sounds easy.”

“Normally, I’d tell you to hide out in that maze of halls and wait for someone snooping around. But that would put your precious Lily at risk, given her job here. I’m sure you don’t want that
.”

“Couldn’t I just borrow you again?”

“The gardiani
 already know who I am. And since there’s a mystery around her parents’ deaths, they probably suspect Lily of being one of us.” Mona stormed closer and planted both hands on my shoulders. “But they have no idea who you are. Pretend to be another guest, and whoever it is, they won’t see it coming.”

“Every single member of the staff knows who I am. It won’t work.”

Mona looked even more pissed than her usual, bitchy self. “I told you to keep a degree of separation, but you didn’t listen.”

Lev piped in. “With a few kills on their belt already, it’s a sleeper he’s dealing with. I don’t think stealth is the way to go here.”

Finally, someone was speaking like I wasn’t a total moron. Turning his way, I asked Lev, “So, what’s your idea?”

“As far as they know, we’re afraid of pure copper and basil, even if they aren’t deadly to us. We’ve cultivated that belief for a reason.”

It explained why the spaghetti sauce at the main resort tasted like absolutely nothing but salty shit. “I kinda get the context of the basil, but why copper?”

Lev shrugged. “I don’t know, but they keep thinking that. Why let them know it’s wrong?”

“Well, they’ll think Alexis is Mona, right off the bat. What if we make every guest go through a line of us, with Mona at the end? Do they have a way to make us mortal in plain sight?”

He laughed under his breath, but I caught the rise in Lev’s shoulders. “Actually, they don’t. It’s ballsy enough to work.”

Mona had to throw her objection out. “No, I’m not facing one of them directly, ever again.”

Lev smiled more at me than at his wife. “It’s the way we’ll do it. The gardiani
 won’t believe their luck, but a second one of you will throw whoever it is for a loop. Besides, our friend here will be right next to you.”

Casting enough shade to darken Lev’s side of the room with a glance, Mona let go of my shoulders. “Eddie’s right. You are
 an asshole.”

But it didn’t bother Lev. “So long as nobody outside of this room knows the plan, even their crappy imitation of our powers won’t tip the guest-of-honor off.” Not that it made his wife any less of a pain in the ass.

“I need a little more information. What’s a good tell here?”

Lev started acting a little too much like Mona. “You can’t figure it out on your own?”

“Of fucking
 course not! You know what I’m dealing with here, far better than I do.”

“Call it a test on your own part.”

“Dude, go fuck yourself… I’m new here, my wife knows even less than I do. And the other two barely even know what they are right now.”

Mona’s tension would have been a good warning, if I was as sensitive as her.

But Lev knew what I needed. “If my wife gets fucked over, I’m blaming you.”

I couldn’t help laughing my ass off. “Deal. She’s gonna neuter both us, though.”

“So what if she does?” Lev unzipped his pants and let the whole package fall out. “We can’t have kids anymore, and it’ll grow back. I’ve got nothing to be afraid of.”

“Dude, I get it. Put your junk away.” Because getting flashed by your boss is so
 much fun.

“Fine.” Lev kept grinning as he pulled his zipper back up. “How about if you win, I make it worth the trouble?”

“Hazard pay for all of us would be a nice start.”

Mona walked back to the shelf and grabbed a book. Slapping it down in front of me, she asked, “Make a list so you have a fresh riddle for every guest. I’ll have your little ‘playmates’ use some of the other tests we have.”


Bereaux’s Treasury of Riddles and Proverbs
 sat on the table, dusty and old as a Civil War diary. “Like what?”

“These newer generations of gardiani
 don’t have as many taboos as their ancestors, but they still hold strong to enough.”

Lev headed for the door. “I’ll have the roses delivered tonight.”

“Roses?” I turned all the way around in my seat, catching Mona’s wrist before she could get way. “Just go ahead and tell me what the others tests are.”

“Wearing a living flower, eating any kind of bird, and writing their names in red ink.” She jerked her hand free with a scowl. “They don’t grab people, either.”

“Sorry, but I’m tired of all the caginess. I don’t even know how to deal with whoever it is once I’ve got a suspect.”

“You can change someone into one of us, can’t you?” Mona turned her back on me. “If that’s not an option, ratchet-strap the bastard to a chair and keep an eye on them until we can arrive.”

They left me sitting there, dumbfounded. All we’ll be doing is letting the gardiani know that we’re onto them.
 Something about this mess stank to high-hell.


Check-ins had been going on for hours. Yeah, we could handle a lot more than normal people, but just standing there with only Mona and weirded-out guests for company had gotten beyond old in the first thirty minutes.

After asking the latest couple’s wife her riddle, the husband stepped forward with the rose in his lapel. “Got one for me? I love brain-teasers.”


Yeah, but you’re not who I’m looking for.
 “If you intend to keep it, you must first give it to me. What is it?”

Hemming and hawing for a minute, the guy finally spat his answer. “My word!”

“The exact answer was ‘a promise,’ but hey, that’s close enough for me.” I pulled two of the free massage vouchers out of my breast pocket. “I’m only supposed to give one for each right answer, but you’re only the fifth person to get one right today. So here ya go.”

As they rolled their luggage away, Mona leaned in my ear. “You’ll go broke like that.”

“It was more because he wasn’t an ass about it.” Nobody had failed all of the tests so far, and the final one I gave felt like some obvious bullshittery. “I lost count a while ago. How many more do we need to wait for?”

Mona kicked at my shin, digging the spike of her heel in with a twist. “I don’t like this anymore than you do. Until we figure out our ‘guest-of-honor,’ we’re stuck here.”

Around the corner, about thirty feet ahead of us, I heard Lily fake three sneezes in a row. Which was the signal I’d told her to give if someone refused the rose and signing the food allergy form with the red pen. Even though she had no clue why we were doing all this.

If whoever it was refused to even try the riddle and marked the box turning down all poultry, we had our gardiani
 dead to rights.

Leaning closer to Mona, I poked a finger between her ribs, wishing I could make it hurt as much as my leg did right then. “Heads up, we’ve got a live one.”

The sound of heels made me think it was Alexis coming to bitch about having to greet every guest, again. But then I heard the scratchy roll of luggage wheels on the floor. Expecting someone in a robe or some other cult-type getup, it already had me on edge.

But our supposed ‘hunter’ was the kind of guest I
 wanted to pull into a room somewhere.

Hello lips, tits, and legs!

Whoever she was, the sight of another Mona forced a pause in her step that even I picked up. I’d almost forgotten my next riddle when she got to us.

Clearing my throat as Mona handed her the usual gift bag, I rattled out, “Answer a riddle, and get a free massage voucher!”

The flawless blonde looked at me with pure hate in her eyes. “Piss off...” She had an accent, but not one I could pick up with so few words.

“Alright then, enjoy your stay.” Please be the gardiani…
 Because I’d do
 some shit to that woman, even with an attitude that made Mona seem like a kitten.

Once she was far enough away, both of us nearly busted through the door to get behind the reception desk.

Mona grabbed the clipboard first. “Black ink, vegetarian-only, and there’s a rose on the floor out there. Sally Masters of room 148 is your person.”

The receptionist didn’t know what the hell was going on, but she knew who the boss was. “Actually, she’s in room 119, and the name on her ID was Odette Cloutier. Since she had the printed reservation, I let her on through.”

I grabbed a post-it off the desk and scrawled both names and room numbers down. “That’s pretty helpful. Thanks.”

Clicking through a few screens, she came up with even more answers to questions I didn’t think to ask. “She’s booked for three nights, and even though she listed her address as coming from Louisville, Kentucky… The payment address cleared from Quebec of all places.”

Mona’s voice filled my head. Congratulations, you’ve got the jump on her. Time to turn the hunter into the prey.


And you’re sure this is who we’re looking for?

I’d bet your life on it.

Thanks, you ancient bitch.

Mona smiled at me before shouting. “Alright girls, we’re done out here!”


As soon as I had Lily, Quinn, and Alexis distracted with each other, I made an excuse to leave our room. Locking every bolt and putting all the security guys on our wing, I felt safe enough in letting them do whatever.

Browsing through the computer systems, I printed off what information I could about Ms. Odette, and then searched the parking lot’s video feeds for her arrival.

Within five minutes, I had her Grand Cherokee pinpointed. As well as some guy passing a key to her before our mystery person had another car pick him up. Running back through the various camera angles, I figured that Dodge Charger he’d arrived in needed attention as well.

Busting the latches for the hoods and pulling battery cables to silence the alarms, it didn’t take me long to have sixteen spark plugs in my pockets. Because pulling the cables leading to them would be too obvious, assuming the girl knew the first thing about cars. And with our whole security team behind multiple walls of rock, they weren’t gonna come out and investigate.

With free reign and some extra time before dawn to jimmy the locks, I scoured both vehicles for any clues. But finding nothing, I figured it was best to quit while I was ahead. Even passing by room 119 felt like too much of a risk.

At least if our little hunter succeeded, she wasn’t getting away very fast.


I waited for the rapturous orgasm one of them was having to pass. Locking the door behind me before the next round started, I tried to pass it off like I’d gone out for a stroll or something as those three swapped the recipient like the best game of musical chairs ever.

But Alexis caught me. “Eddie, you stink like a fucking garage! Don’t tell me you missed this to go work on your goddamned car at this hour.”

“What if I did?”

Even from that distance, I knew she was pointing at my hips. “You don’t use your pockets for a toolbox. What
 did you do?”

“It’s not your problem. Don’t worry about it.”

“The last guy I shacked up with who told me that went out to score heroin every night.”


Nosy-ass.
 But they deserved to know, in my opinion. “Right before Mona called us off the bullshit duty, we checked in a blonde. According to her, the chick hunts people like us.”

Quinn stared up at Lily like my wife wasn’t about to go down on her. “She was pretty rude.”

I pulled every spark plug out and sat them on the dresser. “Well, Lev wants me to either bring her into our little ‘family,’ or hand-deliver the chick to him so he can deal with her. How does everyone wanna vote here?”

Quinn let go of Alexis’ shoulders and scooted out from behind her. “I mean, I think she’s hot.”


Because of course you do.
 Not that I held her preference for other women against her.

Lily stopped between Alexis’ thighs and looked back at me. “If we bring someone else on, it’s time for a second room for all of us. Even though I don’t have to get it anymore, a good night’s sleep is still pretty nice.”

She wasn’t wrong. Even I liked snoozing, despite how much I’d told myself I’d quit wasting time on sleep if I could. Curling one side of my mouth, I looked at Alexis. “Any objections on your end?”

“You’ve got a brunette, a redhead, and a dirty blonde. I think she’d round the whole party out.” She pulled against the back of Lily’s head, starting the next round. “But if you’re out for diversity for the sake of itself, we’ll need an Asian or a black chick next.”

“Or another guy.” Not that I wanted competition. Life had turned into something pretty damn sweet. “But I’m just worried about this hunter bitch under our roof right now.”

Lily dove a bit closer to that prize, taking her eyes off me. “So do we need to look out for her, or what?”

I really didn’t know. “Going by what Lev and Mona told me, she won’t kill us outright. Just make us mortal again. And she won’t do it in public.”

“So unless security has eyes on her, we don’t roam the halls. Easy enough.” Like it was no big deal to her.

Alexis seethed through the first licks, fighting to unclench her teeth. “You could just deal with the problem tonight. You know where she’s sleeping.”

It was tempting, but I knew better than to waltz into the enemy’s lair. I pulled my phone out and slid all their numbers into a group-text. “When it’s time to act, I’ll let every one of you know.”


The first breakfast went off without a hitch, other than one of the kitchen staff trying to pass off bacon that had been overdone until it chewed like concrete. I’d just finished my for seconds, because even when you don’t have to eat, cantaloupe and sausage are still fucking amazing.

Sally, or rather, Odette, showed up just in time for the second round of fresh trays.


I have to fuck with her.
 Waiting until she got her own plate together, between rounds of giving me a fuzzy eye, I was kinda done sitting by myself.

She didn’t even look up as I sat my food down and pulled a chair out. “You know what this is about, right?”

Her fork almost bent as she rammed it through a sausage link.

“Or you can stay quiet and I can have a one-sided conversation.”

Odette’s hand jittered as she took her bite. After swallowing, she looked at me with the kind of spite I’d only seen out of Mona. Even her accent carried the hate. “You want to die, don’t you?”

“Not really.” I took a big chunk out of my slice of fruit and gulped it down. “That’s how I ended up like this.”

“And now you rush toward someone who wants to make you human again. Why?”

I didn’t have an answer, but screwing with people had always been my true hobby. “You’re hunting us, and we know it. Not gonna lie, it’s pretty brave of you to stick around.”

“What makes you think I’m alone here?”

Normally, it’d have sent a chill down my spine. “Your order’s dumb enough to let us know about that kind of thing.”

Odette took another bite and swallowed. “We also have another tradition. If you want to make it a personal duel, you get to name the time. I can’t attack until then.”

Which was news to me. “How about you enjoy your stay, and we pretend none of this happened? I’ve got nothing personal against you, and you don’t even know why I became what I am.”

She finally looked at me, with too much of a smile. “Because you’re an abomination who preys on innocent people and you disregard God’s plan for you. What more do I have to know?”

“Since I’d never live to forty with the condition I had, I think his plan for me was a sick joke. Being the punchline didn’t sit that well with me.”

“And your whores? Do you know what they thought of their lives before you forced them into this?”

Now she was pissing me off. “Like someone born into a cult has any room to talk...”

“If you win, you might live long enough to see our founder’s prophecy come true.”

“Well, alright, spell it out for me.”

Odette’s brown eyes lock dead-center on mine. “After four-thousand years of your kind reigning over man, you will all die in fire, and humanity will live in eternal peace. There are only a few centuries left until that day.”

It almost squealed every gear in my head to a complete stop. “Wait, you won’t even be alive to see it happen. Or not.”

“And I shouldn’t be. It wasn’t part of God’s plan.”


This chick is warped.
 “Out of all possibilities, God wanted this
 world? I guess you’ll tell me that I’m playing into that grand strategy next.”

“You have no proof that you aren’t.” Like she believed it was a masterful stroke, Odette sipped her orange juice, looking too damn smug.

“I also don’t have any proof that there’s not a giant, grumpy unicorn hiding behind the moon, dictating when kids will lose teeth and the price of wheat in Germany. What’s your point here?”

“Does there have to be one?” She jabbed the tines of her fork through another chunk of sausage. “You lie and deceive, because it’s what your kind is compelled to do.”

“You’re really fucking dense. Has anyone else told you that?”

Wiping her mouth with the cloth napkin, Odette leaned closer to me. “The last vampire I killed tried talking me out of my beliefs, too.”And if the tap of her foot against my leg  wasn’t meant to take me off my guard, I didn’t know what it was about.

I pulled my right foot out of my shoe, gripping one of the straps over her toes with my own. “You didn’t kill him. All you can do is make us mortal again.”

Odette scooched her chair a little closer. “This is a test for both of us. I still won’t mind having that duel.” She cracked her knuckles on one hand. “But without you around, who will protect the rest of your ‘family?’”


Crazy cunt’s done lost her mind.
 I pulled one of the massage vouchers out of the inside pocket of my blazer. “Six PM, tonight.”

“Where?”

I didn’t have an exact place in mind, but the whole ream of bullshit had gotten tiresome. “I’ll find you, and I’ll drive us out there together. Until then, we’ll call it a truce.”

“Why can’t I drive us?”

It hurt not to laugh or tip my hand. “Nah, I’ll save you the gas money.”

Yeah, it kinda felt like I was strolling into a trap. But from what I could tell this girl was fucking horrible
 at her job.

Lily hated the idea, but I wasn’t about to bring anyone else with me. Right before I left our room, she spoke words that kept ringing through my brain. “Eddie, you couldn’t kill Quinn yourself. What makes you think you can do it to someone else when the time comes?”

But I couldn’t put my ‘family’ at risk. As the leader, I wasn’t about to pull a Lev and have someone else win my fights for me.

Odette stood behind the Charger I’d disabled, her arms crossed and ass against the trunk. She did look pretty cute in that white button-up and black skirt, though. “You’re on-time, but what did you do to my vehicles?” Something about her accent made it impossible for her to sound mad, even though I felt it before I even saw her.

“Hey, you try coming into my own home and cause problems, I’ll screw you right back.” My car chirped a few spaces away from her. “Like I said, I’m driving.”

She didn’t have any kind of weapon, bag, or even purse. But Odette looked too
 confident as she started walking beside me. “You have enough honor to face a duel, but you work from the shadows.”

“You’re one to talk.” I opened the passenger-side door for her. “Until we’re really trying to kill each other, let’s act like we aren’t two idiots in opposing cults.”

She waited until I got in and had my seat belt on. “You aren’t what I expected. Eating food, being out in public, and facing me directly… My last target was straight out of a casting call for a vampire.”

I picked up on something in her head that almost had me giggling as I turned the key. “That’s bullshit. You’ve never taken down any of my kind.”

“That’s not true.” Odette flipped a stray bolt of hair out of her face. “You will be my fourth.”

“So tell me about your last one.” As Lev had taught me, even good liars can’t keep their shit together when they have to tell a story in reverse. “What did he say with his eyes as he changed back?” As if I couldn’t read her like a book already.

“Nothing but hatred.”

I started down the single-lane drive toward the main road, which my own work crew had been busy clearing trees to double up. But that wasn’t moving forward until we shut down the next week. Nobody likes to hear chainsaws on vacation.

After giving Odette enough time to come up with her next fib, I asked, “So who was it? If I’m about to lose my eternal life, there’s no harm in telling me.” Not that I knew any of the other families.

“Jack Larue. He fancied himself as a pure gentleman.”


Gotcha, bitch.
 “So you really killed him.”

“That’s not what we do.”

“But you spoke of him in the past-tense. You’re lying out your ass.”

“Are you calling my order a bunch of liars, as a whole?”

The hardest bend in the path had only gotten worse after it got paved. Feeling the tires on my side slip, I feathered the brakes. “Yes, actually. I mean, I’m sure you already know we’re not the bloodsucking monsters most people think we are. I just want to know why you hate us so much.”

In the exact same way Lily could quote The Bible, Odette didn’t wait an instant. “You defile the image God endowed on us, after himself, by your very existence.”

“Sweetie, I’ve already told you, I’d be dead by forty with the condition I inherited. I think I’d have some pretty cross words with the jerk, assuming he’s even real.”

Something about what I said caught her attention. “But you don’t hate me for trying to make you mortal again?”

“I can’t say I like ya for it.” The last curve had me slowing down for the main road. “But if my wife can drop the batshit insanity she was raised in, I’m not giving up hope on you yet.”

“You’ll never turn me.”

“Let’s assume I win. You wouldn’t really have a choice in the matter.”

Odette bunched her arms up again. “I’d rather kill myself than live as one of you.”

Thinking about some poor fucker throwing himself in a volcano had me cackling. “Good goddamned luck, then. My kind have tried and failed at that, in ways you wouldn’t believe.”


Trappers’ Lookout had the grand views The Smokies were known for, minus the crowds. Even the wildlife cleared out as I kept driving up the winding mountain road. Like they knew shit was about to go down.

I stopped the car hard enough to leave skids on the bare rock. “Alright. Get out and stretch, pray, or whatever you need to do. We’re here.” Past the edge of the cliff, my resort and Lev’s looked small as anthills.

Odette grinned as she undid her seat belt. “A man of your word. When I win, I’ll make it hurt as little as possible.”

Wishing I could get Lev’s input for a moment, I shook my head when I realized he’d just laugh his ass off at me. “We get out, stand wherever feels right, and both of us count down from three. Deal?”

“You haven’t killed one of my order, yourself.”

Not even pausing, I got out and waited for her. The instant Odette stared at me over the roof of my car, I couldn’t help myself. “At least I didn’t lie about it.”

Walking straight to my right, it didn’t seem to bother her that we didn’t have the car between us anymore. “This is good for me. And you?”

With no hint of a gun, knife, or anything else on her, I had zero clue what to expect.

But she was in the dark as much as I was.

The syringe was still in my pocket, but I didn’t dare tip her off. “Alright… Three.”

“Two.” Odette flinched enough to let me know she’d lead with her right leg.

“One—”

And the little bitch was fast.

Before it registered, the back of my head was against the top of the mountain. Staring down the length of a golden needle, it was really damn hard to keep my brains about me. “So that’s how you do it? A big fucking needle through the eye?”

“Yours won’t glow like that for much longer. Just like I promised, I’ll make it as fast and painless as I can.”

My legs shot out like it was instinct. Before I was even on my feet, Odette had almost stopped rolling feet away from the edge of the cliff. And that damn spike was sitting halfway between us.

Her arms tensed up as she bit down hard enough that I heard the strain in her teeth.

But it was too late. A light jog for the weapon had my shoe on top of it before she was even done gasping.

“Last chance. I’ll drive you back, and you can go home. My boss wants a lot worse for you, I’m sure.”

Not that it meant a thing to Odette. “I can’t fail. Not like this!”

Grinding my foot over the spike that had just been aimed at my eye, it wasn’t so pretty anymore. “It beats dying. Lev’s way more fucked in the head than I am, but if you so much as move right now, I’m handing you over to him.”

Jerking my head to the side before I knew what was going on, something whistled past my ear.

The faint sound of metal burying into wood hundreds of yards behind me had my eyebrows twitching. “Well, that was dumb.”

Her shoulders puffed up, but I knew it was over. Body language like that screamed that she didn’t have another one of those damn things.

“You’re screwed. Drop it already!” Every step closer made the pounding feeling from her head that much worse in my own

Like I’d just cussed out her God, her mother, and the very purpose for her being, Odette spat on the ground at my feet. “Just like I offered to you, I only ask that you make it fast.”

I didn’t even reach for the syringe. “Get on your feet, you stupid dingbat! What kind of monster do you think I am?”

Odette stayed on hands and knees, dropping her head a little further.

“Really?” I put the tip of my shoe under her chin and lifted my foot just enough to make her look at me. “No matter how much Lev chews me out for it, I’m sparing your life.”

“You’re a fool.” And she still couldn’t sound mad with that accent. “If I return home without a kill, I’ll be exiled.”

“Then fucking go somewhere else!” My foot hit the ground. “Why the hell would you trust any pack of nuts who won’t let you eat fried chicken, anyway? God damn!”

Swiping the hair out of her face, Odette locked her fingers on a barrette before I could stop her. “I still can’t let you win.”

The glint of copper flashed, registering about the time I felt it dig through my calf.


Motherfucker!
 Having these powers didn’t stop it from hurting, but not so much that I was ready to hit back. “Copper doesn’t work on us, chickie. We’ve been playing up that lie for a while.”

“What?” Odette pushed her face against the cracked stone. “After all this time, I’ve amounted to nothing...”

The color of that needle still lingered in my mind, like even my soul knew it was the one thing that could end me. But I couldn’t stay that
 mad. “No, you just lost. If they won’t take you back, fuck em.”

But she wasn’t done expecting a final blow. “Stop playing with me like a cat with a mouse and end it already.”

After getting a hair accessory buried in my leg, I couldn’t believe I was crouching down to her level. With my ass nearly on the ground, I lifted Odette’s chin with a couple of fingers. “I don’t want to hurt you. How many ways do I have to explain this?”

Her eyes went dull as she finally looked at me.

The true insanity of the gardianis’
 teachings poured into me like I was drinking from an open fire hydrant. The reincarnation as birds, and then angels. How they treasured flowers as symbols of purity. The way she barely made the cut, as the illegitimate child of parents from that order. And even the forbidden romp she’d had with her mentor that got her sent into this meat grinder to begin with.

Odette never looked away. The only difference was the failure of her will that kept getting more tempting. A power I couldn’t resist was forcing my body to go through with it.

“Hey, keep looking at me.”

The wish to die on her end chipped at my own will. If I let her go, she was all but guaranteed to kill herself.

“Don’t you fucking do it. If you can’t trust them anymore, then listen to me.”

Fighting years of deep programming, Odette trembled as she kept denying her last chance. “No, this feeling. It means I’ve failed.”

I wanted to scream that she could join us instead, but I knew it wouldn’t stop her. After losing everything that had ever mattered to her, the flavor of her mind actually turned bitter.

On the verge of collapsing, I had to break the link. That kind of despair was far beyond anything I’d felt in my life. And feeding on it wasn’t about to relieve her of it.

Odette’s eyes didn’t quite return to normal. Staring through me like I was glass, she didn’t even tear up.

I had to stand up and get away from her. The raw feeling was creeping into my thoughts.

Putting my hands just above my knees, I looked back at her. “You know, for someone who just tried to ‘kill’ me, you don’t seem very grateful about the help.”

“Kindness from a vampire. Everything I know is either a lie or gone.” Rising to her feet, Odette brushed at her skirt.

“Well, it’s not like I’ll send you packing back to those gardiani
 freaks. I think both of us have good reason to hate them.”

Odette turned away from me. Reading the calm that settled over her mind, it felt like she was coming around to sanity. Or rather, clarity.

I let her pace around, staying a good distance behind. “Well, what’s it gonna be? You can just abandon them, or become one of us. I’ll leave it up to you.”

Spinning around, Odette looked at peace with herself. “I know I shouldn’t be, but I’m thankful to you.”

“Why wouldn’t you be? I just spared your fucking life, even though you kept giving me every reason not to.”

“But I can still become a bird. See?” Odette held her arms out like she’d been nailed to a cross.


Shit!
 That walk to the edge of the cliff sure as hell wasn’t for the view. “Don’t fucking do it!”

“Thank you.”

With the most serene smile I’d ever seen, she leaned back.

By the time I could try and grab, she was already halfway to the bottom, hundreds of feet below.

I had to look away. And I’m not about to describe the sound.


Lucky for me, it was almost dawn by the time I got back. Not that it was my choice to spend the whole night out there.

Just like the sound, I’m not describing the condition Odette was in when I got down the mountain. I even had to shout a bear away from her. By the time I’d fed her memories back and her body healed enough to look only a little roughed up, it was too dark for normal humans to see. Nearly an hour of searching never turned up either of her shoes.

And of course, my fucking car was all the way up top. Strong enough to carry Odette on my back as she kept regenerating, the worst part was the blood soaking from her clothes into mine.

Hoping none of the security guys were on the cameras, I snuck in the back maintenance door. Why I had a passed out, barefoot chick with blood-soaked clothes over my shoulder wasn’t the kind of thing I wanted to explain.

One of the rooms we hadn’t finished on time would have to do. It just sucked that it didn’t have a working lock on the door yet.

I turned on the lights and hauled Odette to the naked bed. Dropping her in the middle, I realized my mistake. “Guess we’re burning this mattress.”

Lily knew the ten-second version of the story already, but she didn’t know I’d made it back yet. Or so I thought, until I smelled her usual rosewater.

“Well, that’s a weird fetish you’ve picked up while you were out.”

I jumped like one of Odette’s needles finally hit me. “Jesus! Don’t do that.”

She dropped a bag in one of the chairs. “I knew you wouldn’t kill her. At least, not permanently.”

“Crazy chick went and did it to herself.”

Lily pulled a change of clothes out of the bag for me. “The cliff must not have been that high.”

My face lost all color remembering what I saw at the bottom. “She’s had hours to heal, and at least the bear didn’t have a chance to run off with a leg or something.”

“It was bug-on-a-windshield bad, huh?”

“Fucking really?”

Giggling at my expense, she pulled one of the resort’s bathrobes out. “We’ll talk about adopting a third kitten later, now that you’ve got your platinum blonde.”

I pulled my shirt off and dropped it in the plastic trash can. “Well, unless you wanna throw your pajamas away, let me haul her to the shower.” And I liked that baby-blue set on Lily. They matched her eyes and had that innocent vibe everyone assumed she had. Even though I knew she wasn’t anymore.

Lily unbuttoned the front of her own top. “So you can have your way with a girl when she’s passed out? This isn’t a frat house.”

“Har-har
...” I dropped my pants, noticing they hadn’t escaped the bloodbath either. “You’re one to talk.”

My wife’s pajama bottoms fell around her ankles. Stepping out of them with nary an inch of fabric or single hair below her head, Lily came over to help me prop Odette off the mattress.

It was a damn good thing the bathroom was finished. Otherwise, two bloody, bare-ass naked resort hosts doing a Weekend at Bernie's
 walk with one of the guests wouldn’t make for glowing reviews.


I didn’t see anymore red where it shouldn’t be. Still, I washed every part of myself a few more times.

Lily hadn’t stopped babysitting Odette on the shallow end of the tub. In a way, I guess she got what the girl had been through, and why Sleeping Beauty had to be be such a pain in my ass.

Pushing the water out of my hair again to keep the shampoo from burning my eyes, the smell of blood had finally gone away. Now I just had to live with the absolute reek of detergent, cocoa butter, and sandalwood. Which really sucks if you can smell when someone enters a room clear on the other side.

“Eddie, she’s waking up.”

I opened my eyes and turned around, feeling the last traces of shampoo burn like hell. Two glowing pairs of eyes stared up at me.

“Well, I know you wanted to become a bird, but you were almost bear-chow instead.”

Odette still had that venom in her tone. “You did this
 to me?”

Wiping the suds down my arms, I turned around to face the shower head. “No memories of flying? And don’t count that big fall, either.”

“Why did you save me? I shouldn’t be alive.”


Fuck me…
 I kept rinsing myself off, appreciating that my ass was at eye-level with her. “Step out and look in the mirror. After you went and splatted all over the place, you didn’t look so pretty anymore.”

Hearing Odette’s fingertips explore her face, I knew she didn’t understand what I was hinting at.

“Take a look at your eyes.” As I tried rinsing my own out.

The curtain shot to one side, freezing my ass.

“No… No!”

Hearing the first sob, I knew the most deserved shower of my life was over. I turned the water off and grabbed a towel off the rack. “Calm down. You should be kissing my ass for scooping you into a single pile again. Which was before I carried you up a damn mountain, and had to back-hand a goddamned bear.”

Odette kept putting her face closer to the mirror as she wiped away the fog. “You did this to me? Why?”

“It’s worse than being some pulverized bones and a steaming pile of bear shit?”

Staring at me off the mirror, even the fact that I showed up in it tossed her for a loop. “But I hunted you. Vampires don’t know mercy.”

“Have you ever considered that you’re wrong about that last point? Shit, I can’t sleep without one of my wife’s adopted cats planting itself on my chest.”

Lily doubled up her towel and clubbed me across the rear. “Toe Beans likes you. And besides, he’s still a kitten.”


Of all fucking times to bring up that cat again…
 And as much as I couldn’t admit it, the little bastard had grown on me. “Like it or not, I just saved your foolish ass. Get used to it.”

The dim glow of her eyes outshone the row of oversized bulbs atop the mirror. Turning around, Odette held both wrists between her tits. “You should have let me die. I wasn’t worth saving.”

Lily’s second whop of the towel fell short as I put my hand down. “Do you get the difference between the gardiani
 and us now? Or do I need to have it translated into French?”

Odette backed herself against the sink, looking as vulnerable as her lack of outfit made her seem. “I still don’t know why you took mercy on me, or how to live with myself.”

“I’ve got two answers for you.” Snatching one of the other towels off the shelf, I wrapped it around my hips. “Why not, and one day at a time.”

Stepping in front of me, dripping from head to toe, Lily untwisted her own cudgel of a towel. “If they wouldn’t let you come back until you did what they wanted, how is that any kind of choice? At least Eddie gave you one.”

Bless her heart, Odette cocked her head like she heard a dog whistle. “How does that erase my obligations?”

If only she were as smart as she was hot and devoted. I reached for the last dry towel and chucked it her way. “This wasn’t a chance to redeem yourself. It was an execution with your name on it, because they expected you to fail.”

“But I—” Odette covered herself and looked at the floor.

Tired of walking her through it, I knew it was time to drop the truth. Assuming I could mother duck her up to the edge I actually wanted her to jump off of. “You what?”

Her jaw almost vibrated in place. “I devoted my life to them, and made one mistake. How could they do this?”

Lily glanced back at me, then put her attention on Odette again. “Maybe because they weren’t good people to begin with. I don’t know how much Eddie’s told you about my past, but I understand what you’re going through.”

I wrapped the terry cloth around my waist. “We might be an offshoot of what Lev and Mona head up, and there’s only five of us, counting you. The one thing we’ve all got in common is that we were all missing a person or place to go back to.” Because even Alexis and Quinn didn’t have anything but their old jobs to keep her sanity.

“So you welcome me with open arms, just like that?” The new shine of her eyes made the rim of tears flash. “I owe you everything.”

Working up a towel turban and walking closer to Odette, Lily bumped their hips together with a smile. “Even though you tried to kill him, I think Eddie’s telling you that he’s let it go already.”

“Yep. I’m fine with dropping the past and starting fresh.” My clothes were still in the other room. Before shutting the bathroom door behind me, I added, “Lily and I are a thing, and it looks like Quinn and Alexis are fans of each other. We’ll find a way to fit you in anyway.”


Dressed in jeans and a t-shirt like I’d been used to in my prior life, I sat on the corner of the ruined mattress and gave them a couple of minutes. Because girl stuff takes time, I guess.

It take long to get impatient, though. Without the whole damn cosmetics aisle that had eaten the vanity in our bathroom, surely it wasn’t taken them that
 fucking long. Pushing the handle down, I didn’t bother knocking or even announcing myself.

Ass perched on the new granite and her towel open in the front, Odette had gone full makeout-session with Lily.

“Frenching the French-Canadian already? I wondered what the hold-up was.”

Lily bit at Odette’s bottom lip, pulling it with her until she let go. Looking at me with a smirk, she had her own plans. “Breakfast opens in a few minutes. Go do your thing, and we’ll meet you at her room.”

Even then, I never missed a chance to scarf down bacon. And we weren’t taking the action to a blood-stained mattress. “I know what you two are eating this morning. Have fun.”


I’d jacked one of the master keys from the desk. Full, both in the human and vampire sense, I was kinda hoping for a nap on Odette’s undisturbed bed. Because hell, the suites in this wing were better than our own.

The lock snapped open before I could drift off. Overflowing with giggles and whispers, Lily’s powers from Mona had her and Odette getting along like old girlfriends.

Rolling on my side, I barely caught the white robe and blue pj’s before they started coming off. I grabbed the pull of my zipper and figured I needed to catch up.

Fingers gripped around both of my wrists. Lily’s damp hair tickled against my face as it hung down and she forced my arms over my head. “No, she wants to show you something.”

The bottom of my shirt lifted. Not about to get in their way, I didn’t even mind as Odette only pulled it over my eyes.

As Lily released my hands, I felt their weight shift on the bed until they were on both sides of my hips. Their mouths popped together again and it felt like each of them were picking up where I’d left off on the zipper.

My imagination took the scene from the other bathroom and ran wild with it. Before they even had me nude from the shoulders down, my cock was rigid and waving in time with my pulse.

The weight on the mattress shifted again. One of them pinned my arms under her legs. With all of us freshly washed in the standard bath wash for the place, I couldn’t smell who was where.

A hand played with my dick until I was almost throbbing out of my own skin. Digits folded around the shaft. Delicate yet firm, whoever owned that hand knew what she was doing.

Soft hair dangled against my chest. Forcing my cock to twitch, it won me a daring grip and twist with the next pump.

Nerves primed until I felt everything, like my sense of touch had become clear as my eyesight. That is, if I didn’t have a shirt over my eyes.

Velvet-smooth skin glided up and down every inch. Sensitive as my nerves had gotten, my mind fogged until I was more than happy to lose myself.

The light grip stopped. Another shift of weight happened until I felt wet curls fall on my thighs. A mouth took in my entire length out of nowhere.

My teeth ground together and my back arched. Lifting the pressure on my arms, someone yanked my shirt the rest of the way off and rubbed a cheek against my left one before I could even see who it was.

Knees cuffed my hands against the bed again. Then I heard Lily’s angelic voice warm my ear. “Between all that loyalty from you turn and what you’ve done for her,” my wife stopped long enough to nip at my earlobe, “she already worships
 you.”

Another plummet of Odette’s mouth proved it. Sliding her tongue around my girth, my newest rescue case was hungry to prove her worth.

After nuzzling her face from above again, Lily backed off and met eyes with me. Her words came through, even though her mouth had locked in a smile. After whatever you saw while feeding on her, I guess you knew it would happen.


Getting lost in the best kind of thanks from below and staring up at our resort’s own queen, it was hard to even think the words back. We’re not human anymore.
 My neck tightened after another testament to Odette’s gratitude. But we’re not monsters.


Lily breathed out a quick chuckle and smiled even more. “So, can we keep her?” Like Odette was another damn kitten for her to spoil.

Trapped under Lily’s knees and blissed from Odette’s mouth, I wasn’t in any position to argue. “We’ll find a way to make it work.” Which in my mind, meant Odette was staying in our room after Quinn and Alexis got their own.

Odette had to have heard it. Treating me with the back of her throat, that glorious rush had me squeezing Lily’s calves.

The merciless suction almost hurt. But with a slow climb up my shaft, Odette left me jutting in the air.

I was ready to take charge for the next round. Easing my grip on Lily’s skin, I tried to wiggle myself free.

But the pressure on my arms didn’t stop. Wrapping both hands around my face and nestling her fingertips under my jaw, Lily gave me an upside-down peck on the lips. She’s already taken care of me. Now it’s your turn.
 Which, if Odette were still a gardiani
, would have thrown me in a panic.

The first sample of what her cunt had to offer pressed against the bottom of my dick. On the precipice myself, it felt criminal to hold myself back and not force my way in.

Imprisoning my tip with barely any quarter from her entrance, Odette stopped like she knew what she was doing. Being that fucking close was maddening.

She rolled her hips, grinding that wetness until I felt it in my core. Like it was surgical, the girl had me so close to being in her that it could have been an interrogation.


You want it so bad…
 Lily drifted her hands to my stomach. Sorry, but I told her you like being teased.


That pussy circled on the verge of letting me in. Warm and slick, Odette had some pure luxury between her thighs. A reverent dry-hump like that could have made me come, all by itself.

Another pair of hands rested on my abs. Their fingers intertwined.

Lily pressed her knees further up my arms, past my elbows. Mouths smacked together about the time my palms cracked on her ass.

The grinding stopped as Lily moved her own cunt over my face. “Go ahead. I think he’s about to snap.” Someone
 had been getting lessons in teasing from Alexis or Mona.

Feeling the squeeze as Odette took in my length, all the air rushed out of my lungs.  I had to moan it into Lily’s slit.

Overfilling herself as every one of those nails scratched bold lines down my waist, Odette took damn near forever settling down to my hilt. Silky walls parted for my cock, if only a little.

All sides tensed. Her legs squeezed around mine. That alone would have been enough thanks for bringing her back to life.

Flexing those muscles in my ass that moved my dick, her taut walls kept it still in her passage anyway.

Lily forced her bean down and writhed against my face.

My hands closed around her ankles.

But proving how I still had no control, she bumped her hips forward. My tongue grazed down her slit, between each lip and just slipping into her opening.

Odette gave me another drive. Her juices swirled around me, calling out thousands of goosebumps all over my body. Either because I knew I was being idolized, or maybe because she felt that damn good. It didn’t matter anymore.

Roaming every bump and ridge within herself, the sound those two making out stopped. The mound far within Odette batted against the head of my dick. Breathless as she was, instinct forced her to whine out.

Lost in her own self, Odette’s walls clamped like they’d become pure mayhem. More wetness trickled around my sack, forced out as she trembled and squeezed.

“Do it. Come on his dick!”

All four of their hands pressed against me. I couldn’t help groaning, feeling like someone had dropped an anvil on my stomach. I had to be digging streaks of red into Lily’s ass.

Rising until I was almost out, Odette ran me through her again. The rolling mess of bare flesh clamped tight.

My hands stung against both sides of my wife’s ass. Close enough to my own peak, I was hanging on by raw instinct alone, fighting with what little I still had in the tank.

Odette whipped herself forward with a squeal.

Unprotected and on the verge, my dick twitched as it let out a little more than just pre-cum. My heart skipped a few beats and my bones felt like they’d shatter under the force of my muscles.

Those two hugged over me. Lily scooted forward, as if she wasn’t even mad that I’d barely given her clit attention.

“He was so
 close.” A familiar hand grabbed my cock and a finger trailed a line of the slick fluid down my shaft.

Not that Odette could talk back. Her pussy contracted time and time again, flinching like it was trying to beg another cock out of me.

“But I know what Eddie likes, even more than he does.”

I didn’t know what the hell she was talking about, but I was more than ready to hear it.

Odette kept spasming herself out. Her skin kept rising a degree or two every second. By the time she was roasting over my stomach, her toes curled, almost pulling the hair off my legs.

Lily dropped to one side and got off the bed. Whatever she was up to, I heard fabric sliding around.

With the last of her climax rumbling through, Odette stared down at me. Cocking an ear and one shoulder together, she was grinning like she’d won our fight. A final twitch jerked her head back.

I felt the quake roll through her body. As it met her hands and cunt about the same time, my legs bent and I rubbed the perfect skin of her thighs. “I wonder what she’s talking about.”

Odette’s neck shivered as her eyes tried to stay on me.

Giving her a moment, I felt down to the crook behind her knees. “You’re too damned sexy.”

The most basic amount of sense finally came back to her. Odette leaned closer, filling my vision with her face and too much blonde hair. That cunt edged back to my dick as her accent relit my fuse. “You want me to keep going?”

“Hell yeah...” Even with the break, I knew I’d come in her well before she could roast off again.

Plump lips crushed against mine. Odette’s hand grabbed at my shaft, aiming me back home as she dropped her waist.

Feeling her part again, I settled in for the ‘fuck of your life’ effort I felt on the edges her mind.

“You make me happy.” Her folds clung around the bulge between my legs. “And I didn’t let her touch me down there. It belongs to you.”


Son of a bitch!
 My hands clawed at the sheets, pulling threads out as my fingernails ripped against the fabric. “Do it...”

All the weight lifted from my hips as I thrust into empty air.


What the fuck?
 I shot up, not even resting against my arms.

Lily had one arm around Odette’s throat, snaking her other hand down her slit. Quiet as she tried to be, I still caught my wife whispering, “Easy now… It’s still his.”

Some of that fire I liked about Odette’s human self came back. Her neck rolled back until it gripped onto Lily’s shoulder.

Staring in awe, I didn’t give a shit if Lily pushed her hand a few inches closer. Blonde hairs popped at their roots as my wife forced Odette to stare at the ceiling.

Both of her hands tried getting leverage on my wife, but Odette wasn’t stopping those fingertips.


Jesus…
 Something about the whole fight pressed all the right buttons in me, and then slammed a fist against the keyboard.

Odette lifted both her feet off the floor, kicking in midair like my wife feeling that cunt would amount to a second death.

“You can’t!”

Lily grabbing a tit didn’t faze the girl. Even before I left them for a while, they were wrestling with their tonsils.

Then a pulse of something shook my whole body.

Odette wasn’t playing anymore. As far as she was concerned, that
 part of her belonged to me until I was done with it, and she’d die all over again to keep anyone else from taking what’s mine.

My temper snapped like a cheap pencil. “That’s enough!”

Lily shoved the poor thing into the middle of the bed. “I knew you wouldn’t let me get that far.”

“What the fuck is wrong
 with you?” I pointed at the sobbing mess in front of us.

Shrugging like it was nothing at all, Lily bunched her shoulders. “You look at her and tell me.”

Thinking too much of Mona had settled in Lily’s head after all, I was about to go the hell off.

But then I caught Odette kneeling in the middle of the bed. Starry-eyed and leaning forward as hard as she could, it felt like she was on the verge of bowing to me.

I was still pissed, though. Glancing crosswise at Lily, I muttered, “That’s fucked up. You know what she’s been through.”

Lily’s voice echoed in my head. If I really wanted to violate her, I’d have done it back when she was still trying to kill you.


Well, you’ve done a good enough job of it. Stop warping her head more than those crazy bastards already have.

Both of Lily’s hands gripped over my shoulders. Whispering so Odette had to hear it too, another piece of Mona leaked through my wife’s voice. “You just saved her again.”

“Stop...”

Odette pulled herself closer. With both knees on the bed and her arms jammed straight between her thighs, all that hate she’d had for me had turned into blind devotion.

Lily pointed at her, nudging me in the side. “See, Eddie? Love conquers all. Even hate.”

“I didn’t hate her.”

Lily burst into laughter, about the same time as Odette.

“What?”

Odette took the first swing. “I hated you.”

Before I could open my trap, Lily had her mouth in my ear again. “Don’t be mean after coddling her so much.”

Oh, fuck off with that…

Smoothing the tension, Odette spun around. That gorgeous ass pushed closer, as if it was just as devoted to me as her mind.

Lily tossed the sash from Odette’s robe my way, taunting “If she wants you to use her so badly, go ahead and wear her like a glove.”

The power I had over her tingled at the base of my skull. Staring down at the presentation, Odette’s knees and elbows on the bed, I wondered what Lily had in mind for the white strip.

But as my wife jumped onto the bed, her own ass in the air and facing Odette, I was about to get my answer. Like she’d done with me, Lily snatched Odette’s wrists. “I want my own round down there, so hurry up and do your thing.”

I don’t know if you’ve ever had your own wife demand
 you fuck another girl, but it puts something of an untamed fever in you. Especially when she’s holding her down, making sure your new toy can’t back out at the last second.

Flinging the belt under that narrow waist, I was done having mercy on her. Looping it all the way around, I twisted the overlap in my hand.

Gripped in like a bull rider, the rope constricted around Odette’s skin and my fingers. Trapped and blindly willing, she didn’t fight back as I guided her ass closer to me.

Lily glanced up at me. “You should see her face right now.”

Mounting the edge of the bed with one foot, I didn’t even have to move to see Odette’s frame of mind. The grip they hand on each others wrists had already started turning their hands purple. That and Lily’s own face were telling enough.

She darted her eyes away from me. “After he’s done, can I touch you down there? Please?”

Odette bobbed her head down real quick, then right back up.

That was more than enough to get me rolling. Feeling the tension in her ass with my free hand, I pulled Odette a few inches closer. The instant I felt the searing, wet pussy against my tip, I shoved in.

Her folds gave way as I charged through. Giving a ruthless drive back to the deepest part of her, I didn’t give half a fuck if she was ready for it or not.

Another swing of my hips made her lilt out a scream. Then silence, other than the pop
 of our bodies.

Odette’s shivering legs almost gave out from under her. Whimpering and held in place without mercy, it wasn’t gonna take much to have her totally obliterated.

Trying to vault myself through her torso, all that pent-up frustration and want fired out of me. Feeling her pussy stretch barely enough to keep me slipping through, more grip on the belt had her ass under my total control. That pitiful amount of fight she was starting to give back made it that much better.

Her body thrashed against the holds. I could read the fight in her head, single-minded, but hanging by a scrap. Odette’s nerves were just fucking desperate to release all that tension.

Lily kept her hands around Odette’s wrists as she leaned closer. Using one of the lulls between slams, tongues and lips wrapped together again.

Those deadened moans pushed me into an even harder spot. Going vicious and firing short, rapid slams, we had the poor thing trapped harder than before. And those whimpers kept ratcheting up the pressure on me.

Roaming myself through her gratifying slit summoned the best kind of ache. Feet lifted and clamped around my waist. Grabbing hold of one, Odette’s toes had damn near curled in on themselves.

Something inside her pussy heaved, trapping my dick even though she kept getting wetter. As that irresistible well filled, those walls fought back in the only way they could.

Mindless and losing every trace of sanity, another drip of what I thought was pre-cum had me plowing through again. One whole thrust dropped the full glory of it on my head. Slack-jawed, I gasped out like I’d been shot.

Lily pulled her face away. Holding off until Odette belted out that massive reserve of screams, she kept grinning at me. “Pump it deep in her. Don’t you fucking stop yet.”

A second bout of shots erupted through as the room went dark. My blood felt like it had caught fire and my voice roared out again. But the only thing greater than the pain and exhaustion was the complete satisfaction.

Odette finally busted loose as my grip failed. Shoving herself into me, it forced the last I had out in one desperate gush.

My eyes opened again, catching Lily savoring another loving bond of their mouths. As my strength gave out, it finally hit me: Lily saw the turmoil in her, and would have turned Odette if I hadn’t.

The nerves in my shaft couldn’t overcome it anymore. Backing out, Odette’s pussy had that telling streak of white before I even had a chance to see it drip out.

Son of a bitch…

And of course, Lily had to throw her piece in as she slid under Odette, dropping her own ass on the floor. “Congratulations, our family’s grown again.”

Whether she was referencing the fact that our kind isn’t able to have children or not, that’s how I took what she said.

But now that I was spent, Odette didn’t hesitate to drop those hips. You could feel Lily getting herself off on cleaning my mess, even more than you could see or hear it.


Our first week had passed without any other issues. As far as I was concerned, getting Quinn and Alexis their own room with some last-minute expense accounting had solved all our problems before they could start.

Lev sipped his beer and looked out at the bunch of them using the hot spring like our own giant, heated swimming pool. “Once the sun rises over the mountains, it will be hell getting them out of there.”

Two days a month for a complete shutdown of our resort felt like the way to go. Yeah, we could feed without noticeably hurting anyone the rest of the time.

But having a place like this between yourself and your own four girls? Pure fucking Heaven.

I still had a question for the bossman, though. “If the gardiani
 know we’ve taken Odette from them, won’t they send another goon after us?”

He sat the glass down on the polished rock. “They never told her, and I hadn’t told you. As much as we try to kill each other, the gardiani
 and our kind know we depend on each other to exist.”

“But we’re their prey.” Even the beach ball flying around between all those bodies, including Mona’s, couldn’t distract me. “Wiping us out it their purpose.”

“If they do that, what’s the point of their order? And without them, what’s to stop us from eating through our own food source?”

The happiest of them all, Odette, caught the ball and reared her arms back for a toss. From what I’d gotten out of her, Lev’s answer made no sense. “That
 girl was fanatical about either killing me, or offing herself. Why would they send her out to die like this?”

“You’re new.” Lev grinned as Mona caught the throw, bouncing that top like she wasn’t a day over twenty-five. “If you’ve had given Odette to me, which would have been the safer option, the treaty dictates that I’d have to kill her. Permanently.”

“And if she’d won that duel?”

“You’d have died or lost your immortality instead, and Odette would have redeemed herself. Maybe.”

Alexis had the ball now, almost losing her bikini top and not giving a single fuck.

But it didn’t sit right with me. “So you knew some of us might not survive. That’s fucked up.”

“Yet everyone did.” He titled his head at the spring. “Other than that blonde you’ve got worshiping you. I’m pretty curious how you managed that.”

“I didn’t turn her because I wanted a new toy. If I had my choice, she’d still be human, living a new life somewhere.”

Lev finished the last quarter of his beer and scooted away from the table. “That’s how your power differs from mine. You instill loyalty because you actually care about them as humans, and they pick up on that.”

“Shouldn’t I anyway?”

“It’s not because you’re a fresh convert, either. You’ve already seen how Lily has started seeing humans as prey.” Lev faced me directly. “So I’ve got a question.”

“Do I even want to answer it?”

He pointed at the five examples of prime sexy splashing through all that morning fog. “If your converts have a slight change in your own power, how does spreading it as far as you can sound?”

“That’s gonna hard, since I can’t bring myself to kill someone.”

He whistled, getting all ten eyes on us and stopping that ball in Quinn’s hands. “It’s not like you
 have to kill them to force the change, but I think the rest of your family needs to be examples of selfless humanity.”

“Which is the last kind of person I want dead.”

Lev grabbed his empty bottle from the table. “They’d end up dead as they are. Think about how different our world would be, if the best among us never die.”

In terms of bodies, he wasn’t wrong about the small family I’d gathered so far. “I think I’m fine splitting myself between two. Do they all have to be total-tens?”

“How many times have I tried to fuck you? Not every convert is about sex.”

I was just ready to move on from the upper-class recruitment station goal he’d had before. “Then tell me about it. If I’ve got a second chance at life, I’m not wasting this one too.”
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Brandi had screwed up another order. I pushed the ticket back. “Doesn’t say ‘no mayo’ anywhere on it.” But as the owner of Redd’s Pinup Diner, and the only cook, it was still my problem to handle.

“Sorry, Jim.” She turned around, her shoulders dropped in that sky blue uniform.

If I didn’t have such a hard time finding another waitress around here, and she wasn’t actually a sweetheart, I’d have canned her ass over a year ago. Plus, the clientele seemed to like her.

I looked out the service window. For a bunch of self-proclaimed badasses, these oilfield roughnecks were always picky eaters. And Brandi was probably the only woman they’d seen in weeks.

With a new bun and another trip over the griddle, you couldn’t tell that pork chop sandwich had ever touched mayonnaise. I slapped the bell and got back to the last of my cleaning.

Minutes later, I heard the usual. The bell over the door jingles, glasses clink together, and Brandi comes running back. “Jim! I got another fifty!”

Staring at the bill, yep, it had a phone number on it. “How many times do I have to tell you? The guy just thinks he could get lucky.”

“But I keep getting big tips like this.”

“They come back, but only leave a tip like that the first time. Think about it.” If you told her someone had written ‘gullible’ on the ceiling, she’d spend an hour looking for it. But more about that later.

Brandi didn’t mind. Tucking the fifty in her pocket, she got back to cleaning. In a couple of minutes, I’d be turning off the open sign.

Sliding the night’s grease down the trap, I heard the bell again. Shit…
 I liked money, but I’d have to come back in ten hours. Same as every other day besides Sundays and Mondays.

I let Brandi take care of it and loaded the final dishes up.

With my place open five days a week, seven AM to nine PM, seventy-hour weeks gave me an excuse to let her handle the small things. After the lunch rush I could handle on my own, all the serving and cleaning out front was on her ass.

But she came right back. “Jim, this guy says he wants to speak with you.”

Closing the dishwasher, I asked, “No order?”

I could tell Brandi realized she’d forgot to ask. Feigning a smile, I told her, “Don’t worry about it. I’ll see what he wants while you lock up.”

An old man who looked vaguely familiar sat in the booth next to the door. As he eyed the pinups that had been hanging on the walls since before I was born, it felt like he was reliving the past.

Scooting in the opposite side, I asked, “You know the story about how those got here?”

“Yeah, I painted ‘em.”


Sure you did.
 “And the one over the register is my mom.” Which was the joke Dad always ribbed me with.

“That’s how she looked when she worked here. Tina was a damn firecracker.”

He knew Mom’s name, at least. “If you’re worried about me ever taking them down, don’t. They’re probably responsible for half my business, and I’m not renaming the place.”

“Even when you were a boy, I never took you as that
 stupid. That’s not why I’m here, at all.”

*
*
*

Those heels popped against the black and white checkerboard on the floor. “Can I see it first?” As a few quarters fell out of her shirt.

“What have I told you about that?” Not that it stopped me from leaning out of the bench to watch her bend over and pick them up.

Brandi stood back up, smiling like she knew I wasn’t really mad. “My pockets got full again!”


Of course they did.
 I didn’t know how she crammed a single bill in those Daisy Dukes.

Jerry cackled and pointed at the wrapped painting propped against the counter. “I’ve still got it!”

I saw the tears about to roll out of him. “Got what?”

“Has she always been like this?” Jerry wiped a sleeve across his eyes. “I mean, this willing to please?”

“Kinda.” I thought he was gonna ask if she’d always been a total dingbat, which would have got him the same answer. “But not to this extent.”

He fought down the last giggle. “Go ahead and open it, sweet-britches. Just watch those fingernails.”

If he were any other customer, Jerry would have gotten a verbal warning from the kitchen. A second name like that would have earned him a ban. “She hears plenty of shit like that from the roughnecks. Stop
.”

He leaned closer and shielded his mouth with a hand. “I think you’re about to find out that she’s forgot what the word even means.”

“I like the idea of a free painting and all, but I’m not above booting your ass out. Even if you are a family friend.”

Jerry kept grinning. “Just give it a few minutes. You’ll see.”

Paper tore, faster and harder with each second. As Brandi got closer to the bottom with her ass on full display, I think I saw a denim-wrapped crease peek out from between her thighs. Which explained all the ‘dropped’ silverware lately.

A few coughs forced their way out of Jerry. He waved a hand at me like it was nothing. Giving me an excuse to keep watching Brandi bend further and further in those short.

She jumped and stomped out a great imitation of a machine gun with her heels. Beyond smiling when she turned around and ran toward Jerry, Brandi hugged him like she wanted him to die happy. His face buried in her tits and all.

Both of her eyes sparkled as she looked my way. “Jim, if you hang it in the window,” she lost herself for a second, “I’ll love you forever!”


Whatever.
 I got up as Jerry started making noises. “Go easy on the guy before you smother him.”

As I sized up the free sample, another round of hacking set off behind me. She’d backed off enough for that, at least.


Hell fire…
 It was
 Brandi on that canvas. Bent over in that way we all know and love.

I picked it up after no telling how long. The windows were a little taller than the painting, but I wanted it up there too. Gotta give the early-birds an idea of why we’ve been so crowded lately.

There wasn’t anything to secure it, but sticking it behind the jukebox felt like the safe choice. Plus, the folks driving into town would be more likely to save their appetites for the way home.

“There.”

Jerry was still coughing, but he’d calmed it down a bit.

“If business keeps up like the past week, I’ll have enough customers to buy another one in days.” Which reminded me that I needed to list the job opening.

The last wrack of his throat ended. Jerry looked up, grinning and shaking his head. “Good job. No girl I’ve ever painted could break the last promise she’d made after that.”


Just because you doodle them, it doesn’t change em’. “
Seriously, that’s some fine work.” Just like the other twenty or so pieces on the rear wall.

Jerry stood up with Brandi’s help. The old bastard acted fit as could be for his age after that. He slapped a card on the table and said, “I don’t have a phone, so drive out and bug me at home when you’re ready for the next one.”

*
*
*

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.



*

*

*


Brandi piled against my side and tucked both legs under herself. Leaning into my shoulder, her skin dripped, but her hair was still dry. “Now what?”

“Either watch TV with me, or go to bed.” I pointed a little to the right of where she came from. “I’ve got two guest bedrooms. Take your pick.”

“We’re not at work. It won’t kill you to relax for a bit.”

Feeling both of her hands rest on my shoulder, I tried to ignore how much leg she’d pushed against me. “Listen, I’m not gonna complain about what you did on the ride over here, but we can’t keep doing that.”

Like I’d blasphemed in front of Mother Mary herself, Brandi shoved herself in my lap. Lack of any clothing but one of my white t-shirts and all. “Why not?”

“Fucking really?” My old pair of jeans had worn thin enough to let every detail pass through. “I’m not joking. The last damn thing I want to do right now is have sex.”

“If you don’t do it, I’ll scream.”

Judging by the curve of her lips, Brandi wasn’t joking. “I think you’ve got everything wrong here.”

“Stop!” Brandi grabbed my right hand, forcing it between her thighs. “If you don’t fuck me, I’m calling the cops...”


What the hell is she even talking about?
 “Like I said, it doesn’t work that way.”

“I just shaved down there, asshole.” Her face snuggled against my neck. “Go ahead and use it.”

With my razor, of course. “Stop.”

“Why?”

Staring back at her, Brandi had the look of a terrier in her eyes: There was life in those pupils, but no spark of intelligence, whatsoever. “Go to bed, now!”

“But you promised...”

“I promised what
?”

Brandi’s eyes darted at everything but my own. “I dunno. What did you promise?”


God, she’s too fucking stupid to live.
 “You asked me.”

“And you promised.”

“No, I didn’t.”

Her cunt ground hard against my lap. “Does it matter now?”

“Yeah, it does.”

“Then why are you holding back?”

I’d had enough. Bringing my right hand down hard enough to sting my palm, the slap against her ass echoed through the entire house. “I’m catching up on my damn scores, and you’re going right the fuck to bed. We’ll show up for work in the morning, like none of this ever happened. Got it?”

Brandi pouted hard enough to break a heart of diamond. “So you won’t have fun with me?”

“Go to bed…”

*
*
*

I liked the idea as much as I outright hated it. “I’ll have to chase more shit-heads out because of that painting in the window. After the rush dries up, getting a hand on your hind-end won’t translate to more money.”

Brandi closed tighter around me, from all sides and with all limbs. “So?”

That resistance I’d been putting up failed all at once. Upending her as I rolled over, Brandi was more than willing to surrender. Something about the girl had unraveled me, and I had no fucking clue how or why it happened.

Her arms and legs folded over me as I got on top. Feeling entitled or just insane, all I knew was, I had to have her. Right then and there.

Long nails dug through my shirt. Each line overwhelmed that nagging voice in the back of my head until I was downright mindless.

Thighs closed around me until the only thing keeping me from diving right into her was the front of my boxers. Tender and sliding against my cock, Brandi’s cunt soaked through until every one of the nerves on my shaft couldn’t tell her apart from a hot bath.

She fought back. Kinda. “What makes you think I’m that
 easy?”

Grabbing both wrists, I felt the blood rushing through her body. “Really, you’re gonna put up that tease act now?”

As much as her hands came to life and grabbed for any escape, she’d written a check I had to cash in. “Jim, stop!”

I was too mad with hunger to even think. “Don’t give me that now, of all fucking times.”

Brandi gripped harder around me. With a bite at my earlobe, her voice shattered that last hint of caution in my head. “Even if I tell you to stop...”

My lungs filled with what had to be an endless breath.

“…don’t stop fucking me.”

Her cheek nuzzled against my throat. I don’t know what it was about the scent of her hair, but it made Brandi that much more irresistible.

Throbbing as the folds of her pussy wrapped around soaked cotton, it was beyond tempting to rip my shorts down. Silken, burning thighs did the work for me.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore as my tip almost shot through. Leaning all my weight against her palms, what I’d thought all along came out. “You’re too damned beautiful.”

Brandi squeezed every one of her fingers around mine. “I didn’t ask you to be nice to me.”

I’d already gone vicious enough to thrust a couple inches into her. As she jerked her head back, all I saw was neck and blonde.

Totally ensnared between her arms, legs, and cunt, I didn’t fight how awesome she was inside. Like a flood hot enough to turn any thermometer into a grenade, I could hear myself ramming that passage as much as I felt it.

A kiss at my shoulder fried my senses. Pulling both of her hands down to the narrowest curve of her hips, I was ready to steam ahead and go straight for the climax.

But that slit took me the rest of the way in, roasting my shaft until it felt molten inside her. The wiggle of her hips roved me around until I had
 to pull out.
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