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In the beginning


“Is that all for tonight, Katie?” 
It was almost 2 a.m. and I was seeing double. Between the sorority girls and the mid-life crisis tattoos, I was exhausted. I shouldn't complain, I mean, business had been good and the extra money was nice, but I’d been working so much lately that I was worried I was going to burn out. It was better than the alternative, though, and I’d gotten a pretty good reputation as the only guy in town who didn’t harass the women and could do above average line work.
“Yes, Rhys. Mind if I head out?” Katie peered into the back, giving me that heart-stopping smile she knew always got me. Her light brown eyes sparkled as she ran her hand through her bleached hair. Her tanned skin was covered in tattoos, most of which she’d gotten before she started working here, and as the top of one peaked out of the corner of her low cut tank top, I was momentarily distracted trying to figure out what it was.
Part of her job was cleaning up the studio, but I was feeling generous tonight and figured I could deal with it. She’d been working at Good Ink for almost a year and I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t hire her because she was smoking hot.
“Go ahead,” I said, paused and continued. “Are you still seeing that dude who picked you up last week?”
“Yeah, why?” She was only twenty and even though she was just an employee, I felt protective. An entire cavalcade of losers had worked their way through her life since I met her and I hated seeing her heart constantly broken. I didn’t want to admit that I had a thing for her and I was pretty sure that if she even got a whiff of that, she’d leave and never look back.
“He just rubs me the wrong way,” I grumbled, knowing that no woman her age wants a guy who was almost old enough to be her dad giving her advice about who to date.
“I appreciate it, Rhys, but he’s fine. I’ll see you tomorrow, ok?” she shouted as she walked away. The bell on the door jingled as she left and I shook my head.
It was time to go home, but the thought of walking into my empty house was depressing. The mid-sized Craftsman that my ex and I had bought together was the only thing from my old life that I had left. 
Well, almost the only thing.
“Hey, Lemmy,” I said as I squatted down to pick up the tiny chihuahua that I’d gotten Trina for her birthday the first year we were together. She was obsessed with the five-pound dog for about a week then abandoned him completely. It was at that point that he and I became best buddies and even though my friends gave me an endless amount of shit about my little designer dog, he went everywhere with me. 
I double checked to make sure I was alone and gave him a kiss on his bulbous head, his tiny heart beating furiously in his chest as he let out an excited whine and wagged his tail. I set him back down on his custom bed, embroidered with his name, where he spent the majority of his day and started cleaning house. 
“We’ll go home soon, ok?” I said, and he yawned, giving me an exasperated look before he proceeded to contentedly lick his balls. He had become the shop’s unofficial mascot, and I was pretty sure that more people came to see him than me.
There wasn’t that much to do, but I rearranged a few things, then scooped some grounds out of the little tin box next to the espresso machine I bought myself a few weeks ago. After messing around with it for a few minutes, I finally got the thing to work. The instructions were in Italian and the translations weren’t exactly great, so every time I used it, I worried that something would break and render the large and ridiculously expensive machine completely inoperable. 
Five minutes and a lot of loud screeching later, I had the perfect cup of coffee.
I didn’t plan to become a tattoo artist. I actually studied theology and my goal was to pursue a doctorate in divinity, but art had always been my passion and when a friend asked me to sketch out a design for one of his clients, I realized that this was what I wanted to do. I eventually found an apprenticeship and everything changed. Tattooing was the most amazing rush I’d ever experienced and even though the money wasn’t the best and the hours usually sucked, it actually made me happy and that’s what I’d been looking for.
Line work was my bread and butter. Most of my designs were minimalist and fortunately, that’s what took off over the past few years. When my boss told me he was ready to sell out and move on, I made a lowball offer, took over and never looked back.
I walked out to the small reception area and turned the sign to Closed, then switched off the lights, glancing through the plate-glass window at the large street that ran in front of the dilapidated shopping center where the shop had been for twenty-five years. The area was seedy, but the rent was cheap. There had been talk of bulldozing the place to make way for a mid-rise office building, but with the economy tanking, it was looking less and less likely.
Some shops had their chairs and equipment out in the open so that the work could be observed, but I hated that. It was hard for me to concentrate and the last thing I needed was some know-it-all hovering over my shoulder and telling me how to do my job. The half partition kept them out, and let people know that work was being done and to wait until I was finished. 
We had two chairs: one for me and one for my apprentice, Mikey. He was a good kid, and really talented, but didn’t take anything seriously and pinning him down on hours was a nightmare. People always thought that this was a laid back business, but it was cutthroat and getting a bad reputation could mean the end of your career.
I finished the coffee and walked into the toilet to rinse out the small cup. When I pulled the string on the overhead light, I glanced into the mirror and shook my head at what I saw. I was an aging dude with too much debt, a bitchy ex wife and no clue what he was going to be doing in twenty years.
That’s life, right?
Trina hated tattoos. I should’ve seen that as a red flag, but I was in love and she was so hot that I couldn't resist. The entire relationship lasted for about four years, but I could feel myself slowly dying inside and decided to end it. She was too high maintenance for what I made and I could never say no when she wanted a new thousand dollar purse or designer shoes. When I tried to explain why I needed to cut back, she’d lose it, accuse me of cheating and destroy the house.
I was extremely well-behaved, I mean, so many women hit on me and I’d always said no, that I was married and wanted to stay that way. Of course the wedding ring I always wore was like bait and my job was extremely intimate, so there was no lack of offers. After I filed for divorce, Trina tried everything in the book to get me back, but I was strong and managed to hold off, even though I hadn’t been with a woman since she left.
“We all make mistakes, right, buddy?” I asked Lemmy, and he gave me a little growl. I’m pretty sure he hated her, too, or at least in my mind he did. We were a united front against the tyranny of Trina and in my imagined domestic war, he was the only one who had my back.
I threw the equipment in the sterilizer and looked over my schedule for the next day. It wasn’t too busy, so there was no need to show up until early evening. I gave the studio a once over, then grabbed Lemmy and locked up, sliding the metal gate down over the glass windows and securing the padlock. My Indian was parked in the alley and I strapped Lemmy in his little custom basket that was mounted on the back, and took off across town.
Yes, I was a cliche, but I didn’t give a shit.
It was raining, not too hard, but enough that the road was slick. The light shower had turned into larger droplets by the time I got back, and I let Lemmy out of his basket, watching as he lifted his leg on the mailbox post and took his last piss of the evening. For such a small dog he had a huge bladder and by the time he was empty, the rain had intensified and I was soaked.
He looked at me like I was insane for wanting him to walk across the wet grass, so I picked him up again and carried him to the door, fumbling around for my keys as I tried to stay out of the worst of the downpour. By the time I got inside, I was freezing. I put down my companion and peeled off my wet t-shirt, tossing it onto the dining room table as I made my way down the tight hallway towards my bedroom. Lemmy shook his tiny body, spraying the walls with dog scented water, then calmly walked into the living room and jumped onto the sofa, ready to call it a night.
“Gimme a minute, I just need to change, ok?” I shouted, fully aware of the fact that having a conversation with my dog meant I had probably gone insane. 
The house was a three bedroom with a partially renovated basement and since Trina moved out, I'd basically abandoned about half of it. The kitchen was almost new, but the bathroom was still original and when I flushed the toilet, the groaning pipes reminded me that I'd probably need to fix the plumbing next, if I could scrape together enough cash.
I finished getting undressed and pulled on a pair of old sweatpants, determined to wind down in front of the TV. It was almost three, and I plopped onto the sofa next to Lemmy, turned on the television and scrolled around, looking for something to watch. Just as I had settled into a sitcom I’d already seen a thousand times, there was a loud knock on the door.
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Let the right one in


I checked the time again. There was only one person I knew would show up this late unannounced and if it was her, I’d lose it. More likely, it was someone looking for money or something to steal, so I just ignored it, hoping they’d move on to the neighbors. A few minutes later, I’d resumed my relaxed stance, and there was another knock, this one more insistent. 
I hoped it wasn’t Trina trying to get me back. She’d done that a few times, showed up on my doorstep with a sob story and tears and I usually relented and let her in, gave her something to drink, listened to her problems, then told her we were divorced and that she needed to move on. The urge to give in to her was primal, and it took all of my willpower to say no, but I’d done it so far and had no plans to screw up my perfect record.
“What the fuck do you want?” I shouted, shifting Lemmy off my lap, where he had been snoring peacefully only moments earlier. He blinked his bulbous eyes, annoyed that I’d woken him up, but his gaze focused on the door and his sudden interest was slightly unnerving. I was a big guy and wasn’t scared of much, but I’d be insane to admit that I wasn’t a bit nervous as I got up and approached the door. Every instinct told me to ignore whoever it was, but I looked through the peephole to see who was harassing me.
It was dark, and the glass was fogged up from the rain, but the girl who stared back at me was not what I was expecting. She had long, dark hair that was wet and molded against her head and eyes that looked like pools of obsidian. Her black t-shirt was plastered to her body and her tight nipples pushed against the thin, wet fabric. The dark skirt she was wearing brushed enticingly against the tops of her thighs and her black stockings stopped just above her knee and well below the hemline.
She was exactly my type, and I hated that I was going to give in.
It could’ve been some sort of scam. Maybe there was a guy who was hiding in the bushes waiting to jump me, but she was soaked to the bone and not wearing very much and as I reached for the deadbolt to release it, I realized I was probably going to regret doing that.
“Can I help you?” I asked, relaxing slightly when I didn’t see any movement nearby.
“I’m lost,” she said, and I had to force myself to look away. I felt like I was drowning in her eyes and her light accent turned the simple words into something far more enticing than they actually were. “Can you invite me inside?”
God, I wanted to. Something inside of me shook loose, and I imagined what her body would feel like under mine, the little gasps she would make as I slowly slid inside of her. The fantasy was intoxicating, and it took me a few beats to realize that I was leering at her like some kind of dirty pervert. 
“Where are you from?” I asked casually, trying to stall as I considered her request. She was clearly alone and as a visible shiver raced through her body, I felt terrible saying no. There was really nothing she could do to hurt me and as the rain pounded on the sidewalk behind her, I realized I wanted her inside my house, that having her there would be exactly what I needed. The thought expanded, warming my body and as the realization hit me that it was taking over, I pushed it away.
“Down the street.”
“Then why are you lost?” It was an absolutely reasonable question, but I could feel something else wiggling into my mind and I resisted again. Her eyes widened, then locked with mine and her gaze intensified as she continued.
“I think you want to invite me in.” Her voice was low and soft and the words were like velvet, but a nagging doubt persisted and when I didn’t immediately relent, she looked surprised. Her features relaxed and she bit her full lower lip, gazing at me with those dark eyes and I could feel my heart pounding away in my chest as I considered her request.
“I don’t normally allow strangers into my house at 4 a.m., but I’ll make an exception in your case,” I said. “Come on in.”
“Thanks. This means a lot to me,” she said with surprising intensity as she leaned closer and pressed her lips against mine. They were cold and moist and I assumed it was from standing out in the rain, but I didn’t care. It felt good and after a few seconds, I pulled away and motioned for her to enter. I was still in shock from the kiss, but tried to brush it off. Maybe she was high or drunk and just needed a safe place to sleep it off. I had a loaded Glock under my mattress in case she tried anything and the thought immediately made me feel better.
She leaned over to unlace her boots and I got a flash of the curve of her ass and looked away. I wasn’t some kind of animal, I mean, I could control myself, but it had been a while since I’d gotten laid with anyone but my hand and the flash of soft, pale flesh was absolutely not what I needed to see right now.
“I was just about to go to bed, but I’ve got a guest room if you want to crash there. It’s got a lock, so you know…” My voice trailed off as she stood and stared at me and something about her made me realize she could probably take care of herself. I locked the deadbolt on the front door, peering through the peephole one last time to make sure there was no one else out there before motioning for her to follow me.
When we renovated, Trina had insisted that we keep the wood floors. I wasn’t crazy about them since they constantly squeaked, but now I was happy that she had. If this chick tried anything, I’d have plenty of notice. I opened the door of the spare bedroom, relieved that I’d changed the sheets recently, then flipped on the lights.
“Here you go. It’s not much, but it’s cozy. The bathroom is down the hall…” A light giggle escaped her lips and the sound was completely hypnotic. There was something enticing about her and I hated that I couldn’t get my mind out of the gutter every time I looked at her incredible body. She couldn’t be over twenty years old and was clearly vulnerable, and I needed to give her a place to stay tonight and nothing else.
Period.
“I’m over there,” I said, pointing at my bedroom door. “I don’t usually get up until late afternoon, so if you want something to eat, help yourself to anything from the kitchen.” I was rambling, but honestly didn’t want to go to bed. I wanted to stay up until dawn, talking to her, finding out who she was and why she had come to my house.
Lemmy was extremely chill about the whole situation, which was odd considering the fact that he usually flipped out when anyone even looked at the front door. He jumped off the sofa and stretched, then stared at Margot for a second, giving his approval before planting himself on the floor next to me.
“If Lemmy's cool with you, then I guess I am too.” Despite all of his other faults, my little dog was an excellent judge of character and as the woman looked at him, she burst into laughter. “What?”
“He just said something funny.”
Great, she was high. I briefly considered kicking her out, but ultimately decided that this would be my good deed for the week and stuck out my hand.
“My name’s Rhys, by the way.”
“I’m Margot. The ‘t’ is silent,” she clarified, her accent rounding out her words as I tried to figure out if I’d seen her before. I’d lived in the area for a while and thought that I’d met most of my neighbors, but I’d definitely remember her.
“Nice to meet you, Margot with a silent ‘t’. I guess I’ll see you in the morning,” I said, watching as she walked down the hall, her hips swinging enticingly. When she turned to blow me a kiss before closing the door, I began to wonder if this entire situation was some sort of weird hallucination.
“What do you think?” I asked Lemmy as I picked him up and walked into my bedroom, half expecting him to actually answer. As I locked the door, I shook my head and dropped the tiny dog on the bed before joining him and falling fast asleep.
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Disappearing acts


Bright afternoon sun broke through the crack in my curtains. I needed to fix that, but the only time I ever thought about it was at the exact moment I woke up. My dreams had been borderline illegal in most states and mostly revolved around my guest and the things I wanted to do to her and I wondered if she was awake. 
It was almost two and I let out a groan as Lemmy started his morning ritual of thoroughly licking my face to let me know that he wanted to go outside. I pulled myself out of the pile of sheets and blankets and got dressed, then walked down the hall to check on Margot. The door to her room was open, and she wasn’t inside.
“Hello?” I shouted, thinking that maybe she was in the bathroom, but there was no response. The doors were all locked and I couldn’t figure how she got out. Maybe the whole thing never actually happened and I was just going crazy. 
That was absolutely the most likely explanation, and I decided maybe it was past time to start seeing a shrink. The divorce had been stressful and my mental state definitely wasn’t in the best place right now. I felt like my world had fallen apart and I still wasn’t completely over it, but in typical Midwestern fashion, I shoved it aside and moved on.
I escorted Lemmy to the backyard. It was fenced in, but concern that the tiny dog would be picked up by a bird of prey and carried off to give her hatchlings a light snack meant that I usually hovered around him like an oversized bodyguard while he did his business. We went back inside, ate and as I scrolled through my phone, everything felt like it had mostly gone back to normal.
I spent the rest of the afternoon putzing around the house, fixing a few things, then called my parents for my obligatory check-in. They lived a few hundred miles away, in Muncie, which was a good enough buffer zone, but I still liked to make sure they were doing alright. As the sun set, I finally got ready to go to work. My apprentice, Mikey, usually took care of the early afternoon crowd and not spending all day at the shop cleared my head for the more creative work that came after dark.
I loved what I did and wouldn’t have it any other way, but realized that I wouldn’t be able to do this forever. Jack, my mentor, started getting the shakes when he hit fifty and his career was over. He could’ve hung around, but his decision to sell out and move to the Dominican Republic seemed like a fantastic idea right now. 
“Maybe I should go on a vacation. Somewhere hot and sunny with chicks walking around in bikinis. What do you think about that?” I asked Lemmy and he tilted his head, then snatched a piece of salami off my plate before racing into the living room and enjoying his pilfered piece of meat in peace. I cleaned up the mess, then got showered and dressed and as the sun set, I walked through the front door to head back to work.
Lemmy followed me to my bike, his nails tapping on the sidewalk behind me as I ran through all the things I needed to do once I got to the shop. I was so distracted that I didn’t notice the familiar woman standing next to my bike like she was waiting for me. The sun had set a few minutes ago and her smooth, pale skin was almost iridescent in the fading sunlight. I did a double take as she gave me the most incredible smile I’d ever seen.
“Hi, Rhys. Can I come to work with you tonight?” she asked as she ran her tongue over her red bottom lip and the strange sensation from last night started up again.
I was genuinely surprised to see her and had just assumed that last night was a one off and that she’d moved on. She was wearing a tight black tank top and a tiny black skirt that barely covered her ass. Her black knee socks and boots were the same and the remnants of light in the evening sky made her pale skin even more luminescent. Her red lips curled into a smile and her eyes sparkled like she was thinking about one of those jokes that you can’t get out of your mind.
“Hi. How are you?” I asked pointedly as I narrowed my eyes, trying to figure out what the hell she was after. Girls like this didn’t just show up at your door in the middle of a rainstorm and ask to spend the night, disappear, then show up the next day to go to work with you. I needed to find out what her deal was and try to figure out if I wanted to get involved with whatever insanity she was clearly carrying along with her.
“Better now,” she purred and took a few steps towards me, sliding her pointed fingernail down my cheek as that familiar incursion into my thoughts took hold. I pushed it away again, and she jerked back, almost as if I slapped her. She laughed it off and Lemmy let out a little bark.
“You can come with me, but I’ll be busy most of the night, so don’t get upset if I ignore you, ok?” It sounded like a reasonable request and I handed her the helmet and got on my Indian. I waited patiently as she swung her long leg over the back scooting closer as I started the old bike and rumbled off down the street.
Trina didn’t enjoy riding with me and it felt good to have someone who was actually having a good time. Margot’s arms tightened around me, but her body was relaxed and it was almost as if she wasn’t there, even though I was completely aware of her presence. We arrived at the shop twenty minutes later and she hopped off, grabbing Lemmy from his basket as she waited for me.
She whispered something to the little dog, then stared at me and laughed. I wasn’t looking for any complications right now, and even though it was like she’d been created specifically for me, I needed to keep my head straight.
“Mikey!” I called out as I put my jacket in my locker and looked into the back studio. He was scrolling through his phone, but put it away as soon as he heard my voice. 
“Hey Rhys,” he said, walking towards me with a big grin. He was a good kid, even though he had a tough time keeping his mind on anything but pussy. I shook his hand and pointed at Margot, who had Lemmy cradled in her arms. His eyes widened when he saw her and she gave him a little wave, then sat demurely in one of the seats in the reception area. I leaned closer to Mikey, my voice lowering to a menacing whisper.
“I brought a friend. She’ll be hanging out up front.” I narrowed my eyes so he knew I was serious. “She’s off limits, understand?”
“Yeah, totally man,” Mikey said, swallowing as he took another look at her. “Katie said she’d be late.”
I could only imagine why, but figured that Margot could fill in. She seemed like a smart girl and it wasn’t like what Katie did was rocket science anyway. I left Mikey in the back and when the door opened and a couple of cute college girls entered; I greeted them and got them checked in. They wanted some simple scripts, and I figured Mikey should be able to handle it, so I sent them back to the studio, then sat down next to Margot.
“Would you mind doing me a favor?”
“Anything,” she said, her eyes giving off a strange glow as she stared at me. I shook my head and continued.
“My receptionist is going to be late. Would you mind filling in for an hour or two? It’s Friday and we get a lot of walk-ins, so things could get crazy later.”
“Of course,” she purred, giving Lemmy a kiss on the top of his head before setting him down on the ground. “What do I do?”
“Just sit here.” I got up and pointed at the wooden chair behind the reception desk. “And greet people who come in. Write their names in this book.” I flipped open the large ledger that had been there since Jack owned the shop. “Then tell them to look around at the artwork or have a seat or whatever and I’ll deal with them when I’m free.”
“Ok, I think I can handle that,” she said with a brilliant smile and I stared at her blank skin. It would be a red flag that the receptionist didn’t have any ink, but there was nothing I could do about that now and this was only a temporary situation, anyway. I shook off my concerns and grabbed Lemmy, heading to the back room to set up my equipment.
It was the absolute worst night for Katie to not show up and we were more slammed than usual. Margot did fine and people really seemed to like her even though I couldn’t help but feel jealous when she was talking to the guys. Jealousy had always been a problem for me and probably part of the reason I kept Trina around as long as I did. The thought of her being with anyone else tore me up and even though I didn’t really want her, the idea of someone else having her made me insane.
Katie showed up a few hours later and when I checked in on the two of them, they were sitting together behind the desk chatting amicably and the waiting customers seemed happy. I was relieved that it worked out, but decided to have a talk with Katie once things slowed down. I needed someone I could rely on and right now, she was being a flake.
The rest of the night went smoothly and Mikey and I worked our way through a dozen customers. Things had been good lately, and I really needed to consider bringing on another artist, but that would have to wait until I was in a better place financially. When my last client left, I pulled Katie aside, determined to get to the bottom of what was going on.
“This is the third time you’ve been late this week. Is everything ok?” I asked. Margot was playing with Lemmy and Mikey waved as he left for the night.
“Yeah, I just had…a few issues I needed to deal with. I promise I’ll do better, ok?” I had such a hard time saying no to her, and she knew that and used it against me. It was awful, and I was fully aware of it, but I decided to let it go yet again.
“Just try to be on time, ok? I really need someone I can depend on.”
“I promise,” she said with a smile and I told her goodnight and watched her walk through the door, swinging her hips suggestively, then blowing me a kiss as she got into her car. I took a deep breath and turned my attention to Margot, who was waiting patiently.
“Good job,” I said, and she arched her back against the leather chair, her legs crossed seductively as she chewed on the cap of the pen she was holding with her perfectly white teeth.
“Thanks,” she said brightly, pleased by my praise. “I’m glad I could help.”
She stood up and took a few steps towards me, then planted a kiss on my cheek. Her lips were cold, and I wondered if I needed to turn down the AC. 
“Is there anything I can do to repay you?” I asked, lightly teasing her, and she thought about my question.
“Yeah, actually. I’d really like a tattoo, maybe something small…” Her words trailed off, and I stared into her dark eyes.
“It’s something people usually think about for a while. If you want to give it a day or two, I’d be more than happy to do it then,” I offered, not wanting her to jump into something she wasn’t ready for.
“No, I just want an initial and maybe a heart, here on my hip,” she said, and I shrugged. It was a simple job and would only take fifteen minutes and after her helping me so much tonight, it was the least I could do.
I grabbed her icy hand, leading her to the back room and motioned for her to lie down on my table. As she got situated, I readied my equipment and took a deep breath. It was always more stressful doing work on people you knew and I didn’t want to fuck up and have her hate me forever.
“Where do you want it?” I asked, and she pulled up her shirt and pointed at the lower part of her flat stomach. The skin was taut and pale, like the rest of her and I almost felt guilty fucking it up.
“Here. Just a heart with an ‘S’ in it,” she said.
I took a few seconds and drew something on a notepad that I kept around for finalizing designs and she nodded.
“Yes, perfect.” I didn’t want to ask who the initial was for, but I put on my glasses, cleaned off her skin with an antiseptic wipe, pulled on a pair of latex gloves, then turned on my gun. The familiar buzzing put me at ease and as I stretched her skin to get a better canvas, I realized that she was holding her breath.
“Just relax.” I said, and she nodded as I started on the heart. The first curve went smoothly, but as I went back to refine it, I realized that the ink was disappearing. “What the fuck?”
I’d never seen anything like it before, and turned off the machine to make sure the ink was feeding in the way that it should. Everything looked fine and when I turned my attention back to her, the line had disappeared completely, like I’d never touched her.
“This is so weird,” I mumbled as I ran my finger across her smooth skin and she let out a nervous laugh, then pulled down her shirt and threw her legs over the side of the table.
“Yeah, maybe we’ll try again later.” She leaned closer and slid her hand down my cheek, her eyes holding mine as I tried to figure out what the hell just happened. “Want to go get a drink?”
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Where the hell are we?


“I don't know what happened to the equipment,” I mumbled apologetically as we sat down at the bar. I was a dedicated night owl and thought I'd been to every watering hole in the tri-state area but this place was new to me. Lemmy was chilling on the beautifully worked wooden counter and the surly bartender brought over a bowl of water, giving my companion an odd look of familiarity before grinning and patting him on the head. 
The bar itself wasn’t that unusual. Except for the lack of televisions, it looked like a dive bar you’d find in most cities. A few rough looking guys sat on the rickety stools next to us and a woman in the corner was laughing at something as she played a game of darts. Anxious energy pulsated through the space and a few of the patrons looked nervously in our direction. I wasn't sure if it was Margot or myself that was causing the tension, but when I heard my name, my attention shifted back to my companion. 
“It’s ok. You’re right, I should probably think about it for a few days first. What do you want to drink?” Margot rambled, brushing off my concern as she started chatting casually with the bartender like they were old friends. The lights were low, and the atmosphere was vibrant, but it was the bottles behind the bar that got me really excited.
“What kind of place is this?” I finally asked. 
“The kind that specializes in hard to find liquor,” Margot said with a smile and my interest was piqued. Most of the labels on the rows of bottles were in languages that I couldn’t understand, and many were covered in dust a few layers thick.
“Something old.” I said to the bartender.
“It’s all old,” the bartender replied gruffly, and I ended up just getting a bourbon, even though I could’ve easily spent an entire night sampling everything they had to offer. I still had to drive home. “What do you want?”
“Nothing for me. I don’t drink,” she said, and I found it odd that she suggested a bar. It had been a weird day all the way around, but I didn’t want to dwell on it. I was sure there was a reasonable explanation for the equipment malfunction and it was time to do some maintenance, anyway. I’d go in early tomorrow to give everything a good cleaning.
“Do you come here often?” I asked Margot as the bartender poured my drink out of a bottle with a label that had mostly peeled off. He gave me a smile that made my skin crawl and I thanked him. The noise from the other patrons ebbed and flowed and a thick cloud of smoke filled the dimly lit space.
“When I need to unwind, or I’m meeting up with friends. It’s conveniently located.” She bit her lip and smiled. Even though she was absolutely gorgeous, she didn’t look like the women I was used to seeing. There was something old-fashioned about her, and as I studied the others around us, I realized that they also didn’t fit in with the crowd I normally saw in places like this.
Then it hit me that I didn’t even remember coming in. We left the shop; she suggested a place; we turned around the corner and there was a door. I’d dropped off garbage in that alley dumpster a million times and couldn’t remember ever seeing a door. 
“Wait, are we next to my shop? How did I not know about this bar?” The realization hit me like a brick to the head and she shrugged, clearly unconcerned. 
“It’s a private club. You need to know someone to get in.” Her eyes sparkled playfully and my doubts faded, somehow her explanation made perfect sense. Something tickled the corner of my mind, but I pushed it away and took another drink.
The surrounding buzz died down to a low din and everything else drifted away as she focused her attention on me. I wanted her so badly and would’ve had no problem fucking her right there in front of everyone. The thought was so hot and I allowed myself to give into the fantasy for a few moments as my heartbeat slowed and my mind relaxed.
“Do it.” Her voice is soft, and she runs her tongue across her perfectly white teeth and I feel the sudden urge to take her right here. I feel as though I’ve lost control and let it happen as my finger loops through the strap of her tank top, pulling it down and exposing her ripe breast. 
I grab the soft mound roughly, twisting her tight little nipple between my fingers as she calls me a name I’ve never heard. I’m so goddamn hard and I need to get inside of her. The rest of the patrons watch with interest, but she’s mine and they back off as I let out a feral growl. There’s no time for foreplay. I’m desperate and bend her over the bar, sliding my hand up the inside of her thigh as the bartender crosses his arms and watches approvingly. I can’t believe I’m doing this, but she doesn’t tell me to stop and I want to see how far she’ll let me go.
She’s not wearing panties under that short little skirt and I push my fingers inside of her, the feeling of her wet flesh making me even more desperate. The skin at the apex of her thighs is so cold, but soft and dripping with her slick juices. I unzip my jeans, pulling out my cock as I force her legs apart and slide inside. She arches her back as I wrap my hands around her hips and push deeper. She’s so tight that it feels like a hand is pulling me further inside. 
The eyes of everyone are the bar are focused on us, the music fading away as I fist her hair, pushing her onto the bar, fucking harder and faster as she writhes beneath me. Her moans of pleasure fill the smoky space as her body spasms and I let go, filling her to the brim with my cum. A moment later she calmly stands upright and kisses me, everything else insignificant except for me and her and my intense desire to possess her. 
“I wouldn’t mind,” she said, her voice pulling me back to reality as her pointed fingernail traced the lines of the dark wood. I was pretty sure she had been saying something while I was zoned out, but I cleared my throat and tried to focus my attention back onto our conversation.
“What?” I asked, feeling guilty about the fantasy. She stared at me, smiling wickedly like she could read my thoughts, but that was impossible. I cleared my throat and took a drink, sliding it away when I realized that I’d had enough.
“You fucking me right here, in the bar, in front of all these people...” she whispered. Her voice trailed off seductively, and she paused as her dark eyes found mine again and that familiar lightheadedness raced through me. “That’s what you want, right?” 
She said it loud enough that the bartender turned to look at me and I tried to laugh it off as she rested her hand on my thigh, squeezing lightly. My heart was racing, and I needed to know who she was and what she wanted. I felt like she was toying with me the way a cat plays with a mouse before finally eating it and I had no idea why.
“Who are you?”
“Your neighbor,” she whispered with a light teasing tone as she twirled a strand of dark hair around her finger. That wasn’t the answer I wanted to hear. Lemmy yawned, and I realized that it was getting late and even though I could’ve stayed there with her all night, it was time to go.
“Ok,” I said as I motioned towards the exit. “There are obviously things about you that you’re not willing to share, but I need something. I don’t mind helping you out, but at least tell me who you really are.”
“Sorry,” she said apologetically and grabbed my arm. “You’ve been so good to me and you deserve to hear the truth. I’ll tell you everything soon, and I promise it will all make sense. Please be patient.”
Her dark eyes locked with mine and I was pretty sure she wasn’t lying. I felt better, but was still concerned that whatever she was running from would eventually catch up to her and if she was hiding something, I wouldn’t be able to help her. I motioned for the check from the bartender and he shook his head.
“She took care of it,” he grunted before returning his attention to wiping down the bar. 
“Thanks for the drink,” I said, and she smiled.
“It’s the least I could do. Ready to go?” 
I nodded, grabbing Lemmy from his spot on the bar, and we emerged into the dark alley. When I turned around the door was gone, but I shrugged it off as we walked back to the shop in silence. I secured Lemmy in his basket and handed her my helmet. My bike roared to life, and she crawled on behind me, wrapping her arms around my waist as I pulled out of the parking lot and onto the empty street.
The feeling of her body pressed against mine was nice, and I revelled in the sensation of the wind blowing through my hair. As she leaned closer, I sped up, winding down the dark back road towards my house and thinking about everything that happened today.
When we got home, I half expected her to disappear, but we chatted casually about Lemmy and work and she came inside. I didn't know her situation and didn't want to take advantage of her, so when she kissed me again, I took a step away.
“You can stay in the same room. I’ll see you tomorrow.” She looked slightly disappointed, and I watched as she walked into the guest bedroom, closing the door behind her. Even though I wanted more, it felt like a good idea to see where this was going before jumping into something I'd regret.
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I guess this is real


Margot sneaked out at some point during the night, then showed up before I left for work the next day. I was starting to really enjoy her company, but was still annoyed that I knew almost nothing about her. Katie gave her a warm hug when we got to the shop and I was glad that they got along so well. It was a busy night again and Margot was good with the customers. 
My equipment appeared to be fine, and I had no issues with the half dozen clients I worked through. Margot didn’t mention the incident from the night before and I didn’t bring it up. Nothing unusual happened and by the time we closed, I chalked the entire incident up to general exhaustion and was ready to get home.
We left the shop, Margot on the bike behind me, and I took a detour, enjoying the nice weather as we sped along the back roads and the wind wrapped around our bodies. She kept her arms wrapped tightly around me and every time we hit a bump; she pushed her tits into my back, giving me chills as I fantasized about what it would be like to fuck her. She was perfect and when I was with her, I didn’t even think about Trina. 
It was almost like my ex had never existed.
“God, he’s so cute,” Margot cooed as I let Lemmy out of his basket and waited for him to take his last leak of the night. He took his time and sniffed the grass before settling on a spot, then kicked a few times when he was done, ready to go inside.
“He’s a good boy,” I said, then followed him towards the door and let the three of us into the dark house. I wasn’t sure if Margot planned to spend the night again, but the extra bedroom was hers if she wanted it. I liked having someone else around and even though she kept insisting that she lived down the street, she seemed to prefer my guest bedroom. “Want a drink?”
“No, I’m good, thanks,” she said as I went to the fridge and grabbed a beer. When I turned back around, she was right next to me. That she moved so quietly was disarming and I didn’t think I’d ever get used to it. “I really appreciate you letting me stay here.”
Her eyes locked onto mine again in that way that made me forget my name and I hated she was having this effect on me. I’d just gotten out of a relationship with a woman who raked me over the coals and I didn’t need to get involved with someone else so soon, even if she was everything I had been looking for.
“I have a friend,” she started, pausing as she slid her fingernail across my arm and leaned closer. “I think the two of you would really get along.”
“What’s your friend’s name?” It seemed like a safe way to ask if her friend was a guy or a girl. I wasn’t crazy about her bringing her loser acquaintances over and wrecking my house, but I’d be much more inclined to agree if said friend was female.
“Sariah,” she said, and I relented, agreeing to let her friend stay for a few days. If Sariah was as hot as Margot, it honestly wouldn’t be that much of a sacrifice. We settled onto the sofa and Margot pulled Lemmy onto her lap, stroking his big head as he fell into a pleasure coma. There was a comfortable silence, and I did not expect her next question.
“When was the last time you fucked?”
I was visibly unnerved and her mouth curled into an irresistible smile as she leaned closer and brushed her lips against mine. They were cool and soft and the scent of roses drifted around her as she tilted her head and rested her hand against the back of my neck, pulling me towards her. 
“That was nice,” she said as she leaned back. She ran her pink tongue across her teeth and I noticed her canines were elongated. I knew girls who had a cosmetic procedure done for a similar effect, but she didn’t seem like the type who would be into that. “So?”
“What? Sex?” I was feeling intensely uncomfortable, but figured that her asking was just curiosity, not an offer. “Not since my divorce, uh…”
“Six months? Wow.” Her lips formed a perfect O as she said that and I was surprised again. “What? That was the last time I saw your ex.”
“Oh, yeah…” I said, laughing nervously as I took a sip of beer. This whole thing felt like it was a buildup to something, but I didn’t want to push it. “You seem to have a pretty good idea of what’s been going on in my life. I still can’t figure out why I never saw you before.”
“I’m a night owl. By the time I was up and out, you had usually gone to work,” she said, sliding her finger down my chest before kissing me again. Her teasing was unbearable, and I was getting uncomfortably hard. “Do you like fucking in front of other people? I do.”
My thoughts drifted back to the fantasy, and I realized that I’d never really thought about it. Sex was always something done in private, between two people and none of the girls I’d been with had much of a wild side in the bedroom.
“Maybe. I’ve never done it before.”
“Would you like to try?” she whispered, leaning close and kissing my earlobe. Normally, I’d expect to feel her breath drifting across my neck, but there was nothing except her cool lips and my skin prickled.
“Now?”
“Why not?” she asked as she stood up, then placed Lemmy on the sofa. She stared at him and shrugged before grabbing my hand and dragging me into the kitchen. There was a door to the basement on the far side of the room and she opened it, then led me through. My brightly lit kitchen disappeared, and we were back at the bar she had taken me to earlier, but it looked like there had been some major renovations.
The same surly bartender stood behind the bar, but now he was decked out in a neatly pressed white shirt and a black vest, carefully polishing a glass. He gave me a look and raised his eyebrow before returning his attention to Margot. I looked around, noting that the place was more elegant, with a black lacquered bar-top and leather barstools. 
“What would you like?” he asked in his gravelly voice.
“Nothing for me, but Rhys wants something. Right?” I was still distracted by what had just happened and took a few seconds to answer her question.
“Yeah, the same as before,” I said, then looked around. The barflies were gone and replaced by a few elegantly dressed women and men, lost in conversation. A couple in the corner was clearly interested in more than that and as their contact intensified, I looked away. The walls were covered in red silk and the soft beat of house music thrummed in the background. The vibe was intensely sexy and even in my wildest dreams, I could never imagine that a place like this existed.
“Where the hell are we?” I asked Margot, my voice lowered as I turned to stare at her.
“What? I thought you liked this place.” Her full lips formed into a light pout and I shook my head. Did I pass out? Did she kidnap me? I had no clue, but I definitely wasn't ready to leave.
“I do, but how did we get here? Is Lemmy alright?”
“He’s fine, Rhys, don’t worry.” She leaned closer and gave me another kiss. “I’ll take care of you.”
The bartender slid a glass across the counter, and I took a sip to calm my racing heart. The drink was incredible, and I thanked him.
“Don’t you want anything?” I asked her and she shook her head.
“No, thank you. Let’s sit over here.”
She pulled me towards a large sofa in the middle of the room and my gaze shifted back to the couple in the corner. The man had worked down the woman’s heavy dress and her full breasts were exposed. I watched as he took one of her puckered nipples between his lips and sucked it as her body writhed with pleasure.
“What do you think?” Margot asked, and I took another sip of my drink and returned my attention to her.
“It’s a nice place,” I said.
“You can watch them if you want,” she whispered into my ear. “I don’t mind.”
I couldn’t look away from the couple and stared as the man untied the laces running up the back of the woman’s dress, then ripped it off. She was completely naked, her bright red hair cascading over her pale shoulders. He was still fully dressed and as she slid the zipper of his pants down and pulled out his cock; I looked away again, suddenly intensely uncomfortable.
“What is this place?” I asked. My words were whispered and I looked across the room at two women who were engaged in a heated make-out session.
“Does it matter?” Margot responded, smoothly sliding onto her knees in front of me and tugging on my zipper. Her dark eyes locked with mine as she pulled out my rock hard cock and I couldn’t believe what was happening. “You wanted this, right?”
The fantasy from the other night popped back into my mind, but how did she know? Could she read my thoughts? Who the fuck was this woman and why was I in this place?
“Wait,” I said as she was about to take me into her mouth. “What are you?”
She laughed, then wrapped her pouty red lips around my cock and began to suck. It felt so fucking good and the eyes of the other patrons locked onto me, but I couldn’t tell her to stop or that this wasn’t appropriate or that we could do it when we got home. The words wouldn’t come out and my thoughts were jumbled as her eyes locked with mine and she slid her tongue across the slick head, looking like she was enjoying herself as much as I was.
The thought was shocking and jolted me back to reality, but by that point, I was halfway down her throat and I felt frozen, stuck on the soft velvet sofa as she took me deeper and I tangled my fingers in her dark hair, guiding her as a woman nearby gave me a wanton smile.
“Fuck…” I murmured as Margot sucked harder than I thought possible and my mind emptied. All of this was so surreal and I wondered if it was even happening or if I was having some sort of wet dream and I’d just wake up alone with soaked sheets. I pinched myself. It hurt like hell. “I guess this is real.”
“What?” Margot asked, pulling away with a pop, then crawling onto my lap. Her smile was intoxicating and her canines looked longer again, but before I could say anything, she leaned down to kiss me. My cock was wedged between our bodies and her slight movements were driving me insane. I wanted her so badly, but I didn’t know what to do.
“I was thinking that maybe this wasn’t actually happening. That this whole thing is some sort of fantasy.” My words were garbled and she let out a laugh before pulling down the strap of her tank top and exposing her full breast. It was bigger than I imagined and her light pink nipple was only a few shades darker than the rest of her pale skin. I couldn’t help myself and pinched it, causing the nub to flush darker, and she gasped.
“I assure you that I’m very real, Rhys,” she murmured as she grabbed my hand and formed it over the firm, fleshy mound. I roughly twisted her tight nipple between my fingers, eliciting a gasp from her lips before she leaned down to kiss me again. Moans were coming from the corners of the room and the patrons who weren’t fucking stared at us. From the corner of my eye, I could see a woman pressed against the wall as a guy railed into her and it was beyond anything I’d ever experienced.
Margot’s kiss intensified, and she shifted her hips, guiding my rock hard cock inside of her as she let out a gasp. Like the rest of her body, her pussy was cool, but so deliciously wet and she adjusted to take me, arching her back as I filled her completely. I leaned forward, sucking her tiny pink nipple between my lips as she buried her hands in my hair and pulled me closer, shifting her hips as she rode me.
I was still in shock and being watched was an incredible aphrodisiac. It was like I was being driven to perform and as Margot’s moans intensified; I wrapped my hands around her hips, guiding her as her tits bounced in front of me and I was worried that I wouldn’t be able to hold off much longer. I turned to face the woman in the corner and noticed how red her lips were and that her teeth resembled Margot’s. A thought formed in my mind, then drifted away as Margot leaned down to kiss me again and I let go, exploding inside of her as my body shook and she clenched tightly around me.
My heart was racing and Margot’s eyes were wide as she stared at me, licking her lips like a hungry animal and I was pretty sure that this was the most satisfying fuck I’d ever had by a long shot. When the woman from the corner approached us, still naked, Margot hissed at her possessively and she backed off, returning to her partner as Margot slid off of me and adjusted her clothes. I was getting stares from the other female patrons as well and I had no idea why they were suddenly so interested, but something about it felt almost menacing.
“We should probably leave,” she said, and I tucked myself back into my pants and followed her through the door, which led directly back into my modern kitchen.
“Whoa, what the fuck?” I was extremely disoriented and needed some answers. Who the hell was this woman and what was happening to me? Had I finally completely lost my mind? I grabbed her arm and turned her body so she was facing me. “Who are you?”
“A friend,” she replied casually, and I was pretty sure that friends didn’t give blow jobs like that. She stared at me like she was done explaining, but I needed to know what the hell was going on.
“Where was that place? Is there a bar in my house that I’m completely unaware of?” My voice was getting higher, and I realized I needed to calm down. She seemed completely unfazed by all of it and my panicking wouldn’t get her to spill it.
“It’s just a place where I go to relax. You liked it, right?”
“Yeah,” I said, feeling so frustrated that she wouldn’t just tell me who she was and what she wanted. 
She yawned nonchalantly as Lemmy joined us in the kitchen and barked, not happy with our sudden absence. Margot cocked her eyebrow at him and shrugged and it felt like a private exchange took place between them.
“Maybe we should go to bed. I’m exhausted,” she said with an obviously fake yawn, but I gave her a look that conveyed how frustrated I felt about this entire situation. “Look, I promised I’d tell you everything soon and I will. Ok?”
I let out a groan, and she dragged me into the bedroom, pushing me into the bed and I pulled the sheets over us, holding her close as I drifted off, falling into the blissful darkness of sleep.
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First things first


I woke up to Lemmy furiously licking my face. 
It was almost noon, and he wanted to go out. I took him to the backyard, let him do his thing, then gave him some food and water before looking around the house for my guest.
I could get commitment issues — hell, I wasn’t exactly looking for a long-term relationship right now either, but Margot’s disappearing act was on a whole different level. It was cool if she wasn’t the snuggling, pillow-talk type, but it would be nice to at least get a goodbye or let’s get dinner or something.
A few seconds later, I noticed a hastily scrawled note on the table.
Had to get something to eat. Later! M
I figured that was better than nothing, but I wasn’t sure why she couldn’t just grab something from my fridge. Maybe she was some sort of health nut or vegan lacto-octo whatever. People had weird diets; who was I to judge? We weren’t exactly dating, so she could come and go as she pleased. I tried to shrug it off, but grew increasingly annoyed as the afternoon wore on.
There was a pile of bills that I needed to deal with and I thumbed through the envelopes, trying to find the ones with the big red FINAL printed on the outside. I made pretty good money, but Trina was awarded a hefty alimony and that ate up about half of my income, so everything else had to come after that. Even though we’d only been married a few years, the judge decided she was financially dependent on me and would need some time to get back on her feet.
Our entire relationship had felt like she was sucking away my will to live. Every day I woke up exhausted and even though I was completely in love with her, I always felt like something was wrong, like she was taking more from me than I had to give.
It was almost time to go to work, and I got a shower, then dressed in my standard uniform of jeans and a black t-shirt. I half expected Margot to show up again and was mildly disappointed when she wasn’t waiting for me beside my bike. 
“Oh well, easy come, easy go, right buddy?” He stared at me with those empty bulging eyes and I put him in his basket and pulled on my helmet, then peeled out of my driveway and towards the shop.
It was Saturday night, and I was fully booked. Katie wasn’t there yet, but Mikey was chatting with a girl who was getting a touchup. I sent Katie a message, asking where the hell she was and greeted Mikey, who immediately snapped back to work. He got way too cozy with the girls and I needed to have a chat with him about that. He was talented, and I was lucky to have him around, but he was way too preoccupied with getting contacts and that needed to stop if he was going to make a career out of this.
A few minutes later, I heard a crotch rocket pull to a screeching halt out front and figured it was my first client, a guy who had a thing for fast bikes and dramatic entrances, but when I looked past the partition and through the glass windows, I realized it was Margot and that she wasn’t alone. A leggy blonde dismounted and when she turned to look at me, I felt a jolt of electricity rip through my body.
If this was the friend Margot was telling me about, I was more than happy to let her crash at my place. They entered and Margot gave me a devastating smile as the pair walked towards me.
“Rhys, this is Sariah,” Margot said and the other woman held out her hand. She looked about Margot’s age, maybe a year or two older and her skin was just as pale, almost iridescent. I clasped her hand in mine and noticed that it was cool as well. Her blue eyes pierced into me and I tried not to stare at her big, braless tits that were barely being covered by a cropped white t-shirt. She had on a pair of short cutoffs and fishnet hose topped off by a pair of black Dr Martens and I was in love.
God, goth girls are just the fucking best.
“Nice to meet you,” I replied and glanced towards the back to make sure Mikey was working instead of chatting up the chick on the table. “How do you two know each other?” I asked, narrowing my eyes and fully expecting some sort of subterfuge. If Sariah was anything like her friend, I expected to learn absolutely nothing about her.
“We’re old friends,” Sariah said. “We worked together in Paris.” Margot shushed her friend, then smiled at me sweetly.
“We’ve known each other for a while. I knew you’d like her.” Like was an understatement, and I wondered if this was the ‘S’ that Margot wanted tattooed on her stomach. I’d find out one way or the other.
“Paris, huh?” I pried. This was more information than I’d gotten from Margot and I wondered if Sariah would be more open with me about who they were. I heard movement in the back room and it sounded like Mikey was done.
“Finished?” I asked him. He nodded as he watched the woman walk out of the shop, then leered at Margot and Sariah for a few beats before Margot narrowed her eyes at him menacingly and he looked away.
“Yeah,” he mumbled and wrote the woman’s info in the logbook and shoved a few bills into the lockbox on the desk.
“Why don’t you take your break now?” I said. It would be getting busy soon and I needed all hands on deck.
“Yeah, sure,” he said, then gave Margot and Sariah one last look before walking through the front door and getting into his beat up hipster Yugo. Once I was sure he was gone, I pulled the girls into the back room, determined to get whatever their secret was out in the open. Margot pulled herself onto the table and Sariah stood next to her and smiled and I was immediately distracted by her clear blue eyes.
“Ok, look. I…” I was on the verge of demanding some answers when I heard the door open and looked into the waiting area. It was Katie. I was ready to chew her out for being late again, then realized that something was definitely wrong.
“What the hell happened to you?” I asked, storming out as I noticed the darkening circle around her right eye. She gnawed her lip and looked away, clearly upset.
“I ran into a door,” she said lamely and I could feel my blood pressure rising. I knew exactly what had happened and I could feel the rage about it building inside of me. That piece of shit had hit her and she was actually trying to defend him. Suddenly, Margot was standing next to the upset girl and grabbed her hand, squeezing it lightly as she wiped a tear away from her eye.
“Tell me who did this to you, Katie.” Her voice was filled with venom and her eyes let off a strange glow, the fury that emanated from inside her palpable.
“It was an accident, I swear.” Katie's dark eyes filled with tears and Margot wrapped her arms around the other woman, then glanced at me. The look on her face sent chills racing through me and I realized that whoever she was, she didn’t tolerate assholes.
“I need to take care of something,” Margot said, staring at Sariah, then me before she rushed through the front door. She mounted the Kawasaki and shot off, screeching out of the parking lot, then down the large street that ran by the shop.
“I want you to come stay with me tonight,” I said to Katie, pulling her into my arms as she started sobbing. I had no clue what Margot was up to, but I knew that I didn't want Katie going back to that roided up animal she'd been seeing.
“I’ll take the two of you back to my house and you stay with her, ok?” I instructed Sariah. I sent a message to Mikey, telling him to get his ass back to the shop, then locked the front door. Sariah grabbed Katie’s keys and opened the passenger door of her car, motioning for her to get in.
I didn't know Sariah that well, but I trusted Margot and having Katie sitting around the waiting area with a black eye wouldn't be good for anyone. Her boyfriend also knew where she worked and I didn’t want him anywhere near her. They followed me to my house, and I helped Katie out of the car, pulling her into my arms as she started sobbing again and I did my best to comfort her.
“It’s going to be ok,” I told her, stroking her brunette hair as her body shook and I tried to calm her down. “I promise he won’t touch you again.”
“You were right,” she sobbed, and I looked at Sariah, then tossed her the keys to my house. She unlocked the door, then stood outside as I escorted Katie inside.
“Are you coming?” I asked as Sariah stood on the steps and looked in.
“Could you invite me in?”
What’s up with these chicks needing a formal invite?
“Come in, please. Do you need an engraved invitation on a silver platter or something?” She laughed it off and walked inside, taking over comforting duty as she led Katie to the sofa and whispered to her in a language I didn’t understand. Once they were settled, I headed back to the shop, annoyed and upset and ready to bash that guy’s head in, but it would have to wait until after work.
Mikey was there when I arrived and when he asked what was going on, I waved him off. Margot returned an hour later, looking extremely satisfied with herself and I put her at reception. Despite the chaotic start to the night, it continued smoothly, and I didn't want to know what she had done. Nothing else out of the ordinary happened and when the last customer left, I locked up and Margot followed me back home on her bike.
By the time we arrived, it was almost three and Sariah met us at the door, putting her index finger over her red lips. I nodded and motioned for Margot and Lemmy to go first. I checked on Katie, who was sound asleep in the other spare room, then closed the door and went back into the kitchen where Margot and Sariah were waiting. It was time for some answers and I wasn’t going to let them keep brushing me off.
“Are you ready to spill it now?” I asked Margot, and she stared at her friend.
“Yes, uh…” she paused and Lemmy joined us, staring at Sariah, who leaned over, picked him up and placed him on the table.
“Ok,” Margot started as I crossed my arms and waited. “First things first, you're not who you think you are.”
“What?” I asked with a laugh. What could they possibly know about me? Margot had been around for less than a week and Sariah was a total stranger.
“There are some things about your life that will come as a surprise,” Sariah said and stroked Lemmy’s back.
“I don’t even know what that means.” I was frustrated and my voice was getting louder and I lowered it when I remembered that Katie was asleep down the hall. “Who are you?”
“We’re here to protect you,” Sariah said and I let out a laugh.
“You, protect me? Jesus, this is too funny.” I laughed and immediately felt bad. If they were going through some sort of mental breakdown, which seemed like the most likely explanation for whatever this was, I should be trying to help them. 
“Rhys, your father is a very powerful man, and he’s worried that one of his enemies is going to use you to get to him. He asked us to look after you and we agreed,” Sariah said and Lemmy barked at her. She turned her intense gaze towards him and cocked her eyebrow. “He needs to know.” 
“What?” None of this made any sense, and I ran my fingers through my hair, laughing as I realized how ridiculous they sounded. “My dad is an accountant in Muncie. He's in the Rotary club, but I wouldn’t call him powerful.” Lemmy looked at the two of them, then wagged his tail and whined as we sat in silence for a few minutes before Margot tried again.
“Trina is a succubus. She was sent to destroy you by one of your father's enemies. Do you ever recall feeling disoriented and drained, especially first thing in the morning?” Margot placed her elbows on the table, then rested her chin on her fingers. I felt like I was in therapy or something.
“I was married, I felt like that all the time.”
“Well, it shouldn't be like that,” Sariah said in her velvety voice and I couldn’t believe that I was actually getting sucked deeper into this insanity. They looked like they believed what they were saying, and I couldn’t discount that things had been strange lately, but this was a lot to parse.
“Lemmy can confirm it,” Margot said, and I burst into laughter.
“Is it April Fool's Day already? Jesus, I always fall for this shit. I'm just so fucking gullible. Did Jack pay you to come tell me this dumb story?” My old boss was a massive prankster, but this was a lot, even for him. I leaned against the doorway, crossing my arms as I stared at them and let out a bemused laugh. 
“No,” Sariah said, glancing at her friend. “I promise it's the truth.”
“Why would my dad send a couple of chicks to protect me? You barely look like you can protect yourselves.” Margot shot me a look that was like a thousand daggers and I immediately felt bad. “Sorry about that. This is all just…a lot.” 
I pulled out the chair across from them and sat down, looked at each of them and decided that maybe if I went along with it, we could get to the part where they told me who sent them and why.
“Ok, there’s a lot to unpack here, but let’s start with the basics. You keep talking about my father. My parents are Martin and Grace Olberman. They live in Muncie, Indiana. He’s an accountant, and she’s a housewife. Why would they send you to protect me?”
“They’re not your real parents,” Margot started and Lemmy let out a small growl. “I know,” she said to the tiny dog. “But he asked. What was I supposed to say?”
Lemmy stared at me with his bulbous eyes and I held out my hands.
“Why are you talking to my dog?” The question sounded insane, and I stood up, then turned back towards the living room, ready to tell them all to get the hell out. Well, everyone but Lemmy. “This is going nowhere.” Six eyes focused on me and I waded through everything I had been told so far. 
“I’m going to try again. Who are you really?” I directed that question at Margot. 
“I’m Margot,” she said, then looked at Sariah and Lemmy. “What, it’s true.”
“Why are you here?” 
“I was sent by your father to protect you,” she said and even though the response felt genuine, I got the feeling that I was asking the wrong questions. I thought for a few more minutes, trying to figure out what to ask to get to the bottom of this rapidly deepening mystery.
“Who is my father?”
“Belial,” Sariah replied. The name sounded familiar, and I wracked my brain trying to figure out where I’d heard it before. Then it hit me and I let out a loud laugh.
“You’re telling me that my parents aren’t really my parents and that my real father is a fallen angel who fought a battle with God for the fate of humanity?”
“Yes.”
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Life is a fountain


My childhood was pretty normal. I’d grown up in the suburbs. My parents were stable, happy and wanted me to succeed. They never mentioned anything about adoption and I never even thought that it was a possibility. I played baseball, dated as many girls as I could, fucked a few of them and like a good son, I went off to college when I was eighteen. I couldn’t say why I’d chosen to study theology.  
It was fun. I briefly entertained the idea of becoming a priest, but temptations of the flesh being what they were and the fact that I had no real faith tempered those ambitions. When I discovered tattooing, it all fell by the wayside and I realized that I’d found my calling.
I still remembered most of what I’d learned, though, and at this point, it was coming in handy.
“The general of Lucifer’s armies is my father?” I stared at the odd group of individuals seated across from me and waited for a response. The clock on the far wall ticked away, and I realized how late it was getting, but we needed to settle whatever the fuck was going on right now.
“Yes, well…” Sariah started and Lemmy stared at her. “He’s more like a governor now. It’s been a fairly peaceful place for the last few millennia."
“Probably more like the Mayor,” Margot said and Sariah agreed, nodding seriously as her blue eyes locked onto mine and she let out a nervous giggle.
“Are you insane?” I asked. It felt like a reasonable question and I was ready to pack them up and drive them over to the psych intake at Jefferson Memorial down the street. 
“Probably,” Margot said, and I walked to the kitchen window over the sink and looked outside. The street in front of my house was dark and empty and the neighborhood quiet. I was alone with two women of indeterminate origin and a teacup chihuahua who appeared to be communicating with them and I felt like the crazy one.
“Ok, let’s just move forward with the assumption that you’re telling me the truth. Are you demons?” Even though I didn’t believe a word they were telling me, at least they were talking. This could be useful when I had to explain to the shrinks why they were being admitted.
“No, we’re vampires.”
“Vampires. Ok.” 
Whatever, it didn’t really matter anymore.
“How did you end up working for my dad, uh, Belial?”
“Well,” Margot started, then thought for a second and said something in French to Sariah. I couldn’t understand, but they had a brief and intense exchange before Margot continued. “We died a few centuries ago.”
“But you’re vampires, right? I thought vampires were immortal. How exactly did you die?”
This time it was Sariah who said something to Margot, and they argued again before Sariah continued. I held up my finger, then went to the liquor cabinet and poured myself a drink. I normally didn’t drink this much, but the current circumstances being what they were, I figured my liver would forgive me.
“Vampires can die from sunlight or fire or getting our heads cut off,” Sariah said.
“How did you die?”
“We were immolated,” Sariah paused and her eyes grew wider as she remembered. “We got caught doing something illegal and were burned at the stake.”
“Wow,” I said, shocked. Margot grabbed Sariah’s hand and kissed it and something about that tender reaction made me wonder if there was some truth to what they were saying.
“It was terrible. I can still remember the flames…” Margot’s dark eyes glistened slightly and I could tell that she’d been pretty severely traumatized. I guess death would do that to you. I felt bad putting them through it again, but I needed answers and they were the only ones who could give them to me. “It was around 1730, right?”
“Yes,” Sariah confirmed, then returned her attention to me. “When we awoke, we were in hell.”
“I was surprised,” Margot said as an aside. “We weren’t that bad.”
“Wouldn’t all vampires go to hell? I mean, you have to eat people, right?” I’d never given much thought to the divine peculiarities of paranormal entities, but it made sense to me.
“We don’t have to kill them, there are plenty who don’t,” Sariah said and Margot nodded. 
“But you two did…” I said, suddenly concerned. My hand instinctively went to my neck, and I remembered how Margot’s canines appeared elongated when she was fucking me.
“Only the bad guys,” Margot said. “That’s how we got caught.”
“There were men killing prostitutes, and we decided to, uh, eliminate them,” Sariah said sweetly, her voice going up at the end. She bit her full, red lower lip as she innocently fluttered her long eyelashes. “One of them was a poulet and when he died, the police hunted us down, accused us of being witches, then burned us at the stake.”
“Dumbasses,” Margot scoffed and folded her arms across her chest as she shook her head. It was a cool story, and I felt like they genuinely believed what they were telling me, but it felt like the plot of a B-movie. I wasn’t sure if my brain was physically unable to process it all or me being a complete skeptic about this type of stuff, but I refused to buy into their insanity.
I walked into the living room and grabbed my phone; all of this could be easily disproven. I took a deep breath and dialed a familiar number, hoping that talking to my parents would definitively clear up whatever they were trying to sell me.
Four rings later, I heard my mom’s familiar voice.
“Hi Mom,” I started.
“Rhys, it’s four in the morning. What’s wrong, baby?” My mom’s voice broke me in half and I hated having to ask the question that needed an immediate answer. No matter what, they were my parents, and I loved them and nothing would change. 
“Am I adopted?”
“What?” The disbelief in her voice made me wonder if everything I’d been told was a lie. Relief washed through me and my body relaxed as the nervous tension melted away. It was all ok, and I was stupid to believe random strangers that knew nothing about me. My father grabbed the phone from Mom and I was actually getting excited about him yelling at me for waking them up with this stupid bullshit.
“Rhys, is that you?” He sounded gruffer than usual. Dad was not the touchy feely type, and I had chafed against his strict rules when I was a teenager. He wanted someone to take over the family business, and I’d rather die than become an accountant. 
“Yeah, sorry for calling so late, but someone told me something and I should’ve ignored them…”
“What’s he asking?” My mom’s voice echoed in the background and my stomach lurched when I realized that she didn’t hear my initial question.
“What is it, son? We’re trying to sleep here.” 
“I wanted to know if I’m…” My tongue felt like sandpaper and my heart was racing. “Uh, if I’m adopted.” The words were like acid as I asked again. “I need to know. Please tell me the truth.”
There was a long pause, and I heard my dad’s hand cover the receiver, then a muffled conversation in the background. I felt bad for doing this right now, but if I had to wait until tomorrow to find out, I’d go insane.
“Yes. You’re adopted.”
Fuck.
My brain felt like it was melting as my grip on the phone loosened. Dad continued talking, and I had to force myself back into a conversation I didn’t want to have. Still, I tried to rationalize it: even if I was adopted; it didn’t mean that any of the other bullshit was true.
“You were left at a fire station, honey.” At some point, Dad had handed Mom the phone and I could tell that she was trying to sugarcoat the bad news. No amount of sweetener could make this go down easily and I suddenly felt like my entire life had been a lie.
“Do you, uh, do you know anything about my parents?” My mouth was dry, and I was having a tough time forming the words.
“No, it was completely anonymous. You were a few months old, so the adoption agent thought they tried to keep you, but gave up.” Silence again. “It happens.”
“Why didn’t you tell me?” I walked down the hall and into my bedroom, closing the door behind me. I needed some time alone to absorb the intense shock of their revelation.
“It never seemed necessary. The entire transition was smooth, and you were so young that you didn’t remember. Your father and I discussed telling you, but in the end, decided not to.”
There wasn’t anything else to say. I felt like my world was falling apart around me and even though I was too old for it to make much of a difference, it still hurt. I wasn't sure if it was the lying or the terrible facts of the situation but I could feel myself coming apart at the seams. I needed some time to process and told them goodbye.
“I love you,” I said before pressing the end button and sitting down on my bed. I was a thirty-eight year old man whose entire world had just been ripped open and strewn everywhere.
I suddenly remembered a joke that my philosophy professor once told me. I never really got it, fuck, I didn’t really get a lot of what I studied, but for some reason, it came rushing back full force.
There was a rich and successful man who had achieved everything in life. He had money, a family, a business, but something was missing and he felt empty and unfulfilled. He decided to give everything away and devoted himself to discovering the meaning of life. He went to priests, monks, clerics, mystics — anyone he could find who would be able to offer some sort of reason for his existence — but they couldn't give him the answer he sought. Finally, he heard of a sage old hermit who lived on the peak of the world’s tallest mountain and spent his days in prayer and contemplation. Surely this man would possess the wisdom he sought.
The guy spent weeks climbing to the top of the mountain and, exhausted and half dead, found the old hermit who, he believed, held the answers to life's most difficult question. He recounted his story, then asked for the answer to the meaning of life.
“Life,” the old hermit said with certainty in his voice, “is a fountain.”
Huh. 
The man was disappointed with the response, but the wise old hermit couldn’t be wrong. He was sapient and ancient and lived alone on a mountain and surely knew the secrets of the universe. The man descended and wandered aimlessly, reflecting on the answer, unable to grasp the meaning, certain that something was wrong. After a few months, he realized that he needed clarification and made his way up the mountain again.
“Sir,” he said as he prostrated himself on the floor of the hermit's cave. “I don’t understand what you meant when you said that life is a fountain. What does the fountain represent? Please, help me. I need clarity.”
“Eh,” the old hermit said, shrugging his shoulders as he walked away, mumbling to himself. “Maybe life isn’t a fountain.”
I laughed out loud. It felt good. Everything was collapsing around me, but I figured I might as well go along with the insanity. Maybe all of this was bullshit anyway — why not have some fun?
Life is a fountain.
Time to fucking move on.
I got up and left my bedroom. The floorboards in the hallway squeaked as I passed the kitchen and Margot and Sariah were waiting in the living room with Lemmy between them. He stared at me, then barked at Margot.
“Your dad wants to meet you,” Margot said, and I assumed that was what Lemmy had told her. I couldn’t believe how normal this felt, but I figured it was only going to get stranger now that my alleged father wanted to meet me. 
“Where?”
“In the bar,” she said, and I flushed when I remembered what happened the last time we were there.
“How do I get there?” She pointed at the basement door and I took a deep breath and walked through it.
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A sappy reunion


“Son!”  
A guy my age stood up and took a few steps towards me, a broad grin plastered on his face and the weepy look in his eyes creeping me the hell out. He had dark hair and darker eyes and was about my height — if strangers saw us together, they’d probably assume we were brothers. I looked around. It was the same bar I’d gone to with Margot, but the vibe had changed and the few other patrons looked like they were there to research dive bars for their literary novels.
“You…you’re younger than me. How is that possible?”
“Yeah well that's one of the many benefits of being a sub-deity. The chicks get older, but I stay the same age.” He laughed at his stupid joke and I rolled my eyes. There was no way this loser was my dad. Something fishy was going on and I had every intention of getting to the bottom of it. “Rhys, you’re a good kid. I couldn’t be prouder. Let me buy you a drink.” 
He was dressed like a British public school professor, with an immaculately fitted tweed suit and tousled hair, but he looked tired, like the weight of the world was on his shoulders. The dim light hid it, but after a few seconds, I noticed light bags under his eyes and a scar ran down the right side of his face. He might’ve looked my age, but his demeanor told a different story altogether. When he noticed I was staring at him, he offered me the last cigarette in the worn out pack that was sitting beside him.
“No, thanks,” I said, and he shrugged, then lit it up, the smoke wafting around me. “What should I call you?”
“Belial is fine, or Dad,” he paused and gave me a slightly uncomfortable smile tinged with hope. “Whatever you’d prefer.” I decided to save that particular decision for later. The bartender slid two glasses across the bar and my companion held up his. I clinked it, then took a long drink.
It was good, like aged in the most perfectly smoked barrel, then decanted at the peak of its aging process good. I took another sip and let the liquor calm me down; I had so many questions, and I needed to start somewhere, so I dove right in.
“So why didn’t you get in touch with me before? Why is this the first time I’m hearing about a demon father? I mean, there’s been plenty of time to find me.”
“Let’s get one thing straight. I’m an angel, a fallen angel, but still an angel. Don’t get me mixed up with that demon crowd, ok?” He took a sip of his drink and I nodded.
“Ok, you’re right. Sorry about that. So what’s going on here?”
“Your mom died last year, and she ended up in my jurisdiction. That's when she told me. I swear I did not know.” He ashed out his cigarette and blew out a large plume of smoke before grabbing another. Again, it was the last one in the pack. “God, she was such a hot fucking piece of ass. I was on shore leave, and she was standing on the corner of Michigan and 55th, and it was magical…”
“Oh, ugh. Can you please not talk about this?” I ran my hand through my hair, then massaged my temples. I knew nothing about the woman who gave birth to me, but I also didn’t want to hear this pervert waxing poetic about having sex with her.
“Oh yeah, sorry, it was just so good and I never forgot her. When she ended up in my district, she was older, but still had that je ne sais quoi and you know, we did it again for old times’ sake. Now, I don’t mind an older woman…”
“Jesus. She’s like a hundred millennia younger than you. I don’t want to hear about this.” I really didn’t. If this guy really was my dad and if my mom really did die and go to hell, them fucking was not what I wanted him to tell me about. “What was she like? Why…why did she give me up?”
“I don’t know, son,” he said and having someone who looked my age say that was another level of weird. The pain from finding all of this out was fresh and raw and this guy, whoever he was, seemed like a total prick. “She was, you know, a working girl and had a lot of problems.”
“God. So, my…my birth mother was a hooker?” Things just kept getting worse, but I felt like I needed to have this conversation. He was the only one who could give me the information I wanted, and I was desperate to find out more about who I really was.
“I prefer lady of the night, I think it’s more elegant.” He blew a couple of smoke rings like it was nineteen-fucking-fifty-five and winked. It was creepy.
“Is that why she ended up in hell?”
“No,” he said, shaking his head and blowing a raspberry. “She killed her pimp. The only reason I found out about her was that her arrival was a designated edge case and when that happens, we can go argue them out.” He spread his fingers and swivelled to face me. “But she wanted to stay and I can’t say I blame her.”
“She chose to stay in hell?”
“Yeah, it happens more often than the guys upstairs would like to admit.” The bartender motioned towards my empty glass and I shook my head. “I mean, even though they technically welcome people like your mom, who did what they had to do, she’s not exactly kosher, you know, and that place can be pretty judgemental. She loves you, though. She wanted me to tell you that.”
“Wow, thanks, I guess.” I was happy that she knew about me and wanted to keep talking about her, but figured that there were more pressing issues, like who Margot and Sariah were and what they have to do with all of this. “So what’s the story with the vampires?”
“I needed to keep an eye on you. I’ve got some enemies…” His voice trailed off as he pointed up and cocked his right eyebrow. “Most of my kids are with me, but I thought I’d give you the option of living your life the way you wanted. The only issue is that a certain someone doesn’t want to give you a chance. He’s the one that sent your ex-wife.”
“Trina.”
“Yeah, it’s the damndest thing. I don’t know how he got mixed up with the minor demons, but things can get a bit messy and he’s not the nicest guy. He also knew about you before I did, which means that he’s had his eye on this situation for a while.”
“Who?” I wanted to know who was trying to kill me.
“I don’t want to get into it right now, son.” The way he said that made my skin crawl, and I decided to move the conversation forward; I didn’t know how much time I had with him.
“So where do Margot and Sariah fit into all of this? And Lemmy…”
“Lemmy? Oh, you mean Cerberus. He’s on assignment.” It took a minute for that to register and I laughed at the idea that my five-pound chihuahua was a three-headed hell hound.
“I always thought the guardian of hell would be bigger. And where are his other two heads?”
“Well, he wouldn’t be able to blend in if he had those. He managed to possess that little dog you had and has been keeping an eye on you. He’s been doing a pretty fucking good job, too. You should thank him, by the way. Solid fucking work on his part.”
“And Margot and Sariah?”
“You needed protection and Cerb, uh, Lemmy said that things were going south pretty fast, so I sent them up just in case that ex showed back up.” The way he said that actually made it make sense, and I wondered if I was finally just losing it completely.
“So they’re like bodyguards?”
“Exactly, yes. Bodyguards.” He leaned closer and rested his hand on my shoulder, squeezing lightly, then cocking his eyebrow. “They’re hot, right? I knew they would be perfect for dealing with your particular issue. There was some sort of mix up and the two of them got stuck in processing for a few centuries, but they’re good girls. When I finally gave them permission to talk to you, they were extremely excited.” He gave me a wink and my skin crawled slightly.
“Did you tell Margot to fuck me?” I was suddenly concerned that she was just working off a debt and the whole thing meant nothing.
“No. Any fucking is on their own free time, but I’ve got to ask, how was it?” I ignored his question, feeling completely grossed out even talking about that and moved on. 
“So they really were living in the neighborhood?” It was weird how relieved I was that Margot had been telling the truth about that, even if she had been extremely liberal with the other facts.
“Yeah, there’s a shitty basement apartment in the house a few doors down. It’s not exactly the Four Seasons, but there aren’t many options for vampires what with the sunlight issues and all.” He paused and tapped on his glass and the bartender refilled it. “Want another one?”
“Sure, why the hell not?” The drink was good and now that I was adjusting to the insanity of what he was telling me, this situation wasn’t entirely unpleasant. The bartender gave me a double and a big shifty grin and I tried to focus on what to ask next.
“So you brought them back to life, or what?” 
“It’s not common, but since they were already dead, it really wasn’t that big of a stretch. Mostly just getting them food and adding some water. We spent some time together, and they agreed to help.” A mildly disgusting concern crept into my mind.
“You didn’t fuck them, did you?”
“No,” he said emphatically as he lit his new last cigarette. “I wanted to, but I did not. Say what you want to about me, but your old man has self control. They’re all yours, if you’re into that. I guess I should’ve found out first, but I just assumed with the wife and all…”
“I’m definitely into that,” I said defensively. “The wife…was a mistake.”
“Tell me about it. When Lemmy sent me a message about what was going on, I had to make a few calls. Succubi tend to take their time, and from what he told me, this one had been in the process of destroying your life. Good thing he was there or it could’ve been really bad.”
“You mean it could’ve been worse?” 
“Much.” He finished his drink then leaned onto the counter, resting his chin on his finger as he waited for the next barrage of questions. “Unless you don’t actually like living.”
“No, I like being alive,” I said defensively, then paused. “So you said you have other kids. How many brothers and sisters do I have?” I always hated being an only child and the idea of having siblings was appealing.
“I don’t know, a few hundred, uh, thousand, maybe, give or take, but you’re my baby,” he said, giving me a painful looking smile. “The others have mostly taken over the C-suite thanks to good, old-fashioned nepotism.”
I crinkled my nose and shook my head as silence fell between us and I didn’t know what else to say. Here was this guy who magically appeared in my life and now he wanted to be a part of it. We sat there for a few more minutes and he lit up another cigarette, inhaling deeply, then thinking before starting up again.
“I mean, I didn’t choose for things to end up the way they did, you know, shit just happened,” he said defensively and I wondered how many times he’d had this conversation in his head. It was weird that an angel could have doubts, even if he was fallen, but just because he was self aware didn’t make what he did right.
“Shit like you rebelled against God and got cast out of heaven.” 
“You know, you people never thank us for that, by the way. You don’t know what it was like up there, the constant orchestral music, the never-ending pro-heaven propaganda. We honestly just couldn’t take it anymore. If it wasn’t for us, the only fucking you’d be doing is missionary style in the dark on your bedroom mattress.” He pointed his cigarette at me as he said that, then finished his drink.
“You’re a real shouting at the clouds kind of guy, aren’t you?”
“You try living there for millions of years and tell me you don’t get sick of it.” Maybe he was right. I didn’t know at this point. Until today I didn’t really believe that any of this existed.
“Do I get any, I don’t know, powers or something?”
He let out a laugh, then exhaled a cloud of smoke and stubbed out his cigarette in the overflowing ashtray on the bar.
“We’re not fucking superheros, kid.”
“I know, but I feel like I should get something out of this.”
“Ok, fine,” he said and nodded his head sharply. “Look I gotta go.”
“That’s it? I mean, you’re my dad, shouldn’t we hang out and get to know each other or something?”
“I’ll be back and enjoy that gift, ok?” He turned to leave and as he walked away, he evaporated into a cloud of smoke. I finished my drink and turned to the bartender.
“Do I owe you anything?” He shook his head, and I was happy that I at least got a free drink out of this nightmare scenario. “How the hell do I get out of here?”
The bartender pointed at a door that suddenly appeared and I considered hanging around for another free drink, but Katie was asleep and the girls were waiting. I was sad that we didn’t get a little more time, but I figured that I’d probably get enough of him once I died, anyway.
Then there was the thing with the gift. I took a mental inventory, but didn’t notice anything different and headed towards the exit, ready to get home. He was a fallen angel, lying was sort of his bread and butter so I didn’t expect too much. 
As I walked through the door, I blinked my eyes when I realized I was back in my kitchen.
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The gift


“So?” Margot was waiting for me with her arms folded across her chest. The motion pushed her tits up slightly and I gawked for a second, then focused my attention on Lemmy, who was sitting on the floor and wagging his stubby little tail. I was in a weird place mentally and really needed some time to process everything.  
Yesterday, I was Rhys Olberman, normal guy extraordinaire. Today I was Rhys, son of Belial, under the protection of two extremely hot vampire chicks and a hellhound chihuahua.
“He seems like a good guy. We had a nice chat.” I lied, not wanting to get into the details of everything he told me. “How’s Katie?”
“Still asleep. She’s been through a lot,” Sariah said. I nodded in agreement, then remembered how Margot sped off and stayed gone for an hour. Whatever she did could possibly be another pain in my ass, but I felt like I needed to know what I was dealing with.
“Did you, uh…what did you do to her boyfriend?” I asked nervously. I got that they had to eat, but I didn’t necessarily want to know the details if they had killed him.
“He’ll make a very nice meal for the next few weeks,” Margot said with a disarmingly beautiful smile, then realized what I was asking. “Don’t worry, he’s not dead, just tied up in our basement. We’re old enough that we don’t need to eat that much and he’ll last for a while. After that…” Her voice trailed off and Sariah slid her fingers menacingly across her neck.
“No! Just no. He’s a piece of shit, but you can’t kill him.” I hated the guy, but he didn’t deserve to die.
“Fine, we’ll just glamour him and send him on his way,” Margot said and Sariah rolled her eyes. They were tough, but seemed fair and if what my dad told me about Trina was true, it was probably a good idea to keep them around.
“You can do that?” I asked and Sariah nodded.
“Yes, but it seems to have mixed results on you,” Margot said and I finally realized what it was that had been attempting to fork into my brain.
“Ok, that’s interesting.” It was interesting, but I didn’t have the capacity to learn more about what they could or could not do at that point. It was about an hour before sunrise and I was exhausted. “Do you mind if I get some sleep now? I’m just…well, I’m really fucking tired.”
“Of course, we should probably go soon anyway,” Margot said, biting her lip as she stared at me. “We can put you to bed first though. You know, if you want.” I honestly just wanted to be alone, but the way she was looking at me made it hard to say no.
“Yeah, come on.” It would be nice to have some company and I was pretty sure that nothing sexy was going to happen since Sariah was there, anyway. Margot stared at Lemmy and I swear that he shook his head in frustration before trotting into the living room and hopping up onto the sofa.
Sariah grabbed my hand and led me into my bedroom, then laid down on the bed and watched as I got undressed. Her canines were longer than I remembered and she licked her lips as her eyes fixed on me and Margot slid in next to her, resting her head against her friend as they gazed longingly at me like I was their next meal.
I guess that wasn’t a complete exaggeration.
“What?” I asked, suddenly feeling nervous. I guess humans still had a prey instinct, and it was being triggered right now. 
“Nothing,” Margot said and patted the bed next to her. I turned on the lamp and slid under the sheets and closed my eyes for a few seconds, but I could still feel them staring at me. I looked at them again.
“What is it?” 
“Sariah brought up something earlier and now I’m really curious. Would you mind if we…taste you?” Margot asked as her finger traced the artery on the side of my neck and I had no idea what she meant. “I’ve always wanted to try angel.”
“What do you…oh, uh…” When I realized what she was talking about, I wasn’t sure how to respond. She had to eat, and I hated to admit that I was curious about what it would feel like. “Would I turn into a vampire?”
I had to ask. It’s not that I didn’t want to be immortal and all powerful, but I was honestly grossed out by blood and subsisting on a diet of it probably wouldn’t work for me.
“No,” Margot laughed and her canines unsheathed, growing longer as she stared at me. I’d noticed them before, but hadn’t really paid attention. It was like something about her changed, became more feral and frenzied. She looked like a predator and I was her prey and it was honestly kinda hot. “We’d have to drain your blood, feed you, repeat the process a few times, then wait a few days for the transition to take place. I just want a little taste.”
“I’m not even sure that we could turn you,” Sariah added. I shifted my gaze to her, chills racing through me as she licked her red lips. Her canines had elongated too, and I wanted to say yes, but it felt like a pretty big commitment and I wasn’t ready to join my dad just yet.
“Will you be able to stop?” I asked, worried that they would get carried away and not be able to control themselves.
“Yes, I’ve been doing this for a few thousand years,” Sariah said and even though I knew they were old, this was on another level. “We just want a little taste.”
She licked her lips and her blue eyes were so wide and enticing and I swallowed, my heart racing as they stared at me, waiting for my answer.
“Ok,” I said, unable to believe that I was actually agreeing to this. “But be careful, ok?”
“I promise you’ll feel nothing but pleasure,” Margot purred as she stared into my eyes. She leaned over and brushed her cool lips against my neck, then kissed the skin lightly and I felt a light pinch before a strange sensation passed through me. It was orgasmic and I could feel myself getting harder with each passing second.
My heart thrummed rhythmically in my ears and I wrapped my arm around her waist as she drank, not wanting it to stop, even though I knew that if she kept going, she could kill me. 
“How does it feel?” Sariah asked, stroking Margot’s dark hair as her lips curled into a smile.
“Good,” I murmured as Margot’s hips shifted against me. A second later, she pulled away, licking her lips as she stared at her friend.
“Oh, God,” Margot’s eyes were wide, and she pulled off her thin shirt, then brought my hand to her breast. “It’s like nothing I’ve ever tasted. You need to try it.”
“May I?” Sariah asked politely, and I nodded as Margot pulled the sheet away from my body, then crawled across the bed. Sariah pierced the flesh on the other side of my neck and I grew lightheaded as she drank.
“Why does it feel so good?” I asked. My body felt alive and my senses heightened, a sublime sensation of wellbeing enveloped me and I wanted her to keep going forever. I’d done ecstasy once when I was in college and it was similar, but this was about a hundred times better.
“Our saliva has a protein in it that causes you to relax,” Sariah purred. “It makes you more docile and fuels your desire.”
The feeling of her cool lips against my neck combined with whatever was being injected into me was making me hornier than I’d ever been in my life. If I didn’t fuck right now, I was worried that my balls would explode. Margot smiled at me, then tugged on the waistband of my boxers as I closed my eyes and Sariah continued to feed.
“Fuck, don’t stop,” I murmured, not concerned about anything anymore. The only thing I wanted was for her to keep going. I was so distracted that I almost missed Margot’s gasp when she finally worked off my underwear.
“Whoa, what the hell happened?” Margot said as her hand gripped my cock and she gave me a few strokes. I looked down and realized that my dick had gotten bigger. It was a couple inches longer and way girthier than before. I’d never had any complaints, but this was definitely a welcome surprise.
Thanks Dad.
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Test drive


“Not bad,” Sariah said as she pulled away and Margot’s cool lips brushed against the crown of my new and improved cock. I was too horny to dwell on it for very long and needed to fuck something, anything, immediately. When Margot took me into her mouth and started sucking, the desire grew more intense and I tangled my fingers in her hair and guided her head, watching as she took me deeper and I groaned from the intense pleasure. 
Sariah pushed her lips against mine and I could taste a faint hint of blood as her canine lightly scratched my lower lip and the pain felt surprisingly good. She tugged her cropped t-shirt over her head and grabbed my hand, molding it over one of her breasts as she exhaled sharply.
Her tits were bigger than Margot’s and were tipped by soft peach colored nipples that were just crying out to be sucked. I pulled her close, taking one between my lips as Margot worked my cock, the exhaustion I was feeling earlier gone. 
I feel so alive, completely in control and am going to fuck them both right now.
Just as the thought passed through my mind Margot said something that I didn’t understand and they both started laughing.
“What?” I murmured as I moved to Sariah’s other nipple and my fingers pushed between her thighs, causing her to quiver as a gasp escaped her lips. Margot pulled away from my cock, then stripped. Her pale skin contrasted sharply against my dark sheets and I took a second to admire her perfect body.
“I just asked her if she was happy that she finally got to meet you.”
“What took so long?” I mumbled as my finger passed over Sariah’s clit and she moaned loudly. 
“She was still reanimating,” Margot mumbled before deep throating me again. Even though her body was cool, I was so hot from whatever it was in their saliva that it actually felt good.
“It took me a bit longer. You wouldn’t want to see me like that anyway,” Sariah purred, and I took her word for it. She was worth the wait and when she tangled her hand in Margot’s hair and guided her movements, I groaned loudly, then remembered that Katie was asleep in the next room. 
“We should probably keep it down…ohhhhhh.” I’d never felt anything like what Margot was doing and being deep-throated now was a totally different experience than it was before.
Margot lavished attention on my dick and even though it was more sensitive than it used to be, I felt like I could hold off forever. I was strong and in control and had no clue if it was finding out who I really was or a side effect of them feeding on me. I realized that I didn’t give a fuck, that it didn’t really matter. 
Sariah pulled away and finished stripping, taking her time as I stared at her luscious curves and the fringe of peachy skin that peeked out from her pale pussy lips. She joined Margot as they worshipped my cock, taking turns as I watched. Sariah slid her tongue along the seam and when she reached Margot, they kissed. I’d always fantasized about being with two women at once and this was better than I could’ve ever imagined. The kiss lasted only a second, and they returned their attention to me, licking and kissing and pulling my balls between their full lips.
It was good, but I wanted more, and almost as if they could read my thoughts, Margot winked at Sariah, then helped her mount me, her tight pussy death-gripping my dick as she slid on. 
“God that’s nice,” she moaned and Margot crawled behind her, kissing the other woman’s neck as she cupped her full breasts in her hands and pinched her thick nipples. Sariah’s hips moved slowly at first as she got used to me, then her movements became faster and Margot dipped her hand down her torso and across her clit.
Margot stared at me as she did it, her canines pushing against her lower lip as her eyes pierced into mine. The entire experience was indescribable, and I imagined what it would be like to taste Margot while Sariah fucked me. I fantasized about sliding my tongue through her cool, wet folds as she rode my face and my tongue penetrated her.
“I’d like that,” Margot murmured and I jolted out of my fantasy as she pulled away from her friend and crawled towards me, lowering her juicy pussy onto my face as Sariah continued to twist and writhe on my dick. I gripped Margot’s thighs, pulling her closer as she ground into me. She tasted like some sort of sweet exotic fruit and I was shocked. I’d eaten a lot of pussy and no matter what I’d told the girl I was munching on at the time, it had never, ever tasted as good as this.
I couldn’t get enough and as my tongue slid through the soft, cool skin and flicked against her clit, she let out a loud moan, then leaned forward to kiss Sariah. My body was on fire and I licked and teased her as Sariah rode me and I’d never been happier. Margot was getting close to coming, and her little yelps of pleasure grew louder as my tongue and lips worked overtime.
She spasmed, letting out a loud gasp, and I helped her off, then moved Sariah onto her knees as I plowed into her, gripping her hips as my thrusts turned feral. I’d never felt so virile and I wasn’t sure if it was the saliva or just being with the two of them, but I wasn’t going to waste whatever it was. I felt Sariah clench around me as her body went limp and I released inside of her, waves of cum spurting out before she collapsed onto the bed.
“I haven’t been fucked that good in a few hundred years,” she breathed and I laughed. My heart was pounding in my chest and Margot licked her lips as she stared at me expectantly.
“I really need to get some sleep,” I said, the earlier exhaustion returning with a vengeance.
“Come on,” Margot purred as she pulled me down on the bed, then curled into a little spoon before pulling me closer. I was already hard again, and I molded my body against hers and wrapped my arms around her. Sariah lay on her other side, stroking her hair as I slowly pushed into her tight slit. I shuddered, thrusting slowly as Sariah’s hand moved towards her clit.
It felt so nice and I could’ve fallen asleep like that, buried inside of her, her soft body barely moving as she squeezed her thighs together and I gripped her hips. Sariah’s lips met hers and the blonde rolled one of her light pink nipples between her fingers. 
My thrusts intensified, and she shuddered against me, moaning lightly as she orgasmed. It didn’t take long before I let go, emptying my balls again and softening inside of her as my heartbeat slowed. I hoped everyone was finally satisfied. My head was swimming and even though I was tired, I felt alive.
“The sun will be up soon,” Margot whispered as I rolled onto my back and Sariah moved to my other side, resting her blonde head on my shoulder. “We’ll need to go.”
“Yeah, I was thinking I could set up the basement for you,” I said as I yawned loudly. “It would be easy to block out the sunlight, you know, if the two of you wanted to move in…” My words trailed off and I fell into the deepest, most restful sleep I’d ever experienced.
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You’re not the woman I married


“Rhys! Open the door!”  
It was almost four when I finally woke up to loud banging and my eyes sprang open. 
Except for Lemmy, I was alone in the bed and I let out an exasperated groan. The sun was starting to dip in the sky and I couldn’t believe I slept so late. I panicked, pulling on a pair of ratty sweatpants before venturing out and trying to figure out what the hell was going on. Katie was in the kitchen, sipping coffee and gave me a feeble wave.
“It’s Trina,” she whispered, and I rolled my eyes. 
Trina was a cunt, sure, but I still had a hard time believing she was an actual succubus. Either way, I’d have to deal with her and the thought of that was more draining than any supernatural bullshit that she could pull.
“How are you feeling?” I asked Katie as I stood in the hallway outside of the open kitchen. The swelling around her eye was worse. The skin was puffy and brown, and just looking at it made me reconsider what I’d told Margot and Sariah about dealing with her ex. Maybe he deserved what was coming to him.
“It looks worse than it feels. Thanks for letting me stay here last night.” She smiled shyly as she said that and my heart jumped a little. I wanted to keep the conversation going, but Trina had other ideas.
“Rhys, I know you’re in there. Open the goddamn door right now!”
She hadn’t been around in a few weeks and I thought she had finally decided to fuck off.
I was wrong.
I motioned for Katie to stay put, then took a few steps towards the front door, remembering what I’d been told about who she really was. When I opened the door, she was standing on the small porch, smiling like everything was fine.
“Hello,” I said, hoping that we could get this over with quickly and move on. I heard Lemmy let out a little growl behind me and was happy that he had my back. The sun dipped lower in the sky behind her, and she gave me a sad smile. I was immediately suspicious.
“Mind if I come in?” she asked sweetly, and I glanced at Katie. The last thing I needed was my ex wife seeing a woman with a black eye sitting at my kitchen table. Also, she’d never liked Katie, and the feeling was extremely mutual.
“I’d rather deal with this out here if you don’t mind,” I said, closing the door firmly behind me.
“Is there someone else in there?” she asked, her voice deepening and her eyes let off a soft glow.
“It’s none of your business, Trina. We’re divorced, remember?” I inhaled, then exhaled and tried to calm down before I lost it completely. “What do you want? I have to go to work soon.”
“I’d just like to come in for a few minutes to talk. I’ve really been thinking and I miss the way things were.” She gave me the pouty look that had always worked before and I felt myself succumbing. 
There were a few things about Trina that drew me to her. The first thing was that she was beautiful; genuinely gorgeous in the most basic kind of way. She had dark hair and dark eyes and a pair of huge fake tits that looked amazing with clothes on, but less so when she was naked. The second thing is that she was amazing in bed. She gave these blowjobs that made my knees weak and fucking her felt like the most incredible thing I’d ever experienced. The last thing was that she really seemed to be into me, at first anyway, and I was pretty sure that I would never find anyone else who treated me that way again.
Seeing her there brought back all the good memories and my determination to send her away softened and faded. Even if she was a succubus, I was pretty sure she wouldn’t hurt me and the last thing I needed was her out in the front yard screaming obscenities at the top of her lungs and pissing off the neighbors.
I thought maybe she had chilled and opened the door, allowing her to enter. When she saw Katie sitting at the kitchen table in nothing but a t-shirt, casually sipping coffee like she lived there, Trina’s demeanor immediately shifted.
“What’s going on here?” Her voice went up an octave, and I realized that I had screwed up.
“Hi Trina,” Katie said, shooting me a dirty look as she stared daggers at my ex. The dislike was mutual and honestly, it was Katie who talked me down from the worst of my post breakup misery. She knew about all the bad things and the bad things were exactly what she thought about when she looked at Trina.
“Are you fucking her?” Trina screamed, and I held out my hands.
“Katie, could you go to my room and lock the door?” Katie cut her eyes at Trina, then stared at me.
“It’s probably better if I stayed here. Who knows what she’s going to accuse you of this time.”
Katie was referring to an incident near the end of our relationship when Trina called the cops during a fight and told them that I beat her. Totally untrue, as the subsequent hospital visit proved, but it turned my life into a nightmare for a few weeks, nonetheless. 
“Did he beat you too?” Trina asked with a cruel laugh as she stared at Katie’s black eye.
“Bitch, I’ll cut you,” Katie hissed as she stood up and made a beeline for the knives on the counter.
This was not going well.
“Stop it right now,” I said. “Katie, you sit over there.” I pointed at the bench on the other side of the kitchen. “Hold on to Lemmy. I don’t want him getting involved.”
Both of the girls gave me a weird look at that, but Katie did as she was told, grabbing the chihuahua and monitoring the situation from the corner of the room. Once everything was settled, I motioned towards one of the kitchen chairs and Trina sat, feeling like she had won the first battle in the conflict.
“Trina. I…”
“What happened to your neck, baby?” Trina asked, suddenly concerned, and I remembered that Margot and Sariah had been feeding on me last night. I had no idea how bad it looked, but it triggered something inside of Trina and suddenly her eyes glowed red. 
“It’s nothing,” I said, suddenly very concerned that shit was about to go down.
“Nothing? It doesn’t look like nothing. Did she do this?” Trina’s voice was suddenly deeper as she pointed at Katie who was clearly getting weirded out by what was happening in front of her. At that moment, Lemmy jumped off her lap and trotted towards us.
The mood in the room had shifted and instead of run of the mill, battling exes animosity, the air was charged. It was almost dark outside, and I wondered where Margot and Sariah were. This is exactly why Belial had them watching out for me and it really felt like things were about to take a turn for the worse.
“Ok, Trina. Everything’s cool,” I said, and she stared at me, her eyes glowing darker as she began panting and smoke came out of her nostrils. Her body contorted slightly, and she looked like one of those claymation demons from an eighties movie as she tried to control herself.
“Everything’s cool? It doesn’t look like everything’s fucking cool,” she said as a tiny horn pushed through the flesh on her forehead and I stood up, backing away as her body began shifting into something unrecognizable and Lemmy barked ferociously.
“What the hell’s happening, Rhys?” Katie looked terrified, and I really wished that she’d gone into my bedroom like I’d asked. Trina’s clothes ripped as her body contorted and her skin turned dark red. Her feet turned into hooves and the woman I knew shifted into the evil creature I always thought she was.
“Just stay back, I’ve got this under control,” I said to Katie. 
I honestly had no clue what was going to happen now and looked at Lemmy, expecting him to do something, anything. He growled ferociously at Trina, baring his tiny teeth and when he started shifting, I was slightly less surprised. Two more heads pushed out of his shoulders and his skin morphed into a dark green that was almost black. He grew larger and by the time his shift completed, he was as tall as my waist, growling and salivating like the hellhound he was.
“Good boy,” I mumbled as I kept my eyes on Trina, or whatever the hell she was now.
“This is so fucking cool,” Katie shouted, and I was glad that at least she was having a good time; that made exactly one of us.
“Cerberus,” Trina shrieked as smoke leaked from her nostrils and Lemmy’s heads growled, snapping at her as she crawled onto my kitchen table, crouched like she was readying herself for an attack. We all stared at each other and a few seconds later, the door burst open.
“What took you so long?” I shouted.
“Sorry. Maybe it would be better if we moved into your basement,” Sariah said with a shrug. Trina didn’t like the sound of that and let out a shrill cry, the sound piercing my ears and I tried to block it out. Margot and Sariah didn’t seem to be affected, and that’s when I noticed the enormous sword in Margot’s hand.
“Where did you get that?” I asked.
“Your dad gave it to us. It’s the only thing that will destroy her for good,” Margot answered and when Trina’s eyes locked on the weapon, she let out another ear-piercing screech.
“Who sent you?” Sariah growled, staring the creature down. It backed away as Sariah took a step closer, unfurling its wings that stretched the width of my kitchen. Sariah repeated the phrase, this time in Latin and Trina shrieked, then replied.
I wished that I had paid closer attention during Latin class, but it sounded like she was whispering the prayer of exorcism. Trina screamed in pain and the irony of a vampire chanting the rites of exorcism didn’t escape me.
Trina jumped up, trying to fly, but didn’t get far as one of Lemmy’s heads bit her hooved ankle and dragged her back to the ground. She let out a shriek of pain and I backed away as I watched the fight unfold in front of me. Lemmy pinned her down with one mouth and was snapping at her with the other, keeping her distracted as Margot told me what to do and Sariah continued her rhythmic chanting.
“You have to kill her. She was sent for you,” Margot told me, handing over the sword. It had to weigh twenty pounds and a few words were engraved in a gothic script on the blade.
Adjuro te, maledicte diabole. 
That, I knew.
I adjure you, cursed demon.
The shrieks that were coming from the creature were ear piercing and I wondered if there was anything of Trina left in there. Had she ever really been the woman I loved or was it all an illusion?
I realized that this probably wasn’t the time for self reflection and grabbed the massive sword from Margot, trying to figure out the best way to swing it in the tight kitchen.
“Maybe we should get her outside?” I said to Margot, who nodded her head in agreement. One of Lemmy’s heads locked onto her foot and pulled her towards the door. Her wings were tipped with sharp looking spikes and I avoided a swipe as Lemmy continued to tug on her, dragging her through the hallway as Sariah continued screaming prayers at her. 
“You need to cut off her head with the sword,” Margot said, and I nodded as Trina screamed and grabbed at the door frame. Lemmy almost had her outside, and I steeled myself for what I had to do. “Since you are the one she was sent to kill, you have to do it, Rhys. I’m sorry.”
“Ok.” It wasn’t Trina, I told myself, it was a demon. If I didn’t do this, it would kill all of us. Lemmy had her red, muscular body pinned down on the front lawn and I hoped the neighbors wouldn’t decide to call the cops, I had no clue how I would explain any of this.
Trina looked at me one last time as I swung the heavy sword, smashing it into her chest, causing her to cry out in pain. For some reason, I apologized profusely, then tried again. This time it landed in the right place and her head separated from her body, the screaming creature finally silenced as we stared at her, waiting for something to happen.
“What now?” I asked. This was my first brush with the supernatural and I sincerely hoped that it would be the last. 
“She should turn into a pile of ashes and disappear,” Sariah said confidently, looking completely composed as she crossed her arms and stared at the dead succubus spread out on my lawn. She then turned and sashayed into the kitchen. Lemmy followed and Margot squeezed my arm and gave me a kiss on the cheek before joining them.
Almost as if on cue, the creature’s corpse burst into flames, then collapsed into a pile of ashes. A breeze came out of nowhere and blew the fine dust into the night sky, twisting and floating as the person I thought I knew drifted away into the darkness. I was so distracted that I didn’t realize what was going on in the kitchen behind me.
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It’s all over but the crying


“That was absolutely insane,” I said as I walked back inside and closed the door behind me, then propped the massive sword next to the shoe rack. Lemmy was back to being a five-pound apple headed chihuahua, and the girls were bent over something on the floor. I took a few steps closer and immediately felt my stomach sink to the ground when I realized who it was. 
Sariah held her hands against a large gash that ran across Katie’s chest and was speaking frantically to Margot, who looked at me then stood up. The floor was covered in blood and I grabbed my phone to call an ambulance when Margot put her hand on my arm. Katie was coughing and her eyes glazed over as her body stilled and I couldn’t believe that this was happening.
“A spike on Trina’s wings must’ve hit her. She’s not going to survive,” Margot whispered, and I felt stunned. “We need to turn her.”
“What? Into a vampire? No fucking way, I’m calling an ambulance.” I dialed nine-one-one as Margot got back down onto the floor next to Katie and whispered into her ear.
“Nine-one-one, what’s your emergency?” I froze. What was my emergency, that a woman was bleeding out on my kitchen floor from a large gash given to her by a succubus who was sent to kill me?
“A friend of mine was hurt. She’s bleeding, and she needs an ambulance now.” Margot bit her wrist, puncturing a vein, and put it against Katie’s mouth. Katie began to suck frantically and opened her eyes. Margot jerked her wrist away, then leaned down and whispered into her ear again.
“Is she responsive?” The operator asked.
“Yes, uh…” Katie moaned and nodded her head, then closed her eyes and took one last ragged breath. Margot looked at Sariah, then me. 
“Do what you have to do,” I told Margot and as she gathered Katie into her arms and sped off at a supernatural pace down the street, guilt raced through me. This wouldn’t have happened if I hadn’t brought Katie home. “Wait, where are they going?” I asked Sariah, then turned to follow them and she grabbed my arm.
“Sir, are you there? What is your address?” The operator was still on the line and I didn’t know what to do.
“Hold on a minute,” I shouted into the phone, then looked at Sariah. “What’s going on?” An intense feeling of dread welled up inside of me. 
“She agreed. Margot is going to turn her. It takes a few days and they need to be left alone,” Sariah said, gripping my arm. This couldn’t be happening. Katie loved the sun, went to the beach on every vacation, tanned like her existence depended on it. Her life would literally be over.
Her life is going to be over either way and it’s my fault.
“Sir, I’m going to disconnect this call if you don’t resp…” I pressed the end button and put the phone down on the table. There was nothing else I could do.
“It’s my fault,” I mumbled, sinking down into one of my kitchen chairs and resting my head in my hands. “I should’ve just told Trina to fuck off like I always did. There was no need for things to go this far.”
I felt like the world’s biggest piece of shit.
“It’s ok,” Sariah said, resting her hand on my back as she pulled another chair over and sat down. “You know, being a vampire isn’t all bad.”
“Yeah, sorry. I didn’t mean that it was a bad thing, but I feel like she didn’t exactly have much of a choice.”
“It’s better if it’s something you choose, but most of us weren’t given that option and, well, it ultimately works out.” Her words stunned me and I stared at her for a second. I had so many questions about who she was and where she came from, but I didn’t even know where to begin.
“Do you miss being human?”
“I don’t know,” she said, thinking about my question as she leaned back in her chair and Lemmy jumped onto her lap. “I don’t exactly remember what it was like.” I didn’t want to push her, she’d tell me when she was ready. Suddenly a thought popped into my head, but I felt like a selfish asshole for even asking.
“So, does this mean that you’re leaving now? You know, now that Trina is, uh…” I didn’t even want to say it. I hated her, but we’d been married and she ultimately meant something to me.
“We’re not going anywhere, and not just because we’re protecting you..,” she whispered in her velvety voice. I stared into her blue eyes and immediately felt better.
“I have another question.” There was something that was still bothering me, and Sariah had been pretty honest with me so far. I hoped I’d be able to get a straight answer out of her. “Sometimes I feel like…,” God, I felt so stupid even asking this. “Sometimes it seems like you can read my thoughts.”
She laughed, and I realized how dumb that sounded, then she leaned closer and kissed me, her cool lips brushing against mine as my mind calmed and something else took over. Even with all the other shit going on, the only thing I wanted was for her to drink my blood and fuck me stupid. When I realized what was happening, I shook my head, trying to clear my thoughts, and she giggled.
“Sorry. That was my fault. We all have different, uh, abilities that manifest when we turn. Margot can’t see people's thoughts, but she has an idea, an impression, of what they’re thinking.” Sariah’s voice was smooth and soft as she said that and for a second I forgot what we were talking about, then pulled myself back to reality and leaned back into my chair. 
“Good, I guess. I thought that maybe I was going crazy. What about you? What’s your ability?” I asked, and she looked at me again, her eyes locking onto mine and I suddenly knew. “You can influence me, can’t you?” The clock on the wall was ticking away, and I realized that I needed to get a shower and get to work, but I wanted to sit here with her all day and I realized how dangerous being around her could be.
“Yes. Sometimes I have a hard time controlling it, especially when I’m attracted to someone.” A light laugh escaped her throat at the confession. “We all have it to a certain extent, but Margot was unable to influence you. It looks like the same is not true for me.”
“I can see how it would be useful,” I said, forcing myself to stand as her gaze followed me. It wasn’t like she was telling me what to do, only that I suddenly had an intense desire to do something that I hadn’t even considered. It was disarming and I would need to try to figure out how to ignore it or I’d never stop begging her to fuck me. “Could you do me a favor and not do that? Except when we’re in bed, then it’s fine.”
“Sorry,” she apologized again and bit her lip. 
“It’s fine. Look, I really need to go to work. Can you come with me? I need someone out front and with Katie and Margot, uh, indisposed, you’re my only option. It should be a slow night…”
“Of course. Whatever you need, I’ll do it.” I realized that she absolutely meant that, and it felt nice to have someone around that I could count on. 
“I’m going to get a shower, then we’ll leave, ok?” Sariah nodded as she scratched Lemmy’s stomach and he fell into a pleasure coma, his tiny leg shaking violently with each stroke. I took one last look at the two of them, then walked into the bathroom.
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Bigger problems


“Rhys.”  
I was back in the bar.
“What the fuck Dad? I need to take a shower.” Belial gave me a big cheesy grin when he heard me call him Dad. His eyes may have even gotten a little dewy, but it was hard to tell in the low light. 
“Want a drink, son?”
“No, I have to go to work and I’d really like to take a shower first. How the hell did you do this?” I looked towards the exit door and realized that it was gone. I was stuck. “What is this place?” No one would give me a straight answer and at that point, I was spending a decent amount of time there, so I’d like to know a little more about it.
“This space exists so people like me can commiserate with other people like me as well as people like you and, you know, anyone else who wants to join.” He moved his hands around in a vague gesture like he was indicating something but it only served to confuse me more.
“That made no sense,” I said, and he patted on the bar stool next to him. I took a seat. Mikey could cover for a while, but I was expecting a regular in a few hours and didn’t want to piss him off. “I’ll have another one of these and a Shirley Temple for my boy.”
The bartender grinned, and I rolled my eyes. I thought that seeing Belial would be an occasional thing, not a regular drop in situation. Shit like this was exactly the reason I lived so far away from my adoptive parents.
“So, is there something you need?” I asked, watching as the bartender poured my drink, then added a few drops of grenadine and a cherry on top. He slid it across the counter and I thanked him.
“How’d you like that gift?” Belial asked, clearly in no hurry to get on with it.
“It was nice. Thanks for that.”
“Better than tube socks, right?” He slapped my back and cocked his eyebrow. “The girls enjoyed it?”
“Jesus, what do you want?” I took a sip of the Shirley Temple. It was delicious. I took another, bigger drink and Belial turned around, then motioned towards the back of the bar. I glanced in the direction he was looking and saw someone standing in the shadows. A few beats later, the guy started walking towards us.
The man was tall and lean. His skin was dark, like burnt umber, and when he took off his hat, I realized that he was bald. He was neat and trim and wore an immaculately tailored suit and was nothing like Belial.
I didn’t recognize him, there was no reason I would, but the vibe of the place suddenly felt off. I tried to chalk it up to a serious lack of sleep and the general weirdness of the past few days, but there was a strange undercurrent, almost like static and my skin prickled.
“Son, this is an old friend of mine, Metatron.” The name triggered a memory, and I knew exactly who he was.
“Enoch, right?” I confirmed, preferring his Earth name to something that sounded like a mech. He nodded, glanced at Belial, then extended his hand. I took it and a sudden electric shock ripped through my body. “Ow, what the hell was that?” I jerked away, rubbing my hand as Enoch stared at my dad and they exchanged a look.
“It’s good. We’ll talk about it later.” Belial suddenly looked serious and motioned for me and Enoch to follow him to one of the tables in the corner. The whole thing felt serious, and I was extremely concerned.
“You did a good job with that succubus, but we’ve got bigger problems,” Enoch said.
“Yeah,” Belial grimaced as he turned his attention back to me. “She was only the beginning. You need to be able to protect yourself.”
“Protect myself? You mean there’s more?” I thought about Katie and Trina and I wasn’t sure if I could deal with that again. “Are they sending another succubus?”
“Probably not a succubus,” Enoch said. “But there will likely be more demons involved. The guy your dad’s talking about, one of my former colleagues, has been let go, and he’s drifting around, causing mischief.”
“Mischief?” I asked, annoyed that they wouldn’t just get to the point. Everything was so shrouded in secrecy and since it was my life on the line, I felt like I had a right to know what was happening. I glanced at Belial. “What is this guy talking about?”
“This guy and I had some problems in the past. He’s really not happy about how you handled your ex-wife and is currently working on raising a more formidable opponent.” Belial said, suddenly serious. “I wanted to take you somewhere safe for a while, but Enoch wants to draw him out and thinks that you would make the perfect bait.”
“Bait?” I really didn’t like the sound of that. “So I have to just wait around for him to make his move?”
“Yeah, basically,” Enoch said and the idea of going some place safe was sounding better and better. “You have some assistance and I could send someone else. She’s got experience with these types of situations.”
“Is there any way to avoid this?” I asked. I honestly just wanted to live a normal life with my vampire girlfriends, not wage war against supernatural forces that I didn’t understand.
“Not really,” Belial finally said, and I ran my hands through my hair and exhaled.
“How long is this going to take? Will he show up in the next couple of weeks, or will I be ninety years old and he visits me in the nursing home and takes me out then?”
“We don’t know,” Enoch said. “What I do know is that you’re uniquely qualified to take him on and I think you’re probably our best bet for eliminating him permanently.”
“Uniquely qualified? What is this guy talking about?” I turned to Belial. “You said I didn’t have any powers.”
“I suspect that killing that succubus could be making them manifest. You just sensed that Enoch was a supernatural being. It will take some time, but even that minor ability can make a difference. I don’t know what to expect, like I said, the guy’s unhinged.”
“That’s fantastic,” I said, finishing up my drink and taking a step back. “Look, I really need to go. You know where to find me when you want to fill me in on what’s going on here.” I shifted my gaze to Enoch. “It was really nice to meet you.”
The door appeared, and I stepped through it and into my hallway. Sariah was still petting Lemmy and gave me a smile.
“How was the shower?” she asked, and I felt like I wanted to scream.
“I’ll do it when I get back. Ready to go?”
She nodded and as I got dressed; I thought about everything that had happened so far and tried not to panic about what Belial and Enoch told me. 
Everything was going to be fine.

      ***Get more at tate-bull.com or when you follow me on Amazon.






  
  Also by Tate Bull






[image: image-placeholder]
Wayward
https://www.amazon.com/dp/B0F6SWJP6K

I never thought I’d find the woman of my dreams, let alone three…

When I left home at 17, I thought I understood what I was giving up. Running away from my small hometown seemed like the best option and I was ready to leave it all behind. Now it’s ten years later, and the world has changed, but I’m still the same.

Without a dime to my name and no hope for a stable future, I start working for an old family friend and reunite with my high school flame. Jen has grown up and the awkward girl I knew is now a passionate, gorgeous woman who has a secret that she wants to keep. I realize it’ll take time to regain her trust, but I’m up for the challenge.

Tricia, a fiery redhead with a body to die for, steps in to pick up the pieces and is eager to show me everything that I’ve missed out on while I was away. With her help, I begin to rebuild my life, even though I can’t be certain she wants to be a part of it.

A random encounter with Nora, the town’s hot new librarian, ends with me wanting more and when my grandmother tells me about an inheritance, things finally start to turn around. I can’t wait to find out what happens next.
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Cruise Control: The Complete Series

As the captain of my own charter yacht, I ferry the rich and famous around the Mediterranean. It's a world of beautiful scenery, gorgeous women, and the only thing I ever wanted. My life was perfect -- until it wasn't. My wife left, my luxury yacht is falling apart and I'm in more debt than I can wrap my head around.

Everything I've worked for is slipping away and I'm desperate to salvage my dream.

Things don't always work out the way you expect and my new VIP, the gorgeous actress Sadie Spencer, has just been dropped into my lap. She's got problems and for some reason, thinks that I'm the only one who can fix them. My first officer, Jill, won't leave me alone and Enid, a New York socialite, can't help but fan the flames.

My life is spiraling out of control, but giving in to what I want never felt so right.








cover.jpeg
BODYGUARDS

A PARANORMAL HAREM SERIAL ADVENTURE
PART 1 OF MY PARANORMAL GIRLFRIENDS SERIES







images/00005.jpeg
' THE COMPLETE HAREM SERIES

TATE BULL






images/00003.jpeg





images/00004.jpeg





