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“Cherrie!” Her husband jumped up from his position at the other woman’s feet. She lay reclining on a big hard looking red leather sofa. She wore only a black lacey pushup bra with a matched thong, and six inch heels. “Cherrie?” His astonished eyes were glued on her as she marched into the parlor. “Cherrie, what are you doing here?” 

Oh my stars, she thought on the verge of disgust. Her husband stood before her, his dark chocolate body naked except for a pair of short black boots and a studded collar around his neck. His mistress held the leash that was attached to it tightly in her fist. She got to her feet to glower at Cherrie.

“Who are you?” she demanded.

“You know damn well who I am, Monique.” Keeping her eyes on the woman, Cherrie spoke to her husband. “James, get dressed and come home.”

“He is home.”

“Not until he and I are finished. Now, you let go of that leash.”

“Cherrie!” James moved in front of Monique. “You need to leave right now.”

“I told you how this was going to end, James. You will not do this anymore while I am your wife.”

“It’s too late. I’ve decided this is what I want.”

“Maybe, but you and I have a lot of talking to do. You will explain to me what the hell is wrong with you!” She looked him up and down and wanted to scream. “Have you lost your mind?” She looked around him to Monique, who was laughing. She seemed almost colorless like those celebrities that bleach out their skin. She appeared to have oiled her entire long and skinny body with baby oil. “I suppose this ghoul is your mistress?”

“Ghoul?” The laughter stopped and she pulled on the leash and James stumbled backward, getting out of the middle. “You dare come to my home and attempt to insult me?” She dropped the lease to step up closer to Cherrie’s face. “But more importantly, I don’t appreciate you barging in here, trying to ruin our evening. As you can see, we were in the middle of something wonderful. Now, I suggest you leave, while you can still walk.”

“What?” Did the skinny beast just threaten her? 

“Jorge!” Monique yelled and a tall swarthy faced man rushed into the room as if he were on standby. “Jorge, this is Cherrie, James’ wife. Show her out.”

“I’m not going anywhere yet. James,” Cherrie said then walked over to him and pushed his bowed head back. “Get dressed right now or I swear to God!”

“Cherrie, you need to listen to me. This isn’t what you think. Go on home. We’ll talk later.” 

“James!” He bowed his head again and she knocked it back. Yeah, he needed to be ashamed of himself being caught in the middle of whatever they were up to. But what she saw in his eyes was not shame, it was fear. “James?” She turned to look at Monique and then Jorge. They watched her back like a couple of hyenas waiting to pounce. “Look, I don’t know what is going on here, but my husband is finished.” She grabbed him by the hand and made to leave. James pulled back. “James, it’s okay.” She grabbed his hand again, and he pushed her with enough force to knock her to the floor. Confused, she scrambled to her feet.

“Damn it, Cherrie,” he said, getting all in her face. He was angry. “For once, do like I tell you. Get the fuck out of here!”

“Wait a minute!” She backed up, shaking her head. If he wanted out of there, he knew she could protect him, so why was he pulling back? “James, I came to take you home. We can get past a slut and her butler.”

“Excuse me, but I am not anyone’s butler,” Jorge sharply corrected the assumption. “I am the master of this house.”

“I don’t care who- ahh!” James slapped her hard across the face. 

“Get out of here, Cherrie! You’re making a fool of yourself! Go home and forget about me!”

“What are you saying to me?” 

“Woman, look at me!” He backed up off her to let her get a good look. “This is who I am! This is what I desire! My time with you is over. Now, come on.” He led her from the parlor to the front door and opened it. Without another word, he shoved her out and closed the heavy doors in her face.

Absolutely stunned, she stood staring at the house. What the hell just happened, she wondered.

Jorge came out with her purse, and handed it to her meeting her eyes briefly. “Please, don’t come back. There is nothing for you here.” 

Coming back to life, Cherrie pushed him aside. “James! God damn you, I’m your wife! You come out of there!”

“Leave now,” Jorge advised strongly. He took her by the arm and attempted to drag her along off the lawn. “This isn’t exactly what you think.”

“Keep off me!” She ran back up to the house intending to re-enter.  “James, if you don’t come home with me right this minute!” Monique stepped outside, meeting her with a backhand that knocked her off her feet and in the air. She landed spread eagle on the lawn. Out of breath and dazed, she felt strong hands lift her up, tearing her blouse. A pale face with ruby red lips and sharp teeth snarled down at her. “Oh my stars,” she moaned. Monique had fangs and was fixing to bite her. “James!” Was he still human, she wondered in horror? “Oh no,” she began to tremble. Monique was a vampire!

“Monique, for God’s sake!” Jorge hunkered down beside his undead wife. “You’re scaring the woman to death.”

“Fear tastes good on a woman,” she said, licking Cherrie’s face where a teardrop fell.  

“Please, Monique.” James came forward. “Please, let her go home.” Her head hit the ground with a thud when Monique readily released her. “For you, my darling,” she said, taking him in her arms with a big smile.  “Only for you.”

“No!” Cherrie rose, clenching her fists and teeth, seething in shock and humiliation. She stood as her body fired up inside its aura; crimson light filled the night, her eyes glowed white so that no color showed. Her skirt waved with energy that flowed off her, and her braids danced like snakes getting ready to strike around her head. Raising her hands, she lowered herself on a bent knee, seeking control of the power she summoned.

“Cherrie!” James stood in front of Monique. “Stop, you don’t understand.”

“I understand a vampire has lured and held my husband spellbound, and tonight it is going to end. Move!”

“Cherrie!” Light from her hands shot through his entire body. He fell to the ground shaking, as if so cold that it hurt. “Cher... Cherrie...” She ignored him, stepping over his body going after Monique.

She’d landed in the bushes on the other side of the lawn after taking the blast that went through James’ body. It was a hard force, but it wasn’t enough to keep a vampire down for long. Brushing off her clothes, already on her feet, Monique met Cherrie’s approach. Baring her fangs, she braced herself, ready against another burst
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