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No Vacancy

Some remote places that appear abandoned have unknown purposes. Seemingly forgotten by time, for a few fleeting hours, such places come to life, but only for those lost souls drawn to them. The Sun Motel in the California desert is such a place.

Born with the ability to see and speak with the dead, a spirit voice urges Molly to get off the bus traveling back to Los Angeles. Left stranded at a roadside motel in the middle of nowhere, she meets the handsome night clerk and requests a room. But there are no vacancies. She accepts his invitation to share his company in the motel’s diner and soon learns what this place really is. 

From sunset until midnight, the guests arrive, each with a story to tell. Does she have a story of her own? Does he? The truth will soon reveal itself as they spend a night in the sun.

PUBLISHER NOTE: Supernatural Romance. Contemporary Romance. Romantic Suspense. Paranormal Romance. 22,200 words. All characters depicted in this work of fiction are 18 years of age or older.
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DEDICATION

For my son, Dylan, who always enjoys a good story.


6:26 A.M.

The Night Clerk

Lying still in his bed, Cash felt sweat stream from his soaked hair down his cheek. With his throat dry and sore, the feverish heat radiating off his body caused him to imagine being trapped inside an oven with no hope of escape. His bare chest heaved as he fought to take one deep breath after another. His fingers clenched his bed sheets, which proved just as soaked as his body.

He breathed in the pungent smell of smoke and coughed as he tried to catch his breath. His throat felt constricted while wanting to fight the sensation of being strangled by the hot, dry air. Panic-stricken, Cash clutched at his neck to try in vain to pry what he thought were invisible hands away from his skin. He found success with this as his throat opened up for him to gasp for air.

Cash managed to sit up in bed and opened his eyes to the morning light flooding in through his window as sunrise greeted Los Angeles. Although the floor should still have felt cool, the soles of his feet burned to discomfort him further. He rubbed his eyes as he attempted to focus more, yet the sunlight’s reflection off a wall-hung mirror blinded him.

Crawling out of bed, he walked a few steps over to the kitchen sink in his studio apartment. It was no surprise to him that the cold water faucet only offered hot water. He only took a sip from his glass before he poured the rest down the drain. He chose not to bother opening his small refrigerator, knowing that the soda, orange juice, and milk inside would be just as hot.

Shedding his white boxer shorts, Cash walked naked into his bathroom and turned on the shower. He kept the light off as he was not ready to look at himself in the mirror. The steaming water scorched his skin as he lathered soap over his tired muscles and then rinsed off. With a towel wrapped around his waist, he turned on the light and looked at himself in the mirror. As expected, his body was sunburned a deep bronze. Disheartened by his reflection, he turned off the light and was not startled when the light turned on on its own. This time, the light bulbs blazed brightly as each was an individual sun tempting him to stare into it. He willed himself to resist doing so.

He dressed himself in torn and faded blue jeans, white socks, and matching white shoes, and a white athletic shirt that caressed his muscular frame. With his wallet in his back pocket and the key for his motorcycle, he walked over to the door, looked at it with dread as he understood what would come before dawn tomorrow. But there was no resisting what he would be forced to endure. Not long ago, he had unknowingly sold his soul to Death when given the chance to live.

After climbing down the fire escape of his apartment building, Cash got on his motorcycle and drove off, heading east. Depending on traffic, his trip would take roughly three and a half to four hours. He knew that he could keep his eyes closed the entire time, as he understood he would not be in control of his motorcycle. An unseen force would be driving to ensure he did not stray off the path. On his lips, he could already taste the desert sand.


7:45 P.M. 

Molly

As she watched the bus drive away, leaving a cloud of dust in its wake, Molly turned to look at the remote roadside motel from across the parking lot where she stood. To the right were six room doors and a single window for each. On the left was the office and a small diner. The motel’s bright neon sign was already lit, though blinking occasionally as if it were about to burn out.

Noticing no approaching cars from either direction of the long stretch of California desert highway, Molly crossed the road without concern for being struck by a passing vehicle. With each step she took, she felt more uncertain she had made the right decision to get off the bus. Yet a voice inside her head convinced her to do so. Being that these voices were seldom wrong, for now she trusted this one. Before the night was over, the spirit talking to her would help her to understand the reason for wanting her here.

She remembered being tired on the bus, almost to the point of falling asleep. Now fully awake, everything surrounding her grew more vivid. The gentle desert wind captured the fragrances of plants and flowers for her to appreciate. The sparkling sand became tiny prisms of light, allowing the barren desert landscape to shimmer. 

Molly crossed the road, and once on the other side, she glanced west. A blistering bright sun hung low in the reddish-orange heaven. Wisps of cloud smeared the sky, adding a beautiful texture to an already breathtaking view.

A sound heard from behind her drew her attention back to the motel. Outside the office, a young man, looking to be in his twenties, stood there, sweeping dust and dirt away from the entrance. He noticed her, waved and smiled. His short dark hair, similar to hers, and his bronzed muscular build under his white athletic shirt, made him ruggedly handsome in her opinion. Smitten by his smile, she wandered over to speak to him. As she crossed the distance between them, she thought he looked vaguely familiar. Where do I know him from?

“Hello,” she greeted and set her suitcase down at her feet. Her heart beat fast as she fought shyness. The striking blue of his eyes caused butterflies to surge in her stomach.

“Hello,” he responded, his voice deep and soothingly inviting.

“I’d like a room for the night,” she said, yet was startled by his answer.

“I’m sorry. There are no vacancies tonight.” He pointed at a neon sign in the office window, which confirmed this. She had failed to notice the sign when she approached him.

“But… there’s no one here except you and me?”

“The people meant for the rooms will be coming soon.”

“Oh… I see. Well then, could you tell me when another bus will be driving by?”

“Tomorrow morning. One reaches here by around seven o’clock.”

“How far is the closest town to here?”

“At least
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