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GPS

“You have arrived at your destination, Number Three, Mirror Lake Road,” informed the GPS navigator in a drab female voice.

Deb was relieved to hear the sound of gravel crunching under the red Fiesta’s tires. Finally, she thought. The four-hour drive seemed like eight, what with Kipper in the passenger seat the whole way, jabbering about himself, fiddling with the Sirius, and constantly bitching about being hungry and horny.

She parked just as Uncle Nort’s cabin loomed into view within the copse of trees. It was bigger than she’d remembered it, a genuine log cabin with a metal roof.

“Ooo.” Kipper made the hackneyed remark. “A cabin in the woods. Creepy.”

It kind of…was. It had just the right amount of wear and tear and surrounding overgrowth to actually look sinister. In truth, Deb had always been a bit skittish about such stuff: the idea of ghosts or knife-wielding madmen or the things that went bump in the night. But she simply couldn’t pass up the money.

“So this is your Uncle Don’s place?” Kipper said. He had a bad habit of squeezing his crotch anytime he wanted, which he did at this precise moment.

Deb frowned. “My Uncle Nort. He rented it for two weeks each summer since I was a little kid—I used to love coming here. Then he flat out bought the place when he retired, kissed the city goodbye, and never looked back. Wish I could do that.”

“What, leave the city? Leave me?” Kipper joked.

Damn right, leave you, you walking sperm-machine. She’d gotten sick of Kipper’s sexual prowess long ago, a prowess which included a nine-inch dong as fat as one of those big dill pickles floating in the barrels at the deli. So what? she thought. A lot of good that got me…

Just before Deb got out of the car, she caught an inadvertent glance at her thirty-year-old face in the rearview. Fuck, she thought. I look forty. Vague dark circles under the eyes, crow’s feet, and some preliminary wrinkles. Where’s my life gone? Partying with pretty-boy ex-cons like Kipper. Too old to strip, too beat to do porn anymore. Fuck…

Now, this was likely too severe a condemnation; her face still retained some vestiges of its former cheerleader prettiness, and her body, though starting to sag in places, could still walk the walk in the right light. But Deb was at that grim moment of revelation all women encountered just when they least expected it. She wasn’t a young hottie anymore.

So I better make the best of it…

She popped the trunk, grabbed her suitcase with one hand and her equipment box with the other. Kipper slung his own duffle over his right shoulder but ignored the remaining grocery bags. “Come on, Kip!” she barked. She trudged toward the cabin’s front door. “You can carry more than that!”

“Naw, babe. See, I need my left hand free so’s I can feel up your beautiful ass,” and then his left hand slipped around and…felt up her ass. Next he slid down her tacky sweatpants to expose her bare rump. “Yessir, that’s angel food cake, the cutest, tightest ass I ever seen.” He rubbed around and squeezed. “Like a eighteen-year old’s.”

Deb half-smiled. She knew he was bullshitting, but at least it made her feel better.

“Nice digs,” Kipper said as they entered, immediately greeted by a nice piney, woody scent. As large as the house seemed on the outside, it felt much closer inside, much more cozy. The long half-log walls lent a perfect in-the-wilds ambiance, peppered with framed photos and paintings of such stuff as one would expect: wildlife, endless stretches of landscapes and forest tops, one even with a single ranger-tower poking up out of the infinite sea of pines.

Kipper dropped his duffle bag on an oak-framed couch, then rubbed his crotch. “So how long do we have the place?”

“Ten whole days. Uncle Nort’s vacationing in Switzerland.”

“And how much is he paying us to house-sit?”

“Kiss my ass, buster. He’s paying me a grand. It’s my gig, and so are my webcam and OnlyFans gigs. A setting like this is unique.”

“Yeah. Unique.”

Just as Deb was essentially unemployed (since she’d been shown the door of the last strip joint in town), Kipper was unemployed as well, unless one considered selling his grandmother’s painkillers employment, exploiting his power-of-attorney over her bank accounts (just a nip here and a nip there. No big deal, right?) and “slinging” whatever petty drugs he could downtown. Together, the two of them were on a slow boat going down, but at least they hadn’t sunk yet. And the grand she’d be getting for this house-sitting venture would help out a lot.

Several throw rugs topped the main room’s shiny hard-planked floor, mostly rife with rustic scenes embroidered on them, and even one faux bearskin rug complete with a dummy head. The rusticness fell a notch when it came to the entertainment center facing the couch: surround-sound stereo, multiple video-game platforms, and an 86-inch 4k flat panel.

Kip was astonished. “Wow! Can’t wait to see some porn clips on that screen!”

Deb groaned to herself.

In the west wall was a huge, screened fieldstone fireplace, not that they’d be needing it in the summer. Even if it were winter, Deb knew that cutting firewood was not something Kipper might avail himself to. Cutting farts? Yes. Cutting lines of coke? Yes. But not cutting firewood, nope, no way. All those muscles for nothing…

More rustic decor was found in the kitchen, the only items being out of place were an extra-wide double-doored refrigerator, a separate freezer, and a wine fridge. Kipper didn’t even ask; he was popping open a pricey-looking bottle of wine before Deb had finished looking around.

“Give Uncle Nort a break, huh? A least drink the cheap stuff,” she said.

No glasses were necessary, evidently; Kipper just started chugging from the bottle neck. A moment later, he’d found a big jar of peanut butter and was gouging out divots with his fingers.

“For fuck’s sake, Kip! You’re a Neanderthal.”

“A meander-what?” he asked, sucking blobs of Jif off his big fingers.

Next, the bedroom, she thought. There were actually several, but she couldn’t remember what the master bedroom was like.

Wow… A high four-poster bed took up half the room, and the posts were fashioned by varnished larch logs. This would make for some great shots for her OnlyFans page and her Patreon. It would give her typical stuff a brand-new look. This’ll work just fine! She brought in her case full of her sexy lingerie and all her “toys,” then she set up her laptop on the bed, because she knew she’d get no work done in the living room, where Kipper would no doubt have his eyes glued to every T&A flick on cable.

She went back outside to bring in the groceries, realizing then that she’d forgotten to buy a lot of what she’d intended. She half noticed the GPS navigator screen fizzing in and out, and a message that read CALIBRATING ALTERNATE LOCATIONS, whatever that meant. That fuckin’ thing cost a fortune; it better not be crapping out!

Outside was gorgeous, perfectly still and silent, save for a few chirping birds; the blaze of the day was slipping away. She grinned at the new, cool, tranquil environment, which seemed enchanting; it made her feel as though she were falling under a spell that she could never experience in the city. Between the distant trees, a westering sun dragged molten orange light down between the trunks, and wisps of mist seemed to exude from the plush carpet of detritus that reached beyond as far as she could see. At once her oblique mood dissipated, and she could actually say she felt happy for the first time in a while.

Kipper was asleep on the couch already, snoring. Was it possible he was actually rubbing his crotch in his sleep? Deb didn’t want to know. She returned to the bedroom and set up the camera and tripod right at the foot of the bed. Some of her clients paid extra for “private” shots and vid clips more explicit than most. All in day’s work, she realized. A girl’s gotta do anything she can to make money. In THIS day and age? You ain’t kidding…

She smiled when she got down to the bottom of the suitcase; she’d almost forgotten. What she pulled out was a Ouija board, the glow-in-the-dark kind. One client was paying righteous money for Deb to do a naked Ouija board session and attempt to call up any spirits that might be lingering. The prospect daunted her a little, but what harm could there be? Even if there were such things as ghosts, she’d read someplace that there was no record of a ghost ever hurting anyone.

She showered languidly, relishing the water carrying away the grime of the long ride. Next, she plopped herself belly-side down on the bed and began to half-doze at once. Her brain felt cluttered with all the goings-on of the day, but just as her mind approached the dusk of consciousness, all these cares were usurped by feelings of comfortable contentment. She smiled as the promise of sleep titillated her, and she seemed to be imagining herself roaming silently through the woods, through the fragrant scents of nature and beneath dappled starlight—just as she had when coming here as a child. Chasing fuzz-balls and whirlybirds, swimming in the lake, watching the squirrels frolic in the towering trees…

She fell into the most pleasant sleep she’d had in a long time, until—

A sudden phantom weight pressed the wind out of her; she gasped as her entire body tensed up. Something huge penetrated her with no warning—a cock, a hard cock, lubricated with God knew what. The throbbing thing seemed to barge right up her sphincter, like a rat plowing into its lair. Then it banged briskly in and out of the tight confine. Each stroke flattened her more on her belly, pressing more air out of her.

But at least it only lasted a minute.

“Damn you, Kip, you inconsiderate fuck!”

“What?” He was already finished, already getting up from the deed. “I thought you liked it up the heinie.”

“Well, I don’t!” she snapped back. She felt the warm spurtle of semen lolling around in her bowel like a hot tadpole. “You don’t just fuck a woman in the ass when she’s asleep!”

“Huh?” He refastened his belt. “Oh, sorry. I’m gonna cook some hot dogs. You want any?”

“NO!” she bellowed.

Kip moseyed off to the kitchen. Her senses couldn’t have been more disarranged: her rage at him, her rage at herself, and then the avalanche of despair that always stalked her when she realized what a mess she’d made of her life.

Feeling icky, she took another shower, and didn’t even want to think about the semen that was still loitering up her butt. I’ll get rid of it later… She had things to do tonight, and she was surprised when she looked at the clock: 10 p.m. It was time to get online and address some of her webcam fans. She put on a pink teddy with a split crotch and logged on.

Here was HARD4EVR, putting $35 into her Venmo to insert the vibrating egg in herself and have an orgasm (in reality, pretend to have an orgasm.) No problem. The next guy, FarKingHell, tagged her with fifty, to see her max out her nipples with the nipple pump. No big deal, and it actually felt sort of electrifying. Here was another fifty, from DickStanding, to strip nude and rub baby oil all over herself. SORRY, she typed to him, THAT’S MESSY. 75 OR NOTHING. A moment later, her Venmo dinged, and she was in business. It went like this for over an hour, but then a few regulars started slapping down a hundred at a time. Usually she’d get an oddball, and sure enough, here he was: BrownEyeSly.

His text read, I’LL PAY 500 FOR YOU TO LUBE UP A BAGUETTE AND STICK IT IN AS FAR AS IT’LL GO. Deb winced. YOU MEAN LIKE A FRENCH BREAD? she typed back, irked. YES, he replied. IT DOESN’T HAVE TO BE TOO FAT, JUST LONG.

What is with these guys?

Then she typed back I DON’T HAVE A FUCKIN FRENCH BREAD! and to this he responded quite reasonably, WELL, DO YOU THINK YOU COULD GET ONE FOR 500 BUCKS? TOMORROW NIGHT, SAME TIME?

An image locked in her mind’s eye: herself, spread-eagled on the bed…

With a French bread stuck in my cooch.

But it was five hundred dollars…

YEAH, SURE, she typed back. WHY NOT?

At the end of the session, she saw she’d made out pretty well. She could go to one of the other cam sites and do live-mic, but… Fuck it. I don’t feel like talking dirty tonight. That gig was more tiring than one might think.

Remaining online wouldn’t be necessary for what came next; she was merely to videograph herself, naked, using the Ouija board. No time like the present, she reasoned. She rearranged the camera, diverted the angle a bit, then placed the board on the bed. The client, whose screen name was MILES LONG, was paying a lot for this private job, and he’d amplified his credibility by transferring half of the money up front, always much appreciated.

MILES had communicated some modest instructions too: only candles burning, no electric lights, have a partner watch the board closely and write down any letters that the planchette might indicate. Was there anyone specifically Miles wanted to reach on the “other side”? A dead relative, etc.? No. Were there any specific questions she should ask, any special way he wanted her to conduct herself? “No,” Miles had texted her. “Just be naked and ask whatever you want. Just ask stuff like the ghost people on TV ask.”

“Piece of cake,” she muttered to herself.

She got rid of the teddy and walked out of the bedroom, but stopped as if hit in the face with a two-by-four. There was Kipper, lying nude on the couch with his legs spread like a wishbone, masturbating a mile a minute.

“Really?” she yelled. She could feel veins beating in her forehead. “You’re jerking off? You just butt-fucked me a few hours ago!”

Kip shrugged, looking over his shoulder. “Well, studly fellas like me, shit, we gotta cum, three, four times a day or we have a fit.”

Deb’s countenance of outrage doubled when she saw exactly what Kip was jerking off to on the huge TV.

“Really? You’re jerking off to Granny on the Beverly Hillbillies?”

“No, no, hon. Ellie May and…sometimes Miss Jane. That’s one pipe cleaner bitch I’d love to lay me some dick on.” And then he continued with his mission.

If Deb had had a gun in her hand—yes, she would’ve shot him. Rage reddened her face; her big bare breasts swung as she bolted forward. Why didn’t she just dump Kipper and end the humiliating nightmare? He was a loser and he was making her more of a loser too. Why didn’t she rectify this slow strangulation that was her shitty life?

She supposed she knew the answer: she was terrified of being alone…

“EEE-doggie!” someone said on the TV. Ellie May was just now getting out of the cee-ment pond. They had brick shit-houses even back in 1962.

Deb snapped off the TV.

“Shit, baby!” Kip complained. “Ya ninja’d my nut!”

Fuck your nut and fuck YOU. What the hell was WRONG with men? They were all just a bunch of potato-head goat-horny schmucks who didn’t care about anything but their next orgasm. She cranked her anger down like a water shut-off valve, or at least tried to. “Come on, Kip! Put that away! You gotta come in here and help me!”

He made a face. “Help? With what?”

“The Ouija board thing, like what we talked about. Come on!”

“Oh, yeah—” His long muscled body swiveled off the couch, his splayed butt-crack in full view. Just what I needed to see, Deb thought. She thunked barefoot back into the bedroom, while he lackadaisically followed her.

Kip continued to play with his half-hard penis. Perhaps it was subconscious. “So I’m supposed to—what? Write down—”

Deb ground her teeth. “We went over this. You stand out of the way of the camera, and while I’m doing the Ouija session you watch the planchette—”

“What’s a blanchette?”

“The planchette!” she growled, and testily held it up. “This! Got it?”

“Oh, yeah.”

“While I’m doing the session, you watch the planchette, and if it points to any letters on the board, you write those letters down. I can’t work the board and remember the letters at the same time.”

Kipper nodded, lower lip depending. “Uh, ok. I write down the letters…”

“Then we’ll see what it spells.”

Kips eyes popped wide, and he touched his temple. “Deb! A spirit just told me what the letters’ll spell!”

Deb shook her head.

Kip grinned. “The letters’ll spell…B…U…L…L…S—”

“Kiss my ass, Kip!”

“And then, after that—H…O…G…W…A—”

“Just write down the fuckin’ letters if the planchette goes to any!” she practically screamed.

She lit the candles, whose flickering orange light made the room’s dimensions shift in and out. Suddenly the room felt genuinely spooky.

“Here!” she snapped. She handed him a pad and a pen.

She turned the camera on, rechecked the frame, then got back on the bed and sat lotus-style behind the board. “Okay, here we go. Don’t say anything during the session. I need to concentrate.”

Kip nodded, grinned, and squeezed his raw genitals.

Deb closed her eyes, trying to pinpoint her concentration on the task. She recalled what the client had said: “Just ask stuff like the ghost people on TV ask.”

Here goes… With one fingertip on each side of the planchette, she made a couple of circles then put the pointer on HELLO.

“Hello,” she said.

“And hello to you too,” Kip said and chuckled.

“Shut the fuck up, you fuck brain!” Damn him, I’ll have to erase that…

Through her grimace she recollected her thoughts, recalling Ouija sessions from ghost-hunter shows. “Is there anyone out there who wants to talk to us?”

A long pause but the planchette didn’t move.

“Are there any ghosts or spirits here? Make your presence known.”

Another pause but still nothing.

Suddenly the flickering orange light felt hot on her face and bare breasts. “Are there any demons here?”

Something like sparks seemed to jump into her fingertips, and then the planchette shot quickly to YES.

Holy shit!

Kip chuckled. “Come on, Deb. Everyone’s gonna know you pushed the planchette thingie.”

Her eyes bulged up at him. “I swear to God I didn’t! I was barely touching it!”

“Sure, sure…”

“Shut up! Let me do this!” She took a deep breath and focused on the board. Then she said, “I’d like to talk to you if you don’t mind. What’s your name?”

Deb’s belly flopped as if she were on a roller coaster when the planchette moved quickly over the ranks of letters. “Write the letters down!” she wailed at Kip.

He scribbled something in the pad, then chuckled. “Looks like your friend’s name is Jerry.”

Deb’s brow furrowed. Not a name I would expect from a demon, but she shrugged and went on, “Hi, Jerry. I’m Deb and this is Kip.”

The planchette scratched back and forth.

Kipper chuckled again. “He said, ‘It’s a pleasure to meet you both.’”

Her mind spun for another question. “Where are you?”

The planchette burst into action, skidding from one letter to another. It was scary yet thrilling at the same time. This had to be real. She knew she was not moving the planchette on her own; the planchette moved so fast she couldn’t even see what letters it was indicating.

After a few more moments the planchette abruptly stopped.

“Damn, that was somethin’,” Kip said.

She looked up fretfully at him. “Please tell me you wrote down everything.”

“Shore did, I ain’t the dummy you might think I am. When you asked Jerry where he was, this is what he said back,” and he handed Deb the pad.

Deb’s breasts bobbed when she jumped up and turned on the lights. She looked at the pad.

In answer to her question of where he was, Kip’s chicken-scrawl writing was thus:

341 Amelia Dyer Road, Namaqua Prefecture, 544916

“What the hell?” she uttered, perplexed. “Looks like the road Jerry lives on is called Amelia Dyer. But what’s Namaqua Prefecture?” She scratched her head. “I think a prefecture is what they call counties or states in Japan…”

Kip squeezed his bare genitals. “Jerry lives in Japan? Cool! Ask him for some egg rolls!”

Deb smirked as if at a mouthful of lemon juice. Fuckin’ idiot… But he might be right about Japan. Then the number: 544916. That must be the zip code but it’s definitely not a U.S. zip code…

“Ask Jerry some more stuff,” Kip suggested. “This is startin’ to get fun.”

Deb turned the lights back off, then knelt back behind the board. But when she looked down…

“Holy shit…”

The planchette was pointed at GOODBYE.

“I KNOW I didn’t put it there!” she yelled.

“Huh?”

She put her fingers back on the plastic device. Now the orange light flickering on her face felt almost like hands caressing her. She took a deep breath, closed her eyes again, and began, “Jerry. Do you live in Japan?”

A long pause, but no response.

“Where exactly do you live?”

Nothing.

“Were you once a human being and then turned into a demon?”

Nothing.

“Are you alive in the same way I am?”

Nothing.

“Give it up, hon,” Kip said, yawning. “Your new boyfriend Jerry’s done talkin’, it looks like.”

She guessed he was right. “Damn it! That was all for real, Kip.”

Kip shrugged. “So maybe it was. Maybe there is a demon somewhere named Jerry and you were just talkin’ to him. What’s the big deal?”

Deb winced. What’s the big deal? Fuck you! I just proved there are demons! But how could she ever really convince anyone? I know it wasn’t faked, but no one else will.

Kip yawned again. “I’m tired as a ant haulin’ a bail of cotton. Let’s go to bed.”

Deb was disappointed, though she had no reason to be. I contacted a DEMON on a Ouija board! And she was anxious to talk to Jerry some more, but—

I guess that’s it for now.

At least she got what she came for. MILES LONG would be intrigued by this little private clip, and she’d also get the rest of her money for the job.

“Beddy-bye time,” Kip insisted. He gave the pad back to Deb, then unfolded his long body on the right side of the bed. He chuckled. “And I promise, I won’t even jerk off on ya whiles yer asleep!”

Deb sighed. “Thanks, Kip. You’re a real gentleman…”


[image: ]



The night granted Deb an atypically solid and restful sleep, and she awakened energized and enthused rather than hungover and glum. Beside her, Kip lay sprawled, snoring and nude, of course, his cock and balls exposed. God, I’m so sick of looking at his junk…

But her excitement re-found her only seconds after getting up: the Ouija board, the obvious preternatural contact she’d made, and her brief conversation with “Jerry.” She knew the board hadn’t somehow been rigged; Jerry’s responses had been far too particularized for Kip to have faked himself, and it would be absurd to think that she was moving the planchette subconsciously. That was REAL last night, she thought. It HAD to be real!

She bounced naked out of bed, unabashedly pulled open the curtains, and grinned out at the beautiful morning. Various birds cavorted in the plush tree branches, a family of possums waddled across the side yard, and the forest stretched forever. What to do today? she asked herself, teeming with excitement. Of course, later tonight they would pursue more contact with Jerry, and she suspected they’d be doing the same every night for the remainder of their stay. I’ll film every session, put ’em on YouTube, and—who knows?—maybe they’ll go viral! She’d do her regular webcam and OnlyFans stuff early, and make herself more prepared for the next Ouija sessions, have more articulate questions prepared, and maybe do a little online research as to the proper use of spirit boards.

But the thought of her webcam responsibilities only reminded her there was one thing she needed to do before any of this other stuff: Get a baguette!

With a smirk, she jostled Kip awake and said, “Hey! I’m going to the store after my shower. If you want anything write, me a list.”

“Store?” he said groggily. “Fuck, I’m horny… What’choo need at the store?”

Deb sighed. “A baguette.”

He peered at her through slit eyes. “What the fuck’s that?”

“A fuckin’ French bread! Don’t worry about it. Just make a list if you want anything.”

He gulped, closed his eyes, nodded, and squeezed his flaccid genitals.

What a great life I have, she groaned to herself.

When she was showered and dressed, she was surprised to find Kipper up and in the kitchen making coffee. Naked, of course. He pointed behind him to the plaid-topped table. “Right there’s a list I made for ya, babe. Some important stuff we need.”

She picked up the paper and immediately thought, Asshole… The first thing on the shopping list was Anal-Eeze.

And the rest?

Beer.

Chips, lots of ’em.

Slim Jims.

Twinkies, lots of ’em.

Bottle of Black Velvet.

Cheese dip.

Beer.

“They’re not gonna have Anal-fuckin’-Eeze at a little grocery store out here in the sticks…”

“Crisco, then; it don’t matter. Just thinkin’ of you, babe.”

“Terrific. I’ll be back later.”

“Toodles!” But before she got out the door, he stopped her. “Wait! Hon?”

She turned. “What?”

“Ya think when ya get back we could maybe play some Hide the Salami?” And then, no surprise, he grinned and flapped his cock at her.

“I’d much rather play Cut the Salami Off,” she said, and stalked out of the house. Kip’s honking laughter followed her out.

In the car, she recalled there was a small grocery store a ways back, so she typed CLOSEST GROCERY STORE into the GPS and it immediately popped up a Hull’s Grocery & General Store, about twenty miles away. Then she tagged it and let the GPS guide her.

“Veer left at fork on Turkey Neck Road in point-five miles,” instructed the voice, like a fussy, stuck-up woman.

Deb followed the instructions while her attention was sidetracked over her excitement about the Ouija session; she couldn’t get it out of her head. Would Jerry communicate with her again tonight? Would some other entity? Would Jerry ever ask her questions?

Damn, once I’m done with this French bread gig, I’m back on that board!

Before long she found the little convenience store, and she took in the list that Kip had made. Right off, she was delighted to find a bread barrel full of long, thin baguettes. She held one up and smiled at it. I’m gonna make five hundred bucks because of you!

The old proprietor behind the counter had a white mustache like that of a walrus. He smiled, nodded, then—

You fuckin’ old asshole!

—shot a glance right at the crotch of her jeans. She was infuriated when men did that, or blatantly ogled her breasts, but she never admitted the contradiction: every night on her webcam she eagerly offered up glimpses of her bare body to the same kinds of men—for money—and she was all too happy for their attention.

Beer, Slim Jims…what else did he want? She opened the list that Kip had prepared and now noticed that he’d written it on the back of the sheet he’d used last night, where he’d transcribed Jerry’s Ouija responses.

She read over the letters Kip had copied from the board: 341 Amelia Dyer Road, Namaqua Prefecture, 544916. The response intrigued her in its uninterpretability. When I get back, I’ll look it up online…

The hayseed proprietor with the walrus mustache rang up and bagged all of her items. Now he was eyeing her breasts fairly overtly, and it didn’t help that she was braless and the friction against her blouse caused her nipples to stand up.

God damn, man! Make it obvious, why don’t you?

“Reckon you’re fixin’ to throw yourself a big shindig, huh, dearie?”

“You reckon right,” she replied, paying with her card. “Say, have you ever heard of Amelia Dyer Road?”

His bushy eyebrows slanted down. “Naw, ain’t no road called that anywhere near here.”

“And I don’t guess you’ve ever heard of Namaqua Prefecture?”

The old man paused. He was staring right between her legs again.

You old pervert! she thought.

He blinked out of his stare. “Nama-what? Naw, dearie, don’t know where you’re gettin’ these names, but there ain’t no place neither called Nama—whatever you just said.”

“Okay, thanks anyway…”

But the proprietor’s gaze snapped right back to her crotch again.

Fuck. I guess all men are the same when you get right down to it. She put one of her webcam cards on the counter. “If you want to see my pussy that bad, log on to this website sometime, and don’t be chintzy.”

Back in the car, she noticed ranks of almost-black storm clouds sliding in behind her. Damn it. Where’d they come from? There’d been no clouds in the sky when she’d gone in the store. She pressed the RETURN TO LAST LOCATION button, and the GPS voice said, “Proceed fourteen-point-six miles down Pig Neck Road, then veer right onto Turkey Neck Road.” What is it with the ‘necks’ out here?

Then the GPS beeped, and the voice warned, “A storm may be coming your way. Please execute caution…”

Fuckin’ great! she thought. At the same time, the sky above her darkened further. She jumped in her seat at a loud boom of thunder, and seconds later, rain was being dumped on the car.

Deb hated driving in the rain.

She flicked on the lights and wipers, her hands tightening on the wheel. The rain was now falling in sheets
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