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In the dimly lit living room, Nonnie Lonigan stared at her computer screen and gulped a mouthful of cheap wine. The balance in her checking account had dwindled to practically nothing, and her total savings amounted to a whopping twenty dollars. The only thing more pitiful than her bank account was her love life. 

The economy was down, unemployment was up, and magazines were folding on a daily basis. The once noble freelance writer profession seemed only one small step away from wearing a sign that read, will work for food. What she needed desperately was a knock-your-socks-off-story-of-a-lifetime, and she needed it fast. 

She reached for the wine glass on her desk and wracked her brain, mentally running a list of subject matter and discarding one lame idea after another. Damn! She needed something exciting—a surefire idea that would sell an article quickly. The rent for her rundown Manhattan apartment was coming due, and her resources had shriveled like a piece of week-old pizza. 

Even the stack of magazines on her coffee table failed to provide inspiration. Everyone and his brother had written about the current economic downturn and how to survive on pennies a day, followed by global warming and stock market woes. All the supposed hot topics had been done to death.

Hmmm...death. Maybe she should write an exposé about funeral price-fixing and the high cost of dying. She could go undercover as a...as a what? A corpse? A ghost? Or maybe she could pretend to be a grief-stricken relative of the deceased. No, that wouldn’t work. She might have to come up with a dead body. As much as her family loved a good old-fashioned Irish wake, they probably wouldn’t be that cooperative. 

Nonnie leaned back and, with the last sip of wine, an idea took shape in the debris swirling around her brain. She stared off into space as the seed of an idea grew then finally blossomed. What about modern-day vampires? They were hot, sexy, alluring creatures cloaked in secrecy and living on the fringes of society. Suppose she went underground and debunked the romantic myths with absolute facts about the so-called sensuous night stalkers? 

Wow! Now she was onto something. She popped out of the chair, poured another glass of wine, and sat at the computer to Google vampires. They were about as topical as you could get, and Wikipedia was full of information. 

The next time Nonnie looked at the clock, it was two in the morning, and she knew enough about the sexy creatures to portray one. All she had to do was find out where the local vamps hung out and pay them a visit, disguised as one of their own. This could even turn out to be an eventful two-for-one deal, a great story, as well as some long overdue, really hot sex. 

She still had two hours till closing time at Duffy’s—the local, retro Irish pub she frequented when in need of liquid refreshment, companionship, and loud music. If any one person in the entire city knew where the vamps hung out, it would be Randy, the bartender. 

Not bothering to change out of jeans and sneakers, she stuffed her ponytail into a NY Yankees cap and grabbed her jacket. 

The elevator in the dimly lit hallway had two speeds—slow and stop. After reading about vampires and other things that go bump in the night, she felt a little creeped out. It was late, and the only signs of life were the smell of boiled cabbage and the faint sound of eerie organ music drifting vaguely from one of the apartments on her floor. Thoroughly spooked, Nonnie glanced over her shoulder and felt a sudden chill. It reminded her of that old saying about someone walking on her grave. 

Once down on the main floor, she breezed through the deserted vestibule, stepped out onto a soggy Eighth Avenue, and hop-scotched around puddles left by a slow-moving storm front that had turned New York into a waterlogged mess for an entire week. 

Less than half a block away, Duffy’s washed-out neon sign loomed out of the fog. As soon as she opened the door, the smell of stale beer wafted across her nostrils. Randy looked up and smiled. “Hey, Nonnie! Boy, am I glad to see you. Get your sweet little butt over here and save me from a slow death by boredom.” 

Seated on a stool, with one foot resting on the ice bin behind the almost empty bar, he tossed a coaster in front of her and glanced down at three old-timers discussing the Yankees lineup back in the day. “You’re just in time. Another hour of listening to those guys, I’d be in a coma. You want a beer?” 

Nonnie admired the tight jeans and T-shirt that outlined his fabulous abs and shook her head. “No thanks, how about a white wine spritzer.” 

He dragged himself off the stool with a grunt, made her drink, and slid it in front of her. “That’s on the house.” He collapsed back on the stool, gave her the once over, and grinned. “I gotta tell you, sweet cheeks. You are a sight for sore eyes.” He glanced at his watch. “What brings you out on such a dark and stormy night at this late hour?” 

She raised one eyebrow provocatively and lowered her voice. “I came to see you, Randy. I need something only you can give me.” He’d been trying to get in her pants since the first time they met. This was part of their usual banter. 

His grin lit up the room. “Yeah, right. Either you need to borrow a few bucks, or you’ve finally come to your senses.” He winked. “If it’s a little lovin’ you need, you’ve definitely come to the right place.” 

“I appreciate the offer.” One of these days, she just might take him up on it. “But, what I need right now is information. Word has it that you know the dark side of this city better than anyone in town.” 

“I don’t know where you heard that, but it’s probably true. What do you want to know?” 

She leaned forward. “I heard there’s a place in the city where vampires hang out. I need to know where it is.” 

The smile vanished. “You got to be kidding, Nonnie. Why the hell would you want to know that?” He pulled her drink toward him and dropped the coaster on top of it. “If you’re planning to go there, you’re cut off. Either you’ve had too much to drink already, or you’ve been smokin’ some really good shit.” 

It was the first time she had ever noticed the tiny crease between Randy’s eyebrows. 

He lowered his voice. “Whatever it is you’re up to, trust me, it wouldn’t be a good idea to get mixed up with that bunch.” 

She knew he was right, but she’d reached a point of financial desperation that forced her to take chances. It was a matter of survival. Keeping it light, she teased him with her best come-hither look. “If you’re afraid you’ll lose me as a customer, don’t be. I always come back to you, don’t I?” 

He glanced down at the old guys at the end of the bar and leaned toward her. “Why do
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