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FANTASY ISLAND: MOXIE’S VAMPIRE

When bestselling romance author, Moxie
Calhoun, is approached by her publisher to create a new vampire
series, she’s up for the challenge. Because she reads and writes
contemporary, Moxie researches by reading every vampire romance and
watching every vampire movie she can get her hands on. At the end
Moxie makes a startling conclusion, she just doesn’t find vampires
sexually appealing. As a writer she has no doubt she can create a
realistic vampire for her readers, but how can she make him sexy
enough to fall in love with when the whole idea of vampires leaves
her feeling “Meh.”

Obviously, she needs to take her research to
the next level. Enter Fantasy Island. Since vampires don’t exist in
the real world, Moxie requests to meet a variety of vampires,
face-to-face, in the hopes doing so will spark some flame of
interest. Unfortunately, her plan succeeds all too well.
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Fantasy Island Vacation Getaways

 


For the Romance Lover

 

Ever wonder what it would be like to be the
star of a romance novel? Why
waste time simply reading when you can be the lead in your very own
story, created exclusively for you?

Come, let your imagination soar.

If you can dream it, we can build it. Call
today. Don't delay. Our friendly staff is waiting for you.

*Prices vary. Terms and Conditions
apply.


Dear Fantasy Island,






Based on your ad, I believe my request is
atypical of those I assume you normally receive. I’m not seeking to
meet my book boyfriend in person, or become the heroine of my
favorite romance novel. What I need is a bit more complex, and you
are the only one who can provide it.

I am a contemporary romance author.
Recently, my publisher came to me desiring I write a vampire
romance series. It seems paranormal romance, particularly those
featuring vampires, are very lucrative. I agreed to give it a try,
though it’s really not my forte.

I read every vampire romance I could get my
hands on from a large variety of authors. I googled vampires and
researched their history in myths and lore, art and film, and I
watched hours and hours of vampire movies.

What I learned is there is no consistency
when it comes to the vampire. Some are undead. Others are alive.
They can be human, alien, or another species altogether. Some are
good. Others are evil, having damned their souls.

Some vampires have incredible supernatural
powers, like the ability to shape-shift into any animal or form.
Some can only be distinguished by their need for blood and
avoidance of the sun. Some burst into flames when sunlight hits
them, and others sparkle.

Oh, and not all feed on blood. Some feed off
emotions or psychic energy, like sex. The variety seems endless,
and the only thing they all appear to have in common is their very
sharp, very pointy fangs.

The problem is I simply don’t find vampires
sexy or desirable as a love interest, though the authors and
creators did a wonderful job with their craft. Because of their
hard work, I know I can fashion believable, realistic vampires for
my series, but how can I make my readers fall in love with them
when I’m not?

This is where I hope you can help. I’d like
to meet a variety of vampires. Interview them, speak with them
face-to-face in their natural habitat, and maybe even go out on a
date or two. I need to experience them for myself and see what it
is about them that readers find so appealing.

As stated earlier, since vampires do not
exist in the real world, you are the only one who can help me with
this. I’m sure you have a waiting list of people wanting legitimate
fantasies. I hope you can accommodate my request.

Anxiously awaiting your reply, (I’m on a
deadline)

Felicia Jones a.k.a. Moxie Calhoun,

Romance Author







Chapter One


Felicia Jones stepped off the seaplane onto
the gently floating dock. Balmy breezes and temperatures in the
mid-seventies felt much better than the oppressive heat and
humidity of the city from which she hailed. She moved off the water
and onto the land to make room for the other debarking
passengers.

On the shore, a welcome party awaited. A
lovely young Polynesian woman in native costume stepped forward.
“Welcome to Fantasy Island.”

Felicia bent so she could place the lei
around her neck. “Thank you.”

“This way, please.” The woman motioned to a
grassy area where a small group of men in island wear played music
softly.

There’d been six passengers on the plane
with her. Felicia had listened to them giddily speculate on their
fantasies, and how they would play out. As was the case whenever
serious readers got together, various author names were bandied
about. Felicia had been amused to hear her pen name and one of her
more popular book series mentioned, but remained quiet, not wanting
to reveal her identity.

The other vacationers’ excitement was
contagious. Felicia found herself switching from researcher to
adventurer mode. She’d needed the reminder not to take life so
seriously. If she didn’t accomplish her goals, the worst that would
happen is she’d have to return the advance she received. Even if
she didn’t get a vampire story out of this trip, she’d definitely
be able to use her experience in a contemporary romance for her
loyal reader base.

Glancing around, she felt the last of her
tension leave. It had been too long since she’d allowed herself to
relax. She couldn’t remember the last time she’d gone on vacation.
There was always another manuscript to write, deadline to meet, or
book to promote. The life of a writer could be exhausting.

Fortunately, she was a fairly prolific
writer. She’d finished the last book in her Going Home series, and
all three books were with the publisher waiting for publication.
She also had a new military series halfway completed, a year ahead
of schedule, along with a few holiday shorts. She was in a good
position to take a break.

With her champagne glass in one hand, given
to her by a server, Felicia stood with the others as their host,
Mr. Blanc, greeted them. She listened to his speech with half an
ear and when he raised his glass in a toast, Felicia lifted hers as
well.

“Let the adventure begin,” she said
softly.

From the lagoon, they were transported in
canopy covered golf carts to another reception area on the green in
front of an old-styled white plantation home. Tables were set out
and a buffet lined one area. Starved from hours of traveling,
Felicia ate until she was full and the sight of the delicacies no
longer tempted her.

The late evening sun slowly dipped behind
the horizon. Its reddish-golden glow faded to bluish-grey, and
gradually to the dark of night. Strategically placed Tiki torches
made of bamboo were lit, providing light and relief from
insects.

One by one, her fellow travelers disappeared
until she alone remained. As she sat sipping the pineapple laced
fruit punch, the air became charged, just like it did before a
lightning strike. Had thunder clouds rolled in? She glanced up at
the clear night sky.

She shivered and goose bumps rose on her
arms. The hair on her nape stood on end. The feeling of being
watched swept over her so strongly, Felicia swiveled her head from
side-to-side, searching for the source of that intent stare.

“Ms. Jones, or should I call you Ms.
Calhoun?” Mr. Blanc asked.

His question startled her, and she jumped.
She’d been so intent on her search of the surrounding darkness, she
hadn’t noticed him approaching. “Felicia is fine. Having two names
can be confusing. I prefer, whenever possible, to go by my real
name.”

“Very good. Felicia it is,” he said with his
light British accent. “I’m sorry for the delay, but we had to wait
for nightfall for your fantasy to begin.”

She smiled ruefully. “Of course. Vampires
are creatures of the night, aren’t they?”

“Very much so. I have procured you a guide
to help with your research. You will stay with him in his home, and
he will introduce you around, allowing you to conduct your
interviews. Please follow his instructions to the letter. I cannot
stress this enough. Your safety depends upon it. He’s not only your
expert, he’s your bodyguard. Am I clear?”

Serious now, Felicia nodded. “Yes, very.
I’ll do as he says.”

Exhaling a sigh of relief, Mr. Blanc said,
“Thank you. Here he is now. Ms. Felicia Jones, may I present to
you, Mr. David Carmichael?”

Felicia turned to see yet another man she
hadn’t noticed, or felt approaching, standing slightly behind her.
David Carmichael was a tall, slender man with brownish-blond hair
that fell below his jawline to just above his shoulders. His long
face, small thin lips, and narrow nose gave him an aristocratic
appearance. His solemn expression spoke of a face that rarely
smiled. He was neither ugly nor attractive.

Felicia stood and held out her hand.
“Hello.”

Mr. Carmichael took it, brought it to his
lips, and kissed the back of it. “It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

She would have thought the gesture an
affectation on his part, but it seemed totally natural. Maybe it
was his faint British accent that made it acceptable. He released
her promptly, and she returned her hand to her side, ignoring the
tingle his kiss left behind.

“Are you ready?” he asked.

“Yes, I am. Let me get my things.” She
collected her purse and laptop sleeve off the table, and bent to
grab the handle of her small rolling suitcase.

“Allow me.” Mr. Carmichael reached for her
luggage and laptop.

Felicia handed the items over gratefully.
She
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