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​Chapter 1: Polymailers and Pitchmen
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I suppressed a heavy sigh, the sound lost in the rhythmic thwack-zip of my tape gun. I respected the grind of a good side hustle—hell, I lived it—but I absolutely despised the predatory, neon-saturated "hey hun" MLM culture. It was always the same tired script: overpriced polyester leggings that dissolved in the wash, chalky diet shakes that tasted like despair, or weird kitchen gadgets that did one job poorly, all pushed by women who suddenly started calling you "bestie" in your Facebook messages after ten years of silence.

The predatory nature of these schemes, preying on stay-at-home parents with hollow promises of "financial freedom" and "building an empire," felt particularly offensive to someone who actually understood the razor-thin margins and back-breaking labor of legitimate self-employment. While they were busy "manifesting," I was actually moving inventory. My hallway was a gauntlet of fifty ready-to-ship polymailers, each one representing a real transaction, a verified five-star review, and actual money in the bank—not a recruitment fee filtered through seven levels of "Diamond-Tier" uplines.

I could almost hear the ghosts of my ancestors—pragmatic, hard-working vampires who had survived the Great Depression by selling hand-carved stakes and vintage blood-bag alternatives—scoffing at the sheer, unadulterated laziness of the modern scam. This wasn't commerce; it was a parasitic infection wrapped in neon pink and aggressive exclamation points. I checked the tape gun's remaining roll, the rhythmic clicking a grounding counterpoint to the cloying, synthetic floral scent wafting off the invitation Stacy had shoved into my mailbox earlier that morning.

"Stacy, that sounds... super," I lied, my voice strained as I edged back toward my heavy-duty tape dispenser. "But I've got a massive pile of vintage inventory to process, over twelve hundred items to be exact, and a run to the Abba House Thrift store planned for early tomorrow morning. I'm going to have to pass."

"Are you sure? It's going to be life-changing!" Stacy insisted, her enthusiasm bordering on manic. She thrust a heavy, beige cardstock invitation into my hands. It smelled aggressively of eucalyptus and something cloying—a scent that made my vampire senses itch with an underlying metallic tang. "Just think about it, Becca! You could be your own boss!"

I already am, I thought, my gaze flickering to the fifty ready-to-ship packages cluttering my hallway, each one representing a real transaction rather than a recruitment fee.

"I'll check my calendar," I offered, flashing a tight, fanged smile that went unnoticed in her "girlboss" haze. I gently but firmly closed the heavy oak door before she could attempt to upsell me on a starter kit.

I tossed the invitation onto the counter, right next to Franklin. My massive, carnivorous botanical terror of a houseplant sniffed the eucalyptus-scented cardstock, let out a wet sneeze, and immediately tried to snap it out of the air with his leafy jaws.

"Leave it, buddy," I warned him, picking up my tape gun. "That stuff is toxic in more ways than one. We don't have time for neighborhood nonsense today; these polymailers won't ship themselves".
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​Chapter 2: The Mixer
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"Oh, I see it," I murmured, my voice a dry, predatory rasp that barely carried over the aggressive, artificial cheer of the rented community center. The air in the room was a thick, cloying soup of cheap vanilla candles, expensive perfume, and the electric hum of a dozen ring lights, but beneath the superficial sweetness, my fangs were beginning to throb with a sharp, rhythmic ache. It was a biological Geiger counter clicking frantically in the presence of a true apex predator. I wasn't just seeing a sales pitch; I was witnessing a masterclass in the glamour of the hunt.

I watched Serena Vance pivot with the practiced, terrifying grace of a ballerina-turned-assassin. She moved through the crowd of wide-eyed housewives, dazzling them with a manufactured warmth that radiated like a heat lamp in a reptile cage—designed to comfort, but ultimately intended to facilitate digestion. Every time she laughed, a crystalline, rehearsed sound, the hair on my arms stood up. She touched a shoulder here, complimented a statement necklace there, each gesture a subtle hook designed to reel them into her parasitic downline.

"She's not just draining their bank accounts, Miller," I continued, my vampire senses sharpening and zeroing in on the shimmering, sickly-green threads of energy that pulsed like spider silk between Serena and her audience. They weren't just buying essential oils; they were offering up their essence. "She's eating their ambition. Every desperate dream they have of being more than a suburban punchline, every ounce of hope for a different life, is being vacuumed up to keep her skin glowing and her designer suit perfectly pressed. It's a spiritual multi-level marketing where the commissions are paid in soul-fragments."

I felt a cold surge of nausea. This was the ultimate, ancient evolution of the pyramid scheme. "Look at them, Miller. They're smiling as they starve, nodding along to her 'Girlboss' script while she siphons away the very thing that makes them human. She's sitting at the absolute apex of a food chain they don't even realize they've been recruited into. This isn't a business meeting or a 'Vision Board' seminar; it's a banquet, and the neighborhood is the main course."
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​Chapter 3: The Pitch
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The atmospheric pressure in Stacy's meticulously curated, climate-controlled living room suddenly plummeted, the air thickening into a cloying, physical weight. The artificial, overly-sweet floral scent of the AuraGlow essential oil diffusers underwent a sickening metamorphosis, curdling into something metallic, ancient, and undeniably predatory. Serena Vance didn't just stand there; she loomed, her perfectly manicured nails, painted a sharp, predatory shade of "Executive Emerald," digging deep into the heavy cardboard of the five-hundred-dollar starter kit. The structural integrity of the box groaned under a strength that was decidedly not human, the sound of protesting fibers sharp and jarring in the sudden, suffocating silence. Serena's human glamour remained polished—the crisp designer blazer, the flawless blowout, the radiant, practiced smile—but the shadowy, oppressive weight of her aura flared like a dark sun, pressing down on my chest with the physical force of a tidal wave. Her eyes, for a terrifying fraction of a second, lost their calculated warmth, shimmering with the raw, rhythmic hunger of a creature whose dinner had just dared to talk back.

"I see," Serena said, her voice dropping to a terrifyingly soft register, a velvet purr that vibrated deep in the marrow of my bones. She didn't just speak; she projected a sense of absolute, terrifying authority that demanded submission. "Well. We wouldn't want to disrupt your... little thrift store operation. Or whatever it is you do with those piles of polymailers cluttering your hallway."

The insult was deliberate and surgical, a needle meant to deflate my status and humiliate me in front of the neighborhood's "Boss Babe" elite. Stacy let out a strangled, horrified gasp, her face turning a sickly shade of pale as she looked between us, her loyalties clearly fraying under the supernatural tension. But I had dealt with far worse from lowballing online buyers at 3:00 AM and aggressive eBay scammers; a snide comment from a Diamond-Tier succubus with an attitude problem wasn't going to make me blink.

"Exactly," I said, offering a cheerful, tight-lipped smile that kept my fangs firmly hidden behind a mask of professional politeness. "Every polymailer counts when you're actually moving inventory instead of just 'manifesting' it. Now, if you'll excuse me, I really do need to get home. My teenager is probably wondering where I am, and Bruce, my Chihuahua, is very particular about his walking schedule."

Miller took his cue instantly, stepping smoothly to my side like a silent, protective wall of flannel and muscle. We navigated our way through the sea of beige cardigans and glassy-eyed housewives, their vacant stares following our retreat like porcelain dolls in a haunted shop. The silence in the room was deafening, heavy with the unsaid judgment and the electric hum of Serena's lingering influence, until the solid oak of Stacy's front door finally clicked shut behind us, severing the connection.

"Well," Miller muttered as we stepped out into the humid Georgia evening, the scent of damp earth and reality a welcome relief from the demonic perfume. He let out a breath
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