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To Timmy Valentine


Author’s Note

That was then…this is now…and pretty much has stayed the same.

I have written more short stories, put out a couple of collections (with a new one on the way, if /when my MUSE stops complicating things by giving me new ideas), three new novels from Flame Tree Publishing— SECOND LIVES, SECOND CHANCES and SEBASTIAN.

I’m also working on a new novel, KILLING FROST (but again, it’s up to my MUSE to “make time” for it).

Now, a short comment about NIGHT PRAYERS…

It was written in another time and place, when political correctness and cultural appropriation were the stuff of plot points and not much else. The world has grown up since this book was originally written and I like to think I’ve grown along with it...well, let’s just say I’m now old enough to know better.

So take the novel as written with a pound of salt and know that the author I was had tongue planted firmly in cheek while she wrote this (to an Alice Cooper sound track).


“For your sake we are being slain all the day; we are looked upon as sheep to be slaughtered.”

Romans 9:36

“You said it would be different!”

Allison Garrett
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PROLOGUE

 

“You said it would be different! You lied to me!”

Allison picked up the heavy glass ashtray and hurled it at him. A wasted effort. She knew it would never touch him.

It didn’t.

Seth caught it in mid-air and crushed it to a powder between his fingers. She watched it rain down over the side of the bed and into the motel’s green-gold carpet. Ashes to ashes… dust to dust.

He chuckled, and Allison felt tiny shivers race up her spine.

It was the same honey-dripped baritone she’d heard over the din and “wanna screw” lines at the Country Western bar that’d become her home away from home once she realized being thirty-seven and single really was the pits.

But he’d noticed her—walked right past the perfect grins and perfect boobs and tight asses and offered to buy her champagne. Because, he said, it went with her sparkling personality.

And she bought it.

Was still buying it.

Allison slammed her naked rump into the wall next to the dresser and rode it down to the floor.

“You did lie,” she mumbled, not ready to lose the fight yet… not yet. Not any earlier than she had to.

“Never did, pun’kin.” he said softly. Easily. Allison heard the bed springs creak as he stretched. She began to claw furrows in the worn carpet. “Besides, what’d you think would be different?”

chuckle chuckle chuckle

“Everything,” she snapped. “I thought everything would be different.” The springs accompanied him as he got off the bed. His perfect body glowed pale blue in the darkness, his erect penis still wet from their last bout of lovemaking.

Screwing, Allison corrected. Him screwER, me screwed.

Period.

Seth smiled at her, his fangs gleaming, and shrugged.

“Life’s what you make of it, darlin’,” he said, “so I guess the same thing goes for death.”

“Now’s a great time to tell me,” she whispered. “I just … I just thought I’d feel different, that’s all.”

“How can you feel anything, sweet thing? You’re dead.”

There were a hell of a lot of things they didn’t tell her about this job when she signed on.

“It’s not fair.”

“Hey, babe, what made you think death would be any fairer than life was? It don’t work that way.”

Allison looked up and shot him the bird. He acted like it was the funniest thing he’d ever seen.

“What? No one ever tell you to go fuck yourself before?”

Seth walked over and knelt in front of her. Allison felt the velvet soft tip of his cock press against her raised knee—and moved.

“See? You felt that didn’t you? Nothin’s changed.”

“That’s right,” Allison yelled. “Nothing’s changed. NOTH-ING!”

Seth reached out and she slapped him away. His eyes flared red for an instant before cooling back to their pale grey-green.

“Now, don’t be like that, sweet thing. More things have changed than you know. F’instance, you ain’t gonna get any older … an’ I thought that was one of the biggies on your list.”

It was one of the things … one of the hundreds of things he’d wheedled out of her that first night in the bar over glasses of sparkling wine. He seemed so interested in her “as a person” that Allison dropped the facade she’d carefully cultivated and started pouring out thirty-seven years of unrequited dreams and never-ending disappointments.

And fears. About growing old. Alone.

About dying.

Alone.

And he held her hand and tsked and said that he could do something about that. If she wanted.

If she wanted: The perfect hook for a woman who’d begun counting the minutes on her biological clock.

Walking hand in hand back to his motel room, Allison had let herself imagine what it would be like to spend the rest of her life with the pale man with green eyes.

The rest of her life lasted three nights.

Allison felt another tingle crawl down her backbone.

“The word’s dead,” Seth said suddenly. “Well … undead if you want to get technical.”

“What are you talking about?”

“You an’ me, kid. The undead.” He leaned forward quickly and jammed his tongue into her mouth. Allison jerked back and tried to wipe the taste of raw sewage.

“Aw, don’t be like that, sweet lips. We got it made! Everything that’s ever gonna happen to you has already happened, babe. Just remember, real feelin’s for the livin’. When I did you I gave you fer-ever.” He nuzzled her neck, suckled the shrunken puncture wounds above her jugular. “Now get on up here and show me how grateful you are.”

Her ass squelched against the wall as Seth pulled her to her feet. He was less gentle than he’d been when she was still—

Allison pressed her lips together as Seth spread her legs apart and began dry-humping her against the cracked plaster. She didn’t worry about what the occupants in the next room might think. It wasn’t anything they hadn’t heard before…

Over the last seventy-two hours…

Seth’s fangs broke new ground as he worked himself in deeper. She’d whimpered the first time—not from the bite or the size of his cock … but because it had been so God damned cold.

Like fucking a dead snake.

The first time.

Now they were both dead snake cold.

Allison yawned into her cupped hand and waited for him to finish.

“Hmmmm,” he whispered less than a moment later, “that was nice.”

“Thanks.”

He kissed her on the cheek as he pulled out, then sank his teeth into her left breast.

For old time’s sake.

“Yessir … you were one of the best I ever had.”

High praise, no doubt. Allison sneered.

“Well, best be headin’ out. Dawn ain’t far away and there’s still a great big ol’ world out there, just full of hot-blooded, lonely women.” Seth glanced at the pile of clothes laying at the foot of the rumpled bed and wrinkled his nose. An instant later he was dressed in a dark colored Kentucky Headhunters tee-shirt and jeans. Allison blinked and felt the carpeting come up and smack her on the butt.

Hard.

“How’d you …?”

“Well, babe, it’s been fun,” he said, winking at her. “Don’t take no wooden stakes, now, y’hear.” His chuckle had lost some of its endearing quality. “Get it… wooden stakes!”

“Yeah, right—hah, hah. But how did you get dressed like …” Allison’s brain finally caught up with her mouth. “What do you mean it’s been fun? I’m going with you.”

“Hell no.” Seth sat down on the edge of the bed and began tucking his jeans into the tops of his boots. “We had our fun—now we can go spread it around.”

“Spread it around?”

Another series of tingles tip-toed up Allison’s spine. This time, they had nothing to do with Seth’s clogged-drain chuckling. “But I mean …” What DO I mean? “… I mean—in all the movies, the Head … you know … Vampire always has this army of the undead around him. You know?”

Seth leaned over his knees and shook his head at her.

“Damn girl, you really didn’t have no life, did you? Here’s a hint,” he said. “Movies ain’t real.”

Like this is, Allison thought as she hugged her knees tightly against her chest. “Are there any … others like us out there?”

“Suppose so.” Seth smiled at her as he stood up, fangs still fully extended. For effect. “But I wouldn’t try to find ’em, if I were you. A group of anything makes a better target. If you don’t believe me just go ask the Jews or Blacks or American Indians. Hang out with your own kind long enough and, one day, somebody’ll notice … and take it into their tiny little minds to do somethin’ about it.

“First thing you gotta learn is that there’s safety in numbers … and that number’s one.”

Seth clapped at his own wit as he took a step toward her.

“Second thing is the ‘wither thou goest’ shit just don’t work for our kind.”

He blew her a kiss and winked. “You were one hell of a fine feed, babe.”

His outline slowly began to dissolve, blending with the dark and becoming part of it. When he spoke again his voice was as empty as the wind.

Just stop believin’ everything you see in the movies, okay? Be seein ya.

Then he was gone.

And she was alone.

Again.

Allison relaxed her grip and leaned back against the wall. Alone.

For all eternity.

Empty.

Shit, I’m hungry.
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It was the hunger that drove her back to the Silver Concho Saloon. Back to the old hunting grounds. But tonight she was the hunter. Sitting in one of the bar’s secluded booths, Allison ran a finger down the dripping side of the first of a three-drink minimum and watched the action taking place in front of her. Sometimes subtle—mostly overt: Eyes studied potential bed partners for any outward appearance of disease, lips smiled veiled invitations, perfect breasts spoke of fantasies fulfilled. A woman in tight jeans and off-the-shoulder blouse walked past two men in business suits, tossing her bleached curls and pointedly ignoring them.

It was pitiful.

But it did give the term “meat market” a whole new meaning.

Smiling, Allison lifted her glass and saluted the room indiscriminately. Someone across the room returned the salute.

And all the bravado she’d worked on since leaving (forcing herself to leave) the motel room vanished.

Shit… it was real.

Allison picked up her drink and stared at the lime curl floating across the top of the tequila.

The whole purpose of her existence now was to attract men and suck them dry. Pretty much the same goal she’d had since high school.

She smiled and shook her head. Seth was right… things weren’t any different.

“If there’s anything purdier than a beautiful woman laughin’ I don’t know what it might be.”

Allison could smell the blood flowing in his veins—warm and tantalizing—as she looked up … slowly … letting her eyes drift past the crisp, indigo jeans, up to the real silver belt buckle and matching beer gut, then following the braided leather bolo tie to the crooked smile, ruddy cheeks and blood shot eyes.

As a Vampire she was supposed to have the seductive powers of a bitch in heat… and this is what it got her? The Pillsbury Doughboy version of the Marlboro Man?

Her stomach rumbled its approval.

Din-din.

Allison swallowed the saliva filling her mouth and remembered to smile as he slid into the booth next to her.

“Hope y’all don’t mind.” He was making sure she noticed the real west twang in his voice. It was the same thing Seth had done. “But I just couldn’t stand seein’ such a purdy young thing sittin’ all by herself. Didn’t seem right. Name’s Buck.”

Buck.

Allison took the pudgy dough-boy hand and squeezed it gently.

“Wooo-WEEE, little lady, you’re hand’s as cold as ice!” He lifted her hand to his lips and blew warm air across her fingers. “But like they say, cold hands mean a warm heart. Ain’t that right?”

She pulled her hand back and brought him along for the ride.

“You wouldn’t believe how warm … Buck.”

Just to make sure he wouldn’t misunderstand her intentions, Allison ran the tip of her tongue lazily across her top lip. She could hear the front of his brand-new jeans creak under the pressure of his stiffening cock. That hadn’t changed either.

Her new position on the food chain just made it more interesting.

Somewhat.

Her stomach snarled loud enough for Buck to notice.

“Whoa, you sound hungry.”

“Starving.“

Pressing in close, Allison arched her back so her intended dinner … companion … could see she wasn’t wearing a bra beneath the loose-fitting silk blouse.

“You’re fucking gorgeous!”

“Sweet talker,” she purred, nuzzling his ear, then licking off the drool she left behind. The scent of blood overpowered the Brute aftershave he’d apparently taken a bath in.

Allison nudged him gently in the ribs and told herself she was only asking the next question because it prolonged the delicious cat-and-mouse game.

“You really think I’m … pretty?”

Really miss not being able to see yourself in the old looking-glass, don’t you, kid?

“Ma’am … you’re about the most beautiful woman I’ve ever seen.”

Happy now?

Smiling, Allison tossed her short, layered cut hair and wished she had let it grow out—one last sweeping mane of auburn before the grey started to come in.

An instant later, heavy curls cascaded down past her shoulders.

“What the hell?” Allison gasped.

Allison pulled a handful of hair out in front of her eyes and stared at it, open mouthed. It was the color of autumn leaves at sunset, as thick and long as it’d been her first year in college … right before she got sick and tired of fussing with it and had it cut.

All she’d done was think about letting her hair grow and …

Another inch sluiced through her fingers.

Shit.

“Oh, yeah. That’s better.”

Allison forced her mouth closed and blinked Buck into view.

“Pardon?”

“I’m real glad you let your hair down,” he said. “I just love long hair.”

Allison tossed her head again. This time the hair swept her face dramatically. Was that how it worked? You just thought of something?

Smiling, Allison hooked a finger into the front of her blouse and watched melons bloom from nectarines.

Now this had possibilities.

Inflating her lungs without needing to breathe took some doing, but the effect was worth it. Buck was drooling almost as much as she was.

“Damn.”

You’re so right.

Looking up at him through her lashes, Allison ran a blood red fingernail along his double-stitched inseam until she came to the hard obstruction between his legs. She could feel him quiver from the inside out.

“You know, I never did introduce myself.” She pouted. “That wasn’t very nice of me, was it? My name’s Allison … Buck.”

“I—I always loved that name,” he said, swallowing hard enough to make the concho-slide jump. “In fact, I knew this girl in high school named Allison. She gave great head.”

Allison cupped his erection gently and fought the urge to rip it off and hand it to him—still hard and dripping.

“Well, maybe we should go someplace a little more private and see if I measure up.” You disgusting fat-assed son of a bitch.

Buck licked his lips while her stomach growled again.

“I’m just so hungry,” she whispered, sliding a finger down toward his ass. “And I bet you’d be able to fill me up in no time.”

“Jesus Ch—”




CHAPTER 1

 

“-Rist into the desert and tempted Him with the riches of the world if… and this is the important part, brothers and sisters … if He, the only begotten Son of God, would bow down and pay the devil his due.

“But He didn’t do it! He told Satan to get lost. He put the devil behind him and that’s what you’ve all got to do! You’ve got to throw the devil and his ways out of your hearts and let Jesus in! That’s the only way. And that way is up! Praise the Lord!”

Panting, Mica Poke clasped the tattered Bible to his chest and felt his heart pump through the well-worn pages. It was a hot night, following hard on the heels of a blistering day, but Mica knew Hell was hotter. Knew it and had to make sure others did as well.

It was his job.

Had been for a long time.

He was MICA … Chosen Preacher to the People.

One of whom yawned loudly and scratched himself.

A drop of sweat—25% humidity, 75% divine perspiration—trickled down inside Mica’s “I’d rather be Praying” tee-shirt as he took a deep breath of exhaust fumes and raised his hands toward the urban-lit night sky.

“Lord … it’s me again. Mica. Lord, look down on these, the weakest of Your children and give them the strength to push their own devils behind them. Times are hard, Lord, we all know that. Shit, it’s hard enough to take the polish off a Saint’s halo, but I’m hard, too, Lord … as hard as the name you gave me.”

Mica looked down at his transient congregation and felt his heart swell. The light from the drug store behind him illuminated dozens of people. Of course, most of them—being tourists—thought what he was doing was just part of the Hollywood night life. Diagonally across from his corner a man in a long, flowing black gown was captivating his audience with the joys of Satanic worship and animal sacrifice.

Leaning back against the warm bricks of the Hollywood landmark, Mica smiled down at a homeless woman wearing too many clothes for so hot an evening. She smiled back, then flipped him off and wandered away, mumbling to herself.

Forgive her, Lord.

Rolling the fatigue out of his shoulders, Mica stood up and began again … keeping his voice soft and easy. For a while, at least. He knew he wouldn’t be able to hold back the Power for long, but since the cops had already warned him once that night about disturbing the peace, he wanted to give it his best shot.

“Now, when I say Mica, brothers and sisters, I’m not putting myself up there with the Old Testament Prophet Micah.” He emphasized the name, hoping they’d hear the difference. “No sir, I would never place myself so high as that! I am Mica—the rock … hard as flint. The Lord made me hard not because this is a hard world, but because we all have to be hard to fight the temptations of this world.”

He was shouting again. Oh well, Lord, You know best.

“It’s too easy to just lay down and let the world screw you whenever it wants. We have to be hard … hard as rock … hard as MICA to know that the Lord loves you. And I’ll help, because that’s my job. I’ve been tempered by the Lord and I’m hard enough to kick all of your asses through the Pearly Gates if I have to. Because the Lord loves every last one of you. AMEN!”

Collapsing against the building, Mica pushed the sweat-damp hair out of his eyes and nodded. His throat was raw and throbbing, and the pocket Bible felt like a Guttenberg in his hand, but that was all right. And if the cops came back and hauled him away that was all right, too. Because he’d done his nightly duty. He’d spread the Word.

Even if no one listened.

But tonight someone actually clapped. And whistled. And pounded the sidewalk with heavy heels. Mica lifted the Bible to his chest and smiled weakly.

“Thank you, but it’s not me you should be praising—it’s the Lord you should be… shit!”

The two skinheads who were leaning against the busted out newspaper stand weren’t clapping and whistling for him or the Lord. All their adoration was directed at the teenaged street whore swishing her ass across Highland.

“Hey!” Mica yelled at them. “Don’t you brain dead fucks know you’re Loved?”

Only one of the skinheads turned, the other was darting through the cruising low-riders after the whore.

“Sure we do, man,” the skinhead smiled. “My friend’s trying to negotiate a deal right now. You want in?”

These you don’t have to Forgive, Lord.

Before he climbed down from his portable pulpit, Mica looked across the bumper-to-bumper traffic to the robed Satanist. He didn’t seem to be doing any better. Tourists, as a general rule, were hard to convert to anything.

Tucking the K-Mart step stool under one arm, Mica shoved his way through the meandering crowd like a running back trying to find a hole.

“I am as mica,” he reminded himself, ignoring the looks he might be getting. “Hard and layered against the temptations of self-will. I am blessed.”

The crowds thinned by the time he crossed Hawthorn. The action was on Hollywood Blvd… no one walked down Highland unless they were heading for more action on Sunset.

Mica realized he was still mumbling when he kicked an empty beer can half-way up the steps of Hollywood High’s auditorium. He imagined going to school there would be like trying to learn in a cesspool.

“I’m Mica,” he told the silent building.

Actually, his parents had named him Milo—after a distant cousin who made a fortune in the sausage industry—some thirty-two years earlier, but the name just didn’t have the same impact as Mica.

That—and the fact that his first time preaching as Brother Milo had cost him three fractured ribs and a dislocated jaw. When he woke up, still in a codeine haze, an Angel had appeared and touched his aching head softly with her cool hand.

“Your name’s really Milo?” she asked. “Damn … it’s lucky those punks let you live!”

It was one of the clearer signs he’d ever received and the next day Milo became Mica.

Forever.

Amen.

Not that all the signs were that easy to understand. One of the troubles with doing the Lord’s work solo was that there was no training manual.

“Except this!” Mica said, tightening his grip on the small Bible. He smiled and felt the scar on his forehead twitch.

But, of course, some signs were more obvious than others.

His daddy—a devote Fundamentalist—had presented him the scar on his thirteenth birthday when he asked, innocently, if Jesus really had fucked Mary Magdalene.

Mica, then Milo, had seen pictures of men and women fucking (he’d learned the correct term from his best friend Horace Bonner) in magazines his daddy kept hidden behind the paint cans in the garage, and thought it was cool that Jesus could fuck (he liked the word the moment he’d heard it) and still find time to preach.

Mica spent the rest of the week in his room.

Healing.

That had been the first sign.

The second came that night when, groaning and drifting in and out of consciousness, he woke up to find Jesus sitting in his bean bag chair reading one of his MAD magazines.

They had a nice talk (every time he woke up) and Jesus explained that, although He Loved Mary Magdalene the same way He Loved Mica and the rest of the Apostles, He never fucked her. She was a whore, He reminded Mica, and being God, He knew the kinds of diseases He could catch off her.

Right before He left, Jesus patted the seeping gash between Mica’s eyes and winked.

The next morning the angry red scar was in the shape of a cross.

The third sign.

With his free hand, Mica traced the smooth skin with his fingers and smiled. After seeing the wound his daddy had never hit him again.

“Aw, does big boy have a boo-boo?”

She came out of the shadows next to the auditorium so quickly that Mica almost back stepped into a rumbling garbage truck. When his ears adjusted back to the steady hum of the waking city, he heard her giggle … and the sound went directly from his ears to his cock.

“Careful honey,” the lilting voice whispered, “I don’t want you flat.”

Mica nodded and watched her sashay toward him. It was only after the mini-skirted, halter-topped figure stepped out into the piss-yellow light that Mica noticed she needed a shave.

“Aw, shit.”

“What’s the matter?” Although still vaguely feminine, there was a hard edge to the voice. “Disappointed?”

Mica hugged his Bible tighter to his chest and shook his head. Pimps, he could accept, and hookers … and crack heads and bag ladies and gang bangers and even Neo-Nazi-fascist-radical-NRA supporting-assholes like the two he just left.

But not these … creatures of Perdition!

Hunching his shoulders, Mica tried to walk past without further comment. He just had enough time to get home and change before—

“I asked if you were disappointed.”

Mica kept his shoulders hunched, like a cat warning off an interloper, as he turned. Is this some kind of test, Lord? “No. Excuse me. I’m late.”

“I’m never late,” the man said as he stepped directly in front of Mica—the pink lipstick gleaming beneath the bushy mustache. “I can go thirty days out of the month.”

When he batted glittered eyelashes, Mica felt something snap deep inside him. Two of his portable stool’s legs sank into the fake rubber boobs while the second set trapped the trans-whatever’s neck. A gentle, but steady push propelled the man back into the shadows.

Where he belonged.

“Hey …” The giggle had a touch of nervousness to it now. Mica kept pushing until he’d backed the man into a blind corner next to the auditorium’s exit door.

“Not so rough, sweet-cakes, I’ll have to charge double.”

Three quick cranial thumps against the stucco façade was more than enough to convince the man this customer wasn’t interested.

Stepping back, Mica pulled the stool away and watched the man crumple, the mini-skirt riding up to reveal heart decorated boxer shorts underneath.

“Shit,” the man whimpered, wiping running snot off his lipstick. “I didn’t do nuthin’ to you!”

“You’re an abomination in the eyes of the Lord!” Mica hissed with as much conviction as his overworked throat could produce. “And damned in the sight of men. You mock the body God gave you, you fucking queer!”

“I’m not a queer!” the man yelled as Mica cut across Highland behind a bus loaded with upwardly mobile business-types. “I’m a woman trapped in a man’s body!”

“You’re a fucking pervert!” Mica hollered back, ignoring the raw tickle back by his tonsils. “God made you a man!”

“Then God made a mistake!”

The accusation echoed out of the shadows at him.

Mica almost darted back across the street to finish the job, but instead pressed the Bible against the scar on his forehead and took a deep breath. “God doesn’t make mistakes,” he whispered.


CHAPTER 2

 

This was a mistake.

A bad mistake.

And her aim had been way off.

Allison molded her bare ass into a waffle pattern on the cyclone fence and watched Buck hop around the deserted parking lot—jeans down around his ankles, his penis flopping out the front of his briefs, his hand pressed tightly against his lacerated left ear.

Oops.

“You God damned bitch! You fucking bit me!”

Bucks Tex-Mex accent had disappeared, along with his passion … and earlobe. Allison silently damned Seth’s already damned soul to the lowest pit of Hell for sucking her dry and not leaving her so much as a training manual.

Producing fangs was no effort—she managed that while Buck was ripping her skirt off up against the back fender of his station wagon (they couldn’t use the back seat because it was filled with kid’s toys); and she’d even lulled him into near-orgasmic euphoria by running the tip of her icy tongue up and down the throbbing veins in his neck … just like Seth had done to her.

But then she lunged.

What would Christopher Lee do at a time like this?

“You fucking cunt,” Buck screamed as he waddled up and shoved his dripping hand into her face. “Look at that!”

Allison did. And her mouth watered.

“You shit-brained whore… how am I going to explain this to my wife? I could … kill you!”

“Too late,” Allison whispered.

“WHAT?”

“I—I, ah … I guess I just got—um
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