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      Marble Grant simply is one of my favorite characters to write. Now granted, the idea of roaming around freely in other people’s minds not only creeps me out in real life, but yet at the same time seems like a fun superpower to have. Especially if, like Marble, you can forget what you saw very quickly.

      And being a ghost with the rules Marble Grant lives with would also be mostly fun. Food tastes better, senses and emotions are heightened, and sex is to die for.

      Granted, she can’t really touch anything except the ghost elements of food and silverware and clothing. But since Marble and Sims wear only the ghost components of real clothing, they have no laundry to do. Or dishes for that matter.

      And money does not matter to Marble and Sims at all. Can’t spend it anyway.

      So I love writing Marble Grant stories because it is a form of wish-fulfillment for me. I wish I could have the powers of Marble and Sims. I wish I could live a carefree life where I didn’t age and had no money worries.

      So Marble Grant stories allow me to live that way at least for a few hours in each story.

      And most of the stories in this collection are new in 2025. I wrote them this year for this collection over a month or so. And now that this collection is done, I’m still writing more.

      As I said, I love the Marble Grant world.

      Hope you enjoy these stories as much as I did writing them.

      

      
        
        Dean Wesley Smith

        Las Vegas, Nevada
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      I stood with my partner and love of my life, Sims, across the street from one of the nicest wedding chapels in Las Vegas, watching a very beautiful couple pose in front of the chapel for their wedding pictures. The chapel had a high-peaked roof with steeples that went well over two stories. The stone walls were colorful and the windows mostly filled with stained glass.

      Marble knew the place was always kept up and clean, a chapel a person could be proud to be married in, unlike some of the ones in the old hotels or on backstreet corners.

      It stood at the intersection of two of the city’s main streets like a guard watching over one of the largest industries the city had.

      Marriage made this town a lot of money.

      My name is Marble Grant, formally a superhero, now a ghost agent. I was married about 120 years ago, but I can say simply it did not go well, so never had a desire to do it again.

      And honestly, before Sims, never met a partner I wanted to marry.

      That first time I married a rich man who thought of me as his property. I didn’t much like that, and besides, I was much more interested in his maid, who was not only having an affair with me, but also with my husband.

      I suggested to him one day that I join him and the maid in the bedroom and he threw me out and filed instantly for divorce. If I had been another maid, he more than likely would have agreed. But I was his wife and that kind of thing was just not done.

      Well, it was done, but not in his mind.

      I had stashed enough of his money away and his expensive jewelry and a very expensive painting that he had in storage that I lived just fine as I learned to become a superhero.

      But wow, I did miss that maid.

      Sims, on the other hand, had been married once as well over a hundred years before, to a very, very abusive man, and she doesn’t talk about those days and what happened. I don’t blame her. It was a different time for women back in the late 1800s.

      So now, standing here on the street corner on a beautiful spring day in Las Vegas, watching a bride and groom seem happy, wasn’t something we did that often. It just so happened we had left Fremont Street downtown to get away from the tourists and were out for a very pleasant walk when we happened on the scene.

      As we stood there watching, a slight breeze kicked up the bride’s full skirt of her low-cut wedding dress and with a glimpse, as she tried to push the skirt back into place, it was clear she hadn’t worn any underwear, although she did have on a garter.

      I wonder if the photographer, a young kid who didn’t look much older than a high school kid, had gotten that free shot.

      “That was nice,” Sims said, laughing.

      “That it was,” I said.

      Sims and I were both working today, so we had on what we called our work clothes. Both of us wore jeans, running shoes, and silk blouses. My blouse was blue today to match the faint blue I had colored my long hair. Sim’s long blond hair was tied back and hung down over a white blouse.

      Our job as ghost agents was to climb inside a person’s head to see if they needed help. Most of the people we looked at didn’t need any help and had normal lives with normal problems.

      Sometimes we found a person who had a serious health issue and we got them to go see a doctor.

      And sometimes we had to deal with monsters, often when our detective friend and sometimes lover, Sky Tate, called us to help with a bad guy she was dealing with.

      “You up for seeing what the newlyweds are thinking?” I asked Sims.

      “I imagine they will be horny and that makes me horny,” Sims said. “Can you handle that?”

      “We’re going to have to find out,” I said, smiling at her.

      “I’ll take the groom,” she said, and we headed in closer to them.

      I sank inside the beautiful bride, expecting to find a former cheerleader, ten years out of school, marrying the love of her life or a second husband.

      Nope.

      Her real name was Nannette Long, although she was getting married under the name Jane Parsons. She was actually ten years older than she claimed and looked. And this was husband number six.

      If I counted that right.

      Her memories actually were a little confused on that point.

      And she was really, really good in using that part of her body we caught a glimpse of, thanks to the wind, in luring in, trapping, marrying, and then killing husbands. Sometimes she killed them in just a few months, sometimes after a couple of years. It all depended on how good the sex was.

      But weirdly enough, I wasn’t feeling like she was evil and a killer like I usually did when inside a monster’s brain.

      And from what I could tell climbing around in her head while she put on her act for husband number six, Nannette Long was very, very rich.

      Jane Parsons had money under that name, and worked as a real estate agent here in Vegas. But she was convinced that husband number six beside her was loaded.

      Or was he husband number seven? I caught a glimpse in her memory of another marriage to a guy with pimples when she was very young.

      Quick sex, a pregnancy came out of that one.

      Oh, wow, this woman had depths to her that would take some time to dig through.

      I stepped out of the bride and moved back to the sidewalk across from the chapel as Sims stepped out of the groom and did the same.

      We both tried to talk at the same time, so I indicated Sims should go first.

      “You are never going to believe this. He marries and kills his brides for their money and six months or a year or so of good sex.”

      I pointed to her. “She does the same thing. Exactly. She thinks he’s rich.”

      Sims just shook her head. “He is, but not under the name he has at the moment.”

      “How often has he killed his wives?” I asked.

      “This will be the sixth, maybe seventh time,” Sims said. “There is a first one with someone young I couldn’t get a read on.”

      “Same exactly,” I said, pointing to the bride as the two of them turned and headed back into the chapel with the photographer following. I had no idea how a kid that young could get that kind of job.

      “So, got any ideas?” Sims asked.

      “We need more information,” I said. “I couldn’t see how she got rid of her earlier husbands. I just got the sense she killed them, or she believed she did. To her they died, that’s all I know.”

      “Same with him,” Sims said. “But he doesn’t seem evil at all. You’re right, we need more information. You go explore him, I’ll take the bride this time.”

      We went into the chapel, following the couple who were standing at the counter signing paperwork. I sank into the husband this time.

      And the first thing that hit me was a wave of passion. He could barely wait to get his bride back to the Wynn where they were staying and get her out of that wedding dress.

      Oh, wow, once we were done with this, Sims and I were most definitely going to have to get back to our condo.

      And fast.

      I forced myself to swim through that passion and get to layers underneath. And that was where it got interesting. I went all the way back into his memories of his first marriage.

      He and the girl had both been seventeen and she had gotten pregnant and they had decided to get married. It was not a good marriage and they argued, but both of them loved their child and each other.

      Money pressure, both of them in college, it was almost impossible.

      And then I found the memory of the conversation that started all this. “What would you do if I was dead?” he asked her after three years of almost no sex and lots of arguing.

      Her answer had been that she would mourn him since she still loved him, and then find another man who was rich and who wanted sex.

      He had realized he would do the same thing if she was dead.

      So that was what they did.

      They both pretended to die, figured out what they needed to do to change their names, and then met again after a few months. They would pretend to not know each other, flirt, then get together again, and then when things started to get stale, they would both die again, at least in name, and start over.

      And suddenly it all came together and I realized the photographer was their kid from the first marriage, now in high school. Now that made sense.

      I wanted to know how they made it work, so I went back in his head to their last deaths and meet-cute. He had changed his name and signed up for a gym he had never gone to. She had done the same, and after a month they met there and started flirting and their first date had been a sushi dinner where they told each other fantasies about their made-up histories.

      Two days later, after a workout, they walked out to his car together and had wild sex in the back seat.

      I could feel myself getting hot, so I left the husband at almost the same time as Sims left the bride.

      Their kid, the photographer, was sitting on a chair, his expensive camera across his legs, just shaking his head as his parents went through the routines and paperwork of getting married again, giggling like young kids.

      “Well, got to admit that’s a happy marriage,” Sims said. “All the years, from that rough start, they made it work.”

      “I am actually impressed,” I said. “And they don’t seem to be hurting anyone with their name changes and games.”

      “Got a hunch that kid might need some counseling,” Sims said, laughing.

      “At least he didn’t have to live in two homes most of his life, which would have been the case if his parents hadn’t come up with this craziness.”

      Sims agreed. “No right way to do relationships or marriage, that’s for sure. He got two people who loved each other. No better lesson than that.”

      I looked at the beautiful woman who was my partner and said, “You feeling warm in here?”

      Sims smiled. “Being around and inside these two could make anyone warm.”

      “I got a plan for that,” I said.

      Sims reached out her hand. “I’m all yours.”

      “That was exactly my plan.”

      I jumped the two of us to our bedroom and for a time it got even warmer. A lot, lot warmer.
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