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“Oh, good,” said Marilyn. “Kind of like playing matchmaker.”


“God, Sis. Some kind of One-Eighty thing living in Kenzie like she’s a puppet, and Carlos the yard guy, called here to remove a burnt, headless body from under the bed? You call that ‘matchmaking?’”


“Girls,” said Dayzee, “this is Beverly Hills. Things like that happen all the time.”






From Chapter 2 – Sexy Prison Guard










CHAPTER ONE


Anything It Wants






“OOH, IS THAT you, Kozy?”


Dayzee Dazzle resisted opening her eyes and smiled at the tender touch on her left arm. She lay on her back in the middle of her massive four-poster bed, caressed by the silk sheets and covered by a thick quilt. Her bare arms were up with her fingers laced behind her head and covered by her long, wavy blond hair. Everything beneath the covers was bare too.


“Mm . . . I was hoping you’d sneak in and wake me up. I’m curious how worked up you are right now. Let’s just pretend there’s all kinds of danger everywhere, alright?”


The soft touch began on her right arm, too, and when both touches became weightier, Dayzee snapped open her steel blue eyes.


“Oh, God no. Stop it!”


She saw that the two thick wooden posts at the head of the bed had leaned over and pressed down on her forearms, pinning them there and keeping her hands trapped beneath her head. A touch to her legs caused her to glance down, and she saw the posts at the foot of the bed leaning low and squeezing her thighs into the mattress, the big, polished balls at the ends feeling strong and unyielding.


Unable to kick her legs around under the covers, she screamed for their protector, the one that had been sent by the Guild and had arrived through the portal at the Prism Bar and Grill just the day before. No one had seen its arrival, but they’d marveled at its effects after it took over their new friend, Kenzie, a barmaid at the Prism.


“Kozy! Kozy, help!”


She heard no answer, no sound of feet running down the hall of her mansion in The Flats of Beverly Hills, and she thought of burning her way out of the trap her bed had become. Before heating up, she realized that if she sent the heat to her hands, she’d only burn her own hair first and then her head. If she sent her overpowering heat to any other part of her body, she’d only ignite her bed, and then the entire house would light up.


“Kozy! Mare! Fia! Anyone?”


No one answered, and she felt the post pinning her right thigh relax and withdraw until it touched her softly, just like how the nightmare had begun. She stared in shock as the large ball slid smoothly along her thigh until it rested on her hip. Then, it began to move closer to her middle.


“No! Oh, don’t you dare! Kozy! Girls! Get in here already!”


The heavy ball hesitated, then moved quickly toward her face, causing her to wince, but it stopped at the edge of the quilt. It wiggled under it and snapped it to one side, leaving her covered by only the thin sheet, which conformed to every detail beneath it. The post then slid down between her breasts, gently gliding over her belly until it rested at an area below her navel.


“Oh, no, no, no!”


With eyes stretched wide open, Dayzee listened and heard nothing, even as she watched and felt the ball moving into just the position it wanted.


“No, don’t! There’s no way—”


It began a pleasant pressure, a soft rubbing up and down, lingering higher up to trace out tight, gentle circles, and Dayzee paused her pleas for help.


“Oh, you know, this is weird as hell, but . . . I mean . . . that’s just . . . so . . .”


The post continued its amorous activities, and Dayzee closed her eyes and said, “Oh, that’s . . . wow, that’s . . .”


She let out a deep sigh and whispered, “Kozy, for the record, I’m still calling for help. Maybe you . . . you should . . .”


Seconds later, she felt the large wooden balls holding her arms down begin to press against the sides of her head, even while they still locked her arms in place. At first, it was a soft touch, but they zeroed in on her temples and began to imitate a vise.


“Kozy! Girls! I need help!”


She felt the pressure growing against her head, and the post between her legs began to show more enthusiasm. Dayzee strained against the parts pressing her arms into the mattress, then let them relax. She angled her eyes down to spy the large wooden ball moving more rapidly, dragging the soft sheet across her, bunching it up, then smoothing it back out. She closed her eyes and grinned until the squeezing of her head grew more intense.


“Kozy!”


Rapid footsteps in the hall preceded a crash against the closed bedroom door. It got snapped off of its hinges, and it danced upright for a second before falling to the floor. Kozy stood in the doorway, assessing the situation while wearing only baggy pajama pants. In an instant, he was sitting on Dayzee’s lap, close enough that the romantic post bumped into his pants with each steady motion. From there, he reached for the two posts threatening to smash Dayzee’s head.


“Hurry, Kozy! It’s killing me!”


“We must avoid that, Dayzee.”


He grabbed each of the two posts just under the balls at the ends, pulled them away from Dayzee’s head, snapped the ends off, and tossed them to the floor. The shattered, splintered ends hesitated only a second, then they both lunged back at Dayzee’s head, but he was too quick and got an iron grip on both of them again.


He broke the twisting, stabbing posts again, this time so low that they could no longer reach Dayzee’s head. Still, they writhed in every direction, doing their best to poke their prey.


“You saved me, Kozy—my bed’s trying to kill me!”


“Yes, I should have anticipated this possibility. It is constructed of wood. You were in great danger.”


Dayzee looked down at Kozy’s large bulge threatening to break free of his plaid pants.


“Well, look at you—you seem to have more wood than this crazy bed right now!”


“It is the danger. That is how we One-Eighties react. Do not let it trouble you.”


“Oh, my—no trouble at all. Looks like you need a shave all of a sudden too. And your voice . . . it’s gotten so much more—”


“Yes, I am very much reacting to the situation at the moment. I must hurry to save you from that other post.”


Kozy started to turn, and Dayzee reached down and held both of his arms.


“You know . . . maybe there’s not such a hurry for that one. I mean, with all this danger, you sure are . . . I mean . . . and you’re sitting right there . . . and that bad post sure knows what it’s doing down there.”


“Dayzee, you still face considerable hazards.”


“Yeah, and I like what that’s doing to you. Maybe you should, you know, move a little closer, and—”


“What on Earth is going on in here?” Sophia said from the doorway as her eyes darted around at every detail.


“Oh, Sissy, what are those two up to?” said her twin sister, Marilyn.


Both wore short white robes and stared at the scene on the bed. Marilyn’s wavy blond hair fell softly around her shoulders, and Sophia’s straight black hair fell neatly far down her back. Two pairs of blue eyes stared at Dayzee and Kozy.


“I’m in great danger, girls,” said Dayzee, “and you know what that does to Kozy. Oh, my goodness, girls!”


Dayzee closed her eyes and laid her head back on the pillow. Her hands moved to Kozy’s thighs.


“What exactly is your bed doing to you?”


“Anything it wants, Fia. I never knew my bed could . . . oh, you know . . . that’s so—”


In the blink of an eye, Kozy had spun around but still sat on Dayzee. Several snaps later, both posts that had trapped and caressed her were short, jagged serpents, still attacking with blinding speed.


“Oh, Kozy,” said Marilyn, “you really are our hero!”


“Very impressive,” said Sophia. “How could you be so strong and so fast? You look really hot in just pants too. Hey, check out the whiskers, Sis.”


“Well, Kozy sure is taking care of business,” said Marilyn. “I kind of wish my bed would attack me next.”


Dayzee’s hands again held Kozy by the thighs, which were muscular and straining against the thin cloth, and she said, “Girls, his legs are amazing. Wow, that’s some serious muscle tone.”


“That’s not all that’s really toned up and ready to go, Sissy,” said Marilyn.


“Well, Sis, this is a crazy amount of danger. What did Kozy say One-Eighties do? They spring up?”


“Yes, Sophia,” said Kozy. “My male characteristics amplify during times of strife. It will not last now that the danger has passed.”


“But, Kozy,” said Dayzee, “before all that’s gone, maybe you could, I don’t know, show us?”


“I’m thinking of more than just showing,” said Marilyn. “We should hurry before it’s all gone.”


“It will never be all gone, but it has retreated. The danger has been neutralized,” said Kozy.


“You still look damn good, especially without a shirt,” said Sophia.


“It’s true, Sissy,” said Marilyn. “Wow, I think his muscles are still growing.”


Before Kozy could get up, Sophia said, “Dayzee, is he wearing anything under those pants?”


“Nope. Not a thing. I can tell you for sure that Kozy was at attention and had my attention.”


He climbed down off of Dayzee and the bed and stood at the side looking down on her.


“Are you intact? Did the assassin succeed in injuring you?”


“No, I’m fine. You got in here just in time. It was about to crush my head, though.”


“It was doing something else to you, too, Dayzee,” said Marilyn. “I think you liked that part of it.”


“It did feel pretty good, Mare. Too good. I almost didn’t care that it was trying to kill me. Kozy, what was that all about? What kind of thing is trying to kill us now?”


“I do not have an exact answer for you, Dayzee, but I have heard that the laboratories run by the Guild are an affront to all morals and ethics.”


“What does that mean?” said Marilyn. “Bet it’s not anything good.”


“It means that they do not just mix chemicals or modify existing life forms. They recognize no limits, and they often operate outside of strictly scientific realities.”


“Huh? Kozy, in English, alright?” said Dayzee.


“They have been known to mix science with sorcery. They—”


“What sorcery?” said Sophia.


“A recent Guild expedition to a passing asteroid uncovered a cache of sorcery crystals. They are rare in the universe and very unstable. When mixed with science, there are virtually no limits, and it seems they have created something especially diabolical in their attempts to terminate the three of you.”


“Diabolical, huh? How diabolical?” said Sophia.


“They call it sorsciencery. It appears that they have sent an entity which seeks to seduce you even as it kills you.”


Dayzee sat up, and she and Marilyn and Sophia looked at each other for several seconds with no one uttering a word.


“It did that, girls,” said Dayzee. “It really knew what it was doing too. More than most others that have been through here. I almost didn’t care that it was smashing my head.”


“It felt that good, Dayzee?” said Marilyn. “Just the post from your bed?”


“Really, it did. In the end, though—”


“That’s where it was probably headed next,” Sophia said with a smirk.


“Good one, Sissy,” said Marilyn. “I bet it was too. Who wouldn’t?”


Sophia grinned and said, “Now, that’s something I’d like to watch because—”


“Alright, you two. I’m just glad it wasn’t enough to completely make me not care about my skull.”


“It is still learning,” said Kozy. “It will soon know how to take you to the highest point of your pleasure, and when—”


“I bet Kozy could do that too,” said Marilyn.


“Ditto that, Sis,” said Sophia. “Especially after he gets used to this planet and gets horny.”


“I hope it doesn’t take too long because I—”


“Girls! Let Kozy finish.”


“—yes, and when you are there at your highest point, then it will kill you.”


“That sure is diabolical,” said Dayzee.


“Well,” said Marilyn, “if I’m in my bed, which is made of wood, wouldn’t I be in terrible danger?”


“Yes,” said Kozy. “You would. We are sure of that now.”


“Why don’t you come see, just to make sure I’m tucked in all nice and safe?”


“I can inspect your room for potential dangers if you wish.”


“How about my room?” said Sophia. “My bed isn’t wood, but the dresser sure is. Oh, and those boards going around the windows. Those might get me. Maybe you should come and check on me first?”


“Oh, you girls are really too much.”


“We just get awful itchy,” said Marilyn.


“Sis is right,” said Sophia. “Watching Kozy all worked up sure didn’t help.”


“Let’s try to make it through the night, and we’ll figure it all out tomorrow.”













CHAPTER TWO


Sexy Prison Guard






EVEN THOUGH SHE’D barely been able to pry her eyes open, Dayzee had put on a tight red skirt with black heels and a black blouse. She’d managed to brush back most of her thick blond hair, and she’d left the blouse mostly unbuttoned.


After shuffling across her kitchen, she stopped near the refrigerator to rub her eyes and yawn. When she opened them again, she focused on the coffee maker, stared at it a few seconds, then took short steps in its direction.


Several minutes later, the smell of fresh brewing filled the room and wafted up the stairway to her sleeping companions. A short walk to the freezer yielded a box of waffles, and after fumbling with the package, she ripped the end apart, removed four of them, and got them started toasting. Soon after, the scent of blueberries joined the coffee on its journey to the mansion’s upper levels.


She found her phone on the counter, punched a few numbers, waited for the message to wrap up, then said, “This is Dayzee. Monday isn’t happening. I’ve had a ridiculous couple of days, and I’m going to need more than a Sunday off to rest up. Let’s shoot for a Tuesday shoot. Hey, that’s kind of funny. Later.”


She ended the call and set the phone back where she’d found it. Leaning against the counter, she closed her eyes, took a deep breath, and stretched her arms straight up while arching her back. The two buttons holding her blouse closed loosened, and she shook her head with a soft laugh and fastened them again.


At the sound of footsteps on the staircase leading into her kitchen, she opened her eyes to see Kozy dressed in jeans and sneakers and a light gray t-shirt. He still had Kenzie’s long, straight brown hair, and it had all been brushed and fell far past his muscular shoulders and down over his V-shaped back. A few wisps fell to the front and lay across a chest that threatened to split the t-shirt open.


“Good, you have nutritional resources.”


“Good morning, Kozy. Yes, there’s food. Thanks again for saving me last night. I guess I’m surprised the bed didn’t keep attacking me after you splintered it. Why is that? It let me sleep the rest of the night.”


“I have only a preliminary theory at this stage of its evolution.”


“Huh? Kozy, it’s kind of early. How about keeping it simple?”


“Such creations often evolve and gain strength and capabilities. I believe we tired it out.”


“Huh. You tired it out. You’re saying that it needed to recuperate?”


“Yes, that is likely.”


“Thank God, because I needed some rest. I still need some rest. You’re hungry?”


“More than this simplistic Earth language can describe. I am operating Kenzie’s physical form at a very demanding metabolic speed.”


“How? You’re not doing all that much.”


“Look at these,” Kozy said and held up both arms and flexed his biceps. One hand dropped down to point at the thighs packed tightly into the denim, and he said, “and these ambulatory limbs. It requires energy to manifest and maintain such alterations.”


“Oh, well, let’s make sure you have plenty to eat, then,” Dayzee said with a big grin. “What about Kenzie?”


“She is here, too, and she is starving as well.”


“Can she say hi?”


“No.”


“Alrighty, then. Got it. Here, take these,” Dayzee said and handed her own plate to Kozy, who tore into them, packing his cheeks and snarling noticeably.


“Whoa, slow down—there’s more of them in the freezer. You can eat all you want.”


“These warm, brittle disks are surprisingly satisfying. I would like to consume several additional stacks of them.”


“Sure thing. Just be sure to leave a decent figure for Kenzie when you’re done here.”


He set the plate on the counter and held the last waffle, taking big bites, and reached down for the t-shirt’s bottom hem. After pulling it up high enough to show his lean, bare abdomen, he said, “Kenzie is remarkably fit. That is unusual on this planet, is it not? I only added some muscle.”


Dayzee stared.


“Wow, Kenzie sure was in good shape. I love what you did with that too.”


Dayzee walked up and stood in front of him. She reached out and held his waist with both hands, squeezing it and smiling.


“Solid as heck. How did she manage that?”


“I do not know, but she will not gain weight from my eating. I need copious quantities of food.”


Dayzee shook her head, smiled, and said, “Heck, eat all you want,” and kept looking down at Kozy’s bare abs. She poked at his navel with one finger and smiled.


“What’s going on with you two now?” said Sophia. She’d dressed herself in a short black skirt with black heels, and her light blue blouse was tight, largely unbuttoned, and matched her eyes. Her long black hair fell far down her back.


“Oh, good morning, Fia. Kozy and I were just admiring how fit Kenzie was. I guess he would have ended up a lot different if Kenzie wasn’t built so well. Come see.”


Sophia walked over to stand behind him, reached around with both hands, and said, “Oh, that’s really something, Kozy. Even Kenzie would like what you’ve done. When you leave, she’ll be back to the way she was?”


“Yes. I will not leave a trace of my displacing her.”


“Good. I bet she worked hard for that.”


“If anything, she’s in even better shape now,” said Dayzee.


“No one invited me to the party?” said Marilyn as she navigated down the stairs while rubbing her eyes with one hand and sliding the other along the rail. She’d found one of Dayzee’s short white dresses, and the blue high heels fit too.


“Oh, Mare, it’s not a party. Although, I guess it could be,” said Dayzee. “We’re just checking out Kozy. I was groggy starting my day, but this is waking me up.”


Marilyn walked over, joined the group, and said, “Um, you could probably let go of him now, Dayzee.”


“Oh. Yeah, you’re right. I’ll get some more waffles going.”


“You too, Sissy.”


Sophia let go and said, “Do you have any spaghetti? You could watch me inhale it like one of those cleaner machine things.”


“Good one, Sissy.”


“Oh, Fia, you mean a vacuum? You’re just being silly. Waffles are better.”


Dayzee filled the toaster and pushed the levers down. Kozy and the twins took seats at the kitchen table, and Kozy finished chewing and swallowed the last bite of his waffle.


“I barely slept last night, girls. That bed was still scary after Kozy beat it up, and I kept thinking it was going to get me again.”


“Hmm . . . from what I saw, maybe you wished it would get you again,” said Marilyn.


“That’s what I was thinking, Sis,” said Sophia. “Dayzee and that post really had something sweet going on.”


“It only felt that way at that moment, Fia. Right now, that just seems creepy, nothing more.”


“You’re lucky Kozy came to your rescue,” said Marilyn. “Hey, is that bed thing still alive?”


All eyes looked to Kozy for an answer.


“I do not believe the bed is still animated. Its attempts at attacking through that article have failed. It will seek another way.”


“That’s pretty ominous,” said Sophia. “It can take over anything made of wood?”


“Wood,” said Marilyn before giggling. “Can it take you, Kozy?”


“Yes, it appears most in tune with wooden items,” he said to Sophia before turning toward Marilyn. “No, the assassin cannot take me.”


“Can we?” said Sophia.


“All of us?” said Marilyn.


“Girls, this is serious.”


“You’re right, Dayzee,” said Marilyn. “We’ll try to behave. For a while anyway.”


“Good. Now, here’s something I just thought of.”


She walked over and set a full plate of waffles in front of Kozy.


“What about us?” said Sophia.


“Yours is on the way. What I’m thinking is that since Kozy is our bodyguard, wouldn’t some kind of uniform make more sense?”


“I love that idea!” said Marilyn. “Let’s get Kozy all dressed up!”


“Those jeans are filled out really nice,” said Sophia, “but yeah, some kind of hot uniform would be so much better.”


“Girls, I never said a ‘hot’ uniform.”


“Oh, come on, Dayzee,” said Sophia. “Just because it wasn’t your idea.”


“Alright, it is a good idea. Let’s finish breakfast and take a look in my costume storage.”


“Wait,” said Marilyn, “you have a stash of costumes?”


“I sure do. A couple of cabinets full, way up on the third floor.”


“Wait again,” said Marilyn, “you have clothes for Kozy too?”


“They might not fit perfectly, but yeah, I think we can find something. Let’s take the elevator up.”


“Since when do you have an elevator? I haven’t seen an elevator,” said Sophia.


“I haven’t seen it in a while myself,” said Dayzee. “It’s here somewhere, though. Let’s eat, then we can try to find the blasted thing.”














THEY ALL TOOK in their fill of waffles and coffee, and Dayzee led them up the stairs and down the hall.


“Why didn’t we take the elevator up from the first floor?” said Sophia.


“Oh, Fia, I just thought it’d be easier to find on this floor.”


They walked down a long hall past several bedrooms on each side.


“You led us right to it,” said Marilyn. “You knew where it was.”


“Sure, this one.”


“What? There’s more than one?”


“I think so, Mare. We can look later.”


Sophia pressed the button, and the door opened to a wood-paneled cab with a polished wood plank floor.


“Uh-oh,” said Marilyn. “Lots of wood. Kozy, are we in danger?”


“It is possible, but the assassin is not as adaptable yet as it will be soon.”


Marilyn looked down lower on Kenzie and said, “Still, shouldn’t you be ready for that?”


Kozy responded as she’d suggested, and Marilyn clapped her hands and said, “That’s better!”


“Sis, we can’t play with Kozy like some kind of wind-up toy.”


“Why not, Sissy, especially since I’m always wound-up? If we’re really in danger, we’ll need Kozy ready, and I mean really ready to—”


“Oh, Mare. Let’s get Kozy dressed up nice and then see about that. Hit ‘3,’ will you?”


“Sure, Dayzee.”














THE ELEVATOR DOOR opened to a lengthy room with a steep, peaked ceiling. Large windows at each end let in the bright Beverly Hills morning daylight, and several ceiling fans spun slowly.


“What do you think?” said Dayzee.


“I see many wooden cabinets and chests. The seating assemblies are wood also,” said Kozy.


“Always looking out for us,” said Sophia. “That’s pretty hot too.”


“Kozy will be even hotter with the right outfit,” said Marilyn. “Those wardrobes are all full of costumes, Dayzee?”


“Yeah, from all the films and shows I’ve been in. I insisted in all my contracts that I keep everything I wore. Are you alright with this, Kozy? Gosh, we never even asked you.”


“There is no need to ask, Dayzee. Dress me as you wish.”


“One-Eighties are so much fun,” said Marilyn.


“I am here to serve and protect.”


“Oh, that sounds like a police officer,” said Sophia. “How about it, Dayzee? Anything around here like that?”


“You know,” said Dayzee, “in one of my favorite films, I played a sexy prison guard.”


“Were you abusive too?”


“Oh yeah, Mare. Mean, horny, and out of control. It was wonderful—I barely had to act.”


“But Kenzie isn’t a girl anymore—she’s Kozy now,” said Marilyn.


“Let’s just say I wasn’t all that feminine in this flick,” said Dayzee.


“Point us in the right direction,” said Sophia, “and we’ll turn Kozy into our own sadistic prison guard.”


“Ooh, I like the sound of that!” said Marilyn.


“Girls, settle down. Remember that Kenzie is still in there somewhere too.”


“Kenzie will love it. She likes playing dress-up,” said Sophia.


“That’s funny, Sissy, because we mostly saw her undressed when we used her to kill the last assassin. You were naked, too, except for your heels. Neither of you wanted anything to do with dressing up.”


“That was just a weird night, alright, Sis? It was Halloween, remember?”


“Uh-huh. Sure, Sissy.”


“Let’s look in this one, I think,” Dayzee said as she swung open the heavy wooden doors. “Yeah, there it is.”


She reached in and pulled her hand back out just in time as both doors slammed shut.


“Oh, that was close,” said Marilyn. “I think it tried to bite you.”


“It almost did bite her, Sis. Kozy, this stupid furniture just attacked Dayzee. Is it that killer again? You’re not going to put up with that, are you?”


Kozy swept back his long brown hair and faced the wardrobe with his fists on his hips.


“I will handle this for you should it exhibit more violent behavior.”


“You’ll have to because we need to get in there. You want a hot outfit, don’t you?” said Marilyn.


“If it pleases all of you, yes.”


One by one the doors ripped themselves away from the cabinet, sending screws and hinge parts rattling across the wood floor. The doors stood a moment on their own, rotating slowly, as if looking around the room. They’d just risen up and started to fly at Dayzee when Kozy grabbed both of them, slammed them flat on the floor, and stood with one clean white sneaker on each.


“Kozy, you did it!” said Marilyn.


“Not yet,” he said as each of the doors shook and bent themselves up and away from the floor.


He gave each one several hard stomps, cracking one of them, and they quieted down and lay flat.


“It has retreated.”


“Well, that’s very impressive,” said Marilyn.


“Yep, Sis, but those sneakers have to go. The jeans too. Kozy is way too sexy for those clothes.”


Dayzee reached in and took out hangers with black khaki pants, a crisp white shirt with lace in the front, and a short black jacket with shiny brass buttons and wide padded shoulders.


“Oh, I think this is it, girls.”


“I love it,” said Marilyn. “Except for the shirt, of course.”


“Sis is right. He’ll just have to get by without a shirt.”


“I agree, girls. We just need to find the right pair of boots.”


“What kind of boots, Dayzee?” said Sophia. “There’s no way any of your boots will fit him.”


“No, Fia, not any of mine. Not long ago, one romantic encounter ended with him running for his life. He never came back for his boots, and I kept them.”


“Probably tossed them in the basement, right?” said Sophia.


“Nope. Right here,” said Dayzee, and she held a pair of shiny black boots with raised, thick treads. The toes had brass covers, and heavy brass buckles covered the outsides.


“Perfect,” said Sophia.


“How about a hat too?” said Marilyn. “This is fun!”


“I know just the one. It’s in the closet in that bedroom where—”


Dayzee stopped herself, and Sophia said, “What’s wrong?”


“God, I just remembered something, Fia. Come on, let’s ride back down and let Kozy change. I have to make a phone call.”














ALONE IN THE elevator with the Kildare Killers, Dayzee said, “Girls, we never got rid of that body under the bed. Remember that?”


“Oh yeah, I remember,” said Sophia. “You and Sis wrapped it up and stuffed it under there when I was—”


“Getting to know Kenzie better,” said Marilyn. “Well, at least until that first assassin took control of her.”


“Well, Sis, I still got to know her. Remember how that headless dead guy was going at her?”


“Yes, I sure do remember, Sissy. Kenzie was dead, too, and naked and lying right there between your legs. Oh, I remember that well!”


“That’s right, girls. That was a crazy time, but the more I think about it, I think I can trust Carlos to help out with that dead guy too.”


“You’re calling Carlos?” said Marilyn. “Sissy, let’s get our teeny robes on. He won’t even see Kenzie because Kenzie is really Kozy now, and—”


“Oh, you know what, Sis? I think Carlos would like Kozy better than Kenzie. You know what I mean?”


“Oh, you’re saying that Carlos prefers—”


“Yep, I think so. Nothing happened between him and Kenzie. Maybe he’d like—”


“Who wouldn’t like Kozy? Well, we’ll just have to get them upstairs, then push them both in a room, then—”


“Girls, stop! Fia, hit ‘1,’ please. We need Carlos to get rid of the headless body under the bed, remember? That’s why I’m calling him. Not so you can set him up with the One-Eighty version of Kenzie.”


“She’s right, Sissy. That dead body has to go. Besides, I want the One-Eighty version of Kozy to myself.”


“What about me?” said Dayzee. “Come on, this is my house.”


“Oh, okay,” said Marilyn. “I bet there’s plenty to go around.”


“Good. Thank you.”


The elevator landed, and all three began walking toward the kitchen until Dayzee stopped and turned around.


“What’s the matter, Dayzee?”


“Nothing, Mare. I just want to remember how to find that thing on this floor.”


Dayzee studied the sight, then turned back around, and they continued walking through the halls and large rooms until they got back to the kitchen.


“Will Kozy know how to find us?” said Sophia. “We should have left a map.”


“Good idea, Sissy. Dayzee, we can draw a map sometime, okay?”


Dayzee shook her head, smiled, and sat at the table.


“Sure, Mare,” she said with a grin. “It’s not like we have anything else to do.”


She took out her phone and hit a few numbers.


“Carlos, it’s Dayzee. Thanks again for all your help with the yard. Sweet of you to not ask any questions too.”


She listened quietly for a few seconds.


“Are you blackmailing me, Carlos? It sounds like you are. I always pay you extra anyway because—”


More silent seconds passed. Dayzee looked from one twin to the other with a grin.


“Okay, fine. Come out one more time for some special work, and we’ll find a way to make it worth your while. We think we know exactly what you might like. How does that sound?”


Dayzee examined several of the diamond rings she wore, smiled, and listened.


“Perfect. Just text me before you’re about to show up, alright? Okay, talk to you soon. Thanks, Carlos.”


She ended the call and set her phone on the table.


“Girls, what you were just talking about . . . let’s give it a go. I have no idea how we could make that work, but I think you might be right about what Carlos wants.”


“Oh, good,” said Marilyn. “Kind of like playing matchmaker.”


“God, Sis. Some kind of One-Eighty thing living in Kenzie like she’s a puppet, and Carlos the yard guy, called here to remove a burnt, headless body from under the bed? You call that ‘matchmaking?’”


“Girls,” said Dayzee, “this is Beverly Hills. Things like that happen all the time.”














SOPHIA HAD VOLUNTEERED to toast more waffles, and she and Dayzee and Marilyn sat at the table eating and drinking hot coffee. All crunching stopped, and all heads turned at the sound of footsteps in the hallway leading to the kitchen.


“Oh my God,” said Marilyn, “now that’s hot!”


Kozy walked in wearing the uniform they’d chosen: black boots with brass buckles, black khaki pants that were tight and showed off his muscular legs, and a crisp black jacket that came down only an inch or two below his waist. The jacket couldn’t come close to closing, and Kozy’s bare abs and chest showed bulging muscles like they were cut into granite.


“What is your assessment of this appearance?”


“Wow,” said Sophia. “You really know how to play dress-up.”


“Here,” said Dayzee as she tossed a black cap over. “That’ll finish it off.”


Kozy put on the hat with a short brim and a shiny badge on the front and let out a deep sigh.


“Oh, Kozy likes it,” said Marilyn. “Do you like that outfit, Kozy?”


“Yes, Marilyn, but that was Kenzie that expressed some relief and acceptance with the new clothing. She is occasionally able to manifest insignificant gestures and expressions.”


“Told you, Sis. Kenzie likes dressing up,” said Sophia.


“Only until someone undresses her, right, Sissy?”


“Girls, the important thing is that we now have a proper protector in a stylish uniform. I’m ready to be attacked by anything wooden now.”


“Or something with wood,” said Marilyn.


“Huh. Save that for Carlos, Sis. We owe him.”


“I guess I’ll have to, Sissy. That was the deal for him to get rid of the dead guy. Still, I’m hoping that I get a turn to—”


Marilyn’s phone rang, and she picked it up off of the table. Kozy came closer, and all three waited quietly.


“Hello, this is Marilyn.”


Twenty seconds of silence passed.


“That sounds amazing! Yes, I’m sure we’d all like to hear about it!”


Ten more quiet seconds passed.


“Today? Well, I guess that would be okay. Yes, I’m sure it’ll be fine. I’ll call you back if they say no, okay?”


She waited a few seconds, then said, “Wonderful! See you in an hour!”


Marilyn put her phone away and smiled from face to face.


“What, Sis? What’s going on?”


“Oh, Sissy, that was our special admirer. You know . . . that guy. He said he has an idea for a reality show—starring all three of us!”


“No way, Sis! You’re serious?”


“Uh-huh. Yes, he’s serious. He wants all three of us as stars.”


“What guy are you two talking about?” said Dayzee.


“A secret admirer,” said Marilyn. “He’ll be here in an hour to explain the whole deal. Dayzee, it’s okay, isn’t it? He wants to use your mansion. Come on, say it’s okay!”


“Hey, why not? That could be fun. We’d have to mix it in with all of our other projects, but we could work it out.”


“Did he say the name of the show, Sis?”


“Yes, he sure did. He said it’s ‘Kildare in the Hills.’”













CHAPTER THREE


Even Bigger Stars






“‘KILDARE IN THE Hills,’ huh? That’s what he said?”


“That’s right, Dayzee. He said it’s because we came from Kildare,” said Marilyn.


“Why the heck did he call you? He wants to use my house, but he calls you?”


“Well, he doesn’t have your number for one thing. Besides, I think he might have some special feelings for me, that’s all.”


“No way, Sis. I’m sure he likes me better.”


“I didn’t mean to exclude you, Sissy. I think he has special feelings for both of us.”


“Who exactly is this guy?” said Dayzee.


“We never told you,” said Sophia, “but he’s given us some pretty nice gifts over the years.”


“Like what?”


“Cash. Lots of it!” said Marilyn. “He says it’s because he wants to help us with our careers, but we know better. He just digs us.”


“He really does, Dayzee.”


“Does he know you’re the ‘Kildare Killers?’ Does he know where you’re really from?”


“That’s silly, Dayzee. No, of course, he doesn’t know any of that.”


“Ah, this shouldn’t surprise me, Mare. You and your sister are so hot, and—”


“So are you, Dayzee.”


“Thanks, Fia. Alright, the big question is: have either of you ever, you know, with him?”


“Mm . . . we sure do think about it, don’t we, Sissy?”


“Yep, but we haven’t. We’ve never even met him. Besides, we don’t want to risk losing all that cash.”


“We might burn him up by mistake, Dayzee.”


“I’m proud of you girls. Very smart. You said he’s coming over in an hour?”


“Yes, that’s what he said. He wants to propose—”


“Propose? Really?”


“No, Dayzee, not like that. He wants to give us his proposal about the show. He said he has producers lined up and ready, and we just need to go over the details.”


“You said he wants all three of us?" said Dayzee. “What about Kozy?”


“Oh, I know—he could be a houseguest.”


“A really hot houseguest, Sis. If Kenzie ever comes back, she could be a houseguest too.”


“Hey, we could say they were brother and sister, Sissy. He’s a weightlifting freak with all kinds of muscles, and she’s just a hot barmaid.”


“This could work, girls. Kozy, are you okay with that? Do you want to be part of the show too?”


“If that is required for me to continue protecting you, then yes. Sign me up.”


“That’s funny, Kozy,” said Marilyn. “‘Sign me up.’”


“It’s nowhere near as fun as dressing you up,” said Sophia.


“Undressing, too, right, Sissy?”


“That was Halloween, and it was part of the plan, remember? Kenzie and I didn’t really do—”


“Girls! We need to get ready. Marilyn, what’s the guy’s name?”


“You’re not going to believe it. I hope it’s an alias.”


“Go ahead and tell us, already, Sis.”


“Sutcliffe Gutsquid.”


“Lovely,” said Dayzee. “What the hell kind of a name is that?”


“Did you say ‘Gutsquid,’ Marilyn?” said Kozy.


“I sure did, Kozy. Why, do you know him?”


“No, I am sure I do not. The name sounds familiar, that is all. It reminds me of an entity rumored to inhabit a nearby asteroid.”


“Entity?” said Dayzee. “What kind of entity?”


“It is supposedly a fish-like, parasitic life form that thrives in the digestive tracts of other living things, eventually consuming them from the inside out.”


“Sheesh,” said Sophia.


“You didn’t know his name, Fia?”


“No, Dayzee, I just took the cash. We’ve never met him. Sis is the only one that has dealt with him.”


“Well, whatever his name is, if he’s for real, this could be fun.”


“You sure do have the house for it, Dayzee. We’re going to be even bigger stars!”


“I think you’re right, Mare. We’re going to be even more—”


Dayzee froze.


“What’s the matter, Dayzee?”


“Oh, Fia. This isn’t going to be easy. First of all, we have a dead body upstairs. Carlos could show up at any time to deal with that, and don’t forget why Kozy is here. Anything inside or outside this house that’s made of wood can attack us when we least expect it. We can’t always be together, so Kozy might not be around for all of us all the time.”


“Yep, especially when Carlos finishes his dirty work,” said Sophia. “If we get Carlos alone with Kozy, no one will be around to protect any of us.”


“We’ll manage, girls. This is show business—things are always crazy.”


A clatter near the sink quieted everyone, and they all turned to look. A rack of knives on the counter started bouncing around, tipping from side to side and rattling each knife until they all fell out. One at a time, each knife floated up and drifted toward the staircase, where they sailed in an orderly line up and out of sight.


They all listened to the silence. Dayzee looked away from the staircase and toward Kozy.


“What the hell?” said Dayzee. “Knives?”


“With wood handles,” said Kozy.


“Kozy, what’s that all about?”


“It appears to be gathering weapons. Or maybe it . . .”


“Go on, Kozy. What else?”


“Maybe it is trying to scare all of you.”


“It worked,” said Marilyn.


“Me too, Sis.”


“It wants to kill us, doesn’t it?” said Dayzee. “Why would it want to scare us?”


“It will play with your emotions. Three of the four posts on your bed were determined to damage you.”


“Damage is right,” said Dayzee.


“The fourth had a different objective. It sought to distract you with pleasure.”


“You’re right about that, Kozy,” said Sophia. “That thing was giving Dayzee some sweet kind of treatment.”


“I liked it too,” said Dayzee. “I really did.”


“Fear. Lust. Death. Anything is fair game to it.”


“That’s especially crazy,” said Marilyn. “How will we ever pull off this show? Can we do the show somewhere else?”


“No, Sis. That thing will try to kill us wherever we are. Scare us too.”


“You might all be safer, at least for a while,” said Kozy, “if you were to leave this mansion. It has settled in, and this has become its preferred playground. Is that the appropriate word?”


“Close enough,” said Dayzee. “Well, I’m not running. Let it try to scare us.”


Marilyn said, “Nothing scary about that empty knife rack, Dayzee. It looks stupid just sitting there all by itself.”


The block of wood began vibrating and rattled around on the counter.


“Uh-oh,” said Marilyn.


All any of them saw was the briefest of blurs as it raced toward the table. No one saw Kozy move to a new place sitting on Marilyn’s lap.


“Oh, my!” said Marilyn. “Did you catch it?”


She peeked around Kozy to see that he held the flying block securely in both hands. She let out a deep sigh, hugged him tightly around his waist, and laid her head against his black jacket.


“You saved me!”


Her hands dropped down farther, and she said, “Oh, wow, that sure was some danger, wasn’t it? My goodness!”


Dayzee said, “Well, Kozy did tell us.”


“Pretty good, huh, Sis?”


“Oh, yes, Sissy. I better make extra sure, though.”


“You’re really helping yourself there, Sis.”


“I really am. It’s not going away either. Why is that, Kozy?”


Kozy brushed back his long brown hair, and Marilyn still held on tightly.


“Have you located the knives?”


“Well, no, we don’t know where they are,” said Dayzee. “Oh, I get it. We’re still in danger. That’s it, isn’t it, Kozy?”


“Yes. It could strike at any time. You are all in peril.”


“I’m kind of liking the peril right now,” Marilyn said as she moved her left hand up to Kozy’s abs and her right slipped inside his khakis. “I’m not even looking for those silly knives.”
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