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        Rayna

      

      

      Life on the run hasn’t been easy, but at least Dalton is good company. It’s not as if I was ever used to some sort of normalcy, anyway. Things have been anything but normal since he blew into my world. It’s kind of fabulous.

      Almost as fabulous as the taxidermy-rat thong I hold against my pants.

      “You can’t be serious,” Dalton whispers. He runs his hand through his dark hair and glares at the bikini bottoms. “They make those to look at, not wear. It’s a gag gift.”

      I peer past him, at the man working the cash register. “Is there a top as well?”

      The man grabs a plastic bottle and spits dark liquid into it before raising a gnarled finger toward some shelves in the shadowy back half of the shop. “I think she put some out last week. Ain’t been selling too good, so she ain’t been making as many.”

      “Gee, I wonder why,” Dalton mutters, and I smack his arm before I head toward the dark recesses.

      As I thumb past a raccoon-skin bikini, I find the top that matches the bottoms in my other hand. The stiff skins are barely big enough to cover my nipples, but that’s okay. The more Dalton can see, the better. With a grin, I tuck the prizes under my arm and head for the register.

      “Eighty-five for the set,” the man says, and Dalton begrudgingly pulls his wallet from his back pocket.

      It’s probably not wise to spend this much money on something so silly, but one day we will put down roots, and when that day comes, I want to have a nice little taxidermy collection started. I’ll feather my nest with all the dead things. Van Gogh will still take the top spot, of course, but he needs friends, and this little rat getup is perfect.

      Dalton is kind enough to stop at these little hole-in-the-wall shops we pass on our journey south. We have no exact destination in mind. We’re just traveling along until something feels right.

      Halloween is right around the corner, so that gives me something to look forward to. Dalton thinks we should take the year off, that we shouldn’t go on a spree this year. I beg to differ. It’s the one time of year when we allow ourselves to indulge in the darkest hobby. We already confine our deeds to a single day per year, and I’m not giving that up.

      “He’s right, you know,” the grizzled man says as he dangles a black plastic bag toward Dalton. “You really shouldn’t wear this shit. My wife don’t exactly make them with skin-safe ingredients, and I doubt you want to go pressing tanning solution against your nether regions.”

      Considering the Frankenpeen incident, some aged tanning solution is the least of my concerns. Besides, it’s not as if I’ll wear it long before Dalton rips it off and ravages me.

      I pluck the bag from his hands and thank the man for his advice—which I won’t be following—as we leave the shop. My stomach grumbles loud enough for Dalton to hear when we step into the waning fall sunshine. He peers down the strip of stores situated along the edge of a dilapidated parking lot.

      “Do you want to try the Chinese place or the Mexican place?”

      The Chinese place doesn’t even have pictures of the food on the wall, so I opt for Mexican.

      Authentic Mexican smells and sounds and sights tease my senses as we step into the building at the end of the strip. A stunning dark-haired hostess leads us to a dimly lit booth in the back of the restaurant. Seconds later, we have drinks and a bottomless basket of chips and salsa.

      “Pick something cheap,” Dalton whispers as we peruse the menu.

      I sigh and pull Van Gogh from my bag. I place him beside the napkin holder with a pat of his head. He’s looking a little worse for wear these days, but life isn’t easy for this antique squirrel taxidermy. He isn’t meant to travel the world.

      “We really need to look into setting up somewhere,” I say. “We could save the traveling for once a year, when we . . . you know.”

      Dalton closes his menu and nods. “I know what you mean, bones. I want that too.” He reaches across the table and grips my hands. “We just haven’t found the right place yet. When we do, we’ll know.”

      He’s right. We don’t exactly slot nicely into any of the places we’ve been through so far. We snag odd jobs in the urban and rural communities we pass through along the way, and none has felt like home.

      A server comes to take our order. Dalton gets two soft tacos, and I do the same. The chimichangas are calling my name, but I want to have enough money left over to stay some place nice tonight. Preferably somewhere with at least one star.

      As we wait for our food, I glance around at the decor, which is mostly placed to set the mood. Papel picado douses the ceiling in color. A large mural depicting a mariachi band performing in a bustling city center dominates the rear wall. But something out of place catches my eye—a large, furry figure in a dark corner. A single dim spotlight illuminates its terrifying and very impossible form.

      I snag the arm of a passing busboy and point to the strange taxidermy piece. “Excuse me, what the fuck is that?”

      The young man doesn’t need to turn his head to know what I’m referring to. “My great grandmother had it commissioned. It’s a chupacabra—a legend. She swore that’s what it looked like, though, and when she picked it up, she paid extra because the taxidermist did such a good job.”

      “Can I take a closer look?”

      “Rayna,” Dalton says.

      “What? I won’t try to buy it, don’t worry.” I scoot out of the booth before he can argue further.

      The busboy follows me to the strange creature. It looks like a hairless black fox with massive spines protruding from its shoulders and along its back. Sharp, glistening teeth shine from inside its snarling mouth, and its glassy eyes hold so much life despite being both dead and fictional. The craftsmanship is incredible.

      The busboy smiles and tucks the empty bus tub under his arm. “You wouldn’t be able to buy it. Not for all the money in the world. The man who crafted it lives in some strange town in Florida, and my great grandmother refuses to return there. She called it ciudad de los muertos—the city of the dead.”

      Hmm . . . sounds like my kind of city.

      “Why’d she call it that?” I ask.

      He shrugs and situates the large gray bus tub on his hip. “Probably because the entire town was obsessed with preserving dead things. Everywhere you looked, something had been frozen in its death state.” He shivers and shakes his head. “No, it’s no place for people like us.”

      With that, he walks away, and I return to the table. The food has been brought out, and Dalton has scarfed half of his beans already. I take a seat and shovel a few forkfuls into my mouth to quiet my stomach before pulling out my phone.

      “What’re you up to, bones?”

      Ignoring him, I continue with my detective work and soon discover the name of the city of the dead. As a smirk slides across my face, I turn the phone toward him.

      “How do you feel about Florida?”
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        Dalton

      

      

      My relationship with Rayna could be likened to a hostage situation. She’s unhinged, volatile, and a little mean at times. A rational man would have run for the hills long ago, but she’s tethered me to her and refuses to release me. I do her bidding—much to my displeasure at times—because of my undying love for her. I’m a man obsessed.

      That’s why I’m currently picking my way through the southern section of Virginia as I chart a course toward Oak Hollow in Florida.

      I glance over at Rayna. She looks out the window as she fingers the tattered ear on that godforsaken squirrel. He’s her comfort object, her most beloved possession. I reach over and slide my hand into hers. Because she’s mine.

      A figure stands on the side of the road ahead. The man holds a cardboard sign and sticks his thumb toward our car as we approach. Rayna sits a little straighter in her seat when she spots him.

      “Couldn’t we⁠—”

      “No, bones. You know we can’t.”

      She sits back with a little grumble. “Why not? We’re currently on the move. By the time they find his body, we’ll be in Florida.”

      The man slides by, and I don’t even slow the car.

      “Fuck, I’m so bored.” Rayna kicks the dash and folds her arms over her chest. “This life was supposed to be exciting. I can’t chase a high only once a year. It’s not enough.”

      Keeping the kills to one night a year has proven more difficult than we first anticipated. For both of us. She needs the excitement, the adrenaline rush. I need the release. The control.

      I spot our exit ahead, so I merge onto the offramp. “What about the activities list? Maybe we could try some of those things. Besides, it’s almost Halloween.”

      We came up with a list of thrilling activities to try throughout our travels. Things that are slightly dangerous or run the risk of getting us caught, but also things that don’t have the sort of jail sentence that murder brings.

      “Let’s fuck on the railroad tracks.”

      “What?” I nearly merge into a semi as I pull into traffic. “You can’t be serious. That wasn’t even on the list.”

      “I’m definitely serious, and I just thought of it. We can make a game out of it. No moving from the tracks until we come.”

      “Both of us?”

      “Yes, both of us. You didn’t think I’d let you have all the fun, did you?” She punches something into her phone, and seconds later, she’s directing me down side streets.

      “So, what . . . we can’t kill other people, so we’re just going to kill ourselves?”

      She grins and tells me to take the next left.

      Like her puppet, I oblige. I take the turn, and railroad tracks appear further down a stretch of asphalt that looks like it hasn’t seen a pothole repair since its inception. Trees crowd the tracks on both sides, but the lack of growth around the metal ties suggests that trains pass through here regularly. I pull the car to a stop, tucking it off the street and in some brush.

      “We can finally play with this!” she says as she pulls something from her bag.

      I was wondering when Raul would make an appearance. She stole him from an oddities expo we passed through in Atlanta. It’s a possum head attached to a butt plug, and I think it’s supposed to be decorative only. That won’t stop Rayna from cramming it into her ass and forcing me to look at Raul’s glassy death glare while I pound her pussy.

      “Must we?” I ask as I unfasten my seatbelt.

      “We must.”

      She climbs out of the car with Raul in hand, and I follow her because I can’t help myself. No matter what weird shit she wants to get into, my obsession with her forces me to be her unwilling accomplice. Well, maybe not so much unwilling as unenthused. I’m always willing to fuck her senseless, even when her strange accessories are involved.

      And they usually are.

      I follow her down the tracks to where there’s a slight bend. I already know where this is going. We won’t be able to see the train coming from a distance in either direction, but we’ll damn sure hear it and feel the rumble in the tracks.

      “Wait!” Rayna holds up a finger and rushes back to the car. When she joins me again, she holds Raul in one hand and Van Gogh in the other.

      I open my mouth to ask why, but then I remember who I’m about to fuck on these train tracks. She sets her janky squirrel on one of the rails so he can watch, I guess. Who fucking cares at this point? My brain has officially become commandeered by the prospect of being inside her.

      Within seconds, she’s on me. A soft moan leaves her lips as her mouth melds with mine. I glance down the tracks as she fingers the hem of my shirt and tries to lift it over my head.

      I pull away from the kiss. “Maybe we should leave our clothes on. If we need to get away quickly, it’s probably best if we’re mostly dressed.”

      She grumbles and gives up, going for my mouth again.

      I can’t tear my gaze away from the way the tracks disappear in the distance, though. It doesn’t even look like a train could come from such a small place, but it’s all an optical illusion. A train will definitely come from that direction. Or head in that direction. Either way, we’re directly in its path.

      Oh, fuck it.

      I reach down and rip off Rayna’s shirt. She isn’t wearing a bra, though she rarely does. I love catching glimpses of her hardened nipples beneath her shirt, especially when my bones gives zero fucks if anyone sees. There is something unbelievably contagious about her reckless nature.

      Fear holds me back, but Rayna has a way of setting me free.

      “Changed your mind, huh?” she says as her breasts soak up the sunshine. “I can’t be the only one.”

      She reaches to remove my shirt, and I let her. If we give the train conductor an eyeful before he drags our innards from here to the next station, so be it. She slips off her shoes, and I drop my hands to her jeans, unbuttoning and snatching them down so she can pull them off.

      Her hand drops to my back pocket, where she draws my favorite knife from the depths. She smirks at me as she flips open the blade, sticks out her tongue, and drags the strip of silver down the quivering muscle. The skin separates slightly, and dark crimson fills the channel, dripping past her full lower lip when it overflows the wound.

      My erection is immediate, and I’m surprised I didn’t come in my pants.

      She swipes her bleeding tongue over her lips before sucking it back in and looking up at me. I grip her head between two very frustrated hands and inhale every ounce of her lusty, metallic perfume as we kiss. Droplets of blood fall onto my bare chest and warm the skin. They roll down my abdomen and settle against my navel.

      With another sadistic smirk, she pulls away and sits on the rail. She spreads her pretty thighs, purses her lips, leans forward, and spits bloody saliva onto her pussy.

      “Oh, bones,” I growl. She knows my favorite flavor.

      She drags her hand through the blood staining her damp skin. “Eat me, Dalton.”

      I dive to my knees, crawl to her, and send my tongue through her slit. Never mind the gravel digging into my flesh. Her back arches as I devour her. Rocks and metal stab my kneecaps, but I don’t care. I couldn’t be paid to care as I eat her as if this could be the last thing I taste. And it could be.

      Her moans are music to my ears as she breathes them out. She opens her mouth again and lets the bloody line of spit slip down her chest. I only stop eating her to watch the crimson roll over the hardened hill of her nipple and stay there, hovering like some sacred liquid. And it is sacred. I lift my head to capture her flesh and suck the blood from her skin.

      My hands fly to the front of my pants, and I rip open my jeans. I tug her off the rail so her ass drops between the tracks, and I wrap her legs around me. I need her. I need her more than I need my next breath as I lick and bite the sweat from her skin.

      “Fuck me,” she pleads, needing me as much as I need her.

      I sit on my knees, spit on her pussy, and pull her into me. She’s so fucking warm and wet as I push inside her. Her hands fly up to grip the rusty rail behind her as I lean over and drive my hips forward. Gravel, sticks, and weeds grate against her back, but she doesn’t seem to feel any of it. She’s too focused on the driving pain and pleasure between her spread thighs.

      After a few minutes, I lose myself to the feeling as well. I’m even able to block out the creepy black eyes staring at me from that squirrel’s disheveled face. Rayna’s body becomes my sole focus, and I worship her in the woods.

      “You need to make me come now,” she says after a long moan.

      I drop my hand between us and rub her swollen clit with my thumb. “Is someone aching to get off already?” I ask through a smirk.

      That’s when Van Gogh topples over, and I finally feel the vibrations rumbling through the ground.

      “Something like that.” Rayna rolls her hips and sighs, completely unbothered by the fact that we’re about to become a greasy spot on the rails.

      “Is that why you brought the fucking squirrel over? Because you knew this was a death sentence and you had to take him with us?”

      She smirks, showcasing her beautiful, bloody smile.

      “I don’t think I can do this, bones.”

      It’s the truth. My cock practically retreats the moment the vibrations register in my knees. She may have zero sense of self-preservation, but personally, I’m kind of enjoying being alive. Mostly.

      Sensing my sudden need to flee, Rayna rolls us over and climbs on top of me. She’s wrong, though. I won’t leave her on these tracks. She’d just start masturbating, determined to fulfill her own prophecy and arrive before the train. If I want both of us to make it out of this alive, I’ll need to get her off.

      And I need to finish the job, too.

      I grip her hips and urge her to ride me harder. I know what she needs in this position, and it’s totally up to her to get there. I’m just providing the cock.

      “I’m so close,” she moans, and I reach up to pinch her nipples.

      Her face contorts as the pain zips through her breasts and travels straight to her clenching pussy. Administering the pain helps me as well, causing my dick to jerk inside her as I edge closer to release.

      “Fuck, I’m coming. Don’t stop.” Her movements lose any rhythm as she gives herself carpet burn on my pubic hair. Her pussy grips my dick in an iron fist, and I keep pinching the fuck out of her nipples to keep her there.

      If it’s a good one, maybe she’ll let us both off the tracks, because I really don’t think I can get off right now. Not when the train is so close that I can hear it. The whistle wails in the distance, drawing closer with every panting breath we take.

      Rayna collapses against my chest. I move to sit up, but she pushes me down again.

      “We have to get off the tracks,” I say, but when I try to ease her off me, she pushes down on my lap.

      “No, I’m not getting off the tracks until you get off!” She settles her weight again. “Now fucking fill me!”

      “You’re insane, bones!”

      “And you love it.” She rocks her hips, forcing my dick to harden inside her.

      I can’t fucking help it. This is what she does to me.

      I try to forget there’s a train coming as I focus on the warm heat squeezing my dick. The vibrations are stronger now. They’re so strong, in fact, that my teeth buzz in my skull whenever my head touches the track. But she won’t let me go until I’ve spilled what she’s working so hard to pull out of me.

      “Hurry, baby,” she whispers in my ear. “We’re running out of time.”

      Does she think I don’t realize that? Does she think she’s helping?

      Maybe she is, because with the risk of imminent death coming at high speeds toward us, I fill her pussy. My eyes are glued to that distant space on the tracks, but my entire focus is on the place where I empty my soul into hers. The moment I finish, I throw her off me and grab her to haul her off the tracks. The train is pretty much here.

      The metal monster breaks through the trees, moving deceptively slow. Again, it’s all a trick of the eyes. It’s probably going fast enough to dislocate every bone in our bodies. It’s close enough to see the conductor’s terrified eyes as he spots the tiny naked people stumbling over the ties, and that’s too close for comfort.

      We stumble to safety, but Rayna and I turn and make the same realization as the train is practically upon us. Raul and Van Gogh still huddle among our clothes on the tracks.

      I grab Rayna’s waist to stop her from bolting for her beloved friends.

      “Let me go!” she screams, and I strain to hold the flailing woman in my grasp.

      Her feet fly, and she lands a kick to my nuts. Unable to stay upright, I drop to the ground and lose my grip. Rayna dives onto the tracks and grips her squirrel and beloved butt plug. Then she’s lost in a rush of wind and metal.

      “Rayna, no!”

      I can’t take a breath. I’m literally suffocating on nothing more than incomprehensible anguish. I cannot survive without Rayna, and I don’t think she got out of the way in time. If she’s on the other side of that train, I can’t hear her. Even if she’s screaming in pain, the roar of the train is too loud for any other sound to filter through.

      The train is short, but hours seem to pass as I wait for the graffiti-laden cars to end. When the last one clears my line of sight, I finally breathe a sigh of relief. Rayna is seated on the other side, her squirrel and butt plug clutched firmly to her bare chest.

      “I’m okay!” she says with a smile and a wave of her hand.

      I rush to her side and check her over, but the only wound I find is the one she made herself on her tongue.

      “I said I’m okay,” she huffs.

      “Don’t you ever do that again, Rayna. I was about to sit on these tracks until the next train barreled through here and took me with it. There’s no life for me without you.”

      “I’m sorry.” She stands on tiptoes and places a soft kiss on my cheek.

      “You aren’t, though. You’d do it all over again for that fucking squirrel.”

      “Aw, are you jealous?”

      “Jealous?” My eyes widen. “More like incredibly fucking concerned. You can’t throw your life away for a squirrel, bones. And a dead squirrel, at that!”

      “You’re not as cute as Van Gogh, but . . . I guess I would save you too.” She skips over the tracks, grabs our clothes, and tosses them to me.

      “Brat,” I whisper. “Now get dressed before I have to kill someone for looking at your naked body.”

      Her eyes light up. “Does that mean we can kill again?”

      I sigh and begin dressing. She really is having a hard time with this patience thing.

      “Just a few more days until we’re in Florida. Let that be enough for now,” I say.

      She groans and pulls her shirt over her head. “I guess it’s nice to have something to look forward to. Like playing with Raul.” She wiggles the butt plug toward my face.

      Yeah. I’m kind of looking forward to what happens next with Rayna, too. It’s always something with her.
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