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      In the name of Christ, I compel all saints and guardians of holy workers to condemn your soul to eternal torment for your crime! You are a dry riverbed who shall forever seek the coming rain. You are a barren field, begging for seed. Seek ye relief only in the arms of women you can never love. You shall be nourished from their core. God turns his back on you. Satan welcomes you. Daylight shuns you. Night is your ally. Until a woman sacrifices herself for your sake, you shall be known as 'Incubus', unholy shadow dweller, cursed and abandoned for all time.

      

      En el nombre de Cristo, yo impongo a todos los santos y los sagrados sirvientes para condenar el alma al tormento eternal por su crimen! Tú eres rio seco que por siempre buscará la lluvia de los cielos. Tú eres un campo estéril suplicando por los semillas. Buscaras el amor solomente en los brazos de mujers que nunca podras amar. Tú alma sera alimentad por sus vientres. Diós te dará la espalda. El Diablo te dará la bienvenida. La luz del día te rechazará. La noche sera aliada. Hasta que una mujer sacrifique su alma por tí, tú serás conocido como un amor demonio una sombra impura, maldecida y abandonada para siempre.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            CHAPTER ONE

          

        

      

    

    
      Kash Masterson kicked in her door as easily as if it had been made of papier mâché. The din rising from the saloon below muffled the sound of his boot against the fir plank barrier. Neither wood nor iron was going to keep him out of the room or out of the woman. Kash had too much whiskey. Too much time on horseback and not nearly enough pay. He needed comfort and that’s what he aimed to get.

      That young, soiled dove has skin like milk and honey. She glows like gold in the light of her kerosene lantern. She is about the comeliest chippy I have ever seen—and that’s saying a lot. I am no stranger lurking about outside cathouses.

      He closed the door with a second kick. The broken lock swung in time to the vibration, beating against the door like it was a snare drum.

      She modestly pulled the covers up to her chin. “Señior. Wrong room.”

      He approached with a drunken swagger on bowed legs. It had been a long cattle drive from hither to yon and he deserved to tie one on properly and get a bit of lovin’ from a lady or two before he headed back out.

      He pulled her bedclothes down, stripping away her hidey hole.

      He unfastened his gun belt and set it on her bedside table, then unhooked the top button on his wool riding breeches.

      Her eyes widened at the sight of what he had to offer her as he released the bull from the pen. He stroked his erection proudly. Even drunk he could unleash a bronco. And brother, was he ever drunk.

      She said nothing; nada. She just looked at him with big doe eyes surrounded by that honey skin and long black hair. Mamacita, she is a pretty thing!

      He shook off the whiskey dizzy buzzing between his ears and climbed aboard.

      He dug in his spurs and set about the business of making love to the lady, expecting to hear the moans and praises all such women give their paying customers. Praises came with the dollar he’d left with the bartender for her services. For these few minutes he’d become the greatest lover in the territories. And she’d tell him so too.

      The dusky beauty under him didn’t respond as expected. His kisses were not returned, and she remained still and quiet as he touched her. He liked to think he could give a woman a good run for his money. Not bringing any pleasure to a lady just wasn’t how he liked things. He was paying for it, goddammit—she’d better start enjoying it!

      He’d been drinking pretty heavy. Perhaps the bottle had swallowed the best of him this time ‘round. No matter—he figured he could work the filly up to a climax before he spilled himself. It would just take a little rub or lick.

      He didn’t get the chance. Fingers between her legs, cock hard as rock and drunk as fuck, he reeled as a sharp blow to the back of his head sent him flying off the bed. Before he could fight back, he found himself flying across the room. He landed with a harsh, painful thud against the wall.

      He heard the chippy scream—not the kind of scream he’d been expecting, mind you—but a blood-curdling scream cut short by a slew of words in Spanish he couldn’t translate for all the stars flitting about his head.

      Somehow, Kash managed to stand. He raised clenched fists, ready to fight back—but stopped. The girl was still on the bed, all balled up, hiding her head and weeping like she was a paid mourner. Between the bed and where Kash had landed stood his assailant—a wild-eyed holy man; a Mexican priest with a big silver crucifix attached to his waist. The priest’s brown robes were stained and sooty and his long hair looked plaited with mud. Kash had seen men walk the line between heathenism and the Church before—but never so dramatically. Save for the crucifix, the priest could have passed for an Indigenous medicine man. Oh, shit. Wrong room. I’m in the wrong room.

      “Oh, lady…I’m sorry. I didn’t realize you weren’t the whore I bought. These rooms all look alike.”

      The priest sprang at Kash like a wildcat, flying at him with both fists while his low, angry voice streamed curses in Spanish that Kash wouldn’t repeat in a room full of the most hardcore hombres in all of Texas. “En el nombre de Cristo, yo impongo a todos los santos y los sagrados sirvientes para condenar el alma al tormento eternal por su crimen! Tú eres rio seco que por siempre buscará la lluvia de los cielos. Tú eres un campo estéril suplicando por los semillas. Buscaras el amor solomente en los brazos de mujers que nunca podras amar. Tú alma sera alimentad por sus vientres. Diós te dará la espalda. El Diablo te dará la bienvenida. La luz del día te rechazará. La noche sera aliada. Hasta que una mujer sacrifique su alma por tí, tú serás conocido como un amor demonio una sombra impura, maldecida y abandonada para siempre.”

      Kash held up his hands in a peaceful-like gesture. “I can’t fight a priest for Christ’s sake. Now you just settle down. I’m just a cowboy getting’ a bit of lovin’ and I’m in the wrong room. I’m sorry! But I’m not committin’ no crime here, ‘cept being drunk and stupid!”

      “Si, hombre. You attacked this woman. She is in my charge. You attempted to rape a nun, and now you have raped your own soul!” the priest cursed. “Tú serás conocido como un amor demonio una sombra impura, maldecida y abandonada para siempre.”

      “What’s a nun doing in a whorehouse?” Kash asked. He glanced over at the young woman. “She doesn’t look like a nun—and sir, I’ve never forced myself on a woman…I did not rape her, Father.” He paused, casting a regretful gaze at the girl. He’d never exactly asked her permission, either. He’d assumed that she was his lady for the night. “I didn’t…there was no sexual congress, Father. I kissed her a little and touched her—that’s all.”

      “That is enough,” the priest replied.

      The young nun nodded at Kash, tears streaming down her cheeks. She made the sign of the cross and choked out, ‘lo siento mucho,’ between her sobs.

      Kash’s own tears welled up. I violated a servant of God. Damn!

      That was the last thing he saw—her fresh, beautiful face—her huge eyes, weeping. Weeping for him, he figured—because he died that night, sure as he’d been shot through the heart. Not from the blows dealt by the old priest—but by those damning words. They were the killing blow. The goddamn curse words.
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        * * *

      

      Kash knew he was dreaming. He’d had the same nightmare enough times to recognize it for what it was. No matter how hard he tried to fight against the flow of images plaguing him every time he tried to get some shuteye, his dream-self committed the same crime he himself had committed in his drunken, reckless youth. He wanted to awaken so desperately. But never did—until the dream had played itself out.
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        * * *

      

      The loco en la cabeza padre hovered over his corpse after he went down. Really down. Pulled down by unseen claws to the floor and beyond the floor. Through the building and through the hard-packed Arizona desert over which the saloon had been built. He didn’t go physically—only his soul went down into the bowels of hell. His body stayed behind. Bloodied up. Probably starting to stink. He could still hear and see. He could feel, too. He felt cold. But he couldn’t move. He no longer needed to breathe.

      The priest spoke intermittently, muttering phrases in broken English and incoherent Spanish. He crossed himself as he spoke. Kash saw the fevered look on the old man’s face, but couldn’t move a damned muscle.

      Maybe he’s giving me Last Rites. No—that crazy old priest is praying for himself. Praying for forgiveness. Seems condemning a man to a living hell has a catch—it condemned him too.

      Kash realized he wasn’t alone on the journey into hell. He had company—that crazy Padre with his blasted muttering and prayers trailed just behind him. And for Christ’s sake—he was starting to catch the gist of what the priest was saying.

      Rules. He’s making a list of rules for me to follow in eternal damnation. Jesus Christ. This can’t be happening to me.
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      Kash woke, startled and edgy. He’d been summoned. No rest for the wicked. He felt the call tug at him like a magnet to steel. Damned thing was strong enough to wake him. But maybe that was a good thing.

      It was one helluva strong summoning, too. Man, it’s eating at me like a swarm of mosquitoes. Some horny female is really in need of a good roll in the hay tonight.

      Kash shuddered involuntarily. A strong summoning such as this could knock him for a loop and make him feel as giddy as a schoolgirl. Like drinking bad whiskey—he needed it—he wanted it—it went down all right—but the gut ache later…oh, brother. His gut was already starting to churn.

      He rolled out of bed and pulled on his hand-tooled burgundy leather boots. They fit him like a second skin. He’d had them special made in Arizona in the 60s. The 1860s.

      His boots were made for romancing. Back in the day a lady couldn’t resist a man with shiny new boots and a freshly laundered shirt. Twenty-first century women weren’t as impressed by such things as a clean-shaven face and pearl-handled pistols. But loving a woman was the same from woman to woman and century to century. One hundred and fifty years of callouts told him that much. He’d loved a lot of women since his fall from grace. I am the incubus with the mostus.

      In this new era, with all the openness about love and choices, he expected someday he’d get summoned by a man. I can do that. It’s been over a hundred years, but someday, I ‘spect it will happen. I have no choice but to service the one who says the words.

      Kash laughed. It was wantin’ a little lovin’ that got him into this mess, and it was only loving that would get him out of it. And I’ll be goddamned—which I am—if women don’t always find the spells to call me out. No love involved. It’s all business. Been getting worse every year. Women want what men have always wanted and aren’t afraid to pay the devil to get it.

      He turned his head in the direction of the call. “Yeah, yeah. Keep your bloomers up, honey. I’m coming—and you will be too about twenty minutes after my arrival.”

      From the scent carried in the invisible trails of her voice, Kash could see the woman quite clearly. Dark hair. Pale skin with a resonant glow only a superior spa can provide. Shocking green eyes. Long, painted nails and lips the color of a crimson sky.

      Another rich American businesswoman. He hadn’t had a salt-of-the-earth European female summon him in months. “Whoa now—this one is using an original spell, too. She’s got ’hold of one of those damned infernal parchments. This ain’t one of those Internet junkies digging too deep into websites better left well alone. I wonder where she found an original.”

      He extended his arms above his head. Starting at his fingertips, he began to vaporize. He became the night air; an icy fog of passion. He rose from the cold darkness of his Dallas condo and tracked the sound of the summoning to its origin.

      He had no choice in the matter.

      To Kash, the compulsion to follow the call was both a blessing and a curse. He’d become addicted to the payment he exacted for his services. After the first taste of female essence, he’d been hooked. Like a man needing water after crossing the Sonoran or a child needing a sugar-teat to forget a hurt—he needed to fuck, then feed. No two ways about it.

      Of course, that was part of the plan—to keep him dependent upon the curse while it kept him fenced in like razor wire. He wasn’t the only one affected by the curse, either. No, sir. The women who used him carnally became addicted, too. One time with him and they’d be wanting back at the trough every night for the rest of their lives. To them, he was an insatiable itch needing a good scratch. It was a vicious, never-ending circle.

      There was no running away for old Kash—or for his lovers. Most of the time he did only one summoner per night. Sometimes he’d go for weeks without a call and then have his dance card become so full he’d have to satisfy the ladies as quickly as he could to get to the next one. No reprieve until dawn. He’d kissed so many vaginas that he knew by a glance what he needed to do. Deep penetration with his tongue. The upside-down V pattern. Use his nose against her clitoris while he lapped. I’m a pro. Then there was what they wanted to do to him. Touch him. Kiss him. Until they get to my cock. It’s made of ice. When I thrust inward, it cools them down until they explode with rapture. I come. Sure. I have powerful orgasms. But no child will ever come from my seed. And the pleasure is fleeting. Until I put my mouth to the next quim.

      He’d been through a dry spell as of late. It had been a while since some brave woman had recited the palabras para invocar—the accursed words to call him out.

      Truthfully, he felt relieved that he was finally going to get to scratch that itch he’d been having. He needed to feed. No—he wanted to feed. Addictions are like that. You think it’s need. It becomes need.

      The closer he came to the source of the call, the more he knew about the Summoner. She found the words veneered into a drawer back. Somebody used a parchment for decoupage. Well, doesn’t that beat all? And here she is, brave enough to try them out. Well, honey, you’d better be brave, because I bring fierce lovin’.

      He knew what was expected of him. He'd performed like a trained animal a thousand times. Pavlovian response—those who knew how to ring the bell could force him to do his tricks.

      This Summoner had an edge to her voice that made his skin crawl. The dark blond hairs on his arms prickled. Sometimes Summoners were shy. Some considered him nothing more than an erotic dream—how very Victorian of them. The Victorian era had been a busy time. The more oppressed women were about sex, the more they needed the likes of him. The 60s hadn’t been nearly as busy.

      This one wasn’t shy. This one wanted action. Cold, hard Kash action. He drifted toward the hum of her voice.

      Vaporous when en route, his physical form was ageless and as handsome as the day he’d been put asunder for his crimes. He’d never given up wearing his work clothes—the boots, the hat, the leather vest. He sure as hell wasn’t roping and branding calves these days—but the ladies seemed to like his mild-mannered cowboy image, so he kept it. What’s a one-hundred-fifty-year-old Incubus to do? Follow fashion trends? Not Kash.
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        * * *

      

      The Summoner opened her bedroom window, allowing moonlight to stream into the room. That and the glow of the candles set a nice mood. She loosened the top two buttons on her blouse. Her breasts strained against the v-slit opening of her slightly too small shirt, threatening to spill out and shift her seductive look to one of over-eagerness. Thank God her lace teddy had more sense than her breasts. It held the girls in, offering a subtle hint at more sensual delights confined under the simple, crisp white blouse. Subtleties could make or break the evening. She had to know if he was truly who she thought he was. The one—the only one—who could quell her own curse. Capture. Control. Coerce. Consume. It was a solid plan.

      It had taken her years to find the exact spell for the exact Shadow Lover she had long wished to possess. Along the way, she’d captured other condemned souls and bent them to her will—but none of them had been him. The cowboy.

      She’d been close to finding him before. So close she could smell his scent wafting from the bodies of vacant-eyed women going about their business with him still clinging to them like a skin graft. Once a woman had him, he became a part of her, forever. He became the itch between her legs. The tickle across her nipples. The prickle at the nape of her neck. That sudden awakening during the night to a gentle touch—when she was sleeping alone…

      Most were too mundane—too human—to know that like each cigarette they’d smoked in their lifetime, each rousing bit of sex with the Incubus Cowboy reduced their life expectancy by nine minutes. Nine minutes of life for each resounding orgasm. Only a handful ever knew what had occurred—they recalled him as a fond sexual fantasy—a wet dream—but he was so much more. He had been many things to many women over the centuries—until now.

      She had every intention of being his last customer. She had every intention of dying with him. They were a match made in hell, and only hell’s fire could free them. She had it all figured out. She needed him. She needed him to need her. Capture. Control. Coerce. Consume.

      It had taken time and effort to find the clues to call him. Each snippet of information led her deeper into the maze created by the crazy priest who cast the Incubus spell on the cowboy. The clues led her to develop an interest in antiques. Not just any antiques, however. Specifically, furniture and personal possessions of holy workers of the mid-19th century. She drove dealers crazy. If it wasn’t pre-Civil War era “old west” merchandise, she didn’t want to see it. By being so damned exclusive and attending only those auctions guaranteed to have items of interest, she found the treasure. The spell. To call him.

      There was such delightful desolation and dire abandonment pervading the aura of the auction, she knew she’d finally reached the end of her search. Where? In the jeweled eucharist box? Written in the margins of the circa 1865 Bible like some accursed illumination? No. None of the items on the block or sequestered away in lots held the key.

      It was the junk heap that proved to be worth its weight in gold.

      Tired, bored, and irritated that none of the items up for bid had jumped out at her or spontaneously erupted into a chorus of, “Here I am!”, the Summoner had stepped outside with her glass of Kokapelli Winery Shiraz to pout. That’s when she saw it.

      Tossed on the burn pile like so much trash, an old bureau, grayed with age, scarred and partially consumed by flames, still bore the faintest remnant of the seal of Father Alejandro, zealous 19th century priest whom her mother had called an “avenging angel.”

      Steeped in Mexican Aboriginal magic and barely shackled by the constraints of his faith, Alejandro had succumbed to mental illness—personal demons—after writing and inducing the curse upon the cowboy. A curse that claimed so many souls. The cowboy’s. The priest’s. Hers.

      Alejandro made several copies of the curse and found unique ways to see that the distribution of the parchments reached all corners of the earth. Sailing ships before the blockade of the Civil War. Mexican bandits fleeing to South America. Runaway slaves fighting their way to Canada. This curse had to stick—all to punish a man for a crime he didn’t commit. But that didn’t matter now. All that mattered was ending it. Ending it for him. Ending it for her.

      Though the cowboy pleaded—and even the Summoner’s own mother begged for mercy—the old, crazy priest condemned the cowboy to a living hell, and thereby condemned himself, as well. The priest had challenged God Himself to find a way to abate the onus. The Summoner figured she was God’s reply. She’d figured it all out. She’d been born angry and lived a long, rage-filled life for a reason. She had to be angry enough to challenge the curse. Challenge it for them both.

      Her mother had always taught that the Lord works in mysterious ways. And she definitely fell into that category. Who says one demon couldn’t rescue the soul of another from oblivion and eternal sexual damnation? She’d been born Demon Rage. The cowboy had played a small role in her creation—but held the key to the end of her suffering. An icy key to temper her internal fire.

      After purchasing the scraps of furniture, she’d used the utmost care to peel away the charred veneer until a singed piece of parchment curled out from the burn like a phoenix rising from the ashes. That’s what she needed to do—rise from the ashes. Only the cowboy and his unholy love could ignite that fire.

      Anathema in hand, it didn’t take long to gather every other copy on the face of the earth. Seems one parchment was tied to the next and so on. It had also been easy enough to trace the labyrinthine depths of the Internet to erase all traces of the words from the underbelly of the universe. Money—lots of it—could buy corporate computer giants as easily as it could Prada or Dolce and Gabbana.

      She now controlled the cowboy. Only he didn’t know it yet.

      Sitting on her bed awaiting the approach of the infamous Texan Incubus…the man who wronged her mother but had been doubly wronged himself by a mentally ill priest…she found her desire to possess this particular Shadow Lover was more titillating to her than any sex toy in her cabinet. And she had a wide array of small appliances. The chase had been seemingly endless. The capture was at hand. And the reward worth dying for.

    



This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/cold-hard-kash-high-res.jpg
DARRAGHA FOSTER






OEBPS/images/break-rule-screen.png







