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Monsters are real.

Fairy-tales and myths came to life when creatures of all kinds came forward with their truth. They exist, and they always have.

The world has to adjust, and only after a year, that adjustment meant that humans and monsters could interact. For most people, that brought cures from the vampires or security from werewolves. Fortunes are told by the Fae, and there's even talk of time travel courtesy of a few powerful witches. 

A secret side of mingling with monsters, however, is indulging in pleasures offered at the Victorian home on Cedar Street in West Texas. No strings, no regrets, if you're interested......
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"Don't tell me you're going to back out! I called off work and drove two hours, so get that look off your face!" Charlotte hit the gas a little more to show she was serious. "Seriously, Em, we can't be the only two women in all of Cedar Creek who are monster virgins. We're in college, for God's sake. We have to live a little!" She reached over and turned up the music with her thumb. The bass beat thrummed through the car like a heart. Charlotte's jet black hair, straightened to perfection, swayed at her shoulders when she spoke. 

Emma stared into the darkness, avoiding the small red light in the distance. Did she actually want to give herself to a vampire? A werewolf? Something even more dangerous than that? She still didn't know, but the version of herself earlier that afternoon was much more certain. 

Emma finally turned to face her best friend. She didn't know what she was thinking, and that was her truth to share. "It's only been a year, Char. Is that long enough to actually know what they're capable of? Hell, there are places that won't even allow their kind in the cities." Emma instantly hated how that came out.

"It's their loss, Em. Vampires can heal people, and werewolves are being hired all over the place to keep peace." Emma wasn't surprised to hear her friend bring up the two best outcomes of supernatural creatures coming out of the closet. She failed to mention that vampires still needed to eat, and werewolves might lose control during that time of the month. It was all too new, and her earlier self was a fool for agreeing to go straight to them. "Did you know that every missing person's case in the last six months has been solved? You can thank the werewolves! Did you know that sickness and injuries are about to be eradicated from the planet? You can thank a vampire!" Those same words were used hours ago, and they had worked that time. But seeing the old Victorian house come into view, with a red bulb glowing faintly from the wrap-around porch, seemed to dim Charlotte's argument.
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