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Chapter 1

“Y
ou want me to what?” Ariadne McAllister paced in front of the sofa where her mother, Galena McAllister, her younger sister, Liz, short for Lysandra, her brother, Lucian, and their housekeeper, Betty, sat shoulder to shoulder, looking like four evil genies.

“It's the only way to find out what happened to her,” insisted Galena. “She went to this Terra Bliss place and disappeared.”

“You don't know that she's disappeared.”

“Then why hasn't she come back?” Galena rolled the section of newspaper she was holding into a tube and began tapping it on the bentwood coffee table in front of her.

Liz looked up from the couch. Dark curls spilled Medusa-like over her forehead, a perfect curtain for the penetrating look she fixed on her sister. “I'd go, but I start filming in three days.”

“And I can't go,” said Lucian. “I'm damn good, but not the goddess type.”

Andy stopped pacing and looked down at the people she loved most in the world. “And I am? Look at me.”

They all dutifully looked at her. Scuffed desert boots, severely distressed jeans, out at both knees and one pocket, and a spaghetti-strapped T-shirt that was still encrusted with fake blood. Both elbows were scraped, and she was bruised in places no one outside the business even knew about.

“If you took a bath and brushed your hair, you would be,” said her mother.

Andy sighed. “You said emergency. I left straight from the set as soon as we wrapped and drove two hundred miles to get here. I didn't have time to primp. But if I leave in the next ten minutes, I can get home, pack, bathe”â€”she emphasized the last wordâ€”“and still make my flight to Acapulco.”

“But, Andy.”

“I've been on locationâ€”in the desertâ€”in the summerâ€”for the last six weeks. I've nearly drowned in a flash flood, fell off a cliff, crawled until sand is permanently embedded in my knees, and wrestled a sidewinderâ€”for seven takes. I deserve a vacation.”

“So does the snake,” said Lucian.

“He only worked one hour. He belongs to a better union.”

“You can go on vacation later,” said her mother.

No, I can't,
thought Andy.
Banshee, the Sequel
began filming at the end of the month
.
She really needed two weeks of pampering herself. Basking in sunlight that didn't give you skin poisoning. Floating on waves that weren't made by a machine. And indulging in several days of hot sex with one of the film's costars, Jason Hillâ€”before Jason's eye and dick roved to someone who would be more beneficial to his career.

Andy sighed and picked up the Terra Bliss brochure from the coffee table. She knew it was useless to argue with her family once they got “the look.” And they all had it. It had been perfected over three generations of Hollywood stunt people and brooked no argument. And when you threw Betty into the mixâ€¦She might as well start driving to Lake Tahoe.

She began to read the brochure, unconsciously pulling out the elastic band that held her hair in a long, thick braid.
Unlocking Your Inner Goddess. Three-week sensual-training workshops in the glorious Lake Tahoe mountains.
She opened the trifold to the course list:
Focusing Your Eternal Feminine; Getting What You Deserve; Retraining the Man in Your Life; Sexual Secrets for Lasting Relationships; and a special workshop, The Eternal Orgasm.

“You've got to be kidding.”

“Got to the Eternal Orgasm part, didn't you?” asked Lucian.

Andy tossed the brochure back onto the table. “Good old Aunt Mac. She's probably locked in an eternal orgasm and can't get out.”

Lucian snorted. “But what a way to go.”

“This is not a joking matter,” said Galena. She whacked the newspaper against her palm for dramatic effect.

“Oh, Mom,” said Andy, sneaking a peek at her watch. She could still make the flight if she gave up the bath. “Maybe she decided to stay for the second session. Sometimes, hang gliding, car chases, and bull riding just aren't enough. We'll probably find her staggering down the highwayâ€””

“With a smile on her face,” added Lucian.

Sister and brother grinned at each other.

“How can you two be so awful,” snapped Liz. “We called the retreat and they said she'd left. Aunt Miranda's life may be in danger. Show her the article, Mom.”

Galena stopped whacking the newspaper and began to unroll it. She spread it out on the coffee table. “There,” she said, pointing to the center of the page.

Andy leaned over to get a better look at the crumpled article. “Heiress Leaves Fortune to Sex Group.”
Imogene Southwaite, widow of
â€”Andy scanned through the family particularsâ€”
fell to her death Tuesday night. It is said that the Chicago heiress left her considerable fortune to Goddess International, an organization that professes a system of turning women's inner sensuality to outward power.

Owner of the company and television sex guru, Dr. Fiona Bliss, was unavailable for comment.

“Coincidence,” said Andy.

“There's no such thing,” said Galena. “Miranda has probably been murdered in her sleep.”

“Mac isn't an heiress,” said Andy, her vacation panning to a long shot in her mind.

“She's not poor,” said Betty. “But if your vacation and some hit-and-run pretty-boy actor are more important than your aunt's lifeâ€¦” She heaved herself off the couch and dragged herself away.

Andy winced. Even Betty knew about her serially disastrous love life. “Come back and sit down,” said Andy.

Betty lurched around, scowled at Andy, but made her way back to the couch. She'd come to live with them ten years ago after an aerial accident had left her partially paralyzed. She was slow, but she was still lethal.

Andy's vacation faded to black. “What do you want me to do?”

“There's another workshop starting Saturday,” said Galena. “I've reserved you a place.”

Â 

Dillon Cross unpacked the duffel bag the human resources department of Goddess International had issued him on his arrival at Terra Bliss. Three pairs of powder blue silk gym shorts with matching T-shirts. Two pairs of sweats in the same color, and a shear white, pleatedâ€”skirt.

Great. Grayson Talbot was going to pay for giving him this assignment. He didn't do skirts. And this one was ridiculously short. Some kind of Greek slave wear, he supposed.

He shucked off his jeans and wrapped the skirt around his waist. Then he looked in the mirror attached to the back of his dorm room door. The skirt barely covered his crotch, and it left the jagged scar from his latest knee surgery exposed. He pulled it down, until it hung low on his hips. That was a little better. He turned around and looked over his shoulder at his reflection. Now the scar on his back was showing. Shit.

He thought he'd blown his “audition” when he had to strip down to his underwear. But to his surprise, he passed with flying colors. Evidently, some women thought scars were a turn-on. Some womenâ€”but not the ones he knew. Those women could turn from randy she-devil to Mother Teresa at the first touch of rough skin. It brought out their nurturing instincts. He hated nurturing types. Which explained his lack of a sex life. At least, partially explained it.

He was jarred from that train of thought by a knock on the door. It opened, and Rusty Slayton's curly head appeared in the opening. This was Rusty's second summer at Terra Bliss, and he'd offered to show Dillon the ropes.

“Shorts and tees for afternoon. The kilt is for dinner.” His gaze fell on Dillon's thigh. “Jesus.”

Dillon stepped behind the bed and gritted his teeth. The look of horror he could take; it was the following sympathy that made him see red. It was his own fault for pulling this dickhead assignment. But hell, it was the only kind of assignment he was good for.

“Better shake it,” said Rusty, regrouping and giving himself a quick once-over in the mirror. “The bus will be here in ten minutes, and all the slavesâ€”attendants, I meanâ€”have to be lined up for the welcoming address. Wear your tightest jockstrap. Some of these â€˜ladies' think a sensuality workshop is one long sex orgy.”

Slaves? Dillon shuddered. He owed Grayson a lot. The man had saved Dillon's carcass on their last assignment and had convinced the agency to keep him on, even though he was no longer of use in a war zoneâ€”or anyplace else for all Dillon knew.

He looked down at his powder blue outfit. Before the accident, he'd been a damn good covert operator. Now he was nothing more than a covert boy toy.

Â 

Andy stared out the window at the blur of scenery as the bus climbed up the mountain road to Terra Bliss. She should never have let her family talk her into this, especially after they insisted on the disguise. But here she was, her hair pulled back in a tight bun. Her feet stuffed into “sensible” shoes. And after a five-hour car ride and another two hours on the chartered bus, her conservative, gray linen suit looked as if she'd slept in it.

She'd balked at the idea of bleaching away her tan. She'd earned every UV rayâ€“induced inch of it. And she'd absolutely refused to wear the prosthetic buck teeth. But when she'd tried to nix the glasses, there was a general outcry.

“Come on, Andy,” Lucian had pleaded, the devil in his eyes. “You'll never pass as a plain Jane if anybody gets a good look at your face.”

She'd put them on and swayed. “I can't see a thing.”

“Sure you can,” said Lucian. “They're just props. You'll get used to them after a minute. It'll add to your credibility.”

Except they were Coke-bottle thick, and hours later, the scenery was still a blur. She knew they had driven through the town of South Lake Tahoe and circled the lake to climb higher into the mountains. But the woman sitting next to her was a blob of green and navy blue. Probably just as well she couldn't see, thought Andy. She had a sneaky suspicion that the woman was wearing a golf outfit.

The bus slowed down, and the driver announced that they were entering the Terra Bliss grounds and would have no further cell phone or Internet service. Andy heard the scurry of last minute calls starting up around her. She didn't bother. Everyone who mattered knew where she was, and the others would be too busy partying to care.

The bus passed through what appeared to be a stone arch. The deep forest gave way to a wash of lighter green. Andy slid her glasses down to the tip of her nose and looked over the tortoiseshell framesâ€”an extensive, perfectly manicured lawn that stretched for acres and was surrounded by a high stone wall.

To the far left was a large, Greek-styled building with entrance columns and an ornamental frieze that ran between two stories of rectangular windows. To the far right sat a swimming pool and two buildings that looked like a gym and a dormitory. In between, the lawn was sprinkled with copses of trees, white marble fountains, and smaller structures that suggested ancient shrines and made Andy think of vestal virgins dancing in the moonlight.

Taking this goddess theme a bit far,
she thought. Then wondered hopefully if there would be any Greek gods in attendance.

All around her, chatter rose in excited trills. The woman next to her began talking in a thick Texas accent.

“Isn't it just like a real paradise?”

“Um,” said Andy. It was about all she could manage, except,
Are you nuts? It looks like a sound stage from the last “Xena” season.

The bus stopped and the doors whooshed open. The driver instructed them to step down and form a line to the right, where they would be greeted by the retreat's director, Katherine Dane. The forty women filed down the aisle. Andy stayed close on the heels of the wavering blue-green mass in front of her. Until it stopped suddenly and Andy plowed into it.

“Sorry,” she mumbled. She was going to have to find a way to ditch the glasses.

“That's all right, hon. There's nothing to be nervous about. This is my third summer here and I love it to death. You'll see. You won't even recognize yourself when the session is over.”

Not to worry,
thought Andy. She was never wearing these clothes or glasses again.

“I'm Jeannie Jenkins.”

“Ariadne McAllister.”

“Nice to meet you. Now hurry up and let's see how yummy the slaves are this session.”

Slaves? Andy followed Jeannie down the steps.

They formed a line along the side of the bus. Katherine Dane began her speech. Andy missed most of it. She was trying to see across the drive where a line of blue wavered in the sunlight. More people, she guessed. The slaves? Intrigued, she dipped her head and looked over the top of her glasses; she could see only halfway across the driveway. She pushed the glasses up and peered through the slit at the bottom. It gave her a crick in the neck.



        

        
               
        
            	«
	1
	2
	3
	4
	5
	6
	7
	8
	9
	10
	...
	21
	...
	31
	»

        

        Other books



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Fourth Down Baby: A May-December Romance by Lauren Landish



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        In Love With A Cowboy (BWWM Romance) by BWWM Crew, Tasha Jones



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Even If the Sky Falls by Mia Garcia



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Let the Tornado Come: A Memoir by Rita Zoey Chin



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Tell the Wolves I'm Home by Carol Rifka Brunt



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Full Moon Rising by Keri Arthur



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Dark Season by Joanna Lowell



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        You're Not Crazy - It's Your Mother by Morrigan, Danu



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Old Jews Telling Jokes by Sam Hoffman



    
    
    
    
    
    
    
    
        Comradely Greetings by Slavoj Zizek


        
        
    



        
                    

    





    
        
            © ThomasStone 2015 - 2024    Contact for me [email protected]                    


                
            
            
            
        

    







    
    