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To the friends I made along the way.


Prologue


One night in October, 1971, a little girl was born. She was not much like other little girls—in fact, it’s fair to say that she was altogether very different. But she was, in the end, just a little girl: a child. But she wasn’t just any child. She was the only child of Count Dracula. But before the child, there was a woman—a woman who no longer exists.

Her mother, Catherine Moriarty, gave birth to her in Dracula’s castle, Schloss Bran. She was a traveler—a real estate agent from London who was sent by her firm to discuss a possible deal with the Count. He had been planning to offload much of his holdings in England, desperately in need of liquid assets. Catherine was an eager woman, hungry like the wolf as Duran Duran might say, and fully backed and empowered by her firm to make a deal.

At first when Dracula met her, he thought little to nothing of her. She was less remarkable than Mina Harker or his first wife—the one whose loss drove him to madness and forged his pact with the darkness itself. She wasn’t even half as remarkable as Cordelia Darcy, the sapphire dragoness who served him loyally as his friend and confidant, though their relationship was more like father to daughter than anything else.

But one night, fate intervened, and he was forced to see this mortal woman in a new light.

“Well, Mister Tepes, these documents appear to be in order, so there’s nothing holding us back from finalizing the sale if you’re ready,” she said. Dracula watched her dine with casual disinterest. His mind was elsewhere.

The vampire lord reached out his hand and took the paper from her, and her pen, and signed his name. He scarcely bothered to negotiate prices. That would draw the process out, and he needed money to fund his research sooner rather than later. Making worlds from scratch required a lot of prepwork.

Catherine retrieved the paper from him with an amusingly greedy gleam in her eye—the kind of look humans reserved for money, and vampires reserved for…well, nothing. He couldn’t remember feeling that kind of yearning in hundreds of years.

“I envy you, Mrs. Moriarity,” he said. “Your passion, I mean.”

She adjusted her glasses and placed the documents in a manila folder, then that folder into her leather bag. “It’s actually Miss, Mr. Tepes. I’m unmarried.”

“A woman your age, in this era?” Dracula asked, genuinely taken aback. She was certainly clever and pretty enough to have a partner. But then again, this was the 1970s. Women of her type were probably intimidating to men.

She smirked at his phrasing. “In this era?”

“Forgive me,” he muttered. “Feels like I’ve been around for a long, long time.”

“Well, you don’t look older than forty,” she said. “I confess, I did my research into your background but all we could dig up was your name which, of course, you share with your, uh, infamous ancestor…If you don’t mind my characterizing him that way.”

“At one point or another, everyone’s the hero of his own story, Ms. Moriarty. My—let’s say ancestor, as you said—is a part of my past that I cannot shake off my name no matter how hard I try. Those sins are mine to bear in more ways than you know.”

“That doesn’t seem fair to me,” she chuckled, hanging her bag on the chair’s back. With business concluded, she grabbed her cutlery and started digging into her meal in greater earnest.

“We can’t erase the past, Ms. Moriarty,” Dracula said. “If we could, there’d be nothing left but this moment.”

“As far as I care to consider, there is nothing but this moment.” She noted his sullen face and sighed. “Look, I only mean to say that the sins of the father should not continue to punish the son. It’s the twentieth century now. Your namesake, Vlad the Impaler, may have earned your family a spot in historical infamy—but those monsters aren’t you, and the terrible past isn’t the promising present.”

“No, they aren’t, and it isn’t,” he laughed darkly. “I quite like Christopher Lee, by the way, but it’s hardly an accurate interpretation.”

“Who’s to say for sure? In any case, there is no such thing as vampires, so at least that core detail is off the mark.”

Dracula let out a little chuckle at her understandable ignorance. “Indeed.”

She smiled at him and raised her wine. “Aren’t you going to eat anything?”

“I’m afraid I don’t have much of an appetite today,” he said. “I’m content to watch you eat and keep you company—but I can leave you to it just as well. Our business is concluded, and my chauffeur will take you back to the airport in the morning.”

Catherine nodded, cut her meat with a fork and a knife, raised it to her red lips, and took a bite. She chewed for a bit. After swallowing, she smiled politely and spoke once more. “I don’t mind the company. Please, stay.”

Dracula nodded and took a sip of his own goblet—actually filled with blood, of course. His eyebrows raised as the real estate agent accidentally pierced her fingertip with her steak knife. “Shit!” she gasped, sucking in air. “Oh, I’m sorry!”

“Do you need me to fetch the first aid kit?” Dracula asked. He could, of course, just heal it outright, but that would give far too much away.

She shook her head. “I’ll wash it off after I finish my meal. I’ve got bandages in my bag.”

“Very well,” he said, but his eyes were focused on her cut now. It wasn’t the blood itself—he wasn’t some newborn vampire lacking in all self-control. No, it was the simple fact that there was something altogether very different about her blood. Was she even human? The scent of it—he smelled potential beyond humanity.

But she was human. At the very least, she wasn’t a monster of any kind that he’d ever encountered. He would sense that a mile away, and she would have sensed what he was too, at least in most cases.

“So tell me a little about yourself. Your family, perhaps?” he asked, pressing a bit at this new topic of interest.

She shrugged as she dabbed at the injury with a napkin before returning to her meal. “Not much to say, I’m afraid. My mother was a housewife and my father was an architect. Fairly normal, if well off, upbringing. I had two brothers and one sister.”

“Anglican Church, I take it?”

“Between you and me, my family wasn’t very religious, but yes,” she said, winking at him.

“I’m the same way,” he replied with a chuckle. “Anything else interesting about you?”

At this point he could see that a sliver of suspicion had appeared in her eyes. “Not that I know of. Why? Do you know something I don’t?”

“Of course not,” he answered with a laugh. But for the rest of the meal, it was all he could think about. What was it that made her blood so oddly potent? So rife with power and potential? How would it taste? What did it actually mean?

Blood, to a vampire, was a complex thing. The sweeter it was, the better it sustained you, but the more fragrant it was, the more power it held for magic. In all his centuries, Dracula had never encountered blood that called out to him like hers.

That night, he went to Catherine in her room. She was startled to see him, but she put up no resistance when he approached her and dropped her evening gown to the floor. He didn’t use any magic or mesmerism—as soon as he made his intentions clear, she willingly and eagerly succumbed. Why shouldn’t she? In her mind, it must have seemed like a one night stand with a powerful, handsome nobleman with an exotic accent in his regal castle. Quite a story for girls’ night.

But she didn’t leave. Not then, not ever. Not when she learned what he was—not when he told her of his intentions for her, either. It must have seemed a beautiful fate to her then, being mother to something so precious, so unique. At first, Dracula worried that she might leave for fear of ruining her career; after all, career women as pretty as her didn’t become career women because they wanted to have children in a hurry. But something about his offer was enticing enough for her to stay.

Using all his magic and the knowledge of ages gone by, he did everything he could to make their mutual dream come true. The day eventually came that she discovered she was pregnant with the child of a vampire, and there was no turning back.

Rhapsody Tepes did not cry when she was born. She was born on a cloudless night. There was no moon in the sky, no wolves howling in the distance—it was entirely mundane for the birth of such an important creature. Dracula had hoped for a full moon or a heavy downpour—omens of dark power. He got none of those things, but he did receive a beautiful baby girl all the same.

His final ambition was complete. All that was left to do was raise her and see her continue his legacy. But Rhapsody was not normal—not by human standards, and certainly not by vampire standards, growing like a mortal with each passing year. First off, she seemed more vampire than human, only able to survive at night. This was hard on Catherine, who had learned to sleep during the day and live her life during the evening to be present in her daughter’s life.

She had been a good mother. Whenever the Dark Lord reflected on the memories he held of her, that was the first thing he recalled. She was a good woman, but not his wife. He had never asked nor wanted her to be his wife.

One night, when Rhapsody was still less than ten years old, the little girl came to her mother reporting an unusual hunger. “Mommy,” she had said, or so Dracula heard when he observed the scene later with the aid of magic. “I feel uncomfortable.”

Catherine had been reading a book on the loveseat in the drawing room when Rhapsody came to her. “And what seems to be the matter, my little blackbird?”

“It feels like my insides are on fire, and I feel a heaving emptiness. I feel ravenously hungry, Mommy.”

“But you just fed on one of your father’s thralls not one hour ago,” Catherine noted with surprise and concern, setting her book down. She put her hand on Rhapsody’s forehead. Dracula wasn’t sure what she expected to find. The girl was, for all intents and purposes, undead. She was always cold.

Rhapsody fidgeted and curled the hem of her dress in her little fingers, cocking her head. “I’m…terribly hungry,” she muttered. “Terribly, terribly hungry.”

“Well then, let’s find you something to eat,” the human woman sighed, standing up and grabbing her daughter’s hand.

Rhapsody took her mother’s hand and stared at it. Dracula could tell what she was looking at. Pulsing, throbbing arteries, just under the skin. Catherine tried to start walking, but Rhapsody didn’t budge.

“Sweetheart?” Catherine asked, her voice high and suddenly filled with the first hints of anxiety. Dracula wondered if she knew then what was coming.

“Yes, Mommy?”

“Come with me now, love. We’re going to get you something to eat.” There was a pause. “You’re hurting me, Rhapsody. You’re hurting Mommy.”

Rhapsody’s eyes started to glow red, and she opened her mouth, revealing her fangs. The little girl lunged at her mother, who screamed but did not fight back. Even as she died a slow, painful death at the hands of her own flesh and blood, her arms remained around her child in an uncompromising, affectionate embrace.

Dracula wept for her—wept for them both when he found them, Rhapsody unconscious atop her mother’s bones. She had drained her to a husk, drained her beyond what should have been possible for a vampire of her size. She had sucked the very soul out of the woman—literally. In Dracula’s attempt to preserve her spirit, he uncovered that horrible truth.

The Dark Lord bent down to pick up his daughter and cradled her in his arms. When he held her, she was oddly warm to the touch. Her face, covered in her mother’s gore, twitched a bit, and her eyes opened, revealing human eyes—naturally colored white sclera and reddish-brown irises. Her fangs were still present when she opened her mouth, but they seemed to have receded a bit.

Was this what it meant to be a dhampir? To complete the cycle and be able to possess the capabilities of both a vampire and human, she had to destroy her own mother?

How monstrous. And yet—she was his daughter, the only thing he’d truly loved in centuries. He held her close and put the sleepy girl to bed, then placed her mother’s remains in a casket.

The next evening, Rhapsody woke up early, back in her vampire form. She rapped on his coffin, rousing Dracula awake. He exited the coffin and joined her, not sure what to expect. Somehow, he hadn’t anticipated how much her first words that day would hurt him.

“Daddy? Where’s Mommy?”


Chapter 1


[image: image-placeholder]


It’s good to be back, I thought.

In the days leading up to our excursion to our Prime Material Earth, I hadn’t had much of a chance to visit the gloomy forest resting at the edge of our manor’s property. Nosferatu Academy was as busy as ever, and both Louis Orlok and Arthur forced our classes into the schedule early before they’d even allow us to bring the matter up once more with Count Dracula.

But the opportunity for a visit had come again at last. A committee had been called in the Whisper Woods—in my name. Well, calling it a committee would imply a degree of formality that the meeting admittedly lacked. In fact, Evie Bloodgood, my new werewolf thrall and representative among the wolves and other monsters in these woods and the rest of the Netherveil, was literally naked.

And that was a little…distracting.

Evie brought two more guests along with her to this meeting. One was a femininely shaped but stark white creature with no hair and pitch-black eyes. She also wore no clothes, but her flesh bore no visible genitalia. Even her breasts lacked nipples. I had seen her kind diagrammed in a field guide to creatures of the Netherveil found in the library. She was a changeling—which meant this shape was what her kind called her Zwischen—her ‘in between’. You might be tempted to call it her true shape, but changelings didn’t see it that way. It was merely a resting state between forms, all of them just as ‘true’ as the others.

“So,” she said, her cool voice tinged with a slight German accent, “What exactly is the plan here, Bloodgood?”

It was probably a bad sign that she chose to address my werewolf minion rather than me, but I didn’t care. I expected at least a show of skepticism. Frankly, I considered it a good sign. Doubt was better than disinterest. I could assuage doubts, but it was harder to entice those who’d made their minds up to be bored.

Before Evie could answer, though, the third woman arrived. Similar to Evie, she was naked and looked vaguely human, but the similarities ended there. Evie had skin the color of milk chocolate and haunting yellow eyes. Her long, black hair was topped with black wolf ears, and a wolf’s tail jutted out of the small of her back, even in human form. She was gorgeous, with a fit body and breasts that were between Ophelia and Demonika’s in size.

The third woman emerged from the very lake we held council beside, walking out of it like it was the most natural thing in the world. Her skin and hair from head to toe was soaking wet. Although she looked human, I was less sure of her humanity than Evie’s. There was something decidedly sinister about her. She had hair that was so light blonde it was practically white, and eyes that were piercingly blue, an unnatural color in the Netherveil. Her hair draped down her body to her thighs, obscuring her breasts as she folded her hands in front of her nether regions.

Whereas Evie was naked because she rarely spent time in her human form without me around, this chick was naked because it was how she hunted in the old world. She was what you call a rusalka—a Slavic water spirit that appeared as a beautiful and frail young woman. She’d call out to men who wandered by her lake, begging them to join her. When they approached, she’d pull them into the water, drown them, and eat their flesh off their bones. Although the setup was indeed pretty suspect, I had a feeling a lot of dumb bastards used to fall for it given the look of her.

Evie nodded at the rusalka, then at the changeling. “I attempted to get a representative of the ghouls to join us, but there were no ghouls around that I could trust,” she explained, and though she was still looking at the other two women, I realized the explanation was for my benefit.

“Not a problem. This is a good start. And, to answer your friend’s question, the plan is nothing short of world domination. And I don’t mean just the Netherveil.”

The three women sized me up, looking me over from head to toe like they were thinking about pouncing on me. Whether it was a sexy pounce they were plotting or a violent pounce, I didn’t know for sure. I suspected the violent option was the preferred one, at least where the rusalka and changeling were concerned.

I decided to go on when no one burst out laughing or bothered to ask a question. “In a few days, my girls and I will be given a wolfbat token that’ll take us from the Catacomb of Fallen Ancients back to Earth. I need Evie to stay here and continue to recruit, but I’d like to leave the two of you on Earth as my eyes and ears.”

“What’ll you do with us there? Where will we go?” Again, it was the changeling. The Rusalka just stared with a shiver-inducing silence.

“I’ll install you somehow in the public library in my hometown. You’ll take jobs there and will settle in as a local. For a while, you just need to keep an eye out for more monsters and demihumans. After a while, I’ll give you a few tasks to complete, which we’ll go over in more detail another time. Every so often, one of you will come back to the Netherveil to make a report. Then you head back. What I want to know is this: are you in or are you out?”

The changeling and the rusalka looked at each other, then back at me. “I’m in,” the changeling said, reaching out her hand to shake mine. I took it firmly and grinned.

“Welcome aboard. What’s your name?”

“Whatever you need it to be,” she said. The words would have sounded sexy coming from one of my girls, but she was all business about it, speaking it for exactly the spoken content’s literal meaning. “I don’t have a name. Changelings never do.”

“Well, we’ll need you to create a permanent human-looking shape before we leave, and we’ll come up with a name for that. How about Becky?”

“Becky it is, Lord Bradshaw,” she said, her posture straightening like a soldier’s. “I’ll get to work on a form tonight. Any preferences?”

“Mature but beautiful, perhaps, around Cordelia Darcy’s age, if you’re familiar. If I’m making requests, a slender waist could be a nice touch, but with a nice big butt and chest puppies to match, at least as big as Evie’s. Make the hair dark but—”

Evie cleared her throat. “Lord Bradshaw, you have forgotten the other.”

I looked over at the rusalka who was staring at me with her piercing eyes, fully open. “Sorry. Right. Are you in or not?”

She extended her arms, and a sudden unexpected gale came and blew her hair back, exposing her breasts and, well, everything else. “Come to me,” she said, her voice so hauntingly pretty it made my head spin for a second there. “Come, traveler.”

I looked at Evie, understandably confused by the creepy/sexy display. “What the fuck was that?”

“Rusalkas can’t speak. That’s the only thing she can say,” she sighed. “But I think she wants to come, too.”

“Well, the language barrier struggle will be real,” I noted. “Still, if she’s all we got, but with time I’m hopeful we can find a way to make it work.” I nodded at the pair of them. “Welcome aboard. I realize you’re both vaguely genderless spirits and monsters, but is it cool if I call you ladies?”

“I’m not genderless,” Becky said. “I am a woman. I can only take feminine forms with confidence.”

I grunted out a quick apology. “Sorry. My knowledge about your kind is limited to a field guide that only gives each monster about a page.”

“Not a problem,” she assured me. “I took no offense whatsoever. But our rusalka here—”

“Let’s call her Rachel, for alliteration’s sake,” I suggested. “At least for now.”

The rusalka didn’t react, but Becky and Evie smiled. “Fine. Rachel is indeed sexless, though her spirit is decidedly feminine due to her nature,” Evie commented. “She will have no trouble pretending to be a human woman once we bridge the communication gap.”

“I’m more curious about you, Lord Bradshaw,” Becky said, cocking her head to look up at me. “Tell us everything you can. If we’re going to place our bets on you above all other vampires at Nosferatu Academy, I want to know it all.”

That was fair. So…I told her. I told her, Evie, and the rusalka all about me.

I was born in the midwestern United States of America. Raised by a single mother, the most interesting and mysterious part about my life was how every single summer until I was 16 years old, I attended a special camp for unique children called Camp Blackwood.

Camp Blackwood was a camp for demihuman children who were being considered for candidacy as vampires. I didn’t know it yet, but I was a demihuman too. A lot of Camp Blackwood’s activities disappeared from our minds each year as memory hexes were cast on us when we left the camp, but they were training us, testing us for the future. For Nosferatu Academy here in the Netherveil.

That camp is also where I met Demonika Darcy and Mako Takahashi. Demonika was raised by her father, and Mako—well she didn’t talk with me much about her home life before the academy, but I got the feeling that she and her mother never got along. Mako’s mother was an oni, a demon commonly noted in Japanese folklore, making Mako half-oni. She had humanlike proportions, but the red skin and horn of an oni, as well as the white hair. Demonika’s mother was a succubus, who her father ended up having to kill in self-defense mid-coitus as she lost control and tried to swallow his life essence, which would have killed him.

All three of us grew up more or less in human society and turned eighteen years old the same year. Mako and Demonika finished Camp Blackwood—but I skipped out on the last year, opting instead to work my new custodial job at the library and take care of my mother during her final days. After my mother passed, though, Demonika reached out to me and told me she’d come back for me. We exchanged a few letters and, one day, true to her word, she showed up on my doorstep in a huff.

She turned me into a vampire that night, and the unique circumstances surrounding the event made me a noble vampire in something of a fluke, and Nika became my first thrall. I also took two human thralls—blonde peasant girls native to the Netherveil named Maria and Eliza. They bore my womb-brand and became my willing, and rather needy, servitors as well.

After that, Demonika and I got tangled up in a fight with a couple of werewolves. We held our own, but we were too inexperienced, and Cordelia Drake, Demonika’s godmother and a one quarter sapphire dragon vampire, ended up rescuing us and banishing those wolves to random spots back on Earth, unable to find their way back here.

Count Dracula, the Dark Lord of this domain, threatened to punish me for Demonika abusing the exploit that made me a noble and taking Maria and Eliza as thralls without his blessing, but he was just testing me. I passed the test, offering to stay in the coffin as punishment in Demonika’s stead.

From there we were officially inducted into House Dragon, and Rhapsody Tepes, Dracula’s own socially graceless dhampir daughter, took a liking to me and was grouped with us. One thing led to another, and one by one, Demonika, Rhapsody, and Mako ended up pledging themselves to me romantically. Rhapsody tricked me into begging for permission from her father to gain access to the forbidden section in the library and got him to demand I sleep with his daughter as a precondition—which was definitely weird. Demonika just asked for sex in a really horny way, and I instantly caved. And Mako—well, when Ophelia Sprinkledew, a psychotic murder-fairy-vampire hybrid, tied her in a tree with silver chains, I protected her from the sunlight, which was when we had our first kiss. Sex came shortly after that.

And that got us to the part where I figured they’d take note. I was the only living vampire that wasn’t harmed by the sun. That revelation led to a series of conversations and events that revealed to me that my long lost deadbeat dad was none other than the archangel Michael.

After that, Dracula and Arthur, the two most powerful living vampires, and both true immortals looking for a way to die, revealed that they had selected me as Dracula’s successor. I had mixed feelings about that, and as time passed, I gradually realized I wasn’t in love with the idea.

But life at Nosferatu Academy went on. We had a tournament, which I won alongside none other than Ophelia Sprinkledew, the aforementioned psycho. We also got a cute familiar: Count Quackula, the Duck Lord, who could twin our spells and had a minor psychic link to all members of House Dragon.

But things got a little dicey for a short time after that. My own teacher, and Demonika’s godmother, who had been dying to see the sunlight again for a century, used mesmerism to make me turn her into my own subordinate vampire, granting her my power to walk in daylight. We haven’t put it to the test, but Demonika should be able to as well.

Through all of that, we had our ups and downs with House Wolf, the house of my rival and, you guessed it, Ophelia. We all hated each other most of the time, but we teamed up on a few occasions, too: once to punish a punk named Winston from House Raven, and once as part of the Bloodthirst Games school tournament.

After the whole incident with Demonika’s godmother, Cordelia, I had a minor existential crisis. I told Dracula that I didn’t want to be roped into being his successor against my will. I decided to make my own destiny and forge my own way forward—and if that ended with me being Dark Lord of all vampires, then I would arrive at that conclusion on my terms and when I was ready.

So, I decided to reach out to other creatures of the night to make moves toward my personal ambitions, and I enlisted Evie Bloodgood’s help.

“So that’s where we stand,” I said. “And now you know what you need to know.”

Evie traded looks with the other two women. “I think we know a fair bit more than that now, actually.”

Okay, maybe I did overshare a little.


Chapter 2


“Are you quite sure you want to go back to Earth?” Dracula asked me, sitting on his throne. Behind that throne was the coffin where I once spent four days as punishment for Demonika’s offering me my thralls without Dracula’s express permission. That whole thing had been another scheme of the Dark Lord’s, but now I was the one scheming.

“I’m sure. We’re all caught up on our coursework and read up for the next month. Given everything that happened lately, we thought it might be a good idea to stretch our legs a bit.”

Dracula furrowed his brow in contemplation, muttering something under his breath in a language I didn’t know. He looked at the four of us. “Fine. House Dragon will be allowed to take a short visit to Earth, but there are a few things that we have to facilitate before that can happen.”

“Name it,” I said, excited that it was going to turn out to be so damn easy.

Dracula actually cringed a bit like he was tasting the unpleasant words about to come out of his mouth before he said them. “Well—two things, actually.”

Rhapsody, right behind me, shifted what little weight she had onto the other hip. “Daddy, just say it. The suspense is vexing me ever so much.”

I was here with all three of my girls—Demonika, Mako, and yes, Rhapsody, daughter of the Dark Lord himself. I credit Rhapsody’s presence with making this odd request go over so smoothly, actually, at least in part. Still, I was also starting to pick up a different vibe.

The Dark Lord had bad news to drop on us, and was granting our request as a way to soften the blow. I’d seen that face before. It was the face of a mom who’d bought her kid an X-Box on the way to the hospital.

“Spit it out, sir,” I grunted, half out of impatience, half out of anxiety. “You’re holding back on us.”

“Very well. House Wolf has just had a rather vicious fight break out. Apparently there’s been a lover’s spat between Damian Feyheart and Ophelia Sprinkledew over the fact that…well, let’s just say that it sounds like Damian hasn’t been sticking to the terms of their betrothal.”

I nodded, turning my head to look at Demonika for her reaction, but she was just staring at me so dreamily that I doubted she picked up anything that had been said thus far. “Alright,” I grunted. “I’ll nibble the proverbial bait, sir—”

“Papa,” he corrected me, holding up a thin finger with a long, black nail. He winked at Rhapsody, whose face contorted as she tried and miserably failed to return the wink.

“...Fine. Papa…What’s that got to do with us?”

“Ophelia requested—”

“No!” Mako blurted out, quicker on the draw than the rest of us. In fact, I still didn’t know what we were being led into. “Sir! Please! I–I hate to step out of line, but NO fucking way!”

Demonika snapped out of her loving gaze for a second to react to the half-oni vampire’s forceful proclamation. “Let him finish, Mako.”

“Oh wait,” I muttered, finally catching up. “I think I get it.”

Dracula nodded, his cold eyes slitting to almost nothing as he stared me down. “Indeed. Miss Sprinkledew requested a transfer to House Dragon. We weren’t going to grant it, but we decided to admit a few new students to the other houses, so—Well, seeing how well Barrett got along with her in the Bloodthirst Games, I thought it might work out for the best.”

Demonika made a high pitch squeal of horror behind me as she clutched my shoulder for balance. At least, that was the pretense, but really she just wanted to smash her boobs against me. “Dark Lord, that’s unreasonable! Put her in House Raven or House Viper!”

“We already filled those houses up. You’re the only one who can withstand a new student. The other all took at least two new ones lately—unexpected transfers that I only begrudgingly allowed due to Louis Orlok’s pushing.” Dracula frowned. “Back your old man up here, Rhapsody, darling, please. I’m sure things will go fine with Miss Sprinkledew.”

Rhapsody’s left eye twitched. “You say such a strange thing. It must be a joke, but no one is laughing. Ha. Ha ha. Ha. Join me in my amusement, everyone, or I’ll fear the worst.”

My brow furrowed and fists clenched in anger as my penis throbbed at the disgusting thought of the half-fairy psycho making her way into House Dragon as a permanent member. Unacceptable. True, the prospect of adding Ophelia to the harem was an awesome possibility, and yes, she was probably a supremely satisfying lay, as unhinged and off the rails as she was, and verily, she would stick her tongue down my throat at a moment’s notice and smelled like candy and blood, but more importantly…I forgot why this was a bad idea.

“Sir, she tied me with magical silver chains into a tree and left me to burn in the sunlight!” Mako said.

Ah yeah. That was the hangup. True, true, true. “Look, sir—”

“Papa,” he corrected me again.

“Whatever. It’s pretty unreasonable to think the girls could get along with her, isn’t it?” I asked.

“I don’t think so,” Dracula grunted, shrugging. “She forgave Rhapsody for chaining her in her coffin and throwing her in the river.”

“Pain doesn’t bother her,” Demonika pointed out as she continued to rub herself against me. It didn’t escape anyone’s notice, but we let it go uncommented upon for now. “If anything, it turns her on.”

The Dark Lord shrugged. “Well, that’s happening, so she’ll be going with you on your journey too. And Barrett, now that you know how to convert vampires over to your line, it might be prudent for you to do the same for the rest of the girls in House Dragon, aside from Rhapsody.”

I looked at Mako, who bit her lip at the idea. “Three days alone in a box with Bear Boy?” Mako huffed, crossing her arms as though in irritation, but I could tell there were rather contradictory thoughts in her head. “What a nightmare.”

“But why bother?”

“It’d be good if you could all walk around in the sunlight together. Have Professor Orlok make you more of those glasses for the girls—except Rhapsody, darling, you don’t need to fall under his line.”

She cocked her head, her expression empty. “But then I would have to take my human alignment to travel with them during daylight, and I would be prone to certain human limitations.”

“Yes, well, as a dhampir your lineage is all technically a bit more baffling, so maybe don’t do it, all the same.”

I furrowed my brow. “Wait, you said the rest of the girls in House Dragon,” I mumbled, piecing it out. “But Mako’s the only other girl besides Rhapsody, so if you meant girls, as in more than one, then you meant—”

“Since Miss Sprinkledew will be accompanying you on your field trip as well,” he continued, “I think it will be a good opportunity for you to get to know each other.”

I made fists again. “Sir, this is absurd!” My dick hardened with anger and rage, punching at the crotch of my pants defiantly at the horrible thought of being forced into close proximity with Ophelia and the rest of the harem. Who knows what debaucherous things she might get up to or tempt me into? Unacceptable! Unless…

I cast a sideways glance at the other ladies just to see how angry they were about it. I won’t get into the details. They were pissed.

There was a lot of shouting that commenced from that juncture, and I just kind of let it all wash over me until it finally died down. I had a feeling that, in the end, Dracula was going to get what he wanted, and more crucially, perhaps—I sensed there was more bad news coming.

After the flustered and furious women gave up on their complaining for now, Dracula smiled gently. “There is one more thing I must say. I have discussed the matter with the other teachers and we’ve decided that in order for you to be allowed to go, we’ll need to send a chaperone with you.”

Demonika gasped with performative exuberance. “No! Sir, Barrett’s going to be making love to your daughter and me the whole time we’re gone! You can’t be there for that!”

“And he’ll be fucking me too,” Mako muttered in a barely-there voice. I cocked a brow at her and smirked. “Just sayin’.”

Dracula, for his part, made a face like he’d just licked a werewolf’s unwashed poop chute. “I would never bear witness to such things. Please, I see you all as my children—I don’t even see the point in publicly acknowledging that it happens.”

I chuckled. “Well it happens, boy howdy, let me tell you.”

“Boy howdy?” Demonika giggled while Rhapsody slightly tensed up beside me. It was the slightest change in her shoulders, but I’d gotten pretty good at picking up her cues. I reached out and patted her on the head affectionately, and she relaxed.

Dracula saw this and smiled. “No, no, I wouldn’t want to interfere with your beautiful relationships. However, we do need to send a chaperone with you, and while she is supposed to be confined in her coffin as a punishment, we’ve decided to defer the last stretch of her punishment so she can accompany you on your little excursion.”

“Sir, you mean Mrs. Darcy?” Mako gasped. “Even after everything that happened?”

“I was told that she and Barrett reconciled,” Dracula offered, shrugging limply. “Am I wrong?”

“Well, I wouldn't say things are exactly hunky-dory,” I murmured, avoiding the gazes of everyone else in the room. “Honestly, it might be the best option.”

“What?” Demonika drew back from me for half a second, even letting go of my arm in shock—but then she realized she wasn’t quite that mad at me and started hugging me again. “Baby! How could you?!” She kissed my cheek angrily.

“I’m picking up some mixed messages here,” I noted as she rested her chin on my shoulder and stared at the side of my head.

Dracula thrummed his fingers on the arms of his throne. “In any case, I agree with Barrett’s assessment. He accepts that, while what she did is unforgivable and deserving of consequences, Cordelia is now loyal to him in a way that transcends all past guilt and wrongdoing. She will serve you with all the loyalty she served me for over a century.” He smirked a bit for a second. “Based on my own observations, I dare say she may end up serving you in ways she never served me.”

Demonika squeezed me tighter and angrily sucked on my ear. “Yuck. I’m going to end up in a threesome with my godmommy sooner rather than later, aren’t I?”

We can only pray, I thought inwardly, choosing not to give the blessed wish a voice. Dracula raised a brow, though, and I thought he might have overheard it, per se, but he gave away nothing. Thanks, Papa, I thought, and sure enough, he smirked in reply.

Look, a little aside might be in order here. I realize that up until this point in the story, some readers might be thinking, “Wow, what is this guy doing? He did some things I wouldn’t have done. And he sure is horny, too.” Need I remind you all that I’m an eighteen-year-old dude who suddenly found himself with awesome powers and a harem of sexy vampire-monster girl hybrids less than a year ago? I’m pretty sure you’d be a horny idiot every now and then, too, especially when the world and people around me seemed not to discourage it.

That being said, I had been thinking about all this for the last few days. That is, I'd been pondering how best to move forward with everything in the future more responsibly—not just the harem, but my future as a vampire. Did I want to found my own Bloodline and reabsorb the Wallachian line? Or, did I want to stick to my own personal ambitions? Was there room for both?

But no matter how pragmatically and smartly I tried to take things, the world around me kept getting sexier. Now Cordelia was my willing servitor, and had confessed recently to being attracted to me even before that happened. And Ophelia? Puh-lease, the murder-fairy sex we were destined to have would shake the foundations of everything I knew to be true in this world, I was sure of it.

Still, I had to try my best to keep a strong head on my shoulders, no matter what. I cleared my throat. “Look, girls—and Dark Lord. We’ll take Ophelia and Mrs. Darcy with us, but—”

“What?!” Mako and Demonika shrieked.

“You can’t be serious, Bear Boy?!” That was just Mako.

Rhapsody turned her head to look at me. “I have feelings about this too, but I could be persuaded in exchange for a promise of twelve hugs and two sexes distributed over the course of the next twenty-four hours.”

“Starting right now?” I asked.

“Barrett,” Demonika whined, angrily grabbing my hand and placing it on her boob. “Are you sure about this?”

I chuckled at that and gave her an affectionate squeeze. “Let me finish. Dracula—err—Papa, yes, we will take them with us, and I’ll convert Mako and Ophelia over to my line as a noble. I will also keep my name in the hat for potential candidacy to replace you, but keep grooming Damian as well, just in case—I’m not all in, but I’m interested. However, when I get back, you’re going to help me dig up any information you possibly can get me on my father and give me all books, scrolls, and written documents relating to it that I haven’t yet seen.”

He nodded in restrained joy and chuckled through his nose. “I can do better than that, Mr. Bradshaw. I’ll tell you what I know.”

I frowned. “Could you…write it down at least? I prefer to read.”

Mako rolled her eyes and scoffed. “Fucking nerd.”

***

Dracula sent us back to our manor, dismissing us so that he could compile all the lore about my questions and inform the other teachers of our agreement.

As I reached for the door, Mako grabbed my other hand, while Demonika leaned in to hug me from behind. Even Rhapsody closed a bit of the gap between us, and the combination of their efforts made my brows wiggle to and fro. “A coordinated strike?” I asked. “That’s interesting.”

“It’s been too long,” Demonika moaned with her lips against the space between my shoulder blades. I could feel the heavenly softness of her breasts mashing against my back, while Mako more innocuously squeezed my hand.

“Send the bloodthralls to sleep in the parlor tonight,” Mako added.

“Damn, that desperate, are we?” I asked.

“N-no!” Mako blurted out, jerking her hand away. “Hardly desperate. If anything, I’m just deprived because you rarely put out.”

I squinted at her. “Still sounds kind of desperate, though.”

Rhapsody’s voice came next. “I am desperate. I have no problem stating as such. On Earth, I have been told that some societies function by way of a system called a Democracy, where the vote of the majority rules. Let us conduct a show of hands to the following question: Who thinks it is time for a group sex?”

All three of the girls’ hands shot up, but so did mine.

Rhapsody blinked. “Oh. That was easier than I thought it might be. Very well. The sex shall commence posthaste.”

“Not so fast,” I grunted as my fingers brushed against the door. “Someone’s inside.” I flexed my shoulders so Demonika would feel it. “It’s your godmother.”

She jerked away and let out a groan of irritation. “She’s not joining in that easily.”

“I doubt that’s why she’s here, Nika,” I chuckled. “But let’s save the fun stuff for after we see what she wants.”

No one contested the wisdom in that, so I opened the door, and the four of us stepped inside. Waiting for us, her legs crossed as she sat in my chair in the parlor, was Cordelia Darcy, my new vampire thrall, taken as my servitor against my will. I still felt a little raw about it, but the time for bitching and being a baby about the matter had come and gone. “Cordy,” I said, nodding at her.

She was wearing a blue dress made out of a shiny, leather-like material, taking a shape that was more draconic than any I’d noticed her in before. Her horns seemed longer, her wings were definitely larger, and the blue scales on her legs rode all the way up to her inner thigh, which was exposed thanks to the overly sexy loin-cloth-like design of her dress. It also had cleavage that went down to her navel.

“That’s quite an outfit you got there, Godmommy,” Demonika muttered.

“A good vampire dresses to please her master, Nika,” Cordelia replied with a businesslike tone. She stood and bowed her head, a show of formality that I intended to put a stop to right away.

I held up my hand. “Ugh. Don’t call me master all the time. It completely ruins the cougar milf to young dude power dynamic fantasy.”

She laughed at that, and I heard Mako groan a little beside me. “This irredeemable bastard…”

“How about the attire? Too much?” she asked, gesturing at the outfit that was so sexy that it was almost absurd.

“Definitely too much. Keep wearing it, though,” Demonika playfully shoved me from behind, but not even strongly enough to make me take half a step forward. “Look—the fact of the matter is that we talked this over as much as we could, and my girls are still sensitive about it, even if I’m ready to at least move on and accept that we’re stuck with each other.”

“Stuck with each other?” Cordelia murmured, frowning. “I hate that you see it that way.”

“With time, maybe I won’t—but you came here for a reason, didn’t you? We just visited the big guy in the castle, and I’m guessing you’re here to touch base about the trip.”

“Your trip is permitted, but Dracula wishes for you to take your time to convert Miss Takahashi and Miss Sprinkledew into being your thralls. We’ll leave in seven days, meaning that after tonight, you’d better begin,” she said.

“That means I’ll be spending the next six days in a coffin,” I groaned.

“It’s not that bad, I’m sure you agree,” Cordelia sighed. “Coffins are very comfortable for our kind.”

That was true enough. Still, the thought of wasting six days in a wooden box—but that wasn’t the right frame of mind, and I needed to realize that. Linking Mako to me psychically and giving her my ability to walk in daylight was a damn good idea, no matter how I tried to poke holes in it.

Ophelia…well, the jury was out on that whole situation.

Mako squeezed my hand. “I’ll do it. If you think it’s a good idea, Bear Boy.”

“It is,” I said, smiling at her.

“Not Ophelia, though,” Mako added.

I frowned. “I think Ophelia also deserves a say. If she’s going to join our house, and if she’s actually willing—”

Cordelia cut me off. “Given the adorably stormy faces of your housemates, Mr. Bradshaw, I think I’d better wrap this up for tonight. I will dispense the keys to you and keep you all safe when we journey together, so don’t worry about that. As an expert in the underground monster culture back on Earth, I also think I’ll be useful to whatever goals you may have.” She arched a slim but dark eyebrow.

I traded startled looks with my girls, trying to figure out who had been the leak. “Goals?”

“Please, spare me the attempt to play dumb,” Cordelia chuckled, smirking coquettishly as she took a step closer to us. “You’re not about to try and tell me you’re making a trip to Earth for purely nostalgic reasons, are you?”

She had me there. I wasn’t sure if she’d heard anything or merely deduced this much, but I did have a goal—install my monster allies in the library system in Michigan and gradually take it over from the inside. From there, world domination would follow naturally—given some time, of course.

“Look, we’ll keep the purpose of the trip on a need-to-know basis for the time being,” Demonika said. “That being said, I’m sure eventually it’ll make sense to bring you on board with the plan so…look forward to that, I guess?”

I nodded. She’d more or less said exactly the right thing, at least from my perspective.

“It’s a dumb plan,” Mako grunted, ripping her hand away to cross her arms, then regretting a moment later and grabbing it again, but tossing me an annoyed face about it.

Rhapsody’s head cocked. “I disagree. It’s a brilliant plan. It’s just ingenious enough to work.”

“That makes less sense than you think it does, Rappy,” I muttered without looking away from Cordelia. “Anyway, thanks for dropping by, but it sounds like we’ve got business to take care of.”

“Indeed you do. I’ll spend most of what remains of my punishment in my coffin as well, but you can send a psychic message to me if you need anything.”

“He won’t,” Demonika hissed. “Any special requests he has will be better relayed to me. Besides—I know him better than you. I can anticipate his needs.”

“Clearly.” Cordelia looked down, seeing that Demonika was holding my hand to her butt. Not even I could say for sure when that happened.

Cordelia promptly turned into a black mist and shot out an open window, leaving the students of House Dragon together in our parlor. I looked at them, wrestling my hand from Mako’s monstrously powerful handgrip, as well as Demonika’s soft, pillowy chest. They both scowled at me. Rhapsody just stared, but it was a look I knew indicated she was waiting for me to speak.

“You’re going to be pissed—”

“Stop right there and skip to the part where you take the three of us to bed,” Demonika giggled, batting her eyelashes at me. Her pink eyes lit up with white, actual hearts in their centers—a succubus quirk I had read about in the lore books.

“There is wisdom in her words, Barrett,” Rhapsody said, crossing her arms and favoring one hip with her adjusted posture. “I will be quite cross if you try to revoke my sex.”

Mako growled, curling her fingers into a crimson fist. That whole arm suddenly blew up with intense muscles, a bodybuilder physique appearing out of her otherwise rail-thin but fit body. She didn’t say anything other than, “Don’t be a dumbass.”

“I was actually thinking maybe we should save the foursome for after I convert Mako…and possibly Ophelia. And I wanted to have a conversation with you about that.”

“You just want her because she’s hot and crazy,” Mako said.

“Well, yes, but actually, no,” I countered succinctly. “I think you’re all forgetting just how rare we all are. Take a step back and do this thought exercise with me for a moment—how many vampires actually exist back on Earth?”

Demonika shrugged. “Dozens to hundreds, at least. Maybe thousands. It’s hard to say unless Dracula gives us a number.”

“Right. And how many of those are demihumans with their own suite of powers, and who know how to use Transylvanian Mysticism?”

“Transylvanian what?” Mako grunted.

“It’s the kind of magic we use, remember?” Demonika said, elbowing the half-oni. “And, to honestly answer Barrett’s question…a few at best. Maybe none.”

“So, what does that spell out?”

Rhapsody’s eyes narrowed. “I see. Your primary point is that we have forgotten how unique we all are. A possible secondary point is that Ophelia would be a powerful vampire to have under your thrall, given this context.”

“And one less vampire that could hurt us,” I said. “Remember—she’s a threat right now because she’s not linked to us, but if I take her as a thrall of her own free will, she won’t ever be able to lay a finger on any of you in an unwelcome, abusive, or damaging way ever again.”

“Aaaand?” Mako muttered, tapping her combat boot on the floor.

I sighed. “And she’s hot and crazy and yes, she’d be a great lay.”

“Well, I’m glad you admitted that,” Demonika giggled, smiling at me. “Not super glad, but y’know.”

I beamed right back. “So you’re all on board then?”

“No,” the three of them said at once. But Rhapsody amended it slightly after a second. “Well—perhaps, but with caveats.”

“Name them,” I said, seizing whatever olive branch I could get my mitts on.

“She will be considered a lower rank than the rest of us. In all matters pertaining to the fate of House Dragon and your penis, we will possess veto power over her ideas.”

I turned to Mako and Demonika, who were both either chewing their lip or the inside of their cheek as they pondered the proposition. Demonika grinned at me after a moment. “Yeah. Rappy, that’s a good compromise. Barrett does make a good point, too. I do want him to be happy, successful, and to reach all his goals so—yeah, with Rhapsody’s conditions, I’m fine with it, I guess.”

Mako sighed. “Give her a lower rank than your human pets, and I’ll allow it. At least for a few weeks, just to make her suffer.”

I laughed at the idea. It was cruel, and not in the bloody way that Ophelia was fond of, but if it would get my girls on board, it was a bargain I was willing to agree to. “Done deal. You got it.” I turned to Mako, then. “So get yourself ready. Wear something comfortable because you’re going to be crammed in my coffin with me for the next three days.”

“How does it work, exactly?” she asked.

“We drink from each other—so you’ll have to feed if you haven’t yet to get blood flowing inside you. After that, we sleep together in a coffin for three days. The moon cycle isn’t the same as what it was last time—but given the fact that they’re telling me to do this right now, Cordelia and Dracula must believe that it would still be possible even with that in mind, probably because I’ve already pulled it off once. So…that’s it, then.”

She bit her lip and folded her hands behind her back. “Okay. Sounds…easy enough.” Mako turned her head toward the other women, who were staring at us in silence, Demonika pouting. I could guess why.

“You’re going to hog our boyfriend for three days!” Demonika wailed. “I’m happy you’re joining me in thralldom but you wretched fucking bitch.”

Rhapsody nodded. “Demonika Darcy has succinctly summarized my own feelings on the matter. Shall we help you hunt, Mako?”

The half-oni girl nodded. “Sure. I guess I’ll get my fill of Bear Boy later, so, Barrett, why don’t you check on your bloodbags and have your fill. Then I’ll climb into your coffin when I…when I get back. But…don’t get the wrong idea. I’m doing this because it makes sense. Not like I want to be eternally bonded with you in heart and soul or whatever.”

I chuckled at that predictable outburst. “Understood.”

I watched them leave out the door which we all came through scant minutes ago, then turned my eye to a corner of the ceiling where a pink and black spider had been watching the entire proceedings. “I know that’s you, Ophelia. No sense hiding now.”

A black mist not unlike the one that Cordelia had formed and flown out in filled that corner of the room, but it quickly dissipated. When it was gone, Ophelia Sprinkledew was clinging to the wall like Spider-man, looking at me upside down. Her pink hair hung halfway to the floor, and her pink eyes glowed with a malevolent energy that couldn’t be faked. She giggled in a way that was quite cute—if you were into horror movies.

“Hey there, Big Bear,” she cooed. “I overheard you going to bat for little ol’ me just now. Do you want a reward for that?” In the blink of an eye, she was standing in front of me, moving too fast for me to track easily, but I did see her coming. Her face looked up at me with a toothy, white grin—well, almost white. It was still stained red with the blood of whoever she’d drunk that night. She twirled her hair around her pointed ear, and her fairy wings buzzed on her back.

“I’m just being smart,” I explained. “I’m very strategic.”

“I read your thoughts—well, your emotions, anyway. I’m not very good at it. Even so, you definitely want me. Admit it.” She shoved me against the wall and produced a knife out of thin air, materializing it in her hand with magic. She pressed it against my throat “Don’t lie to me, I’ll be very cross.” Her smile faltered, and her brow twitched.

“To be fair,” I conceded slowly, “this is me we’re talking about here. If it’s got two fangs and a pussy, preferably in different parts of the body, I’ll at least take it out on a first date.”

She frowned, then bared her teeth in irritation. “But—it’s more than that. I felt a connection between us in the Bloodthirst Games. Don’t tell me you didn’t feel it. I know you did. We had fun! You carried me, and we stood up for each other, and—I staked my own boyfriend for you!”

She did indeed. That was quite the upset. In the final seconds of the Bloodthirst Games, House Wolf and House Dragon teamed up against House Raven and House Viper. Ophelia had been assigned as my partner. We had bonded so much, at least in her eyes, that when her boyfriend, Damian Feyheart, staked me at the end, expecting Ophelia to stake Demonika, she turned around and staked him, sending him back to the castle. He was stunned. We all were.

That was probably the beginning of the end for them. Shortly after that, she found out Damian was cheating on her with two other girls, one of them being her best friend in House Wolf, and so Ophelia decided to pursue me a bit more aggressively. I looked down at the knife still at my throat—yeah, ‘aggressively’ was certainly the right word.

“Hey,” I said, trying to be reasonable to a person without reason, “listen, you know my plan. You heard me say it to my girls. Did you have a problem with it?”

Her brows slanted with anger and suspicion. “Not particularly, except for being ranked below your human thralls.”

“Bear it for a few weeks. It’ll help the others to accept you. They aren’t exactly your biggest fans, and can you blame them?”

She just took a step toward me and pressed the knife more deeply against my throat. “I’m likable. I’m nice.”

“You’re a sadistic, masochistic, psycho. And that’s fine—I can work with that, but you need to figure out how normal people function and learn to exist on their level, or we’re going to have a real bad time.”

She pouted. “Can I make out with you and rip out your tongue?”

“No,” I said. “That doesn’t sound like my idea of fun.”

“Can I…” she looked around as though searching for ideas, “carve my name in your chest while I ride you?”

“With a knife or with your nails?” I held up a hand, stopping her as she opened her mouth to speak. “No wait–it doesn’t matter. Fine. Yes, that sounds doable.”

She let out a sigh of relief and reached for the hem of her dress.

“Not right now—the other girls will smell you all over me.”

Ophelia stuck out her tongue and split it into a fork with her knife, then wrapped herself around me like a koala, moving so fast I couldn’t even stop her. “Kiss me,” she said, some blood dripping from her mouth as she ground her panties against my crotch. “I’ll give them something to smell.”

I furrowed my brow. “Welp. I suppose the damage is already done.”


A Harem Interlude
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Mako kicked a rock as she and the other vampire women of House Dragon headed in the direction of Hushcreek. Ever since House Raven murdered multiple human peasants in a single night, human and vampire relations were more than a little strained, which meant feeding was more complicated than it had to be.

“Fuck, Bear Boy has it so easy,” she growled. “All he has to do is snap his fingers and two hot human blondes present themselves to him, ready to be fed on at a moment’s notice.”

Rhapsody nodded a slow nod of agreement. “Indeed. He does have some privilege.”

“He has a lot of privilege,” Demonika giggled. “I’m responsible for a bunch of that privilege, making him a noble and all.”

Mako growled. “Fucking unfair.” She paused, forming fists with her hands, but soon relaxing them. “But I get it. I get why he’s important. His powers are really going to be transformative for our kind.”

“And soon they’ll be your powers, too,” Demonika pointed out astutely. “Are you looking forward to seeing the sun again?”

Mako’s face twisted dubiously. “I dunno. A little? But Professor Orlok is going to have to make us those nerdy glasses.”

“Yeah, but we’ll still be hot in them,” Demonika added. “I bet Barrett will even prefer the nerdy air they give us.”

“You’re probably right,” Mako giggled under her breath.

“I am cross,” Rhapsody said. “The more you speak on this, the more I realize it sits poorly with me.”

Demonika and Mako traded looks before favoring Rhapsody with their full attention. “What do you mean?” the half-succubus asked.

Rhapsody’s lip twitched, but her face remained otherwise stoic, her voice a sweet, airy monotone. “You will bond with Barrett in ways I cannot. I am to be his queen—whether or not either of you also take the title, it is set in stone for me, should he ascend to his own bloodline one day. Therefore, I should be the most closely linked to him. At the very least, I should not be less connected to him than you are.”

Mako shook her head. “You don’t need to worry about that. You’re your own thing, there, Raps,” she said, patting the dhampir on the back, which made her flinch. “Sorry.”

Rhapsody didn’t say anything in reply.

Demonika chimed in next, grinning warmly at Rhapsody. “Mako is right, though. You’re not a pure vampire. The rules are different for you. If your father says that it’s not a good idea to let Barrett convert you then, well—what choice do you have other than to believe him?”

The daughter of Dracula’s head jerked down and up in a single nod. “I acknowledge this. I can guess why—I’m not a full vampire, not really vampire enough, so the bond would be unstable and unpredictable. I still feel dissatisfied.”

“We’re here,” Mako grunted as they wandered into Hushcreek village, walking unceremoniously through the cobblestone path that led them into the village square. There were no people out and about, but that was expected. There never were this time of night. But—there were always a few that gathered at the house at the end of the path, just outside the village proper on the opposite end of town from the entrance they came through.

They wandered up to the door and knocked on it, using a very specific pattern. “Come in,” a voice said from inside.

Inside the house were three women and one man between the ages of twenty and forty. They were sitting in front of a burning fireplace, gathered around, but when the door opened they all stood up straight.

“Greetings, mistresses,” one girl said, her voice tinged with hope. “Oh, I’m so glad it’s you. Members of House Dragon are always welcome here.”

“How are Eliza and Maria doing?” the man among them asked, smiling at the vampires as though they were all old friends.

Mako and Demonika traded annoyed looks at that brazen act of impropriety. “Look—we didn’t come here to make small talk with our food,” the half-oni muttered.

“Respectfully!” Demonika quickly added, raising a finger and forcing a smile. “Not that we don’t value you or mean to be rude,” she elbowed Mako at that, “but we would prefer to just…have a bite and go, if it’s all the same?”

“Of course!” the youngest woman chirped, approaching Demonika without hesitation. Demonika, Mako noted, was the easy first choice because of the compassion for humans she’d recently developed and started openly espousing. Perhaps Mako needed to at least make more of a show of affection for humans so she’d get meals walking right into her arms, too.

“I’ll take that one,” she grunted, pointing at a woman who was either in her late twenties or early thirties, bustier and more corpulent than the one who’d strolled like a clueless sheep into Demonika’s grasp.

“Umm, certainly, Miss Takahashi.”

It always unnerved her that they all knew their names, but it shouldn’t be a surprise. Mako didn’t bother herself with the other two humans who Rhapsody would have to decide between. She knew she’d go for the woman anyway. Women taste better.

Mako grabbed the chin of the buxom woman in front of her and bent it to expose her neck. She spotted a throbbing vein, rolled her eyes back, and let her fangs sink into her victim’s tender flesh, suckling the spurting blood like a baby nursing at the teat of her mother.

It was good. Not the best she’d had, but good. The best she’d ever tasted since being turned was a pair of teenage twins back on Earth, two pretty black-haired young women of hispanic descent. She wouldn’t say that she’d been chasing the exhilaration of that flavor ever since, not exactly, but she did hope she’d find its equal one day. Maybe by then, she’d be a noble and could take her own thralls. Barrett would probably end up fucking those too. She smirked at the thought and rolled her eyes as she pulled away, wiping her lips on the frills of the woman’s dress.

She looked into the woman’s eyes—well, tried to. But she was long gone. Donors were typically those individuals who got addicted to either the pleasure or sense of euphoric relaxation from the sensation that came along with a vampire bite. It was due to a numbing agent that vampires produced, as well as other obscure magic connected to such an act. Not everyone enjoyed a bite—most did, at least on some level, but some loved it so much that they sought it out. That’s what this house was for.

Mako turned to watch Demonika pick up her donor and gently set her back on the rocking chair she’d been in when they arrived. By comparison, Rhapsody wiped her lips on her sleeve and shoved the woman aside, letting her fall to the floor with no particular care.

Demonika scowled at her sourly, curling her dainty hands into daintier fists, but they all moved on quickly. “Thank you for your sustenance!” Demonika said, waving at the three vampires ambled out the door together. “Namaste!”

“Bitch, did you just say ‘namaste?” Mako snorted with a contained giggle.

Demonika shrugged limply. “They’re giving of themselves freely, you know. With all that’s going on, I think it’s very selfless of them.”

“They’re junkies, not heroes,” Mako sighed, rolling her eyes as she cracked her knuckles, feeling a little refreshed.

“They’re human beings. They have souls, just like we do. Even if they’re simpler, weaker creatures and meant purely to be eaten, we can at least respect them,” Demonika insisted. She flashed an angry look at Rhapsody. “You were way too rough with yours.”

“Apologies. Oh. No. Actually, I don’t care.”

The half-succubus growled, but they continued their walk home amiably a minute later.

“What do you think the odds are that Barrett’s spooning Ophelia in a coffin now?” Demonika asked teasingly as she shot a side-gaze at Mako.

The half-oni’s head throbbed at the idea, and she hated how plausible it seemed. “I swear to the Dark Lord, if I find him already starting the conversion process with her before me, I’ll stake him, Nika. I will.”

“You will not,” she said, laughing with a musical lilt. “At least you fucking better not unless you want to die a terrible death.”

Mako’s skin pricked up at the sudden change of tone in her friend’s voice. “I was joking, yeah, but still.”

“Let’s perform some basic calculations,” Rhapsody proposed, her voice as cold and detached as always. “What are the odds that Ophelia appeared to him after we left?”

“About ninety-nine percent,” Demonika guessed, tapping her chin. “Right?”

Mako begrudgingly had to agree. “Right. Probably. Treat it as a certainty. So what’s next?”

“Very well,” Rhapsody hummed. “If she appears to him, then what are the odds that she makes a sexual advance?”

“Fucking high,” Demonika groaned. “Maybe we should hurry…”

“Another virtual certainty, then,” Rhapsody said. She folded her hands in front of her as they continued to walk. “Should we take our Beastmorphs back?”

Mako laughed and shook her head, holding up a hand to slow her companions down. “No, no. Not yet. I want to play this thought experiment out and see if we can guess what we’re walking into.”

Demonika smirked over her shoulder at the half-oni. “Agreed. Well, personally, I don’t think Barrett would fuck her just yet. And I don’t think he prioritizes her conversion over yours. So I personally don’t believe either of those things will happen but…”

“I bet she’ll be sucking his dick,” Mako groaned.

“Perhaps they will be kissing,” Rhapsody muttered, tapping her sharp chin.

“Alternatively, they could be in the middle of a fight wreaking havoc in our parlor,” Demonika mused. “Buuut, if I were to put my smart money on anything…I’d go with the dick-sucking.”

Rhapsody contemplated in silence for a moment. “That is a wise guess, however, I imagine that they are kissing with tongue. I believe that is what we will find.”

Mako chuckled at that. “Let’s make a proper bet out of it. I’ll go with Demonika’s original guess, just so everyone has a different answer. Winner gets to be with Bear Boy first next time we’re all—you know, together.”

“Agreed,” Rhapsody said. “Assuming you are referring to a group sex.”

“Sure, that sounds fun,” Demonika giggled, her little succubus wings flapping behind her.

From there, they raced back in their beastmorphs, Mako a rabbit, Demonika a bat, and Rhapsody a wolf. They only stopped when they were on the edge of the property that belonged to their manor, and from there, they turned back into their vampire forms and walked in accidental lockstep until they reached the door.

Mako was the one to reach out and grab the handle. She grinned naughtily at the other girls as she pushed it open, and they all rushed inside, and they found—

Ophelia was sitting on an ottoman-style footrest in front of Barrett, staring at her sharp nails with nearly romantic affection, while Barrett sat in his normal chair, reading a textbook for the dozenth time or so.

“I…was not prepared for this,” Demonika whispered hoarsely, eyes blinking rapidly as she took in the scene.

“Honestly, I’m a little disappointed,” Mako agreed.

Rhapsody blinked repeatedly but said nothing.

Barrett grinned at them. “Ophelia moved in already. I gave her a rundown of my rules and the plan for the next few days, but she was peeping on our meeting earlier, so she knows what’s up.”

“Oh,” the half-succubus muttered weakly. “I see.”

The three girls watched with suspicion as they entered the room. Mako caught Eliza’s eye as the bloodthrall watched from an open door to the kitchen. “Lady Ophelia was sucking his dick. He sensed you at the edge of the property and assumed this position with her.”

“What the fuck, Eliza?!” Barrett growled, slamming his book shut.

The peasant girl instantly wailed, tears spewing with comic effusiveness from her eyes. “I’m sorry, master! The red one is so bitchy and strong!”

Mako rolled her eyes. “I didn’t even say anything,” she grunted.

Demonika pumped her fist triumphantly. “Fuckin’ nailed it! First in the orgy, baby!”

“Can I be second?!” Ophelia squeaked hopefully.

The answer came unanimously from the mouths of Barrett, Mako, Demonika, Rhapsody, and Eliza in perfect unison. “No.”

Ophelia sighed. “Ah, I figured as much.”


Chapter 3


Mako was first up for obvious reasons. She had seniority over the pink pixie in a lot of ways, and I had no allegiance to Ophelia other than the fact that, for better or worse, she was now a member of House Dragon…and soon, I guess, my noble line as a vampire.

“So. Do we need to, like, be naked for this or anything?” Mako asked anxiously. My brows danced the worm and back again, considering my options. “Not necessarily.” Honesty prevailed.

Demonika let out a cold breath all of a sudden. “Oh, thank fuck. If this was how I learned you cuddled my godmommy naked for three fucking days, I was going to lose my mind.”

“No cause for alarm,” I assured her. “That did not happen. And I hardly remember any of it, to be honest. Mesmerism.” I still felt a bit shitty about that, but it had to be water under the bridge. I forgave Cordelia in my heart. I understood her motivations, but I wouldn’t forget the way she went about achieving them. While she might be loyal to me now, she sure as hell wasn’t at the time.

“How does it work then?”

“This also pertains to me,” Ophelia said, appearing between Mako and me, her breasts pressed against my chest. “And we’re definitely doing it naked.”

“No, we aren't,” I said. “For one thing, I think we need to sleep together—as in literally sleep,” I quickly clarified when I saw the psycho fairy’s eyes light up.

She furrowed her brow and puffed up her cheeks before offering her rebuttal to that. “Well that’s boring. And impossible. I’m always wired. Some nights I stay up in my coffin the entire time.”

“Well you have three days to get really fucking tired then,” I told her with a plastic grin as I pushed her out of the way to look at Mako. “You fed?”

Mako nodded. “Yep. I should be good to go.”

Smiling, I looked at Demonika and Rhapsody, who were watching from the couch. “You girls get Ophelia up to speed and don’t be afraid to dominate her if needed.”

“I am unafraid of dominating her. She will break under my superior will and power,” Rhapsody said, her voice flat and cold.

Ophelia grinned. “I’ll be good as long as you give me something to torture, I promise.”

“What a fun requirement,” Demonika sarcastically stated, rolling her eyes. “She’s going to fit in sooo fucking well.”

“Three days to vibe check her,” I reminded her, pointing at them. “We have to make this work. She’s stuck with us, and we’re stuck with her. Believe me, I didn’t ask for this,”

“You should have,” Ophelia said, suddenly flashing on top of my shoulders, her thighs squeezing my neck from the back as she drummed my head. “Think of all the fun we could already be having, Big Bear.”

Mako laughed her tomboyish laugh at that, arching a white eyebrow. “Big Bear, huh? At least she has her own fucking thing now. Shall we, Bear Boy?”

I laughed a bit, grabbing Ophelia’s thighs and splitting them open to pry her off my shoulders. Eventually, she relented and climbed down, looking pretty fucking annoyed at me. “All I want is loyalty and fun,” she said stormily. “I don’t think I’m asking for too much.”

“Loyalty…you are aware that you’re never getting any kind of exclusivity out of him, right?” Demonika asked, folding her hands behind her back. “If anyone did, it’d be me, first of all, but that ship has sailed. If you’re in on the harem, you’d better wise up to what you’re signing up for.”

Ophelia scoffed, and I turned to look at her, curious what her reaction would be to that truthbomb. “Loyalty isn’t the same as exclusivity. Harem relationships are the norm in fey society, as well as many vampiric courts and covens. That doesn’t scare me away.”

“Intriguing. So what exactly do you mean by loyalty?” Rhapsody asked, cocking her head.

Ophelia bit her own lip so hard she drew blood. She licked the blood up before explaining. “Damian cheated on me, yes. But you know what made it cheating? He didn’t tell me. He didn’t coordinate it with me. He didn’t include me…and most importantly, it was the final proof I needed to know he didn’t love me. He wanted to be done with me. In essence,” she chewed her lip again for a moment, trying to hide its tremble. “He wins by me joining your harem, Barrett. My parents have been forced to call off our betrothal because of my reaction to his cheating. They’ve disowned me.”

“That dude is a dick,” Mako said, her fingers tightening into balled fists. “I can’t believe I’m feeling sorry for you of all people.”

“Don’t feel sorry for me,” she cackled, suddenly shifting her demeanor back to normal. “Really—I’m a big girl, I promise.” She winked at me. “I can take a lot.”

I sighed and brushed past that. The time for heart-to-hearts was done. “Sun’s coming up soon,” I noted. “Mako, you ready?”

She nodded and bit her own wrist. “Yep.”

I bit into mine, and we exchanged blood. We did the steps, now familiar to me, and climbed into my coffin together, cramming ourselves in nice and tight. She ended up on top of me. It was awkward at first until she found a position that felt more natural.

Mako kissed my cheek surreptitiously, and I could tell she was embarrassed about the show of affection, but I rewarded her for it by wrapping my arms around her waist. I looked up past her. Demonika was there, pouting down at us, her eyes leaking blood. “Bye baby. I’ll miss you so much. I’ll sleep on top of your coffin every night, I swear!”

Rhapsody and Ophelia closed the lid while Demonika followed the motion of its shutting with her face, making sure at least one eye was visible to us through the cracks until the instant that the coffin was fully sealed.

“She’s such a needy bitch,” Mako snickered.

“Well, I love the hell out of that needy bitch, so watch your mouth,” I scolded her, though I also made a sound halfway to laughter as I spoke the words.

Mako nodded, pressing her cheek into my chest. “I know I’m not…your favorite. I don’t deserve to be. I’m all fucked up, Bear Boy, I know that.”

“Whether or not you’re the favorite doesn’t really change a damn thing to me,” I said. “You’re mine. And after we finish this process, that’s literally, metaphysically true. I’ll protect your happiness with every bit of enthusiasm and love as I protect hers.”

Mako let out a snort of feigned disgust. “As if I fucking need your protection.”

I squeezed her tight, and she embraced me back. “I didn’t mean to suggest you did. But it doesn’t mean I wouldn’t offer it either way.”

Eventually we did successfully fall into our sleeplike states, all tangled up in each other, and I felt the magic working. Slowly, surely, Mako Takahashi’s soul received my immortal signature. As a noble vampire, even if by fluke, I had the power to convert her into my line, to take her on as my own. I would not abuse that power or authority over it but would use it to better help her.

After the three days passed, I felt a stronger connection to her. It was different this time—much different compared to the underhanded situation with Cordelia Darcy. There was love fueling this decision on both sides, as well as circumstance. I felt…closer to her. And with that closeness came a link.

“There’s something bothering you,” I said as we finally came out of our slumber.

She didn’t move. “I’m not sure I know what you mean.”

“Something about…your life before Nosferatu Academy. There’s something you took with you that you should have left behind. That’s the psychic impression I’m getting.”

She buried her face in my chest. “We should get up.”

“Do you want to tell me more about this feeling? Is it about your mother?”

She bit me.

“So it is her, then,” I grunted. “I see.”

“I don’t want to talk about it. Not now. But I guess if you command me now, then I have to, huh?”

I shook my head. “No. I won’t do that to you. We don’t have to talk about it ever if you don’t want to. I know you handle a lot of your stuff on your own, and I understand that. But if there’s any way House Dragon can help you, I’m sure all of us would be willing to do our part.”

She lifted her head, keeping her eyes closed, and kissed me. “Thank you, you big nerd,” she whined cutely.

When we tried to emerge from the coffin, we noticed some unexpected resistance. “That’s odd,” I muttered. “Do you think Ophelia chained us in here as a joke?”

“Huh?!” It was Demonika. “Oh! You’re up! I’m sorry baby, I was sleeping on the casket! One second, okay?!”

“Damn, she really did it,” Mako noted, sounding truly impressed.

“Did you have any doubt?” I replied as I pulled some of her hair out of my mouth.

Soon we were out in the parlor again, stretching and yawning and moving around. “How do you feel?” Ophelia asked, zipping circles around Mako at insanely fast speeds. “Did it hurt? Oh, fuck, I hope it hurts! Did you bleed?!”

“Why is she the worst fucking thing in the world?” Mako asked, sighing at me.

I summoned the bloodthralls and had my fill. It was a bit jarring, coming out of a coffin only to hop right back in moments later, but at least I was able to justify a nice big meal of blonde bimbo blood. As I sucked from Eliza’s neck, she made indecent sounds, moans and suggestive movements with her hips and thighs. As Maria recovered on the sofa beside us, I looked at Ophelia. “Did you eat your fill?”

“Of course!” she said nonchalantly. “It was a good hunt.” She licked her lips and watched me suckle from Eliza’s neck. “That looks really good, though.”

“It’s super good,” I confirmed. “You can’t have them though.”

She pouted. “Unfair.”

Demonika watched me climb into the coffin, with Rhapsody standing beside her, wide-eyed. “Are you sure about this, baby?” the half-succubus asked, her tail taut behind her. “Last chance to pull out before it’s too late.”

“If I ever pull out,” I said, grinning, “you’ll know I’ve lost my mind.”

Ophelia smirked deviously at the other girls and posed proudly, her feet already between my legs, standing in the coffin. “Don’t worry, girls. I’ll take very good care of our man.”

“Our man, you mean,” Mako snapped, her forearm throbbing with expanding muscle. “Not yours.”

“Isn’t that what I said?” Ophelia giggled.

She lowered herself on top of me and reached up to close the lid. When it slammed shut, I suddenly felt a bit nervous. I tried to keep my hands at my sides, but it was awkward. Slowly, she wiggled on top of me, finding a comfy position, her fangs coming out and locking right into my collarbone for no fucking reason.

I placed my hand on her back and—what I felt was pretty fucking far from what I expected to feel. Skin. I felt skin. Naked skin, to be exact. I opened my eyes and looked at her, confusion probably plain on my face. Sure enough, she was wearing her usual attire, as far as I could tell, but as I ran my hands up and down the length of her back all the way to the hump of her ass, I felt nothing but nude, smooth, feminine flesh.

“Right about now you’re noticing something,” she giggled, unhooking her fangs from me.

“Your clothes—”

“I’m not wearing any clothes, Big Bear,” she quickly interjected. “They’re illusionary. It’s a spell.”

“But…w-why?” I stammered, unable to grasp the situation as the blood I just drank from the bloodthralls rapidly swam its way to my penis.

She released the spell. I could tell she did, anyway, because I felt a series of finger movements dancing on my chest, and then the clothes I thought I saw started to disappear completely. “Why? Because if I’m going to be of your line, I think it’s only fair that we kick things off with a bang.”

“It’s pretty tight in here,” I noted as she started to grind her naked sex up and down my thigh.

“You have no fucking idea just how tight,” she moaned, her finger scraping a long, shredded trail into my chest, ripping through my shirt like it was wet paper. She breathed a surprisingly warm breath right into my ear. “Mmm. I’m going to ride you so hard you cry.”

Well, that was just offensive. “I will absolutely not cry,” I grunted.

“Prove it. Fuck me hard enough and make me cum all over that fat cock I feel growing underneath me, and I promise I’ll be a good girl and sit still in here with you for three whole days.” She latched back onto my neck with her fangs and suckled gently.

“Fine,” I muttered, resting my hands on her ass. “The things I do for House Dragon.”


Chapter 4


Ophelia didn’t wait for me to struggle through the delicate process of undressing myself inside a crammed coffin. With a rip, she tore my shirt open, then split my pants from the waist to the groin, along with the undergarment I wore beneath them. I wasn’t fully naked, but I was definitely suddenly as exposed as she needed me to be.

I tensed up as I felt her hand reach down to grip my shaft. She strangled it at the base, squeezing a bit more tightly than most girls I’d been with in my illustrious past, not an ounce of traditional love in the way she worked it. She stared into my eyes, her pink irises glowing as she grinned, choking and corkscrewing my cock with wild abandon.

“How’s that feel?” she said. She didn’t wait for me to reply, really, before digging her nails into my chest and dragging them down, leaving a long, thin line. “You know what I like about you?”

“Which question do you want me to answer?” I grunted, my hands squeezing her ass.

“Shut the fuck up,” she giggled, and there was a new sensation down below as she start slapping her pussy lips with my cock. “Ngh…I like that you heal fast. Faster than most vampires, even. So I can cut you up and bite you and stab you—and just a few short minutes later, I can do it all over again.”

What she said was true. I’d been mentally preparing myself for this for a while now, and it did hurt, but in the context of sex, there was something erotic about it too. It was her eyes. The lust and hunger in them, targeting me in a way I never saw her look at Damian. It was enough to get drunk off of.

My hips started moving automatically, so tempted by the constant smacking contact with her pussy that I wondered if I could angle myself at just the right moment to skewer her cunt and get this show moving. Ophelia clearly had other ideas. “No, not your dick. Finger me so roughly that I scream.”

With a nod and a can do attitude, I slid two fingers inside her pussy, which was pushing it, I noticed. She instantly tightened around me, sucking my digits in, and I made rhythm thrusting gestures for a few minutes just to spread her wetness. Her grin remained but faltered, her eyes now staring less and less into mine and more and more at my mouth as indecent sounds started coming from her pink lips. Both sets of pink lips, actually.

“Mmm…mmmm…Fuck…Yeah,” she whined, moving her hips generously to urge me in at more profane depths. I adjusted my approach, curving my fingers slightly to seek her G-spot while my thumb rubbed her clit. As a mortal, this particular maneuver would have been more or less impossible, but the skill I’d honed learning the gestures to cast spells since becoming a vampire was really coming in handy all of a sudden.

“Ohh! Shit!” Ophelia moaned. I tried to embarrass her, making sure to make the loudest, nastiest squelches that I could, exploiting her wetness with the perfect angle of attack. I violently fingerfucked her fairy pussy, targeting all the right places with such accuracy and skill that I knew there was a chance this whole thing would backfire and she might end up even more attached to me as a result, but I couldn’t help myself. Heat of the moment and all that.

“You’re gonna cum, aren’t you?” I said, noticing the way her vaginal canal was starting to pulse and throb. “Fine. Let’s make it one to remember.”

“Harder!” she screamed, suddenly jerking me off much more intensely than she had been before. So much of her runoff had trickled out of her onto my dick that the friction was just right with every new stroke. “Bear, harder!” She bit my neck hard and locked herself in place as her orgasm came crashing out of her, squirting lewdly all over my stomach and groin, but I kept going. I didn’t stop even as she continued to squirt and dig her nails into my sides. “Harder!”

I obliged. “It’s your funeral,” I said as I tapped into my vampiric powers and started moving inside her already overstimulated pussy at supernatural speeds. I could feel her making red and pink ribbons out of my skin as her moans graduated to full on shrieks, but rather than push me off of her, she locked her legs around my back and bit my ear lobe off.

“That’ll grow back!” she moaned, her voice quivering from the vibration-like sensations I was bestowing upon her insides.

“Fuck this,” I grunted. “I’m bored.” I pulled my fingers out and I knew she got the hint because she grabbed my cock by the base and guided it against her sopping slit that very moment. I thrust to try and get it inside, but there was some resistance. “Relax,” I said. “Relax your muscles.”

“Easy for you to s-say!” she gasped, her face totally red with my blood. It was good fucking thing I had a big meal before this, or healing from it would be a doozy. “I’m still c-c-cumming!”

Her whole body was trembling, so I realized it was true. I took matters into my own hands and fed my cock into her one inch at a time. “Fucking loosen up, dammit,” I growled, my jaw clenching at how difficult this was. “You’re just as tight as Mako.”

“It’s a fairy thing,” she whimpered. “Your flesh tastes so good.” Just as I pushed the last possible inch inside her, she pressed her lips against mine. I didn’t have to do a damn thing from there, because she started grinding her hips atop me right away, and the combination of her tightness and wetness made the sensation sublime. Normally I wasn’t a big fan of ‘coffin-cowgirl’ position, but her body was small enough and she had enough gremlin energy in the way she moved to make it work.

I decided to stick with the kiss to give my body a chance to repair itself. Soon, I felt her legs digging underneath me to wrap around me and lock me inside of her while her movements grew more desperate and frantic. Before I knew it, she had found just enough space to bounce her ass up and down a bit, using her unique speed to do that. The sensation was like being fucked by a jackhammer with a pussy—but more pleasant than that would probably be. It was indescribable. The speed was unnatural for sex, and soon I found myself getting close to a climax despite my best efforts to hold it in.

I didn’t want to admit defeat, though. I really wanted her to cum again—or continue cumming—before I finished, even if she’d already been blasted to the orgasm of her life and undeath a few minutes prior. I wanted her to cum with me, or just before me. Maybe it was ego, or maybe it was me accepting that she was under my care from here on and that I had to do my part to nurture her in the unique way she wanted to be spoiled—but it was important to me for her to see me as a lover that put her needs above my own.

A simple angle adjustment went a long way, and me starting to meet her bounces with my own complementary thrusts did the rest of the work. I opened my eyes, wanting to watch the look on her face as she came undone, but was surprised to find her eyes already open and rolled back, even as she still kissed me—mostly chewing on my bottom lip at this point.

“Nngghh—ohhh! Ahh-fuck! Fuck! It’s going to be so much!” she whined. “Bite me on the throat, Barrett!”

I wasn’t super into that in a sexual context, but as a vampire, it didn’t bother me, either. I kissed her throat for a moment, priming a particular spot, then sank my fangs into it. Her resulting moan was maddeningly hot—delirious with arousal, and I could feel her pussy collapsing around me, gripping my cock with its warm wetness as her legs seized up and she couldn’t continue to move. I picked up the slack from there, doubling my own efforts. I spread her asscheeks open and slipped a digit inside her asshole for added effect, and it definitely added another layer of spice to her sounds of bliss, raising her voice half an octave.

“Ohhh!” she gasped. “Oh by Morgana’s iridescent wings, I never—I never—Nyaaa!”

That was the squeal she made as I exploded inside her, filling her vampire-fairy womb up with seed. I kept thrusting, though, powering through the entire thing, determined to keep rutting her until I went soft—and that could very well be a long time.

The orgasm cleared my head and made me realize what I’d really been after this whole time. Unlike some post-nut moments of clarity, I still liked the plan. My goal at this stage was simple. Make the psychotic fairy cum so much and so hard that she begged for mercy, perhaps mellowing her out. So she liked pain and pleasure? Fine. Fucking fine. I’d give her all the pain and pleasure she could handle and then some, breaking her so that she realized, hey—maybe I don’t need quite that many intense sensations in my life. Maybe it’s okay to just be normal and chill sometimes.

So I kept going. And going. And hours later, I was still inside her, somehow still erect by sheer force of will, pluck, and gumption. At this stage, her eyes were crossed, her tongue was hanging out of her mouth, and she lay mostly limply on my chest while I continued to fuck her, finger her, suck her tits, and even rail her ass a time or two for good measure.

But then, just when I was about to give up, I got something.

“...Wait. Stop.”

I stopped so fast that I almost made myself laugh at the abruptness of it. “What is it?”

She nuzzled my chest, her eyes closing. Ophelia wrapped her arms around my neck in an embrace that was suspiciously similar to a wholesome hug, and I pulled out of her pussy with about the lewdest, wettest plop I’d ever heard.

Her nails sank into the back of my neck. “Put it back in.”

“Okay,” I grunted. I slid back inside her, earning a fresh moan of relief.

“That’s better,” she sighed contentedly. “That’s my favorite thing in the universe now. Even better than ripping people limb from limb.”

“What is?”

“That feeling. Being full of you. So…relaxing. I feel…so sleepy. Just…let me sleep for a bit. Just a few days…”

I almost sobbed with relief. She nearly proved herself prophetic when she said she’d fuck me so hard I’d cry, though I doubted this is what she had in mind for the way things turned out.

“Alright,” I said, choking up a bit with restrained joy. “Get some rest.”

“Mmk. Big Bear?” she asked, her uncharacteristically high voice cute and high-pitched.

“Yeah, Ophelia?”

“Let’s do this again when we wake up—exactly like this. Make me cum until I almost die, okay?” she said.

I felt unusual sweat pooling on my brow. “Uh. Okay.”

I needed more power.

***

Ophelia slept so deeply, and so did I, that when we awoke she thankfully forgot making me promise that. I knocked on the top of the coffin, where Demonika was sleeping, and heard the telltale sound of her delicious booty sliding off and her landing on the floor. She opened the lid and beamed at me.

“Welcome back, baby!”

“Did you…”

“Hear you two have sex?” she asked. “Yes. It took everything I had not to feed off of her lust for you, by the way.”

“Why didn’t you?” I asked.

She shrugged. “I didn’t get permission. But it seems like you handled yourself just fine.”

I looked down at my clothes, entirely reduced to tattered ribbons. “I wouldn’t necessarily go that far,” I grunted. “But we’re done. And we still have one more day to prepare. Ophelia?”

Ophelia, still fully nude, of course, was drooling on my neck, her mouth and lips red with bloodstains. Demonika adjusted the angle of her head and looked between the fairy girl’s legs. Her eyes bulged.

“Did you let her sleep for three days with your dick inside her?!” she gasped. “No fair! Can I have a turn?!”

“When I do my first Long Sleep, you’ll be in my coffin with me exactly like this,” I promised with a laugh.

Demonika’s eyes teared up as she smiled. “Oh, baby. You always know just what to say.”


Chapter 5


Coming out of the coffin, I was famished like I hadn’t been since I couldn’t remember when. With Eliza and Maria on my lap, I fed from each of them, one after another, while the other vampires of House Dragon got Ophelia and me up to speed.

“So, we’ve been practicing magic pretty religiously while you two were out,” Mako said. “Well, Rhapsody and me, anyway.”

“Demonika cleaved to your coffin like a baby to her mother’s breast,” Rhapsody observed. “It was very unproductive.”

Demonika grinned, her eyes showing literal hearts as she stared my way. “That’s not entirely accurate. I was definitely more productive in my tutor lesson with all the ambient lust in the air for me to revel in. Professor Roman also stopped by and tutored each of us once while you were out, and he gave me some tips and succubus lore to experiment with when I get the chance.”

I licked some blood off of Eliza’s neck, then sucked a bit more out of the shoulder of Maria’s dress. “So you did leave my coffin. Nice job, Nika, I’m proud of you.”

She frowned. “Well, no. I had my tutor lesson on top of your coffin. I hope that’s alright.”

Mako and Rhapsody made tense eye contact. Mako smirked, and Rhapsody sighed. “Truth be told,” the dhampir went on, “I became rather jealous after a while. I declared that when she left, it would be my turn to rest on the coffin. But she never moved.”

I looked at Mako, curious if she had a similar confession. “Don’t give me that, dickhead, like I’d be as needy as these two sluts.”

Ophelia raked a nail down my arm, gashing it open. “Barrett and I are best friends forever now,” she declared. “While we were in there, he promised to sleep exclusively with me when we were traveling on Earth, just so you all know.”

“Why would you even lie about that when I’m right here to refute it?” I asked, blinking in befuddlement.

She shrugged. “You miss all the shots you don’t take.”

I patted the bloodthralls on their supple bottoms, signaling them to get up. They did so, bowed to me, and left the room in a bit of a haze. “I hope I didn’t feed too much,” I muttered as I watched them go.

“They’re bloodthralls,” Demonika said with a dismissive swish of her wrist. “They’ll be fine. They’re tougher than normal humans.”

“Do you think they’ll be okay without us?” I asked. “I mean—we got cleared for a two week trip. That’s a long time to leave them alone to get bullied by the other houses or denizens of the Netherveil.”

“I have made it clear to my father that they will be under guarded protection at all times,” Rhapsody oathed. “They will be fine. Do not fret over them any longer.”

I smiled and nodded my head. “Just a passing thought. I know we’ve covered our bases but—well, you know. I guess it’s a bit like leaving on vacation and worrying about the dogs, but so much more than that. I’d never forgive myself if something happened to them.”

“We don’t have to go,” Demonika reminded me. “This was your idea and your idea alone. We all just agreed to tag along because we support each other and all could use the change of scenery.”

Mako nodded her agreement. “I’m fine staying put.”

I shook my head, but faltered halfway through it. “Well—maybe we should try to make it quicker. Just to be on the safe side and not let the other houses get too much further ahead of us. Plus, it’s going to be really awkward with Cordelia acting as our chaperone given everything that happened recently.”

“True,” Demonika’s expression bent into a frown. “That will be weird. I really chewed her out the last time we spoke.”

“It’s complicated,” Mako murmured. “Still—it is what it is. We need to learn to live with her sooner or later. I mean—Nika, Ophelia, she’s practically our sister now that we’re all bonded to Bear Boy, right?”

“Right,” Demonika agreed, her devil’s tail swishing behind her. Her wings went taut and spread out for a moment, but as she sighed they folded behind her back. “It’s…going to be an odd trip.”

“And when will we meet the other girls?” Rhapsody asked.

I’d almost forgotten over the course of the six days spent back-to-back inside my coffin. “Oh, yeah. Evie and those chicks. Well—I guess fucking soon, since we leave this time tomorrow.”

Ophelia intentionally fell backward, landing on the couch with her head in Rhapsody’s lap. “Who the fuck is Evie? And ‘those chicks’?”

“We’re bringing other monster girls to Earth with us to act as our eyes and ears and help us reach out to other creatures of the night,” Demonika explained. “Or something like that, I don’t know, this trip is Barrett’s baby.”

Ophelia nuzzled her face into Rhapsody’s flat tummy like a snuggly kitten. Rhapsody promptly slapped her across the face, getting no reaction. “I see.” Another slap. “What kind of monsters are they? Fairies of any sort? I could help if they are.”

“Changeling, werewolf, and rusalka,” I said.

“Changelings and rusalka are fey, but distant from fairies, unfortunately,” Ophelia remarked as she wrapped her arms around one of Rhapsody’s skinny thighs. Rhapsody punched her in the nose, finally getting an “Oof!” out of Ophelia. “Harder!”

“It is not fun to wound her,” Rhapsody sighed. “She enjoys it too much.”

“I’m just glad that she can take what she dishes out,” I remarked. “Anyway, I suppose before we do anything else, we should go over the plan on a basic level.”

“Right,” Demonika agreed, rubbing her palms together. “Okay—here’s what we’ve got so far. We’re going to show up in Barrett’s hometown, right at the spot where I took him. Depending on who’s staying in his apartment now, that could get sticky, so be ready to use mesmerism to make the denizens forget about us.”

“Will it be a problem if we burst through a portal to someone’s home uninvited?” Mako asked. “We need to be invited inside usually, otherwise we burn or feel intense pain—don’t forget.”

“That’s a fucking good point,” I muttered. I glanced at Rhapsody. “Do you think we could adjust the portal location slightly still? Just in case. It’d be a pretty awkward way to go.”

Rhapsody cocked her head thoughtfully. “It wouldn’t kill us either way. We’d just feel tremendous agony until we left.”

“Sounds sexy,” Ophelia said through a pearly grin. “Count me in.”

I reached behind me, snagging a copy of Van Helsing’s guide to vampires off the shelf. “I’ll do some digging and see if there’s any additional lore about that. But yeah, using mesmerism on the owners of the apartment will be a bit awkward if we’re on fire.”

“That…is a fair concern,” Rhapsody noted, cocking her head.

Ophelia frowned and sat up all of a sudden. “No—wait. It shouldn’t be an issue.”

“Why do you say that?” Mako asked skeptically.

“When I visited home with Damian after becoming a vampire, he walked into his human mother’s home without issue—but I received serious burns.”

Demonika’s brows knitted as she interpreted Ophelia’s words. “So…since that was Damian’s home when he was mortal, the rule didn’t apply to him.”

“But that won’t help you all,” I noted, indicating the girls.

Rhapsody frowned. “Correction. It won’t help me. Mako, Ophelia, and Demonika should be safe, since they are your underlings. I will burn.”

“Unless you shift into your human form ahead of time,” I noted. “Then those rules won’t apply to you.”

“But I will be weaker,” she pointed out, her nose twitching.

“It would be the only way you could walk around in daylight with the rest of us while we’re on Earth, though. And you should still have enough speed to use magic, so it’s not like you’ll be totally useless,” Mako pointed out, granting a conciliatory smile.

Rhapsody looked over at Ophelia, who was now sitting tensely beside her. “Perhaps. I suppose I should do what is best for the group. But I can’t help but feel…like I’ll hold the rest of you back.”

I shook my head. “You won’t. And even if you did, we’re quick to adapt. We’ll move at your pace.”

Rhapsody stood, her face going even more straight and expressionless than before. “Very well, Barrett Bradshaw. If it is your wish for me to make myself vulnerable, then I will retreat into my room for the remainder of the night and shift into my human form.”

“Are you…mad?” Demonika asked as Rhapsody started to walk away.

She stopped, made two small fists at her sides, and shook her head. “I am not mad at you. I am…uncomfortable. You are all bound to Barrett. I am to be his bride and queen one day, and yet I am incapable of sharing that bond.” Her gaze turned on Ophelia. “This…savage bloodslut doesn’t even deserve to be tied to you, Barrett. And yet she has a connection with you more intimate than I can ever possess.”

I stood up, setting the book down that I hadn’t even opened yet. The rest of the girls just watched, including Ophelia, who was smirking with curiosity and no hint of offense at being called a bloodslut. “I had no idea that meant so much to you.”

Rhapsody whipped her head to face me so fast her long ponytail knocked over an unlit candle on the shelf behind her. “I am difficult for you to read. I know this. I am more of a monster than the rest of you—even her.”

“You’re not a monster,” Demonika muttered. “Well, okay, you are, but so are we all. Don’t be a drama queen. Just because you’re a little—whatever you are…”

“I do not know if there’s a word for what I am. I heard a member of House Wolf call me…artistic? But I do not think it fits.”

“Autistic, I’d guess that’s what he said, but you aren’t that. I’ve never met an autistic human like you,” Mako said. “The ones I knew don’t speak the way you speak—they can mask the fact that they process and feel things differently, but it’s like…you never learned to do that.” Her brow creased as she continued to give the matter some thought, pulling her white hair behind her ear.

I decided to add to that. “You’re definitely not a classical case by any stretch of the imagination. For one thing, you seem to have very clear and easy to understand emotions, needs, and connections on part with the rest of us. You only have a deficit in communicating them in a neurotypical way. It’s probably just a feature of being a dhampir, for all we know, and being raised with little contact with people other than your father.”

Rhapsody cocked her head. “Perhaps.”

Ophelia rolled her eyes. “House Dragon is so oddly psychiatric,” she noted, her wings buzzing behind her. She crossed her legs and arms and stared intently at Rhapsody. “Everyone is so concerned with everyone else’s mental health, whereabouts, and activities. It’s kind of suffocating.”

“You say that as if it’s a bad thing,” Demonika noted.

The fairy psycho shrugged. “It’s…different.”

“We can give you a wide berth if you want,” I said. “I am under no illusions that you’re going to have any easy time trying to adapt to the way we do things.” Turning back to Rhapsody, I forced a smile. “If finding a way for us to bond is important to you, I don’t want you to give up on it. There have to be ways—magic or whatever. We can ask Orlok about it someday, or maybe even Mrs. Drake will have some insight.”

She nodded slowly but said nothing. Before she had the chance, there was a sudden knocking on the door. “Did I hear my name?” Mrs. Drake’s resonant voice came thrumming through the wooden door. “May I come in?”

I sent her a psychic message rather than answer directly. You could have warned me you were coming. We’re kind of in the middle of something. In all the conversation, I didn’t even sense her arrival.

“I will go to my room,” Rhapsody sighed. “I must shift into my human form and do some exercises to adapt to my weakness. I prefer to perform this task alone.”

I reached out for her, beckoning her into my arms. She walked right into the embrace, burying her head in my chest.

“Yes. A hug is good. Prepare more of these for me to take with us on our journey.”

Chuckling at that, I kissed her on the forehead and patted her on the rump. “Don’t hesitate to ask if you need anything. I’ll be around.”

She nodded and walked off.

May I come in now? Cordelia psychically asked me without knocking on the door again. She added one more word after a pause: Master?

“You can come in,” I shouted. “And I thought I said don’t call me Master.”

She walked through the door, looking sinfully sexy as always in a tight, scaly blue dress that only went down to her thighs. Her hair was up in a high ponytail that was tied into a rather chunky braid. She had all the curves of Demonika, aged up a bit in all the right ways. I felt bad lusting after her given everything that had happened, but part of me wondered if it was just my link to her doing its work.

She crossed her arms and surveyed the room. “I understand the situation isn’t ideal for you,” she began, “But I am eager to do right by you and prove my loyalty and gratitude.”

“Gratitude?” Demonika actually laughed. “Please. That’s like a thief thanking her victim for their generosity.”

“Kind of, yeah,” I agreed with a laugh, but it was short-lived. “The thing is, if she could have just calmed down and waited, I would have done it.”

“The moon phase was right for your first time making such an attempt,” she said, shrugging as if that explained everything. “I did what I had to. In our dark world, it’s not at all unexpected for people to take what they want from those who are weaker—and in so doing, I gave you a share of my own power, Barrett. I sacrificed my own power for yours, and thereby linked myself to you in eternal loyalty.”

“You know what? It’s fine. I’m done with this,” I said, swishing my hand. “Welcome aboard, I guess.”

Demonika gasped. “B-Baby?” Just like that? Are you sure?”

I nodded. “She’s right in the end. Might makes right in our world, and she is now loyal to me. Water under the bridge, time to move on.” Cracking my knuckles, I walked toward the nearest window and looked outside. “Everyone who hasn’t fed should feed now. If you’re bringing anything with you, gather it. We’re all here. Once Rhapsody is ready, I say we prepare ourselves to head out.”

“You’ll need this,” Cordelia said, holding up a talisman that had a bat with the head of a wolf emblazoned on its surface—Dracula’s symbol. “I am also bringing my own as a backup, but this key will allow you to open a portal back to Earth.”

She chucked it in my direction and I caught it, looked it over a few times to make sure it was the genuine article, and slipped it into my pocket. “Alright then,” I grunted. “Let’s go on a trip.”


Chapter 6
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“Okay, girls,” I said, facing the members of House Dragon as three other feminine shapes made their way toward us from the forest edging our property. “Please be nice, I really want this to go well.”

“They aren’t trying to sneak their way into House Dragon, are they?” Mako asked with a hint of hostility in her voice, but it seemed to fade out after she’d had a second to reflect. “I mean—I guess we did sort of imply that Evie would get that treatment, but not the other two, right?”

I shook my head. “When we leave Earth behind at the end of this trip, Evie will stay with them for a while, then come back routinely to fill me in on their progress. But those girls are more or less leaving the Netherveil for good, so they pose no potential shakeups to the way we do things in our manor.”

“What kind of progress are you expecting from them, exactly?” Demonika asked. It was a good question. Her finger delicately traced up and and down my forearm as we waited, probably trying to get me to hold her hand, but it wasn’t really the time.

I shrugged. “Honestly, we’re kind of at the ‘throw shit at a wall and see what sticks’ phase of the plan. We’ll play this trip by ear and see what feels feasible.”

“But they’re all doing this out of…what, the goodness of their hearts?” Ophelia laughed in an icy tone.

“I get the feeling they’re bored here,” I said with a shrug. “Evie vetted them, and I trust her. In any case, the worst thing that could happen is they make a mess on Earth and we—”

“Why is she naked?” Demonika asked before I finish addressing the fairy girl’s very fair inquiry. I decided to turn my attention to my half-succubus lover.

“She’s the rusalka. That’s just kind of the way they are.”

“A rusalka,” Rhapsody repeated, cocking her head. “Intriguing indeed. This will be a disaster.”

“Why’s that?” Demonika asked.

“Rusalkas may look human enough, but they are ravening spirits that want only one thing—to drown and eat lustful and especially unfaithful men,” Ophelia explained.

“She has a slight cultural gap to overcome, true,” I muttered diplomatically. “No one’s denying that. Still—she signed up, and that’s more than I can say for just about anyone else in the Whisper Woods.”

Cordelia’s posture was the least amused out of anyone. “This is madness. You did not get permission to take monsters out of the Netherveil.”

“Are you going to stop me?” I asked, smirking at her knowingly.

“...No,” she muttered, hemming and hawing a bit as she shot me a sexy, irritated glare. “I won’t betray you.”

Demonika giggled at the pouty face her godmother was making. “You’re so desperate to prove yourself loyal, aren’t you?”

“I’m here to do my job, Ms. Darcy,” Cordelia said.

Rhapsody cleared her throat. “Minor correction—Demonika and I are betrothed to Barrett Bradshaw. You are dutybound to refer to us each as Mrs. Bradshaw.”

Cordelia looked at me pleadingly, and I could only smirk. “Do it. Humor them.”

“Fine,” she grunted. “When I have a reason to address them by name.”

Evie was wearing attire borrowed from Demonika, who was roughly the same size. Becky had made her own clothes through shapeshifting, or so it seemed. But when the third member of their entourage approached fully in the nude, we all realized we needed to piece together an outfit for Rachel, too.

“Ophelia, can you see if you have any clothes that would fit her?” I asked.

“Is that an order, Master Big Bear?” she inquired, winking.

To save time, I just said, “Yep. And don’t call me Master Big Bear. It sounds too much like…something else.”

We did our introductions, and it took a full five minutes to teach Rachel how to put on a slip-on party dress, but once that was covered, the only thing left to do was leave.

The Catacomb of Fallen Ancients was just as creepy a place as it had been the last time I visited it. As we entered it, Demonika reached out and squeezed my hand, sending me a private psychic message. Pretty romantic, huh? Remind you of anything?

I tried not to laugh too obviously at how cute she was being. You’re thinking of the night you turned me into a vampire, of course.

Ding ding, correct. Wouldn’t it be kind of hot to fuck me on top of one of these tombs?

“Hot, sure. A good idea? Probably not,” I muttered aloud.

“What was that?” Mako asked. “Is a needy succu-slut passing notes?”

Cordelia stared daggers at Mako. “Silence, Ms. Takahashi,” she said. “We are in a place that’s sacred to all vampires.”

“You didn’t yell at Barrett for talking. He spoke first,” Mako growled under her breath. “Fuckin’ suck-up.”

The Catacomb of Fallen Ancients began with a long stairway that terminated at the bottom of a seemingly bottomless dungeon with a ceiling so high over our heads that you could easily forget you were inside at all. It was dark and quiet down here, and that was by design.

The Catacomb of Fallen Ancients was where Dracula stored and commemorated what was left of the founders of every other vampiric Bloodline. To be honest, it was mostly just their coffins and, if you were lucky, a few piles of dust. But even so, I didn’t want to get my ass cursed or haunted by powerful dead vampires from lines I knew nothing about, so I shut my fucking mouth for the remainder of the hike and expected the girls to do the same.

“So many smells in here,” Evie whispered, her voice not rising above the sounds of our feet crunching on the ground.

“Shhh,” Rhapsody urged her, now in her human form. Her irises were still red, but she had white human sclera—in other words, the whites of her eyes were actually white instead of black like mine.

Finally, just a short time later, we were in the main chamber, a room filled with clay and stone sarcophagi. At the front of the chamber was a dais, or an altar with an engraved copy of the same wolf-bat symbol on the token in my pocket. I scooped it out and held it up, uttering the spell I knew would summon the portal we needed to embark on our trip. “Deschide porțile.”

A yawning purple vortex formed in front of us, casting a quiet light on the dark and ominous chamber. I smirked as I heard Evie’s nose sniffing the air beside me, trying to understand what she was seeing. I imagined she must have encountered at least one portal in her life—the one that brought her to the Netherveil in the first place, unless she was a local.

I looked behind me and realized that the pack of women was unanimously looking to me to make a move. “Alright,” I grunted, feeling a rush of confidence to see them all regarding me as the de facto leader, but then again, I was—especially since this half-baked plan was my idea. “Let’s take a trip.”

I stepped forward first, letting the portal pull me in as I got close, and soon I was tumbling through space. After a minute or two of enduring that chaos, I came out on the other side, hitting the ground with a rough thud.

Of course, I was none the worse for wear. My supernatural body was far more resilient than that. But as one woman after another landed on top of me in rapid succession, my limits were lightly tested.

“Sorry, baby!” Demonika squeaked as she came through just behind me. Her pillowy breasts softened the blow in more ways than one as I felt them press into my back. She rolled off of me, and I started to stand up when Mako and Rhapsody fell through the portal and knocked me over again.

“You make a surprisingly good landing cushion, Bear Boy,” Mako cackled as she got up, patting me on the head. Rhapsody made no moves.

“Raps? Honey? You gonna get off of me or what?”

She froze in silence for a moment, and then I felt her nuzzle her nose into my nape. “I am considering. Perhaps, given my vulnerable state, it would be prudent for me to be shuttled in this manner.”

“You mean have me wear you like a backpack as we wander through the city? Yeah, no, that’s not happening.”

With a sigh, she also got up, though she made it very clear how unhappy she was about it as she dusted off her dress and shot me an expressionless glare. “Selfish. Arrogant. Insensitive. Uncharitable.”

“It’d get us weird looks. I don’t feel like I deserve that just for—” I was interrupted as Rachel fell out of the portal, landing just beside me in a wet plop, then Becky the changeling landed smack-dab on top of her half a second later. I reached out and helped the two of them up onto their feet. While Becky seemed somewhat dazed, Rachel hadn’t appeared to have her equilibrium affected in any way.

“Thanks,” Becky grunted.

“Come to me, traveler,” Rachel cooed in a seductive voice as she extended one hand in my direction, her fingertip nearly brushing my nose. Her platinum hair blew back from the force of a breeze that was not actually present, and her skin seemed to subtly glow as she stared at me.

“You’re welcome,” I muttered. “We really need you to find another way to communicate because speaking isn’t going to pan out very well.”

“What do you mean? She just spoke,” Demonika said.

“And she has exhausted her entire vocabulary,” Rhapsody explained. “Rusalka don’t speak. Not really. If you paid attention, her lips didn’t even move correctly when we heard her voice. They are hungry spirits, nothing more.”

Cordelia stepped out of the portal as though it was as natural as walking down a staircase, not falling or toppling over in any way. Seeing this, Demonika scowled. “Old hag.”

The dragoness cocked a brow at her goddaughter. “And what did I do to deserve that?”

“The rest of us fell out of the portal and landed either on our asses or faces,” Mako explained. “Not really your fault.”

“I see,” Cordelia chuckled, tapping her chin thoughtfully. “I’ll be sure to give some tips when it’s time to return home.”

I considered saying something about giving her my tip, but then I remembered we were all supposed to be mad at her, so I sent it as a psychic message. She blushed. It was cute.

I looked around for a moment though, realizing that we were down one member of House Dragon. “Wait a second. Where’s Ophelia?”

“If she got cold feet at the last second, so much the better,” Demonika commented as she leaned against me. “I don’t need to share Barrett with that nutcase. I already have to figure out the many challenges of making love to him with my own godmother as my pussy partner.”

Keeping my face neutral, I ignored that outwardly if not inwardly. True, my veins burned hot with the laden potential of those words, but the portal was starting to close, and Ophelia hadn’t come through yet. I tried to send a message to her, but separated by cosmic oceans as we were, it didn’t deliver.

I hadn’t even had time to really take in the surroundings yet. We were in my old apartment, just as Demonika and I had planned, and it was clear that no one had moved in yet. It made some sense if I thought about it. After all, people probably assumed, what with all the blood everywhere, that I got brutally murdered and had my corpse taken away from the scene of the crime. There could still be an investigation going on, for all I knew.

I didn’t see any cool crime scene tape, though.

That reflection was interrupted by the force of Ophelia shooting out of the portal like a bullet and crashing into me so violently that we slammed into and broke my old, dusty loveseat.

“Ophelia, glad you decided to—you’re biting me.”

Ophelia was doing more than biting me. She was grinding in my lap while her nails scratched my neck and her fangs sank into my cheek. “Mmmm, you can handle it, tough guy.”

“Miss Sprinkledew, please focus,” Cordelia scolded her, and though there was a hint of annoyance in her voice, I thought I detected a bit more patience than she usually reserved for Demonika when she did similarly inappropriate things. “That is not why we’re here.”

“It could be, though,” she said, unlatching from me and standing up. She made sure to stand up in such a way that she ended up with her feet on either side of my head, so I was looking straight up her dress. “Just a thought.”

Rhapsody and Demonika rushed over to help me up when Ophelia walked off to join the others, taking a spot next to the rusalka—a detail I took note of as I found my own footing and dusted myself off.

“So—this was your apartment, Bear Boy?” Mako asked as her eyes zipped around, darting from appliance to appliance, furniture piece to furniture piece. “It’s kind of depressing.”

“Yeah, well, I assure you for an eighteen-year-old with no living family, I was doing pretty fucking well.”

The hearts in Demonika’s eyes pulsed as she smiled at me. “I think it’s perfect.”

“Not what you said last time we were here,” I noted with a laugh. I turned my attention on the monster girls—Evie, Becky, and Rachel, who were clearly the odd ones out. “Okay. First thing’s first. We need to get you set up with jobs and apartments.”

Rhapsody looked around the room. “This apartment will do just fine, I should think.”

“I doubt it’ll be that easy,” I corrected her, scratching my head. “That…really would be ideal, though. It’s big enough for at least two of them. Maybe three if Rachel sleeps in the bathtub.”

Demonika shot me a weird look.

I shrugged. “She needs water. Anyway, more importantly, the library is literally across the street.”

Cordelia sauntered toward me while giving the room her own appraising look. “If you wish for them to have this apartment, leave that to me.”

“Just like that?” I asked skeptically, my lip turning halfway into a smile.

“Just like that. I know how these things work. I’ve been alive much longer than you. Now that I can walk around in broad daylight, I can use my…powers of persuasion on all the cops and city officials who might give the girls trouble. I can get it all set up to the point where even the IRS turns a blind eye to your minions.”

I nodded, honestly impressed. “That reminds me. I had some glasses made for each of you. My eyes are very photosensitive, so yours will be too. Professor Orlok taught me how to make these so if they break, just let me know.”

Reaching into my satchel, I pulled out several padded leather bags. “Demonika, here. Mako, this one’s yours. Ophelia, Cordelia, here you go. And—Raps, technically you don’t need these, but I had a pair made for you anyway.”

Rhapsody was the last to take her pair of glasses, her eyes wide and dewy. “You had this made just for me? Because you didn’t want me to feel left out?” she asked.

“Truth is, I mostly just thought you’d look hot in them, but let’s go with that.” I winked at her, and she nodded solemnly and opened the bag, pulling out the spectacles to examine them.

I looked around the room. All the vampires affiliated with House Dragon studied their glasses with interest, then, ultimately, they donned them, and I took that as my cue to put on my own. I cannot tell a lie—they all looked even hotter with the sexy library thing now than they had just moments before. Demonika in particular seemed unexpectedly suited for hers. It was like I’d fallen in love all over again.

“You’re staring at me, baby,” she giggled. “Keep doing it.”

“I’m fuckin’ gonna,” I muttered. But a moment later I shook it off and reset my focus back to the mission at hand. The poor monster girls in the corner were watching us in silence, surprisingly demure and restrained. I supposed it had to do with how they understood the natural hierarchy among us.

“Alright. Let’s break into groups. Cordelia, you take Demonika, Mako, Ophelia, and Rhapsody and give them orders as needed. Teach them what you can about mesmerism and how to interact with the world as a vampire. I’ll take Becky, Rachel, and Evie to the library.”

Cordelia nodded. “Very well. What are you going to do there?”

“I have a spare library card hidden under the couch. We’ll check out some books, and then I’ll see about getting these three jobs.”

The sapphire dragoness furrowed her brow at me. “You probably could have just not told me you planned to check out books. That doesn’t seem relevant.”

“I pride myself on my honesty,” I said, shrugging. “On second thought, though, I’m going to need someone with mesmerism capabilities with me when I go into the library since they all think I’m dead.”

Ophelia raised her hand, wiggling her fingers eagerly. “I can do mesmerism! I’m not great at it, but I can probably swing whatever you need.”

“Fine,” I grunted. “You’re with me, but you must behave. Don’t talk to, touch, or harm anything or anyone unless I give you an order to do so.’

She winked at me, very aware of the death stare Rhapsody and Demonika were giving her. “I’m just happy to be useful to my beloved master.”

“We’ll meet back here when our tasks are complete,” I said, pushing the conversation forward. “Any questions?”

Demonika raised her hand.

“Yes, Nika?”

“How much do you love me?” she asked.

“A whole bunch. Any questions related to the mission?”

She raised her hand again. “As it pertains to this mission, what does ‘a whole bunch’ mean?”

I sighed but still grinned at her. “A heck of a lot. Alright, girls, judging by the light outside, it’s sometime in the middle of the day. I suggest we get to work before the library and any public offices we need to visit close.”

Cordelia lips bent into the wryest of smirks. “If that happens, we’ll be making house calls after a bit of research, so don’t worry.”

I frowned, slipping my hands into my pockets. “Well. But…I really want to go to the library, so…”

They all sighed in unison. Even the rusalka looked like she was judging me. Some people just don’t get it.


Chapter 7


The cool night air hit me like a bucket of ice cubes as we stepped out of my apartment—not that cold meant all that much to the undead. Cordelia and my pack of vampire hotties departed together, leaving me with my own motley crew: Ophelia, Evie, Rachel, and Becky. It struck me suddenly as I watched the House Dragon Harem walk away that they were going to attract a lot of attention—not because they were vampires or because of their unique physical features, but because they formed a pack of improbably hot chicks in small town Michigan.

Thankfully, the cloaking magic Cordelia cast on us all as we walked out the door hid certain details, such as Mako’s red skin and horn, or Demonika’s wings and demonic tail. We could still see them, but the run of the mill mortals wandering the town would be clueless, more fixed on their perfect racks and pretty faces than those features.

Ophelia, my kinky little murder fairy, stood next to me, her pink hair shimmering under the midday sun and wings fluttering gently. At some point or another, she had pulled a knife out of her purse and started staring at it like it was telling her a juicy secret. Nothing about her really surprised me anymore. She wore her sadistic smile like a badge of honor at the worst of times, her eyes dancing with mischief even then.

But she wasn’t the only one in my company that had me feeling wary, no sir or ma’am. I was much more concerned about Rachel, but Evie, on the other hand, seemed pretty stable. She seemed more excited than usual, her chocolatey skin and black hair making her stand out from the other three girls, who were way more pale. She shifted from foot to foot, her nose twitching as she scanned our surroundings cautiously, not looking for trouble but trying to avoid it.

“Keep that sniffer of yours on high alert,” I told her, and she nodded her agreement.

“We aren’t the only demihumans in town, that’s for sure.”

That big reveal was pretty unexpected. “Wait, what? Really?”

Evie’s eyes narrowed. “Someone is even watching us.”

I looked at Rachel, whose eyes were covetously staring at the fountain in front of the library. She didn’t seem to register what Evie had said, but Becky did.

Becky had chosen to appear as a sultry woman in her mid-thirties. Her form was exactly as I had requested when last I met her in the forest, and I was impressed how well she filled the order. But right now, she was focused on Evie, not me, and the look in her eyes echoed my own wariness. “Any hint of what kind of creature it might be?” she asked.

“That was my next question,” I grunted.

The werewolf girl shook her head, her ears flopping slightly. “I wish I could say yes. Maybe another vampire. Be on the lookout for trouble.”

Ophelia abandoned her knife for a second to ask me a question that was surprisingly sober for her. “Should we bail on the plan?”

I shrugged. “I don’t want Evie and the girls to end up in some territorial drama when we leave,” I confessed. I turned to look at them. “I know we don’t really know each other all that well, but it doesn’t sit right with me if we just leave you to your own fate knowing something else is watching you.”

Becky nodded her agreement. “Take care of it before you leave. If you can’t, then we go back with you.”

“That’s a fair compromise,” I muttered. “Even so, our destiny lies here—if not today, then one day, so I suggest we proceed as planned until nightfall, and then I’ll do some snooping around.” I pointed across the street to the old library, its stone walls looming just ahead of us.

Ophelia chuckled. "Oh, Big Bear, always playing the leader. It's adorable. Makes me wanna eat you up."

I shot her a look. “How literally are we talking? Because given your track record, that’s more than a little concerning.”

She giggled at first, but rather than answer, she fell into step beside me. Evie and Rachel followed, the latter moving with a grace that belied her waterlogged appearance. Becky brought up the rear, her eyes scanning the shadows with an understandably paranoid energy.

As we crossed the street, I couldn't help but feel the weight of responsibility for them now that I was aware of some potential threat. These were not your average companions, true. Each had their own quirks, their own dangerous tendencies—but to me, they were also women under my protection. Yeah, I had to admit I expected that reining in their monstrous tendencies would be a bit like herding cats that were coked out of their minds, especially if the cats were supernatural beings that ate people. Even so, I had to give it my best shot to move forward without feeling like I was leaving them in danger.

We reached the library's front steps, and I paused, turning to face them. "Remember, we're here to get you jobs, not cause trouble. Just follow my lead and stick to the plan."

Evie snorted. "Master, I have to confess, low key is hard for me to fathom when your number two is a bloodthirsty half-fairy vampire who clearly has a few…issues."

Rachel’s eyes widened, and she glanced at Ophelia in fear, perhaps thinking the fairy girl would take offense, but Ophie just shrugged her shoulders and sighed. “No, she’s right. I’m with her on this one.”

I sighed. "Just...try your best, okay?"

Ophelia stepped closer, her grin intense and sharp. "Of course, baby. We’ll do our absolute fucking best, with a little footnote there at the bottom of the page that says ‘Special Note: Sometimes our best isn’t good enough and that’s okay.’"

I frowned. “I hate that you used my own love of books against me.”

With a deep breath, I pushed open the library doors, and they creaked under my hands. We walked inside, and the familiar sights, sounds, and smells of the library where I’d once acted as janitorial staff all hit me at once—more powerfully than ever before, too, given my heightened senses as a vampire.

Before I could say anything, Rachel’s eyes landed on a man returning books at the front desk. Her arms opened wide, and her hair started blowing dramatically like it sometimes did. The man looked over his shoulder, detecting her summons somehow, and his eyes glazed over as her haunting voice uttered the only phrase she knew: “Come to me, traveler,” she moaned, and the man dropped his book on the counter and started to turn and face her, stumbling in our direction like a zombie.

“Rachel, no eating! We just—” Before I could finish my admonishment, Ophelia grabbed a canvas tote bag that was on display as an incentive for donors and covered the rusalka’s head. Suddenly, her spell over the man fizzled out, and he looked at his hands in confusion, wondering what he was doing. With a shrug, he returned to the counter. Evie slapped the back of Rachel’s head, and she uttered a little, “Oomf!” of pain in response.

And then I saw her. Truth be told, I expected to see her—Tara, the librarian I used to work with back during my brief tenure here, Tara was standing behind the counter with her auburn hair and tortoise green glasses, completely oblivious to the spectacle we very nearly created.

I held up my hand. “Hang on,” I muttered. “I know that chick.”

Ophelia grinned at me. “Should we postpone the mesmerism until you have a good chat with her, then?”

I didn’t answer her by uttering a reply, instead walking forward directly. The women followed behind me wordlessly as I approached the front counter. They watched in silence as I drummed my fingers on the business counter, where Tara was seated on the opposite side. She’d been working at an iMac from the early 2000s, probably getting ready to print late notices or something, when she noticed me.

Her gaze lifted slowly to meet my eyes, and the polite smile washed away into a look of abject horror. Not only was I obviously the guy she’d thought was dead, but I looked different—paler, stronger, hotter, dressed in a black overcoat with a black shirt, black slacks, and red tie underneath. I grinned at her. “Long time no see.”

“B-B-B-B—”

“Barrett, yep,” I finished for her. “That’s me.”

“You—you’re dead!”

I shook my head—but then I reconsidered and nodded. “True, kind of. But hang on—how have you been? Is Cathy still running things?”

Tara shook her head. “After your death she—there was some security footage from that night with you on the phone with her, and the public blamed her for your death. She stepped down, and I got the top spot due to seniority and the fact that no one else with current certifications and a graduate degree wanted to relocate here.”

“Whoa,” I chuckled, feeling grim satisfaction at that. “I always hated her. So—”

She stood up suddenly, her eyes scanning the sexy women behind me. “What the fuck is going on, Bear? Are you the leader of some kind of sex cult?!”

I shook my head—but then I, once again, decided to nod. “Kind of, but that’s besides the point. You look understaffed. I’m here to help you with that.”

“W-what?!”

I explained the plan to her in detail, making it pretty fucking clear that she wasn’t getting any choice in this matter, and, to the girl’s credit, she was quick on the uptake. The look of horror melted soon enough into one of grim acceptance, and soon she was just nodding as she listened, chewing on her bottom lip the whole time.

The long and short of it started with me introducing the monster girls and revealing their true natures, and mine, to Tara. Ophelia visibly bristled as I explained it, but there was no risk. She would use mesmerism on Tara at the end just to instill instructions in her that she would be incapable of forgetting, but I wanted her to be lucid for the initial explanation.

Basically, the plan was to have her give the girls jobs—any jobs. They can do custodial work, be on phones exclusively, or work as event coordinators—whatever she needed help with and didn’t require a license and tons of training. In return, Tara would be able to manage the shelves with the limited staff she had and not have to fret over the busywork that had nothing to do with why she took the job in the first place. It was a win-win.

The caveat, of course, was that she would have to help the girls stay fed. For Becky, a steady diet of raw meat would do, but for Rachel, she would need to eat at least one human man a month. That was the bad news. The good news was that it almost needed to be a sexual predator, and her supernatural powers and the cloaking spell I was leaving behind could easily keep suspicion far, far away from her.

“So…monsters are real?” she asked me quietly after hearing it all and taking a moment to process it.

Ophelia cackled. “She’s dumb for a librarian.”

I ignored her. “Monsters are real. That night when I died? That’s when I found out. Safe to say you’re having a better time dealing with the truth than I did.”

She bit her lip and stared at Rachel. “Hi, there. You seem nice.”

“She’s the rusalka,” I explained. “She can’t talk except to say ‘Come to me’ or some variation on it.”

“Oh!” Tara squeaked, an idea lighting up her eyes in real time. “Wait, can she read and write?”

I looked at Rachel. “Come to me, traveler!” she said, nodding her head as her hair blowed freely for no fucking reason.

“I guess so. Though that makes no fucking sense to me.”

“Hang on a second. I’ve got something here.” Tara fished in her purse and pulled out an older smartphone, and we watched and waited for an awkward amount of time as she downloaded an app and set the device into kiosk mode so that that one app was all it could handle. “This is my old work phone. It doesn’t have a sim card, but it’d work great as a text-to-speech device for her.” Cautiously, she extended her hand with the phone in it to Rachel, who took it from her, her eyes wide and curious.

Rachel looked down at the phone and started tapping on the screen. “I want to eat a man alive.” The voice that came from the device was masculine with an Aussie accent. It made me wince.

“Let me see that,” I grunted, grabbing the phone and fucking around with the settings. “Ah. Here we go.”

Rachel snatched the phone back and typed something again, her fingers adapting to the screen remarkably rapidly. “I want to lure an unsuspecting man to a watery grave. Can you understand this? Is it working?” I went with a standard cheerful AI assistant voice, and it made everything she’d just said even more bizarre.

Evie beamed at her with amusement. “Modern marvels never cease,” she said. “We have nothing like this back in the Netherveil.”

“The what-where?” Tara grunted.

“My hair is long. My hair is fair and light. Lord Bradshaw is strong and wise. Hello, world.” Rachel’s eyes went hilariously huge as she listened to the text-to-speech app do its wonders. Tap tap tap. “This is useful.”

I smirked at her and nodded my thanks to Tara. “That’ll help us out. How many more hours until you finish?” I asked.

Tara bit her lip yet again as she looked at me. “Uh… I can leave the place in Monica’s hands whenever. She’s scheduled to close tonight and I haven’t used any PTO this quarter. I can just call a personal emergency or something.”

“I’m going to give these three the tour of the library and check out a few books myself,” I said. “A few hours later, after they understand everything a bit more clearly, I’d like for you to come over to my place across the street. I decided to occupy that apartment again—or rather have them occupy it.” I nodded at the rusalka and changeling.

She swallowed. “The place where you died?” she asked anxiously.

“Yep,” I chuckled, leaning on the counter. “And with any luck, you’ll meet the slammin’ hottie that killed me.”


Chapter 8


Being back in the library steadied my misgivings and nerves about this trip being a bad idea. The very fuck-uppable plan started to feel like a good idea again now that I had the latest Dresden Files in my hands. I tucked that and a few other new series under my arm to check out later, but for now I had to continue the tour.

“This is the conference room. One of you will probably replace the current janitor, whoever he or she is, or just supplement their work, so you may have to clean it up every now and then. Usually it’s no big deal, but sometimes you get city council in there and they tend to make a big mess,” I muttered.

“So we kill them,” Becky said. “We can be secretive and careful about it. If they disrespect us, we slay them and erase their families from existence. I can steal their identities or the faces of their wives just long enough to make it all look like a murder suicide or like they moved and—”

“Tempting, but that would get found out sooner or later,” I said, cutting her off with a weary tone. “Try to kill as few people as possible, and when you do, someone will have to clean it all up. That’s not easy in the 2020s. There are databases that track people’s biographical and even biological data.”

Rachel and Becky made eye contact, looking troubled and astonished. Rachel started thumbing away on her screen. “Can I eat people or not?”

“Yes, of course, you can eat people, but let Tara help set up appointments with sex offenders and people no one will notice going missing,” I said with a sigh.

“Thank you, sir or madam!” Tara had helped Rachel put several common words and phrases onto little quickly accessible on-screen buttons in the app. That was one of them.

I chuckled. “You’re welcome. Evie, I’m trusting you to work with Tara to help phase them into the way this is going to work.”

The werewolf’s jaw was clenched, but she nodded. “I will do my best. They seem like they may end up being a handful to control.”

Becky beamed at me. “We only need one body per month, and we can share if they’re fat. It’ll be fine. And I can just eat raw meat if I have to.”

True, I reflected, that would be fine. But the more I thought about it, the more I realized that human thralls were the answer to world domination, as well as other vampires who were savvier than the average monster and knew the way the world worked. Tara was the key, not Becky or Rachel. At least—not on their own.

I looked over in the direction in the lobby, and I caught the librarian walking in and out of view as she scrambled back to the counter to organize one thing or another. Before I headed back, I’d have to officially take her under my wing. Eliza and Maria wouldn’t be pleased to find out I took another human as a thrall, but as long as I kept them in the Netherveil and Tara and others like her back on Earth, it shouldn’t cause much of a fuss.

Ophelia tapped my shoulder. I turned to face her. “I’m bored. Can I find something to kill?”

I sighed. “Yeah, let me leave these three with Tara, and you and I can head out for a bit to stretch our legs.”

“By ‘stretch our legs’ you’d better mean either ‘spread my legs’ or ‘rip something to pieces’.”

Stifling a laugh, I shrugged. “We’ll see.”

We wrapped up the rest of the tour and strolled up to the front desk. “I’ll be checking these out,” I informed her. “Please note that I do not know when I’ll be able to return them.”

Tara laughed nervously as she scanned the bar codes. “I’m…sure that’s…fine?” She didn’t sound that sure, but she knew better than to complain. “Did they figure things out? Does everything make sense?”

Rachel’s text-to-speech app sounded off first. “Yes. Thank you, sir or madam.”

To my surprise, Tara snickered a little at that and seem to laugh. “So, they’re…like, actually monsters? They seem so cute.”

“I’m a changeling,” Becky said, taking a step forward. “I can take the form of anyone with female anatomy. In so doing, I can also imitate their voice and personality, but I can alter it to my liking as well.” She gestured to her honestly very sexy current form. “I compiled various aspects of women from nearby villages in the Netherveil to make this body. I’m still getting a feel for the personality.”

Tara’s eyes opened wide with shock. “Wait, so could you just turn into me if you wanted?”

Becky nodded and grabbed her wrist. As soon as she made contact with Tara’s skin, her pupils dilated, then her eyes went solid black, but for just a fraction of a second. It was a blink-and-miss-it kind of thing, but it definitely happened, and Tara definitely saw.

“What was that?” Tara asked.

“What was that?” Becky responded in precisely her voice. “Now I can be you. In allowing me to touch you, I also have access to some of your memories and your general understanding of this library. That will come in very handy.”

“Fuck, I’d say it will,” I agreed. “Handy trick for sure. The field guide didn’t mention that detail about your powers.”

Becky beamed at me with pride. “Changelings are often undervalued monsters because we’re as easy to kill as any human, and fairly easy to detect when you know our secrets. But we would be extremely useful as infiltrators and spies—at least, so I gather from having some of Tara’s understanding of the world.”

“Is there any limit to your powers?” Evie asked. She was wearing a baseball cap and a jacket around her waist to hide her ears and tail, but I could see her hat wiggling as her ears twitched with curiosity.

The Changeling nodded. “Yes. I can only keep the personalities of ten people at once. Eventually, with time or as I touch other people, they fade away. But I can touch vampires freely.”

“Because we aren’t people.” I laughed. “Fun loophole. Slightly offensive.”

She shrugged. “You said it, not me.”

“Thank you, sir or madam!” Rachel’s phone blurted out all of a sudden, surprising us. She blinked at our confused faces, then pressed another button. “Sorry.”

“Evie here is a werewolf,” I said, continuing the more detailed introductions. “Ophelia is a vampire, like me, but a half-fairy. Underneath that beanie she has antennae and underneath the trenchcoat she has little pink wings.”

“I can make them disappear but it’s hard,” she pouted. “Your skin looks like it’d be easy to peel.”

Tara’s face went white. “Thanks?”

“You’re welcome. Can I keep her? As a pet.”

I shook my head. “Nope. This one’s mine.”

“But you already have two human thralls,” Ophelia complained, hugging my arm, pressing it between her breasts. “Please, Big Bear? I promise I won’t kill her.”

Tara’s eyes went wide with very understandable horror. I frowned. “Nope. Besides, you’re not a noble vampire anyway. You couldn’t take a thrall if you wanted.”

She sighed. “I could if you took her and bequeathed her to me.”

“Is that an official thing?” I asked, arching a brow.

“No—it’s just…I heard Dracula say sometimes noble vampires take thralls and command them to treat another vampire like their master until further notice. I wonder if it would be possible for me to drink from your bloodthralls now that you’re stronger and I’m your vampire minion?” She tapped her chin thoughtfully with an overly sharp pink nail.

I shrugged at that. “Maybe we’ll pick you up a hobo on the way home.”

“A hot female hobo,” she whimpered. “Girls taste so much sweeter.”

Tara cleared her throat. “I am scared for my life.”

I chuckled at that, watching her face really take in the surreal reality of her situation for the first time. “You’re in no danger. No more than any other human, anyway. Just be good to the girls and follow my commands and you’ll be fine.”

She nodded a bit too eagerly, perhaps fearing that she needed to obey or be eaten, but truth be told, I wouldn’t have done that even if she refused. I just would have had Ophelia wipe her memory of us and found someone else to take her place and job in the library.

“Finally,” I grunted, pushing the conversation along, “You’ve already met Rachel. She’s a slavic water spirit called a rusalka, so you’ll need to keep the tub full for her to sleep in, and be very, very specific about what you need from her at any given time.”

Tara’s lip trembled. “Okay.”

We left her with the three monster girls and wished her luck, then headed out on our own. It was getting late, and the sun was going down, which would make it possible for us to take off our glasses soon. That was nice, but I kind of liked seeing Ophelia with them on. “Hey, Ophelia?”

“Yeah, Big Bear?”

“I order you not to take off the glasses once it’s dark.”

She arched an eyebrow at me. “Why?”

“Cuz it’s hotter this way,” I said.

“You know what would be hot?” She tossed me a naughty smile. “Imagine if I ripped you open and rode you in the middle of the street. The mortals wouldn’t even know what to do.”

“Neither would I, I suppose,” I grunted. “We need to find a way to mellow out your sexual fantasies a bit, though. Let’s add that to the To Do list. In the meantime, I say we do a bit of exploring.”

“Exploring what?” she asked—a fair question.

My nose twitched a few times, and I saw realization dawn on her.

“Oh, yeah. That weird supernatural signature in the air,” she grunted.

“Shouldn’t be too hard to trace,” I noted. “I’ve got a spell for enhancing our senses. Do you know it?”

She shook her head. “Seems like it must be hard.”

“That’s what she said,” I replied with a proud smirk. Seeing her unamused face, I pushed on. “I’ll cast it on myself. If you think you can follow it, you can try using it, but I can only enhance one person at a time, and I’d prefer it be me.”

I performed a six-part series of hand gestures, then ended with the incantation, “Dă putere simțurilor!”

Ophelia watched and sighed. “No way I can do that in one go. You’re on your own with a suped up sniffer, Big Bear.”

A rush of new sensory information hit me like a crashing wave. Every follicle on my skin bristled, taking in new scents carried in by the wind, and as I inhaled through my nostrils, I could smell everything—a woman down the block, the perfume she wore, the sweat on her underarm, the scent of her fabric softener. I could also smell the different vehicles around us, parked and in motion. I could smell the smoke pluming from the chimneys, the way the wind carried the disgusting aroma of someone’s dinner to us—and I could smell something vaguely like a werewolf, oddly enough, but not Evie.

I frowned. “We’re definitely being watched,” I grunted. “As in, right now.”

Ophelia blinked at me, eyes going wide. “By who?”

“There’s a pack of organized werewolves here,” I said. “Stay close.”


A Harem Interlude
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“Ican’t get used to these fucking glasses,” Mako hissed in her cantankerous tone as they exited the city clerk’s office. “And the sun is too bright. I can’t believe you wanted to see this bullshit again, Professor Darcy.”

“Well, I suggest you try to get used to them because they protect your eyes,” Cordelia replied, eyeing the bratty oni girl with annoyance, ignoring the other half of her statement. “It’s exhausting spending time amongst you outside a class setting. And I thought you were irritating in that setting.”

Demonika giggled impishly. “You didn’t think we’d go too easy on you, did you, Cordelia?”

Cordelia arched a brow at her goddaughter. “Don’t call me that. It’s rude.”

“Oh, sorry—Mrs. Darcy.” Cordelia was certain Demonika knew full well what she’d meant, but she wasn’t about to ask for the girl to call her ‘Godmommy’ again, not directly. But she was certainly holding back.

“I’m one of you now, like it or not.”

“It’s most definitely or not,” Rhapsody said. “Even Ophelia is preferable to someone who betrayed and used my future husband for her own evil plot.”

She was not going to argue with them. It was, as the mortals liked to say, beating a dead horse. The topic had come up far too many times, and she’d made her apologies and cleared up her intentions. She could understand their hesitation to trust her—if she were in their position, she’d be even more insufferable, especially as the eighteen-year-old version of herself. Still…being on this side of the drama was very taxing on her patience.

Mako, however, was the voice of reason, unexpectedly. “Give it a rest, girls, would you? We’ve been over this a million times and she isn’t going anywhere unless Barrett decides to stake her, and we all know he doesn’t have the heart for that.”

“I’m pretty sure staking a teacher, underling or not, would be frowned on by the rest of Nosferatu Academy’s faculty,” Demonika sighed as though it were a sad little epiphany.

“We made good time,” Cordelia noted, looking at the sky. “The sun is going down, and we are not yet adapted to being on the other end of the day-night cycle, so may I suggest we make our way back to Barrett’s apartment and force ourselves to bed down for the night? Anywhere else we’d need to go will require a bit of digging through public records while businesses are open during the day.”

“Sounds like a plan to me,” Mako said as she fidgeted with her glasses again. “God, these fucking things suck.”

“Don’t say that,” Demonika whispered sadly. “You’ll break Barrett’s heart. He has a glasses fetish, I think.”

Cordelia cocked her brow at her goddaughter. “I don’t think him expressing that we look good with glasses on once necessarily indicates the presence of a fetish, Ms. Darcy—”

“Ahem!”

“Mrs. Bradshaw.”

Demonika beamed at her godmother unexpectedly. “Whoa, you actually said it. I’m proud of you.”

“Call it a peace offering,” Cordelia sighed. “Besides, it’s too annoying to listen to you make that sound every time I refuse to say it.”

Demonika winked at Rhapsody, whose eye twitched as she tried to wink back. “She’s learning, Rappy.”

“It is an improvement. For that, she has our gratitude at least. For what little that’s worth.”

Cordelia smirked to herself as they walked down the side streets of town. True, these girls were annoying, spoiled, and insufferable—but they were also kind of cute. She had to give them that. There was a singular charm they each possessed, and she could see why Barrett loved them as much as he did.

For Demonika, it was easy to spot. They grew up together, in love from day one, and their mutual passion only continued to grow. Demonika’s devotion was a textbook example of obsession done right—at least from the perspective of a man. She was sweet, sexy, giving, encouraging, and loved him without obvious conditions.

With Mako, she had the charm of her piss-poor attitude, as funny as that sounded. She was bossy, tough, abrasive, and impatient—but all those were a hard front for a soft interior. Deep inside, she was as hopelessly in love with Barrett as Demonika. She just didn’t express it the same way.

And with Rhapsody, again, it was her uniqueness that made her so endearing. Her monotone voice, her awkwardness, her naivete all were points in her favor, whether she understood that about herself or not.

And of course, they were all gorgeous young women in their own right. Cordelia was beautiful too. She’d been told enough over the last century to know it. But she didn’t have what they had. There wasn’t all that much to her that made her special or quirky.

Could Barrett find something to love in her with time? The other girls had made it so easy. Her hands curled into fists as the moon peeked out over the clouds and she lost herself in a series of dark thoughts, one tumbling out of the abyss after another.

Ever since she’d bonded with him, she felt driven to prove herself—as was natural of any servitor or thrall to a new master. But Barrett was not a master like Dracula. Whereas Dracula inspired obedience and submission, Barrett inspired…love and devotion. Somehow. She didn’t understand it, but she felt it.

She saw things in him now that she hadn’t before she joined him. It was beyond the physical things, which were charming enough, even if he was too young for her on paper. It was the way he was driven to improve himself, to learn, to grow. It was the way he internalized his flaws and quietly tried to better himself. How he had ambition that was entirely unconcerned with others’ expectations of him. It was…the way he treated Demonika in quiet moments. She overheard his private psychic messages to her still sometimes. The love that man was capable of shocked her the first time she witnessed it. She wondered if even he knew. There was just so much intensity in every thought he sent to the half-succubus—so much desire. And Cordelia had little doubt he felt that way about Mako and Rhapsody too.

Given time, he suspected he’d fall for Ophelia. After all, she was another wildcard personality in her own right. She was special, unique, interesting—all things she could tell Barrett craved and prized in the selection of his mates.

But Cordelia? What was she? Just…a woman. She had spent the better part of a century swallowing down her draconic tendencies, the things that made her unique. Now all that was left was a mockery of an average middle-aged woman. Nothing so special as a psychotic fairy, a lovesick succubus, an emotionally stunted dhampir, or a bitchy, bratty half-oni.

Would…would he ever love her?

She shook that embarrassing thought off—quite literally shook it off, shuddering and shaking her head. It got a dry laugh out of Demonika, who stood just to her right and slightly back.

“What the fuck was that, Cordelia?”

She shot a look back at her. “Stop calling me that.”

“Oh, sorry—Mrs. Drake.” she said snootily.

“It’s nothing.” And it was. It was an embarrassing intrusive thought, not a real problem. It didn’t matter if Barrett loved her or not. She was his underling, and he was her master. It didn’t have to be more complicated than that. It could just be that simple.

That’s what her mind told her. Her heart wanted something else.

They arrived at Barrett’s apartment, but before they headed inside, Cordelia raised a hand in warning. “Wait a moment,” she whispered. “Do you sense anything?”

The other girls shrugged. But after a minute, Rhapsody chimed in with her own interpretation. “Hmm. Now that you say this, I sense Barrett’s presence, but the library is closed. I do not sense him inside his room, but more like there is a lingering impression of him nearby.”

“I sense it too,” Demonika confirmed. “I wouldn’t have picked up on it without you mentioning it, which means whatever happened had to have happened a bit ago and put him some distance away from here.”

“Can’t you two talk to him with your brains?” Mako asked, raising her palms. “Cut out the mystery and ask him what’s up.”

Cordelia nodded and looked at Demonika. “Allow me.”

“As fucking if. I’ll handle it.” The half succubus suddenly closed her eyes, bit her lip, and let out a little moan. “Mmm…Barrett? Are you there, baby?”

Cordelia could still hear the conversation in her head play out.

I’m here, he said, can’t talk. Som kind of werewolf, I think. Maybe several. Get inside, stay inside. Send Cordelia to help. Just three blocks south of my apartment. You’ll sense me.

Cordelia watched Demonika’s face scrunch up, and she turned to the other girls. “Barrett’s under attack by vampire hunters. He needs our help.”

“Where?!” Mako gasped.

“What? How is this possible? This small town possesses vampire hunters capable of drawing out Barrett and Ophelia?”

Cordelia leveled an angry glare at Demonika. “I heard what he said. He didn’t ask for your help. He sent for me.”

“Because he sees you as expendable, probably,” Demonika hissed back, and that fucking hurt. “But if you think I’m leaving him to you for safety without him expressly ordering me to, you’re dumber than I thought. Now, let’s go.”

What could Cordelia do but follow?


Chapter 9


When we sensed the presence of the attackers, we retreated into the big, mostly empty parking lot behind the library and connected to the nearby church. It had just been Ophelia and me, but I could sense Cordelia’s group closing in on our location. I’d given them a heads-up to warn them of what they were going to be walking into when they contacted me, but inwardly, I was thinking about what spells might be ideal in a fight like this.

“Spirit Bullets,” I grunted to Ophelia, who was already holding a knife in her hand. “Use Spirit Bullets on them, and bring up your shield if they hurl any projectiles at you. Basic offensive magic should be enough to gauge them.”

She frowned at me. “I hear you, Big Bear, really, I do. Join me on a little thought experiment for a moment. What if I disembowel them with my knife and we drink their blood together?”

“I’m not sure we could or should drink their blood,” I noted.

“Why not?” She sounded genuinely puzzled at that, and I realized she hadn’t noticed it yet.

“They aren’t all human.”

Walking out from behind the shadow of an SUV, three dark figures strolled into plain view, facing us down like we were in some spaghetti western. The last hint of sunset hugged the horizon and everything.

I held up a hand, catching Ophelia already making gestures with her hand, ready to blast her first offensive spell. “Wait,” I urged her, getting a groan out of the pink-haired psycho fairy. I cleared my throat. “Who are you, and why are you here?”

More or less predictably, there was no answer. Instead, they held up guns, which had me curious. They didn’t look like any firearms I’d ever seen before. And then I realized…

“Are those pump-action Super Soakers?” I asked. They were painted black, but the canister on the top and the general shape could not be ignored.

“Holy water,” Ophelia muttered with a little interest.

“Holy water mixed with garlic,” a man among the hunters called out to us, apparently somehow having heard her. “Mindfucking pain.”

“Are you trying to make me horny?” Ophelia moaned, and I winced in mortification. The hunters shifted weirdly, and I couldn’t blame them. “It’s fucking working.”

A crossbow that shot wooden stakes would have been more effective, I noted. Even a slug aimed at our throats could be enough to decapitate us, if fired at close enough range and accurately. Flamethrowers, too, could neutralize us and then kill us if used properly in conjunction with other measures. But Holy Water? Garlic? These were non-lethal weapons against our kind. Furthermore, there was still some sunlight, and they didn’t seem all that unsettled by us standing in front of them like it was no big deal—nor did they seem particularly shocked at the fairy waifu’s now visible pink wings.

“I’d rather talk than fight,” I said, calling out to them as loudly as I could without shouting.

They didn’t respond except to adjust their aim.

And then I sensed her. The fourth member of their crew, somewhere behind us. “Ophelia,” I whispered. “Hyper speed. Disarm them but don’t kill them. Don’t let them lay a hand on you, either. Do you sense the fourth?”

She nodded. “Our six o’clock,” she whispered. “What are these guys?”

“Dangerously close to death, that’s what they are,” I told her. “Armed like they are, they don’t have a chance at beating us. I’ll tank the first hit, then when I do that, you move. Ready?”

“Ready.”

Just as we expected, the first jet of holy water came at our backs, and just as I figured they might, they all focused on Ophelia, since she had the knife and the fairy wings, and I was obviously more poised to converse before violence. Still, we were both faster than them, so Ophelia zipped to safety, and next thing I knew the brunt of the assault was leveled on me. Two jets of holy water infused with garlic connected with my face and—interestingly, the holy water itself didn’t bother me all that much. The reason was obvious.

I was kind of an Angel.

I took off my jacket and extended my wings, making them rip out of my back and tear the back of my shirt to shreds in the process, all six wings unfurling as an added distraction. The hunters gaped in awe, one of them actually stopping mid-blast, while the others just stared blankly. They shouted swears and words of surprise, and in that moment of chaos, Ophelia appeared behind the biggest one, grabbed his arm, and ripped it out of the socket. Still holding the super soaker with that arm, she tossed it aside then stepped on the liquid chamber.

Closing my eyes, I shook my head in embarrassment. “That is not the definition of disarm I meant and you fucking know it.”

“It’s an honest mistake,” she giggled.

Shrieking in horror, the other two attackers near to her turned their weapons on her, and she flashed just out of range from them, then dashed around their blasts until she had plucked each of them off the ground and was holding them in the air by their throats.

“No killing!” I reminded her, turning my back on them for better or worse as I focused on the lone attacker behind me. It was a man. A big man. And I realized that this man was the one that was giving me the inhuman vibes I’d been feeling up until this point.

“This isn’t going to do much to you, is it?” he said, tossing his glorified squirt gun aside. “I didn’t want to go lethal on you, but it looks like I’ve got no choice.”

“Who are you?” I asked as I began to walk casually toward him.

“Someone from out of town.”

Before I knew it, the pair of us were running at each other in a dead sprint, but I got the drop on him, hitting him with Spirit Bullets at point blank range, square in the chest. The impact at that range should have cratered his chest, but instead it just pushed him back, the momentum of his forward trajectory interrupted, causing his feet to go up and for him to slam onto his back on the pavement.

I leapt and landed atop his chest, pointing my finger guns in his face, ready to cast a spell if needed. “Wanna be a bit more specific with your answer?”

The guy grabbed my legs and tried to toss me away from him, but I quickled righted my position in the air, flapping my wings. I was flying. I hadn’t practiced it much in angel form, but I’d known it was possible. I looked down at his gaping, confused face. It was covered with scars, missing an eye, and there was just an ugly slit where his nose should be.

“I suppose, as an Angel, this is where I should say something like ‘Be not afraid,’” I said. “But be afraid. Be very afraid. You’re outclassed here, and not by a small margin. There’s no version of this fight where you come out on top.”

He apparently disagreed. With a quick, smooth gesture, he fired several glowing, humming projectiles like throwing stars at me, and I barely had time to react. Two of my wings bent inward to shield me automatically, but I also performed the gestures and incantation for a shield spell, which deflected the weapons just in time. They exploded in blue flames when they hit the ground. Their shit was either magical or high tech—the jury was still out.

“Okay,” I sighed. “Fair enough.” I looked over my shoulder for a quick second to check on Ophelia to find that she had removed one arm from each of the other two humans, making me cringe. “First of all—I’m really sorry about that.”

“They’ll live.” The man went from a lying down position to a high jump in practically zero seconds flat, throwing another series of projectiles at me, which I also blocked and cast aside. As those exploded, he reached for his hip and unsheathed what appeared to be a sword of some kind, glowing green. The grip on the handle of the sword looked modern, though, which made me wonder just what this thing was made of.

“Paralizează!” a husky female voice called out. In all the action, I’d barely sensed her. I turned my head and found Cordelia Drake standing with Rhapsody, Demonika, and Mako on the edge of the lot, some twenty paces or so from where I floated mid-air.

Her spell struck the mysterious fighter in the back, and he went stiff as a board and hit the ground hard. He started uttering curses under his breath, while I simultaneously uttered sighs of relief.

I looked over at the girls and waved, lowering myself to the ground. “Hey ladies,” I said. “Remind me to have you teach me that spell sometime, Cordy.”

She bit her lip and walked toward us, then gestured at Mako and Rhapsody to help Ophelia—or perhaps restrain her. “It’s beyond you at your level. You don’t have the skill with your hands to do the thirteen-part gesticulation pattern required for it.”

“My hands are pretty skilled,” I noted. “Just ask your goddaughter.”

She rolled her eyes as she stopped in front of the man. “Who is he?”

“That’s something I’ve yet to figure out,” I said. “He’s pretty tough, though. Not fully human, I sense.”

She shook her head. “He’s a hexenwulf,” she noted. “I’ve smelled his kind before.”

“What’s that?” I muttered in confusion. “Some kind of werewolf?”

“No. He’s been bitten by a werewolf of the loup garou variety, but he didn’t transform. He avoided the full moon for a full year following the bite, avoiding the full effect of the curse. Instead, he has enhanced strength and agility year round—but also heightened aggression and hunger.”

“Interesting,” I noted. “They’re clearly mostly human, but they don’t seem to be from around here. Any thoughts on that?”

“There are many realities and dimensions with many variations on Earth or other human-spawning worlds they could have come from,” she said, though her voice lacked its usual confidence.

I knelt down beside the man. Grabbing his sword from where it had clattered on the ground, I tossed it and any other strange objects I could find off to the side. “We’re not interested in killing you, and you weren’t really interested in killing me, so—”

“Until I saw what you did to my soldiers,” he grunted.

“Soldiers?” I questioned, perking up. “Wielding squirt guns?”

“It was a quick solution for vampires we had to improvise on the fly,” he explained. “If our pulse rifles would have reliably gotten the job done, we would have considered that.”

I paused for a moment, taking that in. “You’re not from this world, are you?”

“No.” That was all he said for the moment. As I thought of what next to say, he finally spoke again. “Please…see to my men if you don’t mean to kill them.”

I glared at Ophelia for a moment, but she just smiled back. “Cordy, can we, uh, fix that?”

“It’s possible,” the half-dragoness said, sighing. “I’ll get on it right away. But…are you sure it’s wise?”

“They used nonlethal weapons, which means they need something from us. Maybe we can help each other. If not, then we kill them later.”

She nodded her agreement. “Very well. Talk with the big one. Demonika, stay with Barrett.”

“As if you get to order me around,” she huffed. “Hey baby. You looked really hot in your Angel form again.”

“Thanks.” I smiled at her, then turned to the hexenwulf on the ground. He was clade in black leathers and tactical armor like the rest of them In the heat of the moment I hadn’t processed that, but now I realized just how much the stuck out like sore thumbs in a midwestern small town. “Tell me something I don’t know, bud. Why were you stalking us? How did you know to wait for us?”

“We’ve been camped here for months,” he growled. “After you supposedly died, we’ve been waiting here. We are travelers between worlds on our way home. We lost contact with our own portal tech, but we sensed the signature of a portal in your former apartment. We want it.”

Demonika and I made eye contact, then looked back at the grizzled fighter, still partially paralyzed. “Tell me more.”

“Not much else to say. We hunt extradimensional entities, and in order to do that, we ride the rifts between worlds. But now we want to go home and our own tech is malfunctioning. You have a device of some kind that opens a portal to a private world. We want it.”

“Why?” I asked, suddenly wary of the fact that that very token was in my pocket as we spoke.

“Because it’s all we need to find a way back, or at least take us one step closer.” His voice had settled a bit, but the angry look on his mangled face remained a constant. I chewed the inside of my lip as I reflected over the next question.

“You seem like a pretty serious, mission-oriented guy. A man of discipline,” I began cautiously. “Why tell me all this now?”

“Because I’m beaten, and failing this task isn’t an option. You’re more reasonable than most vampires—I knew from the second I heard you speak. I need that token, and if the only choice remaining is to convince you to give it to me, that’s what I’ll do.”

“It would only take you to our world,” Demonika said, her beautiful voice piercing the air that had been until now dominated by gruff, manly tones. “It wouldn’t take you any closer to home.”

“That’s where you’re wrong.” He grinned for a moment, then, by sheer force of will, managed to roll over onto his back, somehow overcoming the paralysis spell. “All portals throughout the multiverse are identical in the middle. One can lead anywhere if you pierce it at just the right point.”

“Pierce it?” I muttered.

“It’s as easy as it sounds.” He jerked his head in the direction of his sword. “A magical blade can rip the fabric of a portal and expose you to new exits to infinite worlds. So could magical bullets, but those are expensive, hence antiquarian weapon. We’ve ripped our way through a few portals already in the last few years and are one or two jumps away from our goal now. This universe of yours is very similar to our own, meaning that now the most likely scenario is that we end up where we were once born, the fabric of our very being serving as a thread that connects us back home. We expect to open the portal, slice the exit open, and follow the thread back.”

“Seems like a lot of trouble,” I noted. “How did you get lost in the first place?”

The man remained silent.

“Fair enough.”

“We can use mesmerism if we have to,” Demonika mumbled.

I shrugged that off. “I doubt it would work on a…hexenwulf.”

“It would work on them,” Demonika pointed out, nodding in the direction of the other women who were reattaching the arms to Ophelia’s victims while the fairy girl sulked in the corner. “It’s a good thing nothing ever seems to happen in this town. People should be freaking out right now, but this parking lot is dead.”

“It’s a church parking lot on a weekday across the street from a library about to close,” I noted, shrugging. I glanced back down at the man, noticing how he twitched more and more, attempting to shake off the spell. “Hey, bud. Are you going to be cool when you can move again, or are we going to have a problem?”

“I’ll speak until I’m convinced that speaking gets me nothing,” he said in a gruff tone. “Are my soldiers…alright?”

“They’re fine,” I said. “Good as new, really. At least they will be. I’m not totally sure we can or should help you in the way you want us to—but I’m certainly happy to listen to your story.”

“Godmommy—I mean Cordelia might be able to make a new token for them,” she muttered cautiously. “But I doubt it’s something she could do right now. If we let them take our token, we’ll be stranded instead.”

“Yep, that’s the obvious issue.” I neglected to mention that Cordelia had one, and so did I. I was planning to leave mine with Evie so that she could come back to the Netherveil and give me reports. They were likely going to notice that fact eventually, but I didn’t see any point in highlighting the fact aloud at the present moment.

The man continued to say nothing else, and it was just as well. I collected his weapons, then sent a silent command to my girls to bind the hands of the human fighters behind their backs and bring them here. We waited for the paralysis spell to wear off, then, altogether, we headed back to my room to discuss the remaining details.

At the top of my mind was a single, disturbing question. “How did you know that we were vampires?” I asked. “And why weren’t you surprised to see Ophelia reveal her fairy wings?”

Our human prisoners traded cautious glances with each other until finally receiving a nod from their superior. One of them cleared his throat and spoke. “Well—because we know quite a lot about the multiverse. When we’re armed to the teeth and our tech is fully charged, we can take down the likes of the Great Old Ones with enough manpower. We can tell a lot about any domain from the portal residue it left behind.”

“You are vampires from the Netherveil,” the leader grunted, surprising us all. “And you might as well help us because there’s a chance there won’t be a home for you to return to when you’re done here.”


Chapter 10


We took the mysterious visitors from another dimension to the nearest diner for a neutral place to sit and talk. The diner’s name was Berkins, and the smell of all the food made us vampires a bit nauseous, but the otherworldly travelers bought a cheesecake to share with one another, so we watched them eat while we conversed.

“We come from a world much like this one, but the technology level is decades if not centuries beyond yours,” Corbus said in his booth seat. He was the leader of the group of interdimensional portal hoppers turned vampire hunters. “There are a lot of common threads between dimensions.”

“Our dimension has its own Dracula,” Mark added as he skewered a blueberry cheesecake with a fork and raised it to his lips. He was the youngest on their team, the guy whose arm Ophelia had ripped out. It was better now. “But—she’s a girl living in Wisconsin with her family. She and her husband more or less took over the state years ago.”

I looked over at Rhapsody for a reaction to that, but her face was blank. “That’s intriguing,” Demonika noted as she massaged my bicep. “Skip ahead to the part where you tell us why the Netherveil is in danger.”

Corbus smirked. “The Netherveil is in danger because deities from across the cosmos are after it. Worlds like mine have displaced most of the ancient gods, and—”

“This is old news,” Rhapsody said flatly, cutting him off. “Bored. Unimpressed. Disappointed. Irritated.”

I chuckled at that and nodded. “She’s right. We already know this. Dracula has been fending off the invaders on his own so far, but he took us on a field trip a while back to show us how it’s done and inform us that we’d be helping defend the Netherveil from incursion in the future.”

Corbus glowered at us ominously, chewing his cheesecake. “It’s different now. The gods are getting organized—even beings more powerful than gods.”

Without knowing fully what he meant, I did have to admit that that sounded bad. “Organized how?” Mako asked. Cordelia remained conspicuously silent through all of this.

“Across the multiverse, most mundane humans not belonging to a legendary bloodline codified in the fabric of the cosmos have no doubles. Gods and certain heroes and villains, however, do. There are multiple King Arthurs, multiple Merlins, multiple Draculas, multiple Van Helsings—that’s just the tip of the iceberg.”

Mark nodded. “There are also multiples of each god. Now—your Dracula has slain the Thor of his world, the world from which he hails, but now other universes are aware of the Netherveil and other demiplanes like it. Imagine ten Thors marching on your home at once. What chance do you think your Dark Lord would have then?”

“With all of the Netherveil rising up to fight alongside him?” Cordelia asked, finally joining the conversation. “Fairly good odds.”

“But at what cost?” Corbus grunted, his voice gruff. “Point is, deities, heroes, and demigods in search of a home will be breaking into your homeworld soon, if it’s not happening right now. It’s only going to get worse as time goes on.”

“So, what’s your plan here?” I asked. “Are you really trying to convince us the most logical thing for us to do is abandon our portal token with you and adopt a new life here or on some other world?”

“Not exactly,” the rough-looking warrior said. “By all means, go home. We can wait here for your return. We’ve been hopping portals for years. We can always look for other leads while you’re gone—but if you return before then, well, we’ll be ready to help.”

“Help how?” I asked.

Mark looked at his boss curiously, not sure what he was about to say, I gathered. The other lackeys had remained totally silent this entire time, which made them harder to read. One was a woman, another was a man. They seemed stoic, expressionless in a way that cast them in a different light when compared to Rhapsody. My girl was not emotionless. There was a whole world of feeling behind her eyes, but something about these guys made me think of robots. They were soldiers trained to hold their feelings back.

Corbus spoke after taking a moment to gather his thoughts and swallow a cheesecake. “Tell you what. If you make it out of the Netherveil with an exodus of survivors whenever your home is displaced—we’ll help you with that. We can help each other.”

“Help each other how?” Mako asked.

I smirked. “I think I get it. Basically, you use our portal token to open a rift taking us to—or at least one step closer to—your world. We hitch a ride and get a new home out of the deal. Is that the idea?”

“More or less,” he said.

“Well, at that point, why not here?” Demonika asked, gesturing around us. “This is our world anyway. Why not just settle where we have roots. We even have monster girl librarian minions here.”

“Because the problem with this world is that it’s compromised. This is the world of your Dracula, so it’ll be the first place people come to hunt him down if he’s ever expelled from your domain.”

I frowned at how much that made sense. “Thanks for the offer, I guess. I’m not sure we’ll ever end up taking it, but it’s nice to have…options?”

Cordelia cleared her throat. “We don’t need your help in traveling across the multiverse.”

That got everyone’s attention. “We don’t?” Demonika asked.

“Who do you think made that token?” Cordelia asked right back, smirking at us. “I could cast a spell right now to open a portal to another world, though I couldn’t control which world it was.”

“Such power!” Corbus grunted, his eyes bulging. “Are you certain you possess that ability?

Mark shook his head, frowning. “That’s no good to us. We need a token or another object as an anchor. A random portal can’t be controlled or manipulated, sir.”

“Even so,” he said, stroking his chin. “If she can create new tokens—”

“It takes me a while,” she grunted, cutting them off. “Longer than I care to spend in the service of strangers who jumped us in a parking lot.”

I beamed at her with a bit of pride. “Interesting little ability. Who knows, maybe that will come in handy sometime.”

“Probably not,” Mako sighed. “So—let me get this straight. There are a bunch of gods teaming up to storm the Netherveil to try and wrestle it out of Dracula’s hands, right?”

The portal hoppers all nodded.

She shrugged. “Big fucking deal. Demonika will use her orgasmo-blast and make them all cum until they’re unconscious, then the rest of us will go in and finish them off.”

“You might be overselling that power of hers just a bit,” I noted.

Mako smirked. “You might be underselling it.”

“There are plenty of non-humanoid gods that wouldn’t be affected,” Cordelia noted, but she was tapping her chin. “However, with all this new information, perhaps we should prioritize returning home as soon as possible and making preparations.”

Demonika grinned. “I bet I could make an Outer God cum if Barrett even kissed me on the cheek.”

Mark blinked repeatedly as he processed that. “What a fucking sentence that was.”

***

We took a knife from Corbus and parted ways amicably enough. The knife was because, as an object from his universe, its unique signature would make him easier to pinpoint the next time we returned to Earth. I wasn’t sure I’d see him again, but when you meet interesting people, it’s nice to keep the door open for them. As for Corbus, I promised him that I’d tell Dracula about what I learned from him and consider other ways to help them in the future. We agreed to call a truce until at least the next time we met.

“You’ll come through for us,” he said as he gave me a manly handshake that made me feel like I was shaking hands with Arnold Schwarzenegger in his prime. “I have a sort of sense about people. You’ll come through.” I didn’t know what to say, so I just smiled awkwardly.

That evening, hours later, we briefed Rachel, Becky, and Evie about what had happened. “So, worst case, things might get crazy in the Netherveil and it could be a while before we see you again,” I explained.

Rachel held up her phone. “I understand.”

I glanced at her, then looked to Evie for her reaction. She nodded dutifully, but her eyes flitted back to me even as others spoke. After a while, I pulled her aside.

“I’m trusting you to keep watch over them for a while,” I said. “That being said, if you have something, anything to report, or you need anything from the Netherveil, pay me a visit.”

“I want to go back with you,” she told me. “If the Netherveil is in danger, and you are in danger by extension, I think it’s my duty to be there and help.”

I shook my head. “Visit us soon, but I still need you here. You’re the only one with a level head on her shoulders, who has any idea what it means to not be a complete monster. They need you as their guide and conscience, at least for a while.”

She nodded, but disappointment painted her expression with broad, obvious strokes. “Very well. If that is what you wish. But I will come and see you soon.”

“If it’s on a weekend, maybe you can bring them,” I noted, gesturing at the rusalka and changeling who were sitting on the floor. Amusingly, Rhapsody was trying to teach Rachel how to put her hair up in a ponytail, but the lesson was not sticking at all.

I reached into my pocket and pulled out my portal token. “Cordelia has the other one, but I’m leaving this one with you so you can come and go freely. There’s a chance those guys we met earlier will sense it on you—in fact, I’d bet on it. Be on your guard about that. I’d prefer you didn’t kill them, but if they get aggressive—well, defend yourself and the other girls by any means necessary.”

She nodded and took the token. “I doubt they will show much restraint. They only bargained with you when it became clear their fight was a losing battle, correct?”

I nodded. “Spot on.”

Her brow furrowed. “I will remember their scent. I can smell it on you now. Don’t worry. We will be fine.”

I patted her on the head and scratched behind her ears, unable to help the urge that had been mounting for some time. Her eyes widened with shock, but her tongue flopped out and she started panting happily a few seconds later. “Good girl,” I chuckled. “Alright. I’m leaving them in your care.”

“Goodbye, Master,” she said as I took back my hand. “And good luck.”


Chapter 11


We took every precaution we could before leaving, making sure that all the mesmerism that had to be done was done so that Tara and the monster girls could live in peace without earning constant suspicion. It was awkward, converting her into a bloodthrall in front of the entire harem, and making her lift up her shirt and pull down the front of her skirt to verify that the womb-brand had appeared as expected. I’ll never forget what she said when she saw it.

“My mom hates tattoos. She’s gonna kill me.”

We laid down ground rules for how many people the monster girls could eat in a given annual quarter, as well as some general crash course content about what Earth in the 2020s was like.

Rachel seemed focused enough but her eyes were so empty of anything resembling a soul that I wondered just how much was getting through to her. Thankfully she had Becky and Evie to coach her along, but even that didn’t inspire the world’s greatest confidence.

After that, we took a portal home and made our way back to Dracula’s castle to report our arrival. The first thing we did, of course, was stand before him in his throne room and tell him everything that happened. He listened intently but seemed unimpressed by the threat we hinted at.

“Thank you for informing me Cordelia, Mr. Bradshaw. I’ll certainly take it under advisement going forward.”

We walked out of the throne room with sour expressions on our faces, Cordelia included. “He’s not going to do a single fucking thing about it, is he?” I guessed.

“I’ve known him long enough to know his tone when he’s taking something seriously,” Cordelia said.

“Oh?” I muttered, arching a brow. “And?”

“That was not the tone we were looking for.”

Our warnings had gone mostly unheeded, at least that’s how it felt, so classes resumed as usual. It was a bit weird, coming back from what had turned out to be a very brief and disjointed visit to Earth.

The biggest thing on my mind about the whole trip was how little I felt to be back there. It actually shocked me how numb I was when I saw my old home. Granted, I’d never lived in that apartment long enough or created too many memories there worth getting nostalgic over, but still. Being back in my hometown, seeing that library again…I won’t say it didn’t affect me at all, but…

I expected more, I guess. I wondered what, if anything, would make me as happy as being in a place like that used to—aside from the women I adored, of course.

Aside from that, things that shouldn’t bear mentioning happened—Rhapsody shifted back into her vampiric form from her more human-leaning one, which put her out of sorts for half a day or so. We all caught up on the very few happenings that transpired since we left pretty quickly. Things were…normal, I guess.

Today Professor Roman was discussing the history of the Nosferatu vampires from which the academy took its name. I had read up on the lore already, but hearing him narrate it in his spicy accent certainly made the recap intriguing.

Arthur stood before us in his white suit, opting to stand while the rest of us sat in the parlor. He was the only teacher who allowed Eliza and Maria to be present for our lessons, but as the two of them were currently sitting on the floor by my feet and nuzzling my knee in a most distracting fashion, I could see some regret on his face with regard to that decision. Still, Mako and Demonika enjoyed having the bloodthralls present whenever possible so they could rub it in that Ophelia was a lower rank in the house than them—not that that functionally meant anything. “Nosferatu is a word that mostly just means ‘vampire’ to many, but it is also a term that refers to a subset of Wallachian vampires. These are typically over a century old, and there are only a few who yet remain. They occur when a Wallachian vampire goes too long without feeding—or so the lore says.”

“So, it’s a bad thing, then,” Mako muttered, already used to the bloodthralls’ antics. She brushed them off easily, more focused on the lesson than even I was. “Can I ask why the school has this name if it’s just a worse version of vampires?”

“Why do you assume it’s worse?” Arthur asked, a slightly smug smile on his thin lips. He looked like he’d planted a trap that the half-oni eagerly walked into.

She shrugged. “I mean—starving yourself as a human would kill you. And I’ve been hungry as a vamp before. It sure as hell didn’t feel great.”

“Agreed,” Rhapsody said. “Mako speaks the truth. It is reasonable for us to assume that, given the hideous, malformed, ugly textbook appearance of the Nosferatu, it must be worse than being a typical vampire. Why, look at how beautiful I am.” She gestured to her frilly black dress.

“And beautiful you are, indeed,” he chuckled, swooping low to bow to her. “But that doesn’t mean that vampires who are ugly are bad, right?”

Demonika leaned forward, her eyes widening as she scooted her chair closer to mine. She grabbed my wrist and placed my hand on her thigh, guiding it up her skirt a bit—a sure sign that she was interested in class proceedings. “So what are they, exactly?”

Arthur looked at me, noticing the lack of expression on my face. “I have a feeling Mister Bradshaw knows,” he said. “Am I right?”

I nodded as the women all turned to me for the answer. “Becoming a Nosferatu vampire comes with tradeoffs. Some vampires intentionally starved themselves, because although it makes you hungry and deformed, the hunger makes you faster, stronger, and amplifies your powers—but it comes with the aforementioned ugliness and a loss of self-control. The most extreme cases appeared to even lose their sense of identity.”

“Can a vampire come back from being a Nosferatu?” Mako asked.

“Unfortunately, not really,” Arthur said. “Their appearance will forever be altered, but if their hunger is quenched they lose some of the new powers they gained in the transition. They end up in a sort of middle ground between a standard Wallachian vampire and a feral Nosferatu.”

The half-oni vampiress slouched in her seat and sighed. “Knowing all this, it still feels weird to name the school after them.”

“The school is named after the more general word,” Arthur said, smirking at her. “Remember, this lore is so obscure, the cases of it happening are so rare that even among vampires the term is mostly esoteric.” He nodded at Rhapsody. “Case in point—Rhapsody was raised by Count Dracula himself and he never bothered to tell her.”

“He doesn’t tell me much,” she said, her voice a single, cold tone. Arthur shifted uncomfortably. “Neither do you.” Yep, I saw that coming.

She was still bitter about Arthur and Dracula’s plan to die when they passed the Wallachian bloodline onto—well, Damian or me, last I checked. Arthur was two thousand years old, but even with all his accumulated centuries he had no idea how to handle a moody dhampir. Fair enough. To be charitable to him, it was definitely a learned skill that took some real effort.

I turned my head to face her, and she caught me looking at her and turned to meet my gaze. “Barrett? Are you going to give me several hugs?”

“Dozens if needed,” I told her.

She nodded, her brow furrowing ever so slightly with a hint of determination. “I look forward to it. Perhaps a sex shall organically occur thereafter.”

Arthur cleared his throat. “Would you believe it, you’re not the horniest House,” he said.

My brow arched, alarm surging through me. “Who has us beat?”

“House Wolf. Ever since Ophelia left and the new girl joined, well—” His voice trailed off as he caught sight of Ophelia’s twitching face.

“Go on,” she urged him. “I’m very curious.”

“Never mind,” he muttered as he cleared his throat. He pressed on with his lesson like nothing had happened, but I noted a look of sadness in the fairy girl’s eyes. I thought I understood why. It stood to reason she wasn’t entirely over Damian, so hearing about him assembling a harem with the chicks that he cheated on her with—plus some literal replacement of her—it had to sting.

I decided to check on her psychically. The other girls would overhear, but I just needed to be sure. You okay, Ophie? I asked, broadcasting the message straight into her mind. She looked up at me in surprise.

Not entirely, she admitted.

I noticed Mako and Demonika shifting to look at her too. Cordelia was probably overhearing this as well, but she was finishing off the last day of her punishment in her coffin now that we were back.

I kept going, ignoring Arthur. The lesson was all review for me anyway, and he had the tendency to enjoy the tone of his own voice a bit too much, so if you let him, he’d just keep talking forever. You miss him? Not totally past him yet, huh?

Ophelia’s face contorted in disgust. “What?!” she blurted out loud, cutting off the lesson mid-sentence. “That’s disgusting!”

I blinked, noticing understanding beginning to dawn on Arthur’s face out of the corner of my eye. “I didn’t mean any offense. I was trying to be compassionate.”

“By asking if I was thinking about some lesser man than you?” she hissed. “Fuck you. If I’m wounded by that motherfucker, it’s not because I miss him or can’t get over him—it’s because I want to see him suffer for alienating me from my own family.”

I nodded patiently. “Sorry, Arthur, really. Just…one second if it’s okay.”

He smiled warmly at us. “Vampires either feel things strongly or not at all. Savor the strong feelings while you have them. They may not always be there.” He sat down and folded one leg over another.

Ophelia was seething, but she sat down. “No. It’s fine. I…I’m listening, Professor.”

“Sorry to interrupt,” I offered again, noticing the bloodthralls clinging even more tightly to my legs now in fear at Ophelia’s outburst. Similarly, in all the excitement, Demonika had moved my hand from her thigh to her breast—a sure sign that she, too, was anxious.

“No harm done,” Arthur chuckled.

Ophelia shot back up and pointed at me so fast that even I leaned back in my seat in surprise. “One more thing! How fucking dare you imply that I might be unfaithful to you in my heart after I already bonded with you! You dick.” She sat down again and crossed her arms, making a sour face at me with half her lip. “Honestly, I don’t even want to cut you anymore. I was going to rip you to pieces and make love with you as soon as class ended, but now?”

“Now I guess I’ll have to make love with him instead,” Demonika sighed, clicking her tongue. “What a shame.”

Ophelia’s brow slanted. “I didn’t say I wouldn’t do it anyway.”

“Now we’re getting into weird territory,” Arthur muttered.

Class concluded shortly after that. “Eliza, Maria,” I said, nodding at them as they looked up at me with big grins. “Why don’t you two get yourselves something to eat. I need to talk to the others.”

They stood up, paused, looked at each other, nodded, then flung themselves violently against my chest, knocking me back in my seat. “Master, please don’t give us such a horrific command!”

“It’s torture!” Maria exclaimed, “Pure torture! We have endured endless nights without your touch, our fertile wombs going unquenched for long eons!”

“I was gone for, like, a day,” I muttered, patting their heads as they sobbed into my chest.

“A day that seemed the duration of a thousand nights!”

“A day, you say?” Maria gasped. “Nay—I felt a year pass. Master, I am weak from deprivation!”

“Love deprivation!” Eliza agreed, nodding frantically. “We require sustenance!”

I made eye contact with Ophelia, whose arms were crossed as she leaned back against the bookshelf. Her eyebrow was cocked, and she was staring at me with judgy eyes. To be getting that kind of look from her of all people felt oddly wrong.

“Look,” I muttered, “I promise I’ll make some time for the two of you tomorrow, but aside from being, uh, deprived, well—you’re all doing fine. Us vampires, however, we’ve got more complicated shit going on.”

Tears streamed down Maria’s face as she looked up at me, nodding pathetically. “Very well, Master. If that is what you wish—”

“And don’t call me Master,” I muttered. “My name is Barrett.”

“I cannot bring myself to say such a stupid name,” Eliza sobbed. “Master is much better. More authoritative. It makes my ovaries flare up in the most delightful way.”

“It’s their nature as female bloodthralls to a male master,” Demonika sighed. “You can’t take their servility away from them.”

I rolled my eyes and grimaced. “Fine. Master. I’ll let you call me Master if you follow my request.”

“Just order them,” Mako grunted. “Barrett, you’re too gentle with them. They’re so undisciplined and they walk all over you. Next thing you know they’ll be pissing on the floors.”

Eliza shot an angry look over her shoulder at the oni girl. “That wasn’t pee! Master made me squirt! Stop bringing that up!”

Mako’s cheeks brightened. “I wasn’t referring to…to that,” she mumbled, her voice petering out before she could finish the clarification.

I sighed. “Eliza, Maria, I lovingly, gently order you to eat some food and go about your day. I promise I’ll make time for you soon.”

As if compelled, the two girls straightened up and took a step back, frowning at me with nearly identical expressions. “Very well,” Maria said. “We will endure this unjust neglect because we love you and we must do as you command.”

“Yes,” Eliza sighed. “I agree to be very sad for the remainder of this day, Master, and go on without you.” They left the room with their heads down, and suddenly all eyes were on me.

“How did they get that ridiculous?” Ophelia muttered. “Honestly, they’re almost as pathetically obsessed as Demonika.”

“Hey!” Demonika shouted at her. “Thank you!”

Rhapsody was the only one still sitting. Her hands were folded in her lap, and she was sitting very straight, like she was a guest at an important meal. It was her default resting posture while sitting most of the time, but it clashed with her words. “I believe I was promised a series of hugs and sexes, one after another.”

I nodded. “It’s probably a good idea. After that trip, we’ve all got a lot on our minds, and we really need to get in sync as a team and a house.”

“What are you suggesting, exactly?” Mako asked, her brow arching.

“Only what I must. Girls, I’ve been thinking—it’s time we fully integrate Ophelia.”

“You mean…have her participate in a fivesome with us?” Demonika asked, her brows lifting in surprise. “What about Godmommy?”

“We’re not there yet with her. But Ophelia proved two things to me on that mission: one, she’s reliable and loyal, and two, she isn’t totally integrated with our way of doing things, but she should be.”

Ophelia’s neutral, judgy look melted into a heated smile. “I like where this is going.”

“Okay, but—we need to discuss logistics and expectations ahead of time,” Mako said, brows furrowing. “Everyone, share your boundaries with Ophelia, starting with Barrett. If she can respect them, then I’d say we accept her as part of the team. Not like we can put this off forever, anyway.”

I scratched my chin and nodded. “My boundaries are simple. Nothing in my butthole and respect the girls’ boundaries. Demonika?”

“My personal boundary is that only I am allowed to say ‘I love you’ to Barrett during sex. Everyone else can say love-adjacent words like ‘adore’ or ‘treasure’ or—”

“I reject your boundary,” Rhapsody grunted. “That’s not a boundary, that’s an arbitrary rule designed to elevate you over the rest of your cohorts. It is despicable. My disappointment in you is immense, and my evening is ruined.”

Demonika frowned. “Fine. Only Barrett can touch my breasts or pussy. Only Barrett can kiss me. If you have to say you love him, tell me to cover my ears first.”

“A suitable compromise,” Rhapsody nodded. “You are forgiven. Your slight will not be forgotten, but with the passing of centuries, its ache will have dulled.”

“Drama queen, much?” Demonika grumbled under her breath, which of course everyone heard.

“Mako, then,” I said, nodding at the half-oni.

Mako looked nervous. “Uh…I’m okay with my breasts being touched by girls—and kissing is fine, but maybe warn me first before trying something. You can touch my pussy, but don’t stick anything inside it.”

“So suck the titty and pet the kitty,” Ophelia said with a grin. “Noted.”

Mako gulped and tugged at her collar. “Basically.”

“Ahem.” Rhapsody dramatically cleared her throat. “I do not wish to be sexually touched or kissed by anyone but Barrett. Even Barrett should warn me before he does so if possible—but he knows this. Demonika can use her powers on me to heighten my sensitivity as I self-sex while I wait my turn.”

“Demonika’s powers are a whole other element,” I noted. “Admittedly, we haven’t let her take the kid gloves off with them much.” I looked over at her. “What do you say, babe? With the possibility of an army of gods planning to invade our domain one day, it might be a good idea to let you go off the rails every now and then.”

Her eyes widened at the enticing prospect. “Would it really be okay?” She looked around at the other girls. “Is everyone okay with me using my powers a bit more creatively? Your…boundaries may evolve on the fly when you feel them hit you.”

Ophelia giggled—more like an evil cackle, if I was being honest. “I don’t have any boundaries anyway. Fuck me, suck me, bleed me, bite me—just as long as Barrett gets his turn with me before the end of it all. I see myself as just one member of his bridal sorority.”

“My what now?” I grunted, fists tightening, penis pummeling the front of my trousers at the interesting new term.

“A bridal sorority is how harems work in fairy society,” she giggled, noting my fluster at the term. “All the lovers of the fey lord in question see each other as sisters, and it is normal for members of a bridal sorority to pleasure each other in preparation for their husband’s cock. It’s just the way things are done.”

“Bridal sorority, huh?” Demonika said, stroking her chin. “What title would I have in that kind of organization? I mean, as the top girl.”

“You would be the head wife,” Ophelia said, cocking a brow as she looked over at me. “Assuming Barrett saw you that way.”

I made no comment.

“But I should be the head wife,” Rhapsody predictably offered up. “I am his future queen.”

“That’s a different job in most sororities,” the pink-haired fairy explained. “You’d be the Lady, or Queen of the sorority. The one with political sway gets that title.”

Rhapsody and Demonika made meaningful eye contact. “I think I like this system,” the half-succubus noted.

“I think I do as well,” Rhapsody said with a nod. “It has potential.”

“Well, with one fairy girl in your harem, he’s officially allowed to use it,” Ophelia noted with an amused laugh, rubbing her hands together. “Now that we know where we all stand, though, perhaps it’s time for Barrett to get us on our backs?”

My brows knitted with purpose as I reached for my belt. “Perhaps it is, indeed.”


Chapter 12


We stripped down in the parlor, but it became instantly clear to us all that it would be necessary to migrate the evening’s activities to my bedroom. For now, we had to use the bloodthralls’ bed, and it was pretty fucking crowded, but we would definitely make it work.

All four girls lay on their backs, looking up at me, completely nude from head to toe. Since becoming a vampire and getting used to that fact, I didn’t have that many out of body experiences or moments where I just had to pause and count my blessings—but this definitely counted.

Holy fuck. This was not the kind of thing that one man was ever supposed to see in person. If I were still mortal, I might have died on the spot from the enticing sight beneath me. I scanned them all, looking from left to right like words on a page.

Demonika stared up at me, her pink eyes glowing with visible hearts that pierced into me. She rarely closed them, biting her lip as she very intentionally mashed her massive breasts together. Her face was perfect, flawless, classic beauty, like a young actress from old Hollywood, and she had the dark chocolate hair to match, spilling onto the pillow behind her in dark waves. The shape of her body was unreal. Perfect hourglass figure, even lying down—narrow waist, impressive breasts, wide hips, perky ass, creamy thighs, and a plump but tight pussy, which she gaped at me using two thin fingers—all this to say nothing of her horns and wings which made her even more exotic.

Then there was Mako beside her. Mako’s more unique features were impossible to miss. With white hair and blood-red skin, she stuck out in this arrangement like a sore thumb. Her body was an interesting complement to Demonika’s. Where the half-succubus was full-bodied, buxom, and busty, Mako was skinny and fit. Her breasts were a lot perkier, and her hips a lot more narrow, but she had a pert, bubbly little backside, though it wasn’t on display at the moment. What was on display was her red pussy, smaller than Demonika’s, and in some ways even tighter given her insane muscle control and athletic physique—though it wasn’t really fair to compare them since Demonika had succubus powers to help her out.

After her was Ophelia. Her hair was the color of cotton candy, so that stuck out to me immediately, but she had a rocking body as well. She lay somewhere between the other girls in her physique, a step or two down from Demonika in terms of breast and hip size, for sure, but higher on the scale than the others. That didn’t really paint the full picture—all of the girls were utterly flawless and sexy in their own way. Another feature that stood out for the fairy girl was how pale she was, but she had an overall pinker tone to her skin than the similarly pale Demonika and Rhapsody. She took her hair down for this, which made her seem even wilder as she grinned up at me, fondling her tits and cutting her own skin with her sharp nails.

And finally, a classic case of last but not least—Rhapsody. She looked awkward shoved next to Ophelia. The fairy girl was animatedly touching herself already, trying to rile me up, but Rhapsody stared blankly with her arms at her sides and her legs straight and parallel to the mattress underneath her. She was still wearing the same ponytail as usual, and her black hair was the darkest of anyone else on the bed. Her body was also the most petite, but there was enough to work with. She lacked the muscle definition of Mako and the breasts of Demonika and Ophelia, so she looked delicate, almost doll-like as she stared up at me. Her eyes seemed empty, but I knew better. She was as turned on as anyone else in the room.

All four of them lay beneath me, looking up at me with expectation etched on their faces. “Fuck me first, baby,” Demonika pleaded. “If you get me all good and wet, then I can use my powers to keep the other girls busy. After I’m done, I’ll be fully charged to keep it going while you work through the rest of them.”

“Work through us, huh?” Mako scoffed. “Still—I hate to admit it, but that does kind of make sense.”

“Agreed,” Rhapsody said with a sigh. “But I will not be satisfied to sit here and wait for my turn idly. Barrett, I wish to touch you.”

I took a spot between Demonika’s legs and looked over at Rhapsody. I was ready to get this show on the road, but I would hear her out. “What’s the proposal?”

“Your penis is too big to fit all the way inside her. Allow me to get behind you. I’ll stroke your penis from the base while you thrust into her. It should make you cum quicker, which means the rest of us will all get our turns in short order.”

Demonika pouted. “You’re not going to take that crazy suggestion, are you?”

I scratched my chin thoughtfully. “We definitely have a few rounds in us, so, at the risk of being terse, even if the first burst is the worst—”

Mako growled and interrupted me. “Stop rhyming—”

“Uh, even if round one is over and done with quickly, that doesn’t mean I’m finished with you all for the whole night,” I muttered, correcting myself.

Demonika pouted and crossed her arms, mashing her tits together. I looked over at Ophelia, who was looking at me expectantly as if waiting for orders. Mako, meanwhile, was touching herself in kind of a subtle way, as if we might not notice.

“Ophie, help get Mako loosened up. She can be so tight it’s a little painful at times. Make her cum once or twice just to help her relax and—”

“Don’t I get a say in this?!” Mako huffed as Ophelia latched onto her nipple and started suckling. She didn’t exactly fight her off when the fairy girl’s finger darted between her legs.

“Stop her if you want to.”

“You’re just trying to give yourself something to look at, perv,” Mako moaned, even as her fingers started going through Ophelia’s hair. “Ouch! Don’t bite my tit, you bitch!”

“She’s less fun than you, Big Bear,” Ophelia complained, winking at me before locking onto Mako’s nipple more gently. Her fingers, meanwhile, started strumming the half-oni vampire’s outer labia.

Rhapsody crawled behind me and reached around, pressing her small body against my larger, more muscular one. Her hand gripped the base of my cock, and I heard her let out a soft whimper as she felt it in her hands. “Put it in her,” she urged me. “Demonika, ready yourself.”

“I’ve fucking been ready,” she whined, writhing impatiently. “Fuck me, baby, I can’t wait any longer!”

I really couldn’t either, so I leaned forward, bent down, and kissed her, pressing the tip of my cock against her sopping wet entrance. Rhapsody stroked it slowly at first, feeding it into Demonika’s opening one inch at a time as I started making out with the half-succubus.

“I love you,” Demonika moaned. “Remember—no one else can say that without a ten second warning so I can cover my ears. Barrett, I love you, I love you, I love you, I love—oooh!”

That interruption came courtesy of my pumping hips. I pistoned inside her, letting her whiny words of affection into my mouth as I tried my best to just kiss and screw her normally, but there was nothing normal about fucking Demonika. First of all, a pink aura started to fill the entire bed, and it was so bright and intense that it took me a bit to realize that every one of the girls was glowing with it.

Demonika’s succubus powers were activated. She was offloading some of her sexual burden on the other girls. As a half-succubus, she had a vast arsenal and a deep well of sex-based magic she didn’t yet fully understand, and as a half-vampire, that potential and power had been amplified considerably. It wasn’t just her who felt exaggerated pleasure, or even the other girls, who were by now all moaning like they were about to climax. I felt it too. Kissing her was a lot like fucking her mouth with my tongue, to put it delicately.

And fucking her? Well, that was like sex to the power of ten. Exponential pleasure. Sexponential? Yeah, let’s go with that.

In any case, I soon lost myself to brainless passion while Demonika sucked on my tongue like it was my dick. It felt so good I wondered if I was going to somehow climax out of it, too. I love you, I love you, I love you, I love you—

Yeah, she just kept saying that—mentally, since she was still smooching me and making out with my tongue. That’s more or less what sex with her was like.

“Barrett,” she moaned breathlessly, losing herself in the pleasure. She drew back slightly against the pillow, eyes crossing from the bliss. “Barrett, do you hear me? I love you so much. Do you know I love you?”

“I love you too,” I muttered, a little overwhelmed.

“Guh-hoooaaaaaahhh!” she cried out, climaxing instantly as I said the words. I hated to withhold it from her, but every time I said it while we were getting intimate, she’d cum, and it could sometimes result in a bit of temporary mindbreak. “Say it again, baby!”

“Are you sure?” I asked, my voice low with caution.

She nodded. “I can handle it. I promise!”

The issue was I wasn’t sure the other girls could handle it. As I looked over at Ophelia and Mako, they were all tangled up in each other, effectively scissoring, reeling from a sympathetic orgasm no doubt brought up by Demonika’s little bursting of the dam. “What do you think, girls?” I muttered. “Should I do it?”

Mako groaned at me. “Give me, like, ten fucking seconds to recover, Bear Boy.”

“Should you do—whaaat?” Ophelia helplessly gasped. “What are we talking about?”

“If he informs Demonika of the fact that he loves her another time, she’ll experience an even more potent orgasm—which will then be dispatched unto us,” Rhapsody explained, her wetness dripping down my leg as she ground herself against me from behind, stroking the base of my cock constantly.

“Who the fuck says ‘unto us’ in the middle of a fivesome?!” Ophelia hissed. “Fuck it. Do it, Barrett! Unleash the cum-kraken!”

“Thy will be done,” I muttered solemnly. I turned to Demonika, still bucking away inside her, her pussy still clenching and convulsing around my immensity as though grasping for it and never wanting to let go. Her last climax hadn’t even ended, and yet…

I place my hand on Demonika’s cheeks, making her eyes go wide, the hearts in her pupils throbbing pink and white. “You’re so beautiful,” I told her.

“Gyaahhhh! Nyaahhh!” she squealed, instantly breaking again.

“I’ve always treasured you since the day we met,” I told her—and truer words were never spoken.

“Hooooo fuck baby! Ahh! Ahhh!”

“I love you so much. More than you could know.” And then I kissed her—and, oh fuck. Now I’d really done it.

The resulting string of female orgasms hit all the girls in the room like a truckload of cummies. The first clue that I was out of my depth was the fact that even Rhapsody, who was clinging to my back like a sex koala, bit down hard into my shoulder with a level of fervor that would have earned a thumbs-up of approval from Ophelia—if the fairy girl wasn’t already busy swapping pussy juice with Mako as the two of them struggled against each other. All three of them moaned so loudly that the sounds were more akin to screams than typical sounds of pleasure.

The pink light emanating from each of them throbbed, and with each pulsating glow, it grew brighter. We weren’t even out of the woods yet. My eyes locked onto Demonika’s flawless face as the hearts in her eyes grew even more intense. Her pussy milked my cock with each reverberating wave of her orgasm, and I was sure that I’d never been harder or more erect.

“They’re feeding me!” Demonika shouted right into my face. “They’re all feeding me!”

I looked over at Mako and Ophelia, figuring that’s who she meant. Rhapsody was aggressively humping my leg from behind, a shockingly potent streak of wetness snaking down to the mattress. The half-oni and half-fairy, however, were just shaking, all wrapped up in each other. You would be forgiven for assuming the pair of them got along, or even had something of a side-romance, but they were just so out of their minds with pleasure that all they could do was hug and ride out their freight truck orgasms.

“Not them,” Demonika moaned, pulling me down so that my body weight sank into her, her breasts softening against my chest. “Everyone.”

I stopped moving for a moment to listen. Beyond the sounds of my girls moaning, when I strained a bit more and focused on my senses, I heard it—a dozen more cries of pleasure in the distance, at least.

“Everyone within half a mile, Barrett,” she gasped, her eyes rolling back as I resumed pumping away inside her. “I’m making them all hornier than they’ve ever felt before. I can–Ahh!” She cried out suddenly, hugging me somehow even more tightly, then covering my face in kisses leaving brief imprints of her love. “They’re all feeling my lust! Such power! I’m eating from all their hands at once!”

“Nice,” I grunted, not sure what else to say. I wasn’t positive how I hadn’t reached my peak yet, but she sensed the curiosity on my face and grinned.

“I’m holding back on you,” she giggled. “I want to save it up for you and then give it all to you at once.”

“You mean you aren’t even using your magic on me yet?!” I gasped.

“That’s just how good my pussy feels, baby,” she moaned. She pressed her hands to my cheeks and pulled me down again, licking my face from chin to forehead. “Fuck. You taste so good.”

I grimaced. “Maybe don’t hang out with Ophelia so much.”

“Not like that. Just—you. I want to lick and suck every inch of your body. If I could survive only on your cum, I would. I love you I love you I love you I love you I love—”

“Ahh! Ahhh! Big Bear!” Ophelia moaned beside me. I looked over at her and Mako and the looks on their faces were somewhere between pleasure and terror. “What’s happening to me?!”

I turned back to Demonika, still pumping away inside her of course. “Can you shut it off? It seems like it’s more than they can take.”

Demonika grinned. “If they cum hard enough, they’ll pass out, and it’ll be just you and me, and you can ravage me all you want, all night and day. Barrett—let me ask you a question.”

I nervously glanced over at Mako, whose mouth was moving like she struggled to speak, but her eyes were crossed and she couldn’t do anything but twitch. I could tell that Rhapsody, who was still locked onto my shoulder with her fangs, wasn’t much better off. “What’s the question?”

“Do you know I love you?”

Laughing nervously, I nodded. “Yeah, I know. I love you too.”

To my surprise, she frowned. “You do. But you’re…afraid of me. I can sense it.”

“I’m not afraid—”

“You’re afraid!” she shouted, and with that, such a wet splash erupted from the other three girls’ pussies all at once that it sounded almost like a chorus of wet pops—and that was it. They were out cold. “Don’t be afraid of me, baby. We’re just getting started! We have all night and all day, all night and all day, all night and all day—”

She kept chanting that as I thrust inside her, but then I stopped, and I heard Cordelia’s voice in my head.

Barrett. You need to stop her. She’s going to kill everyone.

How do I stop her? I broadcasted the psychic message a secretively as I could, and thank fucking God, Demonika didn’t pick up on it.

She’s been fully awakened to her powers and it’s far worse than I ever thought it’d be, Cordelia said. Your best bet is to let her tire herself out, but slow down. We’re evacuating all the students from outside her range and holing them up in the castle. In a moment, a pack of flesh golems will come to take the other girls away.

Demonika was so lost in passion that she didn’t even notice when the sexless flesh automatons came into the room, pulled Rhapsody off my back, dressed them up in some robes for modesty, and shuttled them away. I waited for the signal, and sure enough—it came.

Finish her. As many times as you can. Barrett—I won’t lie. You’re in danger, and she doesn’t understand it, nor can you make her believe it. The only way out of this is to let it run its course, which means you’re likely going to suffer badly.

Suffer how? I questioned in a psychic murmur.

When you make her climax for the last time, all the power she’s been saving up will be transferred to you. It’ll be more than you can handle. I doubt you’ll die, since you’re her master so it’s technically impossible for any action she takes to directly result in such an outcome—but you will experience a pleasure so intense that you may be rendered mindless for days.

I frowned as I kept on thrusting away inside her. Will she be alright?

Cordelia replied instantly. This is an important moment for her. After this is all done, she’ll come to terms with her power and be forced to learn her limits and yours. Mr. Bradshaw?

Yes, Cordelia? I muttered.

As a half-archangel, it might be a good idea for you to experiment with praying now.

The next thirty-six hours were the longest of my life, and that was probably going to remain true for a while. All classes were canceled, and all students and teachers were locked down in a safehouse corner of Castle Drakul that, thanks to powerful warding enchantments, Demonika’s powers wouldn’t reach no matter how much they grew.

“I love you, Barrett!” she shouted. “I don’t know when it happened, but it’s just us now—for miles!”

I looked down at my hands, pressed into the mattress beside her head as I thrust into her. They felt dry and pruny, but she couldn’t see it. She had no idea.

“I love you, I love you, I love you so much! Ahhh! I’m cumming!” She threw her head back, and there was something about the finality of it that told me this was it. This was the last time. The end of my journey had come at last.

The oncoming blast of pleasure was something that no one could have ever prepared me for. I came inside her so forcefully that I started swearing in Latin. My arms, already having gone thin and frail, shriveled in real time, and the sheer volume of semen that flooded her thirsty womb was—well, alarming to say the least. ‘Impossible’ was another word I gravitated toward.

And when it was all over, I crumpled into a heap atop her heaving bosom, her arms wrapping around me, clueless as could be. She kissed me and giggled. “Someone’s tired.”

I kissed her cheek and rolled over, feeling my spirit ready to leave my body. “Demonika—I need you to know…”

She sat up and looked at me, fear suddenly awash in her eyes. “What the fuck? You look so…frail. Did I do that?”

I held up my hand to stop her, or I tried to, but it was so shaky that my arm collapsed and my hand fell back on my chest. “Don’t blame yourself,” I told her. “When you find out everything that happened, just know—this was the best possible way for me to go, if that’s how it ends.”

“B-Barrett?!” she shrieked, tears spewing from her eyes. “What are you saying, baby?! Barrett?! BARRETT!!!”


Chapter 13
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“I’m sure she feels terrible about it,” Cordelia said as she placed a hand on my shoulder. I had woken up hours later in Castle Drakul after Demonika railed me into oblivion and triggered a code red for our corner of the Netherveil. I still felt rattled as Cordelia squeezed my arm reassuringly, but I nodded anyway.

“Imagine how the rest of us feel, then,” Ophelia hissed, shaking a fist in fury. “It would be one thing if she stabbed us all a hundred times, but there’s nothing sexy about making us cum so hard we die!”

My eyelids fluttered a bit at those words, my head cocking slightly. “I mean…There is inherently something kind of sexy about it, right?”

Mako smacked the back of my head—not hard enough to hurt or trigger any kind of automatic punishment for smacking her master, but I received the message. Now wasn’t the time to be quippy.

“Her powers deserve more study,” Dracula said, stroking the facial hair that decorated his chin. “It’s beyond what I expected. If this is indeed normal for a half-succubus vampire, then we’ve really opened Pandora’s Box here. Soon every vampire lord will want one on their side.”

“We can’t let word of this get out,” Cordelia growled, her brow wrinkling as she frowned. “No experimentation. Wipe the memories of everyone else in the Netherveil. Wipe mine if you must.”

Dracula shook his head, but he was clearly deep in thought. After a long and painful pause, he finally spoke, looking at his daughter. “I must admit that this does have me slightly worried—but I will not deprive members of House Dragon of this memory because, frankly, it would only be a matter of time before history repeated itself.”

“Frankly—it’s going to anyway,” I said. “I can’t just not fuck my succubus girlfriend.”

“You can take precautions,” he told me. “Or rather, I can. It’s risky, but I will be immediately replacing the interior of your home with a demiplane replica of it.”

“A demiplane within a demiplane?” Mako asked, putting her hands behind her back. “Why? Isn’t that dangerous?”

“Dangerous? Not really. When people inevitably wise up to it, they’ll understand why if we jog their memories about what happened to necessitate it. It will mean, however, that you can’t look out your windows, nor can anyone spy on you. What you see when you gaze out of them will simply be an image of a frozen moment in time.”

“Can you, like, remove the walls of all our bedrooms in the process?” Mako asked.

Rhapsody nodded emphatically. “Indeed, I also agree that this is a necessary step to take to ensure equal access to Barrett’s penis.”

“Wait, but how does having a demiplane solve the problem?” I asked, shaking my head to bring myself back down to reality.

“Well, inside of a private demiplane, Demonika’s powers will only work on whoever is there with her,” Cordelia began, reasoning it out in real time. “But she wouldn’t be able to participate in orgies anymore. You’d all have to vacate the domain when she had relations with Mister Bradshaw.”

Dracula smirked a bit. It was so subtle I barely caught it until he spoke. “Not exactly,” he said, and that attracted everyone’s undivided attention. “The reason things got so out of control is because with every victim Demonika fed upon, her aura swelled considerably. She wouldn’t have access to other students outside of House Dragon, so it would likely be more manageable—and much more private.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “That’s great to hear. Can I see her?”

Cordelia and Dracula made uncomfortable eye contact. “I’m not so sure that’s a good idea.”

“Please,” I grunted. “I’m begging you. She must be so worried. I know her—even with you telling her I’m fine, she won’t believe you until she sees me for herself.”

“It’s more of a question of if you’re ready to see her,” Dracula said.

I laughed. “I’m not that traumatized.”

“I didn’t mean it like that. I just mean…” He scanned us all with his eyes, clearly hesitating. “Well, she’s a bit different.”

I blinked. I looked around at the other girls, seeing if they knew what they were talking about. I sent a psychic message to Cordelia about it, but she just shook her head at me—not saying no, Demonika hadn’t changed, but telling me that she wasn’t supposed to say anything more than that.

“I insist,” I muttered, now determined. “I want to see her.”

“Of course you do, but consider perhaps this first edition copy of The Hobbit I found in my library before this meeting,” Dracula said, pulling a book out of his pocket. “Interesting, yes?”

My eyes bulged. “Whoa, first edition? You have to be—” I suddenly snapped back to the matter at hand and slapped myself in the face, making Mako wince as though I’d slapped her. Ironic, since she’s the only one of my girls that would probably think about slapping me. “No, I want to see her. But. You can maybe lend that to me later.”

Dracula frowned. “I understand. Of course you wish to see her. But—she may not be in her right mind, and there are some physical changes as well.”

“She’s still my girl,” I told him.

“No doubt about that,” he tried muttering under his breath as he stood and brushed off his pants. “Very well, follow me.”

Count Dracula wiggled a candle jutting out of the wall behind his throne, and with a low groan of grinding stonework, a secret passage opened up, leading to a winding corridor. “I suggest only Mr. Bradshaw and Mrs. Drake go any further than this.”

I looked over my shoulder at Cordelia and nodded at her, and she stepped into place behind me. “After you, Barrett,” she said.

Ophelia looked at me with a surprising expression of worry. “What’s with that face?” I asked as I turned back to see her and the other girls.”

“It’s not fair,” she huffed. “I bet she’ll get pity sex out of you without us—and you just fucked her most recently and never even railed any of us.”

“I forbid the pity sex!” Dracula bellowed, pointing a finger at me, his eyes opened wide with something akin to horror. “Mr. Bradshaw, until now I didn’t think it needed to be said, but do not have sex with her in my castle. I don’t want to be forced to evacuate everyone yet again.”

“Twice in the same day would indeed be pretty silly,” I agreed. I cracked my knuckles and tightened my belt, then made double-certain my zipper was all the way up. With a few subtle gestures I cast a binding spell on it to make it difficult to open by non-magical means. It wasn’t a perfect solution—the pants weren’t all that tight, so a firm tug would see me naked from the waist down, but I had my hopes that Demonika could control herself after having been briefed about what had happened.

“Also,” Dracula muttered darkly, “I try to be a cool dad, but really, Ms. Sprinkledew? Is it necessary for you to spell out the details of your sexual journey with Barrett in front of your teachers?”

Ophelia grinned. “His blood tastes sweetest when he’s inside me.”

My butthole clenched shut in mortification, so I nodded at Ophelia, signaling to her my intent to move forward. “Be safe, future husband,” Rhapsody called out in her monotone sweetness.

Mako sounded off, too. “Yeah, don’t get your dick sucked to death, or whatever.”

“With me there, I assure you that won’t happen,” Cordelia said, smirking at her. “Nothing will kill her sexual appetite like the presence of her own godmother.”

Mako, Ophelia, and Rhapsody traded wide-eyed dubious looks.

The corridor was a lot longer than I expected, lit by torches that lighted themselves as we walked through the dark passageway. Cordelia walked close to me—close enough so that I felt her press against me a time or two. I wasn’t sure why she needed to be that close. It’s not like we couldn’t see in the dark.

But then I heard her voice in my mind. I’m a little disappointed in you Mr. Bradshaw.

I looked back at her in surprise, choosing to speak my confusion out loud. “What? Why?”

“I feel…a little taken for granted.”

I furrowed my brow and cocked my head. “Explain.”

“No,” she said, pouting. “I don’t think I will.”

Sighing, I looked forward, seeing the door appear ahead of us. But then a devious thought appeared in my mind. “In that case, I order you to explain as your master.”

She whimpered a little behind me. “I feel resentful of the fact that you haven’t yet had sex with me but attempted an orgy with all the other girls. I feel underappreciated. I know there is still some tension between us regarding what I’ve done, and I know you want to punish me and make me stew for it—but withholding…that? Is it really necessary?”

My penis fluttered in my pants like the wings of a butterfly perched atop a puppy’s nose, straining against the fabric weakly for a moment before I regained my mental composure. “We probably shouldn’t be talking about this after all—so close to Demonika.”

And then I heard her in my head, too. Baby? Is that you? I feel your lust through the door. It’s so yummy. Come in, my darling, I missed you so much. I was so worried about you.

Case in point.

I opened the door and stepped inside the room. Demonika’s back was too us, but the changes were immediately obvious—for one thing, her wings were huge compared to the tiny things she had before, and her horns were bigger, too. Her hair was longer and seemed somehow more radiant, and when she turned around, I saw her eyes.

Black sclera, pink hearts, no irises. The hearts were a permanent fixture now, apparently. I smiled at her, relieved to see she looked okay. Arguably even better than before, like she’d leveled up her powers or something. If I were making an educated guess, that’s what I’d land on.

“You look amazing,” I told her, grinning. I took a step toward her.

The hearts in her eyes throbbed, and even more matching pink hearts appeared around her like neon bubbles flying around her head as she looked at me. When she glanced at her godmother, they all popped at once, but instantly reappeared when she faced me once more.

She smiled softly and stood, brushing off her black dress. “Barrett, I need to tell you something.”

I looked over at Cordelia and arched an eyebrow, wondering if she knew what it was. She didn’t. “What is it?” I asked, resettling my gaze on the beautiful half-succubus.

“I love you, Barrett,” she sighed, folding her hands atop her impressive bust. “I love you so much.”

“I knew this already,” I replied, laughing, and I stepped forward and wrapped my arms around her in a big hug.

“Our love was so strong that we almost killed all of Nosferatu Academy,” she giddily told me. “We should do it again. Now.” Her tongue came out of her mouth, and it was longer than I expected, wrapping all the way around my neck until it crawled up my chin and licked my lips.

“That’s a fun trick,” I muttered, eyes bulging.

She retracted her tongue and smiled. “I’ve got a lot of fun tricks I’m saving for you,” she giggled. Then she looked at her godmother, the hearts all popping. “I suppose you can join, too.”

“We are not doing this here and now,” Cordelia growled. “I’m sorry, Demonika—”

“Mrs. Bradshaw,” she corrected her with a smug smirk.

“We can’t do this here. It would cause all kinds of chaos and the Count would be thoroughly ticked off.”

I nodded my agreement. “Regrettably, it’s true. We can’t have sex here and now.”

“But I’m so hungry,” Demonika whined, pouting up at me and bouncing on her heels. I looked down and noticed another change—her feet had been replaced by cloven hooves. Okay, I would miss how cute her feet were, but I could roll with that. Suddenly her eyes widened as an idea occurred to her. “I’ve got it!”

“You do?” I asked with some obvious doubt in my tone and expression, but she ignored that.

“Godmommy, hi!” she cooed, suddenly changing her tone to a syrupy sweet one. “Take off your clothes.”

“W-what?!” Cordelia gasped. “What are you saying?”

“I can’t fuck him—but you can, and I can feed off of that.”

She shook her head. “Not now, Demonika, I—”

Demonika raised a single hand and suddenly Cordelia fell to her knees and let out a rather boisterous moan. “Don’t be boring, Godmommy.”

I grabbed her by the wrist and lowered her hand, kissing her on the forehead. “Let’s cool down a bit. They’ve got a plan to make things safer, but I don’t really feel comfortable doing this here and now.”

My half-succubus girlfriend sighed and nodded her head with understanding, the hearts floating around her head buzzing with disappointment, but she gave me a chaste kiss on the lips and shook her head. “I—I’m sorry. You’re right. It’s just—I feel different now. A lot hungrier, and you’re literally the only thing that can satisfy me.”

I turned around and helped Cordelia up, Demonika following me over to her. “Are you alright, Mrs. Drake?” I asked.

She nodded, her eyes still wide. “Yes, I’m—I’m fine. Demonika, we need to talk soon. Your powers—they’re unlike anything we expected. It seems you have all the unhinged lust of a succubus but the intense love that only a woman can feel—it’s making your powers into a uniquely destructive cocktail. You really shouldn’t abuse them like that.”

Demonika frowned at her. “I’m sorry, Godmommy. I wasn’t thinking straight for a second there after seeing him. But when he refused me, it’s like I sobered up all of a sudden.”

“That’s good to know,” I said, nodding. “And don’t get me wrong, you’re a hard one to refuse.”

She placed her hand on my crotch and grinned. “Oh. You weren’t bluffing.”


Chapter 14


The ‘demiplane within a demiplane’ solution was put in place almost immediately, and I couldn’t stop thinking about how hilarious it was that the school kept making accommodations for my sex life. Then again—it’s not like this was a human academy in a puritanical nation. We were vampires: lustful, voracious creatures of the night, and Demonika was literally a half sex demon, so they knew going into this enterprise just what was in store for them, I figured.

The next day, Cordelia held class with us. The whole time, though, all I could think about was what she revealed to me. She felt slighted by the fact that I hadn’t given her any romantic attention yet. I knew I should still be mad at her about what she did but…so much had happened since then that I couldn’t bring myself to care about it anymore. What did it matter now? No matter how I looked at it, I was responsible for her as her master, and that had to mean something.

“Mr. Bradshaw, are you quite alright?” she asked, her voice striking a professional tone now that she was in teacher mode, but I’d seen her with her shield down, and I couldn’t forget it. Clearly, she detected the fact that I’d been lost in thought about her for the last few minutes, and though she was trying to strike a balance, I could pick up hints of true worry in her voice.

“I’m fine,” I said, smiling compassionately at her. “I’m sorry, Mrs. Drake, please continue.”

“Very well,” she said, sighing a bit as she looked back at everyone else. “Your familiar has been neglected for too long because of your journey to Earth. While you were gone, you made the wise decision to keep him here for security reasons, but that meant that your rivals in the other houses were bonding with their familiar while Count Quackula the Duck Lord was growing distant from you. We’ll wrap our lesson up here for today, but I am going to assign you a crucial bit of homework.”

“Play with Quacky?” Demonika guessed.

“More or less, yes,” Cordelia said, beaming at her goddaughter. I was relieved to see that recent events had somehow caused them to forget the tension between them for the time being, and things seemed more or less back to normal. “What I want each of you to do is train with him and practice summoning him at random times until the impulse to summon him becomes second nature when you notice he isn’t present. After that, I want you to take him into the Whisper Woods on a little excursion or adventure. And give him lots of love, of course.”

“You got it,” I said, chuckling. “This reminds me of that time I had to take care of a fake baby in my Health Class back in high school with a random girl from my class.”

Demonika’s eyes went wide. “What was her name?”

“Carly Kiebler, I think,” I muttered, scratching my neck idly. “Something like that. Why?”

“Because next time we go to Earth I’m going to kill her since no one deserves to know what it’s like to raise your baby except me,” she said nonchalantly.

I nodded. “Ah. Well, maybe don’t do that, actually.”

Cordelia left us to our own devices then, which was always a dubious choice, and no sooner had she left than did Rhapsody stand up and casually plop herself in my lap. “We need to discuss the duck,” she stated plainly, as though she hadn’t just made a minor power play.

Demonika seethed quietly as she watched Rhapsody’s butt wriggle against my groin, but Mako seemed more or less willing to pretend nothing was happening. “Sure.” She snapped her fingers, and Count Quackula appeared.

Count Quackula, our familiar, was easily the cutest of all the familiars of the various houses, and he was technically bound to me more than any of the other members of House Dragon since I summoned him. I figured it was doubly true now that I was the Vampire Master of everyone else in the manor, save for Rhapsody.

Part of me wondered how Ophelia felt about Quackula, but she was getting on with him just fine from what I could tell. In the little ceremony leading up to the Bloodthirst Games, she was the one who summoned House Wolf’s familiar, so severing its connection from her must have been a little sad for her.

Demonika, her wings fanning open wide as she left her seat, squatted down to the floor to pick up our duck, mashing him between her impressive breasts. “Lucky duck,” I commented, winking at her.

Mako crossed her arms and sighed, but stayed on task. “Alright. For the bulk of the evening, our main job is just fucking off and doing our own shit while we constantly summon him away from each other every time we enter a new location or change activities.”

Ophelia giggled, pinching Mako’s shoulder playfully between two sharp nails. “Look at you, all bossy and assertive.”

I chuckled. “Someone’s gotta be or nothing would get done around here. But that sounds like a good plan, Mako.”

“It’s just hard to take her serious is all,” Ophelia sighed.

Mako’s brows slanted with irritation at the fairy girl. “And just why the fuck is that?”

“Because I got an up-close view of you cumming your brains out, and now it’s all I can see when I look at you,” Ophelia teased, and it made Demonika snicker impishly.

“Sh-shut up!” Mako huffed, her cheeks magically going even redder than their usual very red hue. “Forget that! Let’s all agree that whole episode never fucking happened!”

Rhapsody rubbed circles in my lap with her ass. “Curious, Ophelia. You say this as though you yourself were not also ‘cumming your brains’ out.”

Ophelia whipped her head and glared at Rhapsody, but she shifted her expression to a sadistic grin a moment later. “I suppose we’re all equals under the might of Demonika Darcy’s awesome power.”

Demonika kissed Count Quackula on the head and smiled softly at me. “Honestly, I’d be nothing without Barrett. And that’s Mrs. Bradshaw to you.”

“And one more thing,” Mako said with a smirk. “We aren’t equals. You’re technically at a lower rank in the harem than the bloodthralls still, aren’t you?”

I couldn’t restrain myself from laughing at that. “That never really got enforced, did it? And Demonika, don’t say you’re nothing without me. That’s just blatantly untrue.”

Rhapsody bounced a little in my lap, managing to coax a semi out of me. “No, it’s true. Demonika is exclusively attracted to you. If you disappeared from existence, she’d probably just die.”

“Technically we might all be in trouble since we’re his underlings,” Mako pointed out.

“Ignoring that, then,” Rhapsody muttered, managing to find the bulge of my shaft and sandwich it between her buttcheeks as she continued to grind in my lap. “If Demonika didn’t have Barrett to lust after, she’d have no power. I believe that my father and your godmother have it wrong, Demonika. It’s not merely that half-succubi vampires are innately more potent and powerful than full succubi—it’s that most succubi are objects of lust—but your lust for your lover, guided also by love, is beyond anything likely ever recorded.”

Demonika tapped her chin thoughtfully. “You might have a point there.”

I blinked in shock. “Does she, though?”

Demonika giggled at my confused face, obscured slightly by Rhapsody’s hair. “Yeah, I think she does.” The half succubus kissed our duck on the bill and handed him off to Mako, who took him hesitantly. “It’s true that succubi do lust, and their powers are based in that lust, but most of them draw their own lust from a narcissistic joy in the lust they inspire in others.”

“How many times can she say lust in one sentence?” Ophelia whispered to Mako, loud enough of course for everyone to hear. My brow arched as I noticed her put a hand on the small of the oni girl’s back.

“The difference with Demonika,” Rhapsody continued her train of thought for her, “is that she is a fountain of lust all her own, drawn not from external sources, but from her own desire to sex and suck Barrett Bradshaw without end or mercy. Therefore, her power is infinite.”

“That’s all very flattering,” I muttered sheepishly. My hands landed on Rhapsody’s hips, and I tried to lift her off of me, but like the spoiled princess she was, she grabbed the arms of my chair and dug in her nails—additionally, she clenched her buttcheeks tightly around my bulge, which probably wasn’t as effective as she was thinking it’d be but the message was received. “Anyway, I’m pretty sure there has to be more to it than that, though. There are a lot of people who are in love and in lust with someone else in a big way. You’re telling me no succubus or person with sex magic has met those preconditions before?”

Demonika giggled. “Baby, I don’t know how to tell you this, but I’m pretty sure I obsess more about making love to you than anyone, anywhere, at any point in the history of the multiverse has fantasized about anyone or anything else.”

“You could have told him with a hint of shame and self-awareness, maybe,” Mako muttered, rolling her eyes.

“Our girl is down bad,” Ophelia giggled. “Alright then, this has been illuminating and all, but it looks like Rhapsody is on the verge of sexually assaulting Barrett, and I’m still having flashbacks to our last episode so…” She grabbed Mako’s hand and started walking as if it was a given that the oni girl would follow her.

Mako’s eyes bulged. “Where are we going, exactly?”

“Let’s play fight in the garden,” Ophelia proposed. “We could study with books, but I’d rather practice with the magic we already know first. Also, I know you hate reading.”

Mako looked over at me shyly, Count Quackula still under her arm. “Not…hate. I’m just…not very focused about it.”

I laughed at that. “Go have fun. And Demonika, would you mind prying Rhapsody off of me, too?”

“Impossible,” Rhapsody huffed. “You sexed her so completely but neglected me.”

“It wasn’t a question of neglect,” I said, rolling my eyes.

“So answer whatever question it was by ravaging me, now, please, and also a preemptive thank you.”

“You can crash in my coffin tonight,” I offered. “How’s that sound? I think we should stay focused on our homework for once.”

Demonika grinned. “I’m open to exploring Rhapsody’s idea, personally.”

Rhapsody shot a straight-faced glare at Demonika as she continued to try and jerk me off with her buttcheeks. Suddenly I realized why she chose today to wear her tightest, thinnest dress.

“I’m still having Vietnam flashbacks to your last orgasm, honey, so I think I’m going to go for a walk and check on the bloodthralls. Why don’t you two do what Mako and Ophelia are doing and practice some magic?”

“Your neglect only makes me crave your attention more,” Rhapsody said as she stood. “I am onto your game of seduction.”

“I—I’m not trying to…” I just shrugged my shoulders and closed my eyes for a minute. “You know what? Sure. Yes. I’m seducing you. Just do your own thing for a bit and practice summoning and utilizing our fucking duck.”

Demonika frowned at me. “Come on, Rhapsody. If my master says now is not the time for us to express our love, then…we have to forgive him and find it in our hearts to believe that he knows what he’s doing.”

I bid them farewell and wandered outside into the night. We were the only group of vampires in the last thousand years that could bear the sunlight, yet we still mostly operated at night due to the schedule of the academy. It struck me as a bit of a waste, but then again, our sight was slightly compromised during the day. It was like we were native to the darkness and adopters of the light. Something about that made me think of a Bane quote from the worst Dark Knight movie directed by Christopher Nolan.

The evening was noisy. With a silent command, I summoned Count Quackula, and he appeared just overhead, soaring gracefully as only a duck could. I pointed at a random tree stump and muttered the incantation for spirit bullets while performing the gesture. Count Quackula twinned the spell once—and then, with a poof, he vanished, making me chuckle. The splinters from the stump we struck hadn’t even finished scattering.

In my imagination, it was probably Mako that summoned him away. She was likely in the middle of something with him when I summoned him in the first place. I decided to let her have him—or rather, let the girls fight over him for a while—before I attempted summoning him again.

I slipped my hands in my pockets as I walked the perimeter around the large lot that had the four properties on which each manor was seated. There were other students out and about, all with their own agendas. Most that I walked by seemed to be socially engaged. I spied Damian chatting up two girls whose body language made it clear that the three of them were on fucking terms.

Damian caught me staring. I expected a middle finger or a curse uttered in my direction, but instead he nodded with some kind of show of respect. That was a response I didn’t anticipate—nor did I want it. Truth be told, my perception of him was always evolving. He was an asshole, but he was honorable and fair. He’d helped me learn my first spell during our first magic lesson, he’d teamed up with me when we wanted to punish Winston for badmouthing Ophelia and Demonika, and he was more than sensible when Ophelia, who I was now on decidedly ‘friendly’ terms with, had her psychotic episode and tied Mako to a tree minutes before sunrise, back when such a thing was dangerous.

But on the other hand, if what Ophelia said was true, he was an asshole anyway. A misogynist, who pawned her off on me like some burden, ruining her relationship with her parents and making it next to impossible for her to ever return home because of the shame of their betrothal’s cancellation. Could a person be decent in some ways and a total asshole in others? Almost definitely. I mean, I sure could be. But the problem comes in when the ways in which they’re an asshole are a total dealbreaker.

I could never be Damian’s friend. In fact, if Ophelia wanted me to, I would make him more than just a rival and turn him into an enemy. And that’s factoring in how complex my own feelings were toward the fairy girl.

Ophelia was the kind of chick that shouldn’t exist. How could someone like her make it to adulthood without getting ostracized by society or punished to the point of breaking or dying? The answer, in her case, was probably ‘spoiled princess syndrome’ or something like it. First of all, if she was raised with fey, then it stood to reason that their society was probably a lot more allowing than human culture. But the fact that she was some kind of figure of nobility in that society until very recently made me wonder if there were any laws or rules or opinions that had held any sway over her growing up. Maybe her parents were exactly the same? Or maybe her bloodlust—emphasis on the lust—was a recent addition to her personality. I doubted that. She was probably the kind of kid that tortured woodland creatures every time someone made an angry face at her.

But there was so much I still wanted to understand about her. For better or worse, she was my little psycho fairy now, and I was responsible for her. Not only that, but I could tell that she was making an effort to get close to the other girls, and she’d proved herself loyal and obedient, so there’s that.

But Ophelia was the least of my worries right now. In truth, I needed to think more about Demonika and Cordelia. Demonika because she was such a wildcard in terms of the damage she could cause with her powers, and Cordelia because—well, it was time for me to do better for her.

I realized then that this midnight stroll had an ultimate destination. I didn’t need to race to the finish line—I could take it slow and clear my head, but by the time the night was through, I needed to pay Cordelia a visit. But first, I might as well check on the bloodthralls.

As I completed the first circle around the entire perimeter of Nosferatu Academy’s manor lots, I found Eliza and Maria watering plants in their garden out back behind our home.

“Master?” Eliza said, her eyes widening as she saw me. “Have you noticed something strange about the windows?”

I cocked my head, expecting a much more lovey-dovey greeting than that, but when my brain caught up to the conversation, I realized what they were talking about. “Ah. You mean how when you look inside, it seems to be a still image, right?”

Eliza and Maria both nodded eagerly, setting their work aside.

“That’s because the inside of our home was converted into a private demiplane after the—”

“After the cumwave?” Maria asked, her eyelashes fluttering.

I smirked, caught momentarily by surprise by the term. “Is that what you’re calling it?”

“That’s what everyone in the village is calling it, Master,” Eliza said, her arms pressing her breasts together as she folded her hands in front of her. “Lady Darcy really is amazing!”

“She certainly is,” I agreed. “But yes, now, anyone outside our home won’t see anything when they look inside except a still-life image of an empty building.”

“And it’s the same when we look outside,” Maria noted a little sadly. “And we can’t climb in the windows or even open them anymore.”

“I suppose that makes sense,” I chuckled. “I haven’t done much experimenting with it yet. How have you girls been since that?”

They took that note of concern as an excuse to rush me and hug me tightly, rubbing their faces against my chest. “We’re so glad you’re back from Earth and safe from Cummageddon,” Maria said.

I winced. “I thought it was the cumwave just a minute ago?”

Eliza kissed me on the lips, standing on her tiptoes to reach. “Master, I believe it's been years and years since you made love to us.”

“I haven’t even known you for a year,” I muttered. “Pretty sure you’re mistaken.”

“It feels that way,” she huffed. “I told you his sense of time isn’t that distorted yet, Maria! Idiot.”

“It was worth a try.”

Feeling a bit guilty, I took them into the gardening shed and fucked them both from the back, one after another in rapid succession. When they were satisfied, I left them on top of each other in a wheelbarrow as I set off into the night.

Summoning Count Quackula for practice, this time he was only with me for about three seconds before someone summoned him away, and it made me wonder just how aggressive the battle for the familiar had been this entire time. Deciding that I wanted no part of it for now, I realized the only thing left to do before I did some late night reading was check on Cordelia.

Cordelia, respond to this message with a one word reply if needed. Are you free now? I asked, sending a mental message.

There was the briefest pause, and then: I’m free. Are you wanting to see me? I’ll meet you in my study, unless you prefer I come to you.

I’ll come to you. I severed the link between us and took my raven form, shooting off into the sky to head toward her tower. As I saw it growing larger in the distance, a slight chill ruffled my feathers.

The last time I’d been up here was when it happened—when she used her powers of mesmerism to make me adopt her into my bloodline. For a moment, it brought back all the distrust, but when I saw her standing at the precipice, waiting for me like a housewife or a little girl watching at the window for her husband or father to come home, I banished those feelings.

She was excited to see me, and this time, there was no ulterior motive, and there never would be again.

I landed on the tower beside her. She looked into my eyes expectantly, waiting for me to speak. When I didn’t say anything right away, she licked her lips, daring to hope for a kiss. I wasn’t going to do that—not just yet.

But I did hug her. Cordelia let out a soft gasp as I pulled her into my arms, and she succumbed immediately, her body going limp against me. Her arms slowly rose, resting first on my hips, but slowly, quietly wrapping around my back—and then squeezing. And, in almost no time at all after that, I heard what I’d expected to hear. Soft sniffles, pressing into my shoulder. Tears of blood, typical of any vampire, leaked from her eyes and wetted my black jacket. “Thank you,” she said.

“For what, exactly?” I asked, continuing to hug her.

“For understanding how badly I need you right now—and for not ignoring it.”

My hands moved from her back to her cheeks, and I guided her face away from my chest to look into her eyes. “Tonight, I’m going to get to know you and your needs. And I’ll take care of every one of them that I can.”

She forced a kiss into me, and for a moment I almost drew back, but I didn’t. In the end, I let it happen because it was my duty to give her, my servitor, the affection she wanted from me. And I realized as I kissed her back that I’d been needing this as well, if maybe for entirely different reasons.


Chapter 15


As she kissed me, I felt her body shifting slightly—I could even hear the changes taking place. Slowly, sapphire scales spread outward from the base of her tail in rings, crystallizing over her skin like a layer of cool blue frost.

It didn’t cover her entire figure. The scales that spread from her wings covered her neck and shoulders but cut off just below her chin. Her pale, creamy white skin went just a shade bluer to accommodate their spreading. Meanwhile, the scales that spread from her tail seemed to find their rest atop her hips, but I would be able to confirm much better when the dress came off.

“What’s with the shift? You’re halfway into your elevated form,” I remarked as she nibbled affectionately on my lip. Her arms encircled my waist, hands clasping behind my back as she tugged my hard body against her softer, more curvaceous form.

“Let’s take flight together. Spread your wings. How long do you think you can hold it now?”

“I don’t know,” I confessed, whispering it. “Probably fifteen minutes at most.

She smirked devilishly. “Then we’ll have to be efficient about it.”

I wasn’t sure exactly what she had in mind, but if this is what she wanted, I would do as she asked. “Alright then,” I told her. “Take my shirt off for me, would you?”

“Take my dress off, then,” she replied, one brow arching with mischief.

Getting her out of her dress was hardly an arduous task. It was a matter of peeling the straps off her shoulders and letting it fall to the ground. She was naked underneath, and it was the first time I saw her this way. Her body reminded me a lot of Demonika’s—full breasts that were impressively soft, lustrous dark hair that spilled over one shoulder, wings on her back, a relatively trim figure, and long, long legs. She was a wet dream made flesh.

I expected her to be shy, but she wasn’t. Of fucking course she wasn’t. She was a goddess, her posture proud, a glint in her eye that seemed to say, “Drink in the sight.” She reveled in my staring, even delaying taking off my clothes for another few seconds so that I had time to ogle her properly.

“You’re gorgeous,” I said.

To my surprise, hearing me say that made her confident smile falter. “Thank you,” she whispered meekly, looking down. Her hands went for the bottom of my shirt and peeled it off with ease, then the second layer, until my chest was properly exposed. I wasn’t surprised when she wasn’t satisfied to stop there.

Cordelia chewed her lower lip as she fumbled with my belt, then figured it out in a matter of a few seconds. Next thing I knew, my pants were around my ankles, and I had to step out of them lest I be in danger of tripping when I tried to take flight.

My wings shot out of my back, all six of them, and my body changed into my elevated form. Cordelia’s eyes widened at the sight, her hand resting on my cheek. “You’re more beautiful than I am,” she said.

“I think you’re giving me just a bit more credit than I deserve,” I chuckled at that, not at all agreeing.

She shook her head. “If anything, I’m not giving you enough.” Cordelia looked down again, and I caught her chin and guided her gaze back to meet mine.

“Don’t look away from me,” I said softly. “You seem insecure. You don’t have to be.”

“Yes, master,” she said.

I frowned at the title, but she continued to speak before I could protest outwardly.

“Forgive me. I’m not insecure about my appearance in the least. I just—I hope that you find something in me that you can appreciate. I hope I won’t always simply be a box you need to tick off a list each night.”

I grabbed her hands and held them. “Explain,” I said. “I’m not sure I understand what you’re getting at.”

“Of course you don’t,” she chuckled, shaking her head like she had been caught saying something quite silly indeed. “I’m sorry, it’s foolish. Girlish of me, really. Barrett—I am going to fall in love with you one day. It’s inevitable, and not because you’re my master.”

“Are you sure it’s not because of that?” I asked. “Why are you so sure that you’re falling for me, anyway?”

“I just—I can feel it. And when it happens, I’d like for you to love me too. If you end up seeing me as some distraction or duty—someone you have to appease with sex, attention, and affection…I’m too proud for that. I’d rather be deprived.”

I squeezed her hands and nodded. “Okay. I understand what you mean now.”

Her eyes opened a bit more. “Do you?”

I smiled softly at her. “Yes, I think I do. You’re afraid that I won’t fall in love with you and I’ll see you as some kind of burden—like a pet I have to take care of—”

“A little like the bloodthralls,” Cordelia added. “You don’t love them on the same level as you love my goddaughter—you care for them as a responsibility. I don’t want that.”

“I understand. For the record, I do love them—but you’re right, it isn’t quite the same as with Demonika, Mako, and Rhapsody.”

“And Ophelia?”

I cringed a bit. “We’re still working on it, but she’s growing on me.”

Cordelia kissed me, terminating the conversation for a moment. She lifted a leg and hooked it around me, and I hugged her and kissed her back. Her tongue tasted cool—a little like mint, but that wasn’t it. It had that nipping bite that mint had, but the flavor was altogether something new. Whatever spell or perfume she used to enhance her natural scent was also working wonders on me.

I pulled away from her lips to kiss her neck, tracing a trail of pecks and short licks from her nape to her collarbone. She threw her head back, and she moaned from the bliss of it all, her nails digging lightly into my back. “I’ve been waiting on this since before you turned me to your line,” she whispered in a husky tone.

One of my hands grabbed her breast and kneaded the tender flesh. Her moans grew in depth and frequency, and soon she was the one kissing my neck as though to thank me for the attention. “Please,” she whimpered. “Please.”

I wasn’t quite sure what she was begging for, but I had my suspicions. With my arms draped around her, I took flight, lifting her off the ground with me. Her wings spread for a brief moment, too, but she followed my lead, letting me carry her up and away. “Where do you want to go?”

“To the highest peak in the mountains behind the castle—somewhere we can be totally alone.”

I set my sights on the highest peak I could see, flying with her on that trajectory. She continued to kiss me, her arms and legs wrapped tightly around me the entire time. Admittedly, my cock was getting pretty hard from all the attention and nudity, so I was getting a little impatient. She seemed to sense it.

“You can put it in now,” she moaned, nibbling my ear. “Go on, young man. Fill me up.”

“I am not entirely confident in my ability to fly and have sex at the same time,” I confessed.

“If we crash, we crash,” she said. “Put it in.”

I wasn’t all that hard to persuade in the end, so I did as I was told and inserted my cock into her pussy. The warmth of it startled me, what with the brisk high altitude winds nipping at our naked skin. Somewhere down below, Count Quackula was getting bossed around by Mako, Demonika, Ophelia, and Rhapsody, and here I was, banging our teacher.

“It’s thicker than I thought it’d be,” she whispered, her voice hoarse from exertion as she ground her hips against me, doing most of the work as I tried my best to keep us airborne. The sensation of it all was intoxicating—feeling the wind rip through me as we soared while my cock was getting roughly massaged by wet sapphire dragon vampire pussy was a bit of a trip.

I could feel my form wavering as I found my focus divided up in so many ways. I might lose my wings sooner rather than later at this rate, I realized. “Cordy,” I muttered, “I might fall out of my elevated form.”

“No, you won’t,” she insisted, her voice cracking from the pleasure of the act she performed upon me. “Elevated forms can be maintained by focusing on the parts of your body that are different in this form. Hold onto the sensation in your wings,” she told me, her hand massaging the base of one of my wings where it met my shoulder blade. “Let me focus on your cock.”

“Easier said than done,” I muttered, but I followed her advice like it was my new god. I stayed mentally locked on the sensation in my wings—of the cold air cutting through them, of her hand resting at the base of one. In the end, she appeared to be right.

We touched down more elegantly than I thought we would, landing on our feet atop a mountain, no one for miles and miles around in any direction. There was snow up there, but the cold didn’t bother us as vampires. I laid her down on a soft bank of white powder, leaving her imprint in it. I kneeled between her legs, expecting to go traditional missionary, but seeing me take that position, she formed an L-shape with her body, her legs sticking straight up so that they ended up running up my chest and past my shoulders.

Her wings spread as wide as they could at the moment of penetration. Her eyes rolled back, her mouth opening, a forked tongue dangling out for a second before she collected herself. She took a luxurious position, her arms resting behind her head, giving me the most unobstructed view of her tits as I plowed her as best as I could manage. Her nipples were larger than Demonika’s, but pale—skin-toned, or very nearly. It gave her an even more exotic allure than her dragon features.

“How—how is it?” she moaned, meeting each thrust of mine with her own counterthrust. “Is it good?”

“Of course,” I said, almost laughing. My face probably looked really stupid then as I pumped away inside her.

“Good,” she said, seeming to relax a bit. Barrett—please…”

“Please what?” There it was again. She kept just saying “please” over and over. “What do you want me to do?”

“Try your hardest,” she moaned.

I slowed down for a second. “Sorry, am I underperforming here?”

“No!” she blurted out. “No, not with sex—I’m sorry. I mean—with me. Try your hardest to find something in me that you can love.”

I smiled at her. “I won’t have to try. We just need a little time.” I picked up the pace again, and it seemed somehow even warmer and wetter than before. The sounds were getting lewder by the second—wetter, sloppier noises gushing from her yielding pussy with every potent thrust.

“I have many powers,” she said, her voice choking up from the pleasure. “I–ahh! Fuck that’s good. Barrett—Master, I know so much magic. I can teach you all of it. I know many secrets, things that aren’t in your textbooks. I—”

“Stop it,” I grunted. “Stop.”

She turned her head away from me in shame. “I’m sorry. Ahh!” A hot moan followed the apology as I slammed into her again. There wasn’t much more talking after that, not until we neared the proverbial finish line.

Cordelia’s wings cocooned around me as if to hold me in place as I felt her inner walls start to clench around me. She was silent for a moment—completely quiet, but then, when her orgasm hit its peak, her back arched up off the snow and she pressed her palms into the ground and let out a roar of a moan as she came undone.

I followed behind a few minutes later. By then, she’d pulled me down to repeatedly kiss me as I thrust inside her again and again. When I came, I filled her semi-draconic womb full of my seed. I didn’t pull out right away when it was over. I just rested on top of her and hugged her tightly. I could tell we were going to talk.

“Thank you for accepting me, Mr. Bradshaw,” she said, her voice an odd fusion of her teacher voice and something a bit more vulnerable.

“Hey, I just came in an older woman’s pussy. I should be thanking you,” I teased.

She chuckled a bit and slapped my butt a couple of times to indicate that she was ready for me to dismount if I wanted to. I pulled out slowly, my cock dripping our combined fluids onto her stomach and then the snow between her legs as I rose to my feet. “I feel a bit silly standing around naked in the snow outside.”

“You look cute enough, though,” she remarked, her arms still behind her head.

I helped her to her feet—a gesture of affection more than anything she benefited from. “Listen,” I muttered, looking her in the eyes, “I can tell that you’re worried about me accepting you.”

“Based on the way I came under your power, can you blame me?” she asked.

I shook my head. “No, I understand why you worry. And I know I said some stuff back then, and it’s not like I think I was wrong or unfair at the time but—people evolve. Situations change. Understanding grows.”

“Thank you for your understanding,” she said, touching my cheek, “Mr. Bradshaw.” She smirked as she used that old title for me.

I chuckled. “Anyway, I really do get it. I feel it too sometimes, that feeling.”

“What feeling?” she asked, cocking a brow.

“Pressure. Pushing down on me, pushing down on you—”

“Barrett, I swear to all that is unholy, if you quoted Queen while we were having sex, I would eject you from my body and slap your dick so hard it’d wrap halfway around and spank your own behind.”

I blinked. “Thank you for giving my length that much credit.”

We flew back to Cordelia’s tower, but as I prepared to leave her there, she stopped me. “Wait, Barrett. I’m coming with you.”

I arched a brow. “Oh?”

“I would like to move in with House Dragon now that we’ve crossed this bridge—if I have your blessing, of course.”

I gave it some thought but quickly decided that I was okay with it. Even still… “You’ll have to sell the other girls on it.”

She sighed at the notion, but smiled anyway. “I’ll be as persuasive as I can be—but I think it makes the most sense. We are something of a family now, after all.”

I smirked at that. “Yes, I guess we are.”

When we arrived home, the others were all out and about with Count Quackula. It gave her some time to customize her own room to her tastes, doing as she saw fit, but eventually they all returned together, the vampire duck perched atop Ophelia’s head like a web-footed crown.

“What are you doing here?” Ophelia asked, her brows raised to see Cordelia lying outstretched on the chaise lounge in the parlor.

“I echo that question, but more politely,” Mako said.

“I echo it, but less politely,” Demonika huffed.

Rhapsody just kind of blinked a bunch.

“Barrett and I finally took the next step in our bond together,” she declared. “As such, I think it’s high time House Dragon unites under one roof.”

Demonika turned to me, her expression hard to decipher. “You boinked my godmommy?”

“Uh. Yes.”

She grinned. “Nice.”

“As a peace offering, since I know we’ve had our ups and downs of late,” Cordelia continued, brushing past Demonika’s more positive than expected reaction, “I have something that I think Barrett will appreciate—and that will benefit you all too.”

We all exchanged looks of intrigue. This was also a surprise to me. “Well, don’t keep us hanging,” I said. “What’s going on?”

She performed a couple fast gestures and a scroll appeared in her hand. “I’ve got some interesting reading for you to do tonight, Mr. Bradshaw.”

Mako and Demonika groaned, but Ophelia just seemed confused, while Rhapsody made no visible reaction at all. As for me?

I cracked my knuckles and licked my index finger. “Let me at it.”


Chapter 16


The document that Dracula had prepared for my perusal lay on the table in front of me, looking as unassuming as any sheet of paper. It was written in the Dark Lord’s elegant penmanship, but I was familiar enough with cursive, thanks to a childhood phase, that I managed to learn it even when most of my classmates never did. That was one more thing discarded by American school systems for my generation.

I had retreated into the study to go over the contents of the letter myself, resolving that I wanted to be alone whenever I learned just whatever it was I was about to learn. It might very well turn out to be a fat lot of nothing—at the very least I expected the bulk of what was here to simply be retreads of the lore I’d discovered when Rhapsody and I went through the forbidden section of the library. Maybe there was nothing new here at all. Or maybe there was earth-shattering news that was going to rock my composure in front of my women. If so, I didn’t want them to see me in a weakened or vulnerable state. Demonika, Rhapsody, and Mako wouldn’t be fazed by it—but Cordelia and Ophelia were new. Were they ready for that?

The paper was a long sheet rolled up to look like a scroll. With an audible crinkle, I unfolded it and took a deep, technically unnecessary breath—vampires don’t have to breathe after all, but it was a habit we never shook. I noticed the likes of Arthur and Dracula exhibiting the same practice in heavy moments.

The paper wasn’t that artificially bright Kinko’s white, but a more eggshell color, and the texture made it feel aged. Still, the sheet was immaculate save for the Count’s gaudy penmanship. I squinted a little to read it, his fine lines making it a bit of a chore.

Dear Barrett, my future son-in-law,

I suspect there is little in the attached documents that I haven’t already shared with you. I did continue to do research once we found out who your rather noteworthy father was, but my library isn’t growing anytime soon, so I only have what is available to me here in my domain. I hate to disappoint you, but there are some things that I learned.

For instance, consider this summoning circle that I have drawn below. Don’t get too excited, now. It is unlikely that any living mage, myself included, is powerful enough to summon Michael the Archangel against his will. That being said, with some practice, you may one day be able to open the door for him, and if he wished to appear to you, then he could at that time. I do not know or even think that that is something he would like to do—but then, I know very little of the circumstances surrounding your conception. I suppose if he wants to meet you one day, he will choose to do so on his own terms anyway.

Perhaps the most important lore I can share with you about your father is a story that your mother told me. About nineteen years ago, your mother worked at a diner to support herself and save money for the family she hoped to have. She was engaged to a man then—I do not recall his name, or even if she ever shared it with me. It seems somehow unimportant now, anyway. Your mother and that man were trying to conceive, planning to elope once they succeeded, against their parents’ will. They thought that if there was a baby involved, it might be enough for them to give their blessing to the marriage.

Unfortunately, after several hospital visits, the doctors determined that not only was your mother barren, she needed a hysterectomy—a procedure that would rob her of her womb, the very thing that could provide even a glimmer of hope that she could one day have a child, even if doctor’s did declare her unable. Without that, she gave up on that dream, and her boyfriend gave up on her. He left her while she was still in the hospital, forcing her to foot the medical bill alone.

She spent every dollar of savings that she had to pay off that bill and still ended up in debt. Poor and alone, she drove back to her diner after her stay in the hospital to find that they had replaced her with another waitress. Thankfully, the new waitress didn’t show up for her first shift, so they allowed your mother to fill in for her, potentially keeping her job. During that shift, your mother said the most uncanny man she’d ever met walked through the doors wearing white pants, a white dress shirt, a heavy white trench coat, and white boots. He sat down and, despite being rather attractive, no one wanted to serve him due to his unusual energy and way of dressing. Your mother volunteered to do it in the end, wanting to prove herself so that she could keep her job.

When she greeted the man, she started talking and ended up telling the man her entire life story. She didn’t know why—it was like he compelled her to without a single word. When she asked the man’s name, he didn’t tell her, but she was sure that he was an angel because after her shift ended, she found him waiting by her car. He took your mother in the backseat of her car and…well, I think you know. She never saw him again.

A few weeks later, your mother started showing early symptoms of pregnancy, which was of course impossible given the fact that she’d had her uterus removed. Even still, when the symptoms only became more damning, she went to the free clinic and had her pregnancy confirmed.

Your mother told Arcturus Roman this story when he first approached her about his plans for Camp Blackwood. Your mother’s case was in the news for a while, so it ended up on his radar for that reason. She told us not to tell you because she was ashamed of certain parts of the story, but I think your right to know the full story behind your parentage and how we know what we know takes precedence.

And there it is. That’s the tale, and I think you’ll agree it's a rather interesting one. When we heard that story, we were practically reduced to fits of maniacal laughter. The sheer potential of a half-angel as a vampire was beyond anything we’d yet considered. And what if you one day awakened to the powers she spoke of in her story? Perhaps you could indeed give Miss Darcy and my daughter the children they want. But I ask you not to experiment with that for now. That is another matter altogether that deserves much more deliberation than a simple letter can provide.

Below this letter you will find several spells and passages relating to angels, and, where possible Michael the Archangel. I don’t know what it is you will be empowered to do with this information, if anything, but you deserve to have what we have.

Finally, there is one more matter I’d like to discuss with you in time. I know that you refused my offer of having you replace me. I mentioned that Damian was the next on my list of candidates if you did, and that is still true. That being said, in light of this information and even my fresh recollection of the story I just told you, I hope that you reconsider. If you do, you know where to find me.

Sincerely,

Count Dracula, your future father-in-law

I rolled up the letter in silence, my eyes widened as I took in this new information. The study was the quietest room in the house, mystically warded from outside noises, and of course the fact that the interior of our manor now rested in a demiplane within a demiplane meant that our house was also blanketed from the outside world’s noise already. The soft crackle of the paper and the rustle of my fingers along the desk felt deafening for these reasons.

My blood seemed to freeze inside my veins. I shivered as the truth settled in. There was nothing surprising, really, about my origins that the letter had revealed. It wasn’t that I was shocked at all. It was that I…well, just knowing somehow felt so heavy, like the knowledge weighed a ton. Imagining my father as a person walking into a diner and greeting my mother made him real in my mind in a way that he hadn’t been since I was a child.

And I was happy. I was happy to know that my mother got the child she wanted in me. On some level, she knew what Dracula and Arthur’s plans were, too—that much I’d been aware of for a while. I felt somehow refreshed just knowing that this path I was now on was one that, just maybe, my mother would be happy to see me tread. I mean, she may have some opinions about the harem situation, but I think she’d get it. She was a cool mom.

The additional scrawlings of casting circles, sigils, and Enochian text wasn’t much to go off of, but it did give me some leads to follow if I ever felt compelled to learn more. For now, though? I was happy. Now that I knew what I knew, I realized that it was all I needed to know. There was no deeper meaning behind my birth. It was just a mysterious stranger answering a suffering woman’s prayer in a rather unconventional way. And that’s all it had to be.

I turned out fine, all things considered. Growing up without a father was hard, but I had father figures my whole life. My mother was good about helping me find strong men to look up to. So I left the correspondence from Dracula on the desk and opened the door to head out to the parlor. I was not surprised to see Demonika standing right up against the doorway, but I jumped a bit anyway when I saw her wide eyes and big grin.

“You’re back!” she sighed, cooing contentedly as she placed her hands on my chest. “Did you learn anything new?”

I nodded, smiling back at her. “Yeah. I think I’m ready to move on.”

Rhapsody rose from her seat in the parlor, while Mako stayed lounged in hers, content to simply wave at me and listen from a distance. “I was concerned,” Rhapsody stated, her eyes also open quite wide. “You never spent so much time reading a single short document. I thought you would be in and out of that room within five seconds. It has been close to five minutes. You frightened me terribly.”

I kissed her on the forehead reassuringly, then Demonika when she violently inserted her forehead between us afterward. “I’m fine. I’m sorry, it was just a lot that I had to think about.”

“Did you cry?” Mako asked, calling out from the parlor. For a second I thought she was mocking me until she added, “I’d probably cry if I were you and learned something new about my father.”

“I didn’t cry,” I said, but I quickly added, “but the night is still young. It definitely is…having an effect on me.”

Demonika grabbed my head and pulled it against her chest. “Cry into my bosom if you need to, baby. It’s the perfect place for a man to let his feelings out.”

“While I agree,” I muttered, my voice muffled by her cleavage, “I don’t think I’m about to cry any time soon, so you can let me go.”

“No, no, it’s fine, darling. Just stay here until the waterworks come.”

A knock on the door gave me the opportunity to escape from Demonika’s fantabulous boobs. I looked around and realized two of us were missing. “Where are Ophelia and Cordelia? Is that them? Why would they be knocking?”

Ophelia flashed right in front of me, blood streaked across her lips. “Big Bear! Good news! Now that I’m bonded to you, I can drink of your bloodthralls!”

I frowned instantly. “That sounds like bad news. You better not hurt them.”

Ophelia rolled her eyes and swatted my shoulder playfully. “Oh, they loved it. Professor Drake is putting them to bed now. They were rather sleepy afterwards.”

The knock at the door sounded again, resonating throughout our home. “I guess we should get that,” I muttered, though I actually wanted to check on Eliza and Maria. I paced over to the door and threw it open, Demonika and Ophelia standing behind me. The person waiting on the other side of the door was Damian, looking like a total bastard, and he was looking unamused.

The half-fairy vampire pulled some hair out of his face and tucked it behind an ear as he looked me over like I was something his cat puked up. “Bradshaw.”

“Fairy boy,” I replied. “Sorry, I forgot your last name.”

“That’s fine, I’d prefer you don’t sully it with your putrid tongue.”

“I’m guessing you didn’t come by for a cup of sugar, did you?” I replied as Demonika started hugging me from the back. I wasn’t certain if she was trying to calm me down and keep things from turning violent or if she was just horny, but given the way she was rubbing her breasts across my back in circular motions, I had my suspicions.

Damian scoffed, then glanced down at Demonika’s hands, which were wrapped around my ribcage. His brow creased, and he looked back up at me. “Something is up with your house.”

“If you’re referring to the amount of sex that we engage in—” Rhapsody started to say before Damian interrupted her.

“No, no. Not that.” He seemed to be studying our doorframe. “Truth be told, everyone seems to be having sex with everybody these days. You’re the one house with any kind of exclusivity deal going on. No, I’m here because I tried looking in your windows and realized that, although I was certain you were all home, I saw nothing and no one.”

“What a fucking creep,” Mako grunted, still lounging in the parlor. “Pervert.”

He smirked and shook his head, spreading his hands. “It isn’t like that at all, so don’t flatter yourselves. Truth is, it’s hard not to notice. So what’s the story? Do you have some kind of cloaking spell? When I approached the manor, I couldn’t even detect you all inside until I was standing right in front of the door.”

Ophelia took this opportunity to insert herself into the situation, which I knew the second she opened her mouth would only make things worse. She wrapped her arms around my bicep as she said, “None of your fucking business. Get off our property or we’ll blast you out.”

“I’d like to see you try, you bloodthirsty bitch,” he hissed. “In any case, if you’re not going to be forthcoming, then I’ll—” He had started to turn around but stopped when he felt my hand squeeze his shoulder. “What the fuck is your problem?” Damian growled, seething at me as he stared back in disbelief. “Get your filthy hands—”

I punched him in the face, sending him back about ten feet until he hit a tree. I stepped out of our house, and Demonika relinquished her grasp of me to spectate, but Ophelia moved at super speed to place herself between us. “No, Damian, walk away. Don’t do this.”

“I haven’t done anything!” he shouted in exasperation. “Why are you telling me to back off? Tell your shithead of a lover.”

“Damian, do you remember when we skinned and burned that guy alive?” I asked.

His eyes narrowed. “So what?”

“Do you remember why you did that? What did he call Ophelia that made you that angry that you felt so compelled to defend her honor?”

A flash of understanding appeared on his face before it darkened again. “Bitch.”

“So let me just say this—Ophelia is a member of House Dragon now. She’s not just my lover. She’s our friend.”

“That’s right,” Rhapsody said from somewhere behind me. “She rubbed her vagina against Mako’s while she waited for Barrett’s penis.”

“Raps, SHUT THE FUCK UP!” Mako shouted from somewhere still inside the parlor.

Damian shook his head like he was trying to quickly unlearn something that he’d just learned. “That’s—that’s…I have nothing to say to that.”

“Please don’t say anything!” Mako shouted.

I continued and tried not to laugh at the situation which was quickly getting out of control. “I wasn’t trying to get at that anyway. My point was that if you disrespect Ophelia now, you call down the fury of our entire house. This time, I’d be willing to let you off with a warning—but only if Ophelia wants that.”

I nodded at her and smiled. The fairy girl beamed at me and bit her lip so hard she punctured it. “No, I changed my mind. Fuck him up real bad.”

My smile fell. How did I not see that coming? If it had been literally any other girl in House Dragon, they would have gotten that I was trying to de-escalate while making a point, but Ophelia, cute, bloodthirsty psycho that she was, either was calling my bluff or genuinely wanting to see me pummel the piss out of Damian.

“Uhh, well—if you’re sure that’s what you want,” I said.

Demonika stepped out from behind me and ended up between Ophelia and me. She winked at me, and for a moment, I was completely relieved because I knew that Demonika understood what I was trying to do. “Instead of violence, how about we line up in a neat little row on top of Barrett’s coffin and let him plow us one-by-one? I’ll go first!”

Ophelia’s brows knitted. “But—can there be blood?”

Damian laughed and started walking away with his hands in his pockets. “Sounds like you’ve got your hands full, Bradshaw. If you ever do have balls to properly punish me, I’m not hard to find.” He glanced over his shoulder at me and grinned. “But don’t think I won’t pay it right back tenfold.”

“Please,” Ophelia huffed, crossing her arms. “His dick is better than yours, you know. And he actually knows how to kiss.”

Damian flipped her off as he continued to walk away, leaving Ophelia to let out a growl of disappointment. My veins seized with regret as I saw that reaction. Should I have picked a fight with him at all? Was I being an asshole for not going further?

Rhapsody answered my silent question in her own way. “It is better to not cause more trouble. Things keep happening. We should not make things happen that we will have to deal with later. Ophelia, your vengeance can come when there is an opportunity.”

Cordelia appeared at the doorway at that moment, smirking softly at us as she cleared her throat to summon our attention. “I’m actually impressed—not just with you, Barrett, that you resisted the urge to enact your personal justice, but with Ophelia, too.”

“With me?” the pink-haired girl repeated dubiously, her brows quivering. “Why me?”

“It’s quite simple. The old Ophelia would have taken unilateral action to punish Damian on her own. It wouldn’t have been out of character for you to assault him for much less of an impetus than that. But you sought the blessing of your fellow House Dragon companions and even instinctively leaned into your natural instinct to let your master determine if a fight needed to be fought.”

Ophelia’s rose-colored eyes widened as understanding dawned on her. “That’s true! I held back!”

“It means your bond with Barrett has grown considerably. I’m quite proud of you, Miss Sprinkledew.” Cordelia patted her on the head, making Ophelia grin.

“Praise me more, Mommy Darcy.”

Cordelia’s eyebrow arched, but her smirk only grew. Then she turned her gaze on me. “In the future, Barrett, I highly suggest that you consider calling for me if there is any tension with House Wolf. I’ll come at once. As a teacher of this institution I can only do so much, but I sincerely doubt that even your detractors in other houses would be so brazen to defy me.”

“Noted,” I said, nodding as I put a hand on Ophelia’s back. Ophelia looked up at me, her face twisting into a devious grin. “Are you really going to line us all up and fuck us on top of your coffin?”

Cordelia blinked. “What’s this now?”

Demonika giggled. “Godmommy, hi. Welcome to the House Dragon dynamic! Don’t worry, you’ll be included in all sexy extracurricular activities henceforth.”

Rhapsody’s back straightened as something appeared to dawn on her. “Sextracurricular.”

“You’re getting better with the puns,” I noted with a chuckle. “Let’s head back inside, shall we? Cordelia—how are the bloodthralls?”

“Oh, they’re fine. It turns out that those of us bonded to you can actually drink their blood. It’s not unheard of, though it is risky to try. Now that you have so many women bonded to you, though, I figured your power should be enough to pull that feat off.”

“The feat of sharing my bloodthralls with you?” I muttered. “What if something happened to them?”

“It doesn’t work like that,” Cordelia said, smiling softly. “If it wasn’t going to work, Ophelia and I would have been the ones to suffer, not your thralls.”

“I see,” I said, stroking my chin. “That is interesting. So that means all of you can—”

“No,” Rhapsody said, interrupting me. Her face was that perfectly blank look that I recognized as storminess. “I can’t. I am not bonded to you.”

I nodded as I recalled it. “Sometimes I forget because—”

“I never forget,” she muttered.

An awkward silence fell on us then as I figured out what to say. I looked at Cordelia for help. “This apparently means a lot to her. Is there any way for her to be bonded to me?”

“Of course,” Cordelia said, nodding. “But she would possibly lose the connection with you and need for it to be redone every time she shifted into her human form. And, since she’s a dhampir, we simply don’t know what other side effects there could be. It’s so untested. Her father is understandably cautious.”

I also agreed with him, though I didn’t want to say it out loud just then. I couldn’t bear the thought of trying to bond with Rhapsody only to find out that it weakened, hurt her, or worse—somehow ended up leading to her death. But if she asked me outright, I wouldn’t know how to refuse her.

We went inside after a bit more conversation, joining Mako on the couch. She was reading the textbook to our class with Cordelia. We didn’t have another lesson for quite a while, so that meant she was either reviewing or studying ahead, which was a little unlike her.

She closed her book when I sat down, Rhapsody and Demonika each taking up seats on my armrests and wrapping their arms around my neck. Mako looked at me hard for a moment, then spoke. “Are you satisfied?”

“About what?” I asked, totally caught off guard by how abrupt the question seemed.

“Sorry,” she murmured, blushing a little, her already scarlet cheeks going crimson. “I just mean—do you feel better after reading that note or whatever?”

“Oh,” I chuckled. “That. Yeah, I do. I think I’m ready to move past it for a while and focus on what’s right in front of us.”

“And what is right in front of us?” Mako added.

I couldn’t hold back a smile. “Well, you all are right in front of me. Our classes. Our school. Growing as magic users and vampires…” But then a sobering intrusion appeared in my mind, and I turned to Cordelia. “But I also have to voice some caution. If those dimension hoppers we met back on Earth are right, then the Netherveil may be in trouble.”

“I wouldn’t put too much stock in the words of strangers desperately trying to get home,” Cordelia said, her gaze settled on me, though flitting to Demonika as the half-succubus girl’s tongue wrapped around my neck. “They had their agenda and were likely saying what they needed to say to get what they wanted.”

“And are you willing to bet on that?” Mako asked. “With all our lives? Your goddaughter’s? Your new master’s?”

“I won’t bet on anything,” Cordelia retorted quickly. “I’ll be monitoring the situation with the Netherveil. Dracula typically knows at least a week in advance before any incursions happen. So far he has been able to handle them on his own, but if they start to escalate, then we’ll help. What else can we do?”

I shrugged, shaking my head. “Not much to add to that. I agree. Keep an eye on the situation and take their words into account, but we can’t live in fear.”

“The best I can do is make sure that the other houses hear of the matter and mentally prepare themselves to fight, should it come to that,” the dragoness said. “Demonika, that is very lewd to be doing in a sitting room.”

Demonika’s tongue had entirely gone around my neck and was beginning to slide into my mouth. Upon being called out, she retracted her tongue and hissed in irritation. “Godmommy, that’s just the way we all agree to do things around her.”

“She is correct,” Rhapsody added, nodding jerkily in the affirmative as she intertwined her fingers in mine. “We even engage in erotic handholding.”

Cordelia’s sculpted brows raised with something toeing the line between interest and concern. “What makes it erotic?”

Rhapsody blinked frantically. “I do not understand.”

“Oh, Raps,” Mako sighed, a slight cringe on her crimson face. “I was joking when I said that was sexual, honey.”

Rhapsody’s eyes widened a little. “I see. A joke at my expense. Very well. My mortification is immense, and my evening is ruined.” Even so, she did not let go of my hand.

Ophelia finally took a seat beside Mako and helped herself to the oni girl’s thighs as a pillow. “H-hey!” Mako shouted. “Who gave you permission to do that?”

The fairy girl made eye contact with me as she cajoled Mako, deviously grinning. “Oh, quiet, you. I’ve done much worse down here, you know.”

She definitely had a point there.


An Interlude


Becky had never imagined such wonders in all her wildest dreams—fresh meat and gallons of blood, straight from the butcher. Microwaves for when you didn’t want to eat cold brain matter and yearned to heat it up all sophisticated-like. Running water so that they could house a fully-formed slavic water spirit indoors…the wonders of the modern world were truly ceaseless.

She had never been so happy. Living in the Netherveil had always been such a lonely affair for her. Under the Count’s orders, monsters were pressured never to overharvest from the human population, lest it dwindle and the humans cry out that the Count had failed to protect them. No—she’d been relegated to eating beasts like a—well, like a beast, she supposed.

In the end, everyone was a beast in one sense or another. Humans were every bit the monsters that Rachel the sweet little rusalka was. Rachel—what a wonderful monstrosity she turned out to be. In such a short time, merely a couple of weeks, they had settled into their exciting new lives together as modern women, under the guidance of Tara the glasses-wearing librarian and Evie, the werewolf.

Evie was a bit more patient than Tara when it came to the quirks of dealing with the rusalka.

Ding dong. The doorbell rang. It was a tinny, scarcely audible ring for humans even from the living room, but Evie’s pointed wolf ears picked up on it even from the bathroom. She popped her head out from it, her eyes wide as she stared into the living room where Rachel, who was completely nude, was sprawled out on the couch doomscrolling on her phone.

“Rachel, is that your meal already?”

Rachel tapped her screen a few times, and an electronic voice emitted from her phone’s speakers. “Yes, sir or madam. It is time.”

“Thank God I just finished filling the tub. Go on, then, get inside here. We’ll lead him to you.”

Rachel stood and beamed at Evie, then at Becky. She tapped her screen a few more times and more words came out. “He is supposed to be tall. Do you want to share him with me?”

“I would love to, Rachel,” the changeling giggled, rising to her feet as well. She was wearing what had to be the comfiest clothing ever dreamt of in this or any world—fleece pajama pants and a matching top, pink in color, with a cartoon mouse named Minnie adorning the chest and rump parts of the ensemble. Becky understood that these characters were children’s idols—gods that the youths prayed to and even traveled on great pilgrimages to see in person. There was one holy land in Orlando, Florida where this mouse goddess walked among mortals. Becky would like to see her in the flesh one day. She figured Rachel would enjoy Splash Mountain.

Evie shuttled Rachel into the bathroom in a hurry as Becky headed toward the door. She unzipped her fleece top as far down as it would go to display a valley of cleavage that would certainly cloud the human’s judgment long enough for her to lure him into the bathroom. Once he heard Rachel’s captivating voice beckoning to him and saw her enticing naked flesh promising a lover’s embrace, he would go to her, and she would take it from there.

Becky rested her hand on the doorknob, making awkward eye contact with Tara, who was sipping cocoa in the corner, trying to make herself scarce. “Which one was this one?” Becky asked.

Tara gulped, the poor, innocent human woman. “Donny Jackstone. He sexually assaulted an old woman on a bus.”

“Very good. Don’t feel bad for him, Tara. Everyone dies, you know.”

The human girl nodded slowly. “Is it going to be painful?”

“Well—in a sense, a little bit. Rachel will drag him under the water and drown him, and while he’s struggling, I’ll see if I can harvest some of his organs—they’re most delicious when they’re fresh, you know.”

“Definitely going to take your word on that,” Tara murmured. “Good luck, I guess.”

Becky finally opened the door. She was actually a little impressed that the guy didn’t ring it repeatedly. For that, she might plead with Rachel to expedite his death just a smidge. When the door was thrown open, a surprisingly decent-looking man in his forties stood there. She smiled at him, leaning against the doorframe in her sultriest pose, making sure to mash her breasts together for maximal cleavage.

“Hello there,” she cooed. “You must be Donny.”

He glanced at her breasts but didn’t stare. “Uh—yeah. That’s me. Is Rachel home? I’m supposed to pick her up for a date.”

“Oh, she’s just finishing up in the bathroom,” Becky said, grinning deviously. “Wanna see?”

“P-pardon?” Donny murmured, blinking frantically in disbelief at what he’d just heard. “Sorry, what did you say?”

“She’s in a bit of a mood—truth be told, I’m in the same mood. She’s not an easy girl usually, honestly, but tonight we just thought it might be fun if we shared a bit.”

The visitor’s eyes looked dangerously close to popping. “Share? Am I getting this right?”

“Come in the bathroom with us now—and you might get lucky. What do you say?”

The man’s face looked like he’d won the lottery—a concept that Becky only understood for the first time earlier today. She grabbed him by the wrist and led him past the librarian sitting in the corner. He waved politely at her, and she just groaned.

Becky took the man inside the bathroom and locked the door behind her with a push-click. Evie cleared her throat, glowering as she pushed past them and made for the door that had just been locked. She stared daggers into Becky—a look of warning. “Don’t make a mess,” she said, no hint of sexiness or amusement in her tone. Becky knew what she meant, but it only seemed to excite the human man even more.

“Holy shit,” he muttered as Evie left and Rachel rose from the water with ethereal, otherworldly grace. Naked from head to toe, as she often was when they were at home, she extended her arms, and a mysterious wind seemed to blow her hair back to reveal her breasts and the bare mound of her womanhood. “Come to me, traveler,” she called out, her voice echoing off the linoleum tile. “Come to me.”

The helpless fool didn’t need to be told twice. To a mortal man not in the know about demihumans and supernatural beings, the more spooky quirks of a rusalka’s call would not be noticed. The call she made to him was just a summons he couldn’t resist. Becky watched with captive awe as the mortal man stripped his clothes as though in a trance. He stumbled over to the bathtub, where Rachel waited with her arms wide open. When this so-called Donny man reached her, she closed her arms around him—and like a fucking anvil in one of those cartoons she watched this morning, she dropped into the water, bringing the man with her, helpless to protest.

He didn’t even struggle. Becky realized as she closed in on the two of them that she had been naive for thinking she’d have time to harvest an organ before the man had died. She had sucked the soul right out of him, and now the tub was red, filling with blood as the rusalka chewed the man’s face off.

Becky sighed but smiled all the same as she shed her own clothes. She admired her voluptuous figure in the mirror for a moment—Barrett Bradshaw had done well to choose a Zwischen like this for her. It was comely indeed and fit her like a glove. She wondered if he’d fuck her in this body. If he offered, she’d be his. Why not? A powerful vampire lord as her master and lover? Was there a better way for a changeling to stay relevant in a world where changelings were so rare?

The changeling woman knelt by the tub and brushed back the rusalka’s hair, which was getting in her mouth as she voraciously ate the man’s jugular. “Look at you,” she cooed. “So cute. What a hungry little thing you are.”

Rachel just smiled at her. It was a new expression for her—one that she’d learned, and with that carried the implication that she was making the conscious decision to smile each time she did it. Becky found that adorable.

“Eat more slowly. And save a few bits and pieces for me. I think Evie would appreciate at least a liver or something, too.”

Rachel nodded, then fell deeply back into her task. Becky shifted her face to reveal long dagger-like teeth that she used to rip the man’s side open. She reached inside and pulled out his heart, daring to hope it might still be beating by some fluke, but alas, it was not. Even so, the first bite was bliss.

“We’ll eat like queens out here,” she sighed. “May devils and dark ones bless Lord Bradshaw for this gift.”

Rachel nodded her agreement. In short order, the pair of women were caked completely red from the tops of their heads to the soles of their feet, and all that was left was bones. The bones would last them the evening, but they wouldn’t have to eat another human for a month or so. This man, this “Donny” was their very first victim together.

“We can’t go back out there looking like this,” Becky pointed out, gesturing to her blood-covered tits. “We should drain the tub and take a shower before toweling off.”

The rusalka pulled the plug in the drain obediently, pouting at the sound of the water level starting to lower. She perked up again when the shower went on, and warm water started trickling down the two women’s naked bodies.

Becky admired Rachel’s appearance for what it was. She was perfectly lovely in every way, but a very different sort of build than the one that she had settled on when Becky fashioned this shape to please her master. “Are you capable of having sex?” Becky asked the rusalka.

Rachel shook her head and grabbed Becky by the wrist, bringing her hand between her legs. There was a familiar slit—that much she’d seen before, but when the rusalka guided Becky’s finger against it, she realized there was no hole.

Her eyes widened at that. It wasn’t because she was surprised to learn about this quirk of anatomy—it was because of the rather shameless way that she’d been led to learn the truth. Realizing that Rachel had no physical boundaries when it came to her body, Becky pulled her hand away and instead touched her breasts. They certainly felt like real breasts—perfect, maybe just a bit too soft to be real, but wonderful all the same. And then she touched her nipple.

Rachel’s eyes widened with surprise at the touch, such a big reaction that Becky pulled away. The two of them just stared awkwardly at one another for a moment—before Becky worked the courage up to try again. She touched Rachel’s nipples once more—both of them this time—kneading the flesh of her breasts and pinching ghostly-pale areolas. To her surprise, the rusalka licked her lips and closed her eyes. She was enjoying it…but why?

Too deep in the rabbit hole to leave her final question unasked, Becky grabbed Rachel by the shoulder and spun her halfway around so that she was looking at her naked back—and ass. Without bothering to ask permission, she got on her knees and parted the water spirit’s buttcheeks, revealing to her surprise a cute, pink, tight-looking little ring of an anus. She didn’t have a pussy, but she had an asshole. Now the only question left was…

Becky slipped a finger between Rachel’s buns and circled the rim of her anus. It made her squirm, and not in a bad way. “Does that feel good?”

“Come to me, traveler,” the rusalka moaned, her hair blowing wildly for a brief moment.

“I’ll take that as a yes. I’m going to slip this finger properly inside you, alright? I just—I want to see if it’s possible.”

Rachel didn’t reply, so Becky took the initiative and slowly, gently pressed her index finger into the rusalka’s adorable butthole. It was a tight squeeze, but it fit, and it went deep, all the way to the knuckle. The interior was warm and wet, too, like every other inch of the girl’s unnatural body.

Becky pulled out her finger and rushed to her feet, spinning Rachel around once more to stare her in the eyes with a purpose-driven urgency. “You were wrong, Rachel! You can have sex!”

Rachel stared back at her emptily as the shower continued to rain down upon her head.

“Your asshole is perfectly fuckable! It might be a bit of a push, but I think you can take it, right?”

Rachel made two little fists of determination and bobbed her head in the affirmative, her brows furrowing.

“Are you thinking what I’m thinking?” Becky asked.

This time, Rachel shook her head.

“We can make love to Lord Bradshaw—I heard Evie talking to Tara about it. He protects and spoils his lovers. If we seduce him together, perhaps with Evie, too, then I suspect he will favor us more and bring gifts whenever he visits us! Maybe one day we will even be allowed in his manor, or his castle if he ascends!”

Rachel cocked her head, clearly not understanding the finer points of ambition. Becky let out a sigh and kissed her on the forehead, a gesture that only seemed to broaden the rusalka’s confusion. “Think of it. A man like that—never mind the power. He commands the love of many women already. He must be special. I want it too. I want to be with a special man who can allow me to feed freely and keep me protected as he grows stronger. Will you help me, Rachel?”

Rachel raised her hand up, studying it as she made a fist. With a few maneuvers, she managed to manipulate it into a thumbs up, then forced a smile.

“Thank you,” Becky giggled. “You won’t regret it.”

***

“What the hell are those two doing in there?” Tara murmured, crossing her legs anxiously. “Don’t they know we only have one bathroom?”

Evie’s brows knitted. “That rusalka terrifies me.”

Tara gasped and grabbed Evie’s hands. “Thank you! I was beginning to worry I was the only one freaked out by her because you’re all—well…”

“Monsters?” Evie asked, smirking. “It’s fine. I take no offense. I fear having to leave you here alone with those two. Their appetite for blood is trouble.”

“They said they can control it. Well, Becky did. And she says she can control Rachel.”

“No one can control Rachel,” Evie murmured. “I’m beginning to regret offering her up to Lord Bradshaw. All we can do is hope for the best.”

Tara smirked. “That title on him is so weird to me.” But after she said that, her face fell slightly. “Though, admittedly, I do have the profoundly powerful urge to call him ‘Master’.”

“If you had my sense of smell, you’d know the power and potential he has,” Evie said, shaking her head. “He is not to be looked down upon. In a generation, he will likely be the most powerful vampire in all of existence.”

“I knew him when he was just a janitor at the public library,” Tara giggled. “Hard to imagine that kind of thing could happen to anyone. You know, he was kind of a dick. Not an asshole, just—cocky.”

“His confidence is easy to back up with results. And he is young. When he was mortal, he was barely a man.”

Tara seemed to cock her head at that. “It’ll be a bit odd, won’t it? He’s stuck at eighteen years old for all eternity. That means he’ll never have quite the physique and stature he could have if he waited a decade to fully mature.”

“It’s hardly an issue for a vampire of his power. Most vampires use glamors to appear the age they wish to appear at any given time. I heard stories of one who changed her age from child to elder like others change their clothes,” Evie said. “Lord Bradshaw will likely learn this skill one day.”

The librarian’s eyes widened, and she adjusted her glasses. “Impressive. Do you think he’d turn me into a vampire?”

“You are already a bloodthrall. Turning one such as you is almost inevitable. In time, bloodthralls age, albeit very slowly. Eventually the fear of losing them sets in, and vampires turn them rather than let them die.”

Tara shifted in her chair. “Well, in order for him to get attached to me, he might have to spend some fucking time with me one of these days.”

“Your life will be long. He will return for you and the others,” Evie assured her.

“And you?”

“I will go to him.”

Tara narrowed her eyes. “Seems kind of unfair.”

“He trusts me most.”

Tara scoffed. “Given who the alternatives are, it’s not that big of an honor, I guess, no offense.”

“Becky is capable and intelligent,” Evie corrected her patiently. “She would be capable of doing my job as well. But I do not have the patience to act as the rusalka’s caretaker.”

“That is indeed a shitty gig,” Tara sighed. “I fear the day you and Becky go out and leave me home alone with her.”

“That will never happen,” Evie assured her. “I forbid it.”

The librarian giggled at the immediacy of the response. “So what are we doing tonight?”

Evie shrugged. “If those two ever get out of the bathroom, I was planning to patrol the neighborhood and make sure those men from another dimension aren’t still watching us.”

Tara’s face sank. “Fuck my life. Men from another dimension watching me stay in a cheap apartment with three literal monsters.”

“It could be worse,” Evie said, smirking. “You could be the one in the tub.”


Chapter 17
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Another week passed without much bedlam, though that in itself seemed a little unnerving. Since I was inducted as a student in Nosferatu Academy, it sometimes seemed as though I hadn’t had a single break as one maddening event transitioned abruptly into the next. Over the next few nights, things proceeded as they should—Cordelia conducted our tutor sessions before running off to teach whatever class she had to teach or errand Dracula needed her to run.

That tempted a somewhat interesting conversation. “Daddy is no longer your master,” Rhapsody pointed out as Cordelia made preparations to attend a meeting with the Dark Lord.

Cordelia blinked. “That is true, but he is still my employer while I’m a teacher here in the Netherveil. Unless Barrett expressly requests me to no longer fill this position, which I doubt he will, I intend to fulfill my duties to the institution.”

Rhapsody cocked her head as she seemed to ponder that. “It’s dangerous to serve two masters.”

“I serve only one master.”

“Even then,” I said, smiling at her and them all, “while I acknowledge a power disparity between us based on the way our physiology works, I don’t consider myself to be anyone’s master. The only time I’ll pull rank on you is if I think it’s necessary to your survival—and even then, I’ll fucking hate it.”

Rhapsody’s face remained stoic as she nodded her approval, her waist-long ponytail swishing, blessing me with her scent. “That makes you a good master—well, good from the perspective of a servitor. Perhaps not suitable to conquest.”

“Conquest can come later,” I responded with a laugh.

That was several days ago now. Tonight was another night, impressive in its sameness. I wondered from time to time that if I’d still been human if I would have found this domain depressing. It was, after all, always mostly gray, its colors dark and washed out, making me feel like I was in an old horror movie.

The Netherveil was as beautifully drab as ever, the silver hue of the world blanketing everything around me whenever I stepped outside. If I’d still been mortal, maybe I would have been bored or depressed by the colors. As things stood, I found serenity in them.

“That is by design,” a gentle, deep voice said. It seemed to be nowhere and everywhere all at once, but when I turned to look around, I found him standing next to me—Arthur. “Sorry, I don’t mean to poke around in your head. Sometimes it just sort of happens. I just left my class with House Raven and saw you standing here. You looked a bit—preoccupied, I suppose, so I thought I’d check in on you.”

“I’m fine,” I said, smiling at him reassuringly. The wind bit our cheeks, but neither of us felt cold in any meaningful way, pleasant or otherwise. “What did you mean? By design?”

“Vampires thrive in environments where the colors are less intense—because we have a more intense spectrum of color than humans. The human world can be a little overwhelming for those of us who have been vampires a bit longer than the rest. So, yes, the washed out light covering this dimension is indeed by design.”

“Interesting,” I said, chuckling to myself.

“You seem in a decent mood,” he noted.

I shrugged, a very human gesture that I still had frequent use of. “There’s always something to ruin it when that happens, but things are going well enough for now.”

“It’s a little queer for me to see Cordelia Darcy become your follower,” he admitted after a short pause. “I just had to spit that out. She was always so fierce and powerful—and she’s so much more experienced than you. Even now, there’s a gap in power between you that favors her.”

“I know,” I confessed with a suppressed groan. “I feel like I’ve clipped the dragon’s wings.”

“But it’s what she wanted,” Arthur reassured me, putting a hand on my shoulder. “She got her wish—to see the daylight after a century of darkness. And I can tell that you are going places. As strange as it seems to me now, in five hundred years no one would bat an eye to find out she follows you.”

I smirked at that as a distant howl provided a momentary distraction. “I guess I’m growing into my big boy pants still.”

“You’re growing quickly. With all the bonds you’ve completed, your potential with magic and your vampiric abilities could have doubled already.”

That was news to me. “I don’t feel any different,” I admitted.

“It hasn’t been long,” he said. “Give it time. Anyway, I should head back to the castle. I’m glad to find you doing well. It’s time for you to entertain your next visitor.”

My brows lifted inquisitively. “Huh?”

He was gone when I turned to look at him. Beyond the shadows, somewhere from within the trees, two yellow eyes glowed at me questioningly. My veins seized inside me. “Evie?” I blurted out. “Is that you?”

She walked out of the trees on all fours in her human form, only her ears and tail currently giving her away. As she neared me, she rose to her feet. “Lord Bradshaw, I have returned.

I looked her over with a dumb look on my face. She was wearing modern clothes. It was a glaring contrast to the flagrant displays of full frontal nudity I’d grown accustomed to when around her, but it wasn’t all bad. I got a hearty internal cackle out of it.

Evie, the dark-skinned, darker-haired werewolf girl, was wearing a hot pink babydoll tee with a K-Pop band name emblazoned on the front. Her lower body was a mismatched pair of green running shorts, and she had leather sandals on her feet that looked pretty used. “Where did you get your clothes?” I dared to ask.

“Most of it came from a place called Goodwill where they sell clothing that reeks of its previous owners even after being thoroughly washed,” she explained.

“Ah,” I grunted. “That makes sense. Secondhand clothes were a good choice, but it doesn’t look particularly suited to you.”

“I have little need for clothing here,” she muttered, crossing her arms to lift her shirt over her head. “I will disrobe at once.”

I almost protested, but then I thought, “Why would I do that?” and just let her strip down. “Nice,” I grunted, bobbing my head in approval as she left herself standing nude right in front of me. I could tell from her change in posture that she was far more comfortable this way, anyway. “So, what’s the word?”

“The word? Ah—yes, I’ve heard this expression on the television. The word is I have come to update you on three matters. First, there is the matter of our quest to infiltrate the public library system.”

“Don’t take it too hard on yourself if—”

“It has been a success. I have made contact with other monsters across the state and we have established control over seven libraries, though our hold over Charlesville is dubious at best. The lamia running things there may have to be eliminated. Her tail is too much of a giveaway.”

I blinked half a dozen times as I took this news in. “I—uhh. Great. Just as…planned then.”

She nodded. “I will give you documentation about our progress shortly. It is stored here, in my cute pink Barbie-branded backpack, along with the next items that may be of interest.”

She had my full attention now. “Go on,” I said, putting my hands in my pockets. “Walk with me a bit.”

“Very well,” she replied as the sound of the grass and leaves crunching beneath her sandals filled the night air. “The next matter pertains to other materials inside of my cute pink Barbie-branded backpack.”

“You can just say ‘my backpack’ from now on,” I muttered.

“I don’t anticipate that I should need to say it again in the immediate future, but noted,” she replied, her tail bristling for some reason. “I have brought a series of letters that Tara, your thrall, has organized for you. They were in your bedside cabinet when we arrived, all of them addressed to you, and none of them opened. Some of them did not contain addresses, which implied to Tara that they may have been given to you by hand. Does this sound familiar in any way?”

My eyes glazed over as I realized what she was talking about. Some of those were for sure just birthday letters from relatives I never opened and never threw away—but one at least was a letter my mom wrote to me on her deathbed. She instructed me to open it in the event that a year passed and I still hadn’t been contacted by Camp Blackwood people after announcing my intention not to go back for that final summer.

A letter from my mother that I never read before…in that cute pink Barbie-branded backpack on the wolf girl’s back. I cleared my throat, trying to sound unbothered by this revelation. “I see.”

“I can tell that you will be wanting to read that one alone or in the company of your lovers,” she noted, her glowing yellow eyes widening with surprise at some subtle reaction she must have seen in my face or my body language. “I will give it to you shortly. However, there is one final matter to bring to your attention.” Her widened eyes slanted and narrowed. “The men you warned me of—they contacted us. They have a request.”

***

Upon hearing about the request, I brought it to Cordelia’s attention when she got back to House Dragon’s manor, but she dragged me elsewhere. Next thing I knew, we were sitting outside Professor Orlok’s hut, knocking on his door. The door opened, but he ended up stepping outside rather than letting us go in. “Mr. Bradshaw, Cordelia,” he nodded politely. “What seems to be the reason for this unexpected honor?”

We told him everything we knew about the men in question. He’d heard some of it before when it was brought to him under a very different context. “Ah,” he grunted. “These are the men from another world who warned you about the possibility of some sort of grand invasion into the Netherveil?”

I nodded my confirmation. “That’s them,” I confirmed, making fists at my side. “They want us to craft a token for them that they can use to travel to other worlds. They hope that, using it, they could find their way home.”

“But they also claim they would owe us a serious debt should we choose to assist them,” Cordelia added. “I’m not sure what kind of debt they expect to pay, but—”

“Help them,” Orlok muttered, shrugging limply. “My apologies, Cordelia, I didn’t mean to cut you off.”

“Not at all. You were saying?”

He shook his head. “Well, I say we help them. Giving them some manner of dimensional travel token would be a trivial thing for us to provide. Why, I have one in my pocket right now.” He fished inside it and produced one of the tokens we use to travel back to Earth. “Take this, give it to your friend, the werewolf, Barrett, and tell her to give it to them.”

Cordelia looked stunned by the brazenness of this suggestion, and I wasn’t far behind her in the surprise department. “Are you certain that’s a good idea?”

“They probably aren’t much of a threat to us,” Orlok said. “They could be future allies. They’ve already made it clear that their goal is simply to get home. The way Mister Bradshaw tells it, they’re an unknown commodity that only stands to be a minor pest to the women he left in charge of his amusing clandestine operations on Earth. Best case scenario, we help them get home, and they remember us as friends if our paths ever cross again, however unlikely that may be. Worst case, the token falls into the wrong hands, someone abuses it, we kill them, and then we all move on with our lives. It doesn’t have the capacity to bring multiple gods or anything like that—besides, gods that know of this domain can come here on their own, which is entirely the problem we’ve been facing.”

I looked at Cordelia to gauge the look on her face, trying to see if this all sounded as absurdly reasonable to her as it did to me. When she sighed in defeat, I realized that yes, it did. “That’s what we’ll do, then,” I said, rubbing my hands together as something of a nervous reaction. Cordelia nodded with an empty look on her face. “I came to you, Louis, because I wondered if you might have a magical perspective on the matter.”

“And I do,” he replied with a smile that reached his eyes. “They cannot and will not be a threat to us, knowing what I know about that token and its limitations. So help them.”

“Should we run it by the Count?” I suggested with a lifted brow.

Professor Orlok’s head bobbed side to side over the proposition, looking somewhat bored by it. “You’d be irresponsible if you didn’t. But that’s my opinion, and I suspect he’ll say the same.”

Cordelia bowed slightly at the back. “Thank you, Louis.” The beautiful dragoness turned to me, looking me up and down like she was sizing me up. “What do you want me to do from here?”

“You talk to Dracula,” I said. “Tell him Louis’s recommendation and the entire story, leaving nothing out. If he agrees? Yeah. Not much of an excuse to hold back on those people, right?”

“As you wish.” With that, Cordelia spread her sapphire-blue wings and took off, causing the grass to ripple beneath us as she beat her powerful wings.

I turned to Louis. He opened the door to his home and looked at me over his shoulder. “Don’t forget your homework for next week,” he reminded me.

When I got back, Evie was waiting outside the front door, no longer nude. I lamented that slightly but was kind of on board because House Dragon and House Viper were wandering their properties and within seeing distances. “I will head back in the morning,” Evie informed me abruptly before I had the chance to offer a greeting.

“That’s faster than I expected,” I admitted. “I thought you’d want to stick around and learn some magic.”

“I do,” she confessed, but then she sighed a forlorn sigh, “Becky and Rachel are such handfuls. They require a lot of supervision, and the longer I’m away, the more I fear for Tara’s sanity and safety in equal measure.”

I almost snorted out a laugh as I instantly saw her point. “Ah, fair enough. Good call. Well, I appreciate the progress you’ve been making more than you know. I definitely wish there was some way that I could compensate you and feel like I was holding up my end of the bargain.”

She smirked deviously, her glowing eyes speaking of an unquenched thirst, and perhaps a bit of wickedness as well. “There is one thing you could do for me. It’s a selfish wish, and somewhat at the expense of the other monster girls I’m supposed to be watching over, but I did do the lion’s share of the work toward expanding your growing empire, Lord Bradshaw.”

My head seemed to cock on its own as I tried to guess what she was getting at. “Well, I’ll hear the request at least. Why not?”

“Rut me and finish inside me,” she proposed in a husky voice. “And leave a stain on my clothes or—no, that’ll wash out. Leave some of your seed in my cute pink Barbie-branded backpack.”

I raised a hand to stop her before she went any further. I cleared my throat, my tone somber and serious. “First of all—yes, to all that. But I have to know why. This is an oddly specific request.”

“Rachel and Becky recently got it in their heads that their ticket to happiness will be joining your harem. Me returning stinking of your cum will irritate them immensely.”

I blinked, a stupid smile on my face simply because I could scarcely believe what I was hearing. “Rachel is an evil spirit. Is she even anatomically correct enough to be jealous?”

“Apparently she has a butthole,” Evie said, shrugging. “And a mouth and tongue, more or less.”

“I won’t ask what ‘more or less’ means for now,” I muttered. “As long as it’s all in good fun, sure. I’ll fulfill your request.” With a bow, I gestured exaggeratedly toward the Whisper Woods, and a hooting owl in the distance punctuated the awkward gesture in a way that almost made me embarrassed for a moment. Evie didn’t seem to notice. Her ears folded back and her tag wagged happily as she looked at me with the exact same expression as before.

“We don’t need to go into the woods,” she countered in a soft voice unlike what I was used to from her—not that she was particularly loud. It’s just that I wasn’t used to hearing such meekness out of such a typically direct woman. “Your home is fine with me.”

“Oh,” I grunted. “Is that really okay?”

“Would your brides be bothered?” she asked, her head lolling to one side.

My anal sphincter tightened powerfully enough to crack a chipmunk’s skull. “For the love of all things decent, please don’t refer to them as my brides in front of them or Demonika will dry me out by the end of the night.”

I took her back inside the manor, and all eyes in the parlor rose to view us as we made our way toward my room. Rhapsody blinked. “You are going to sex the werewolf?”

“Yep,” I muttered, grinning awkwardly as I scratched the back of my head. “Won’t take long so—”

“I think I’d better help out,” Demonika sighed as though it was some kind of burden. She rose and dusted off her dress until I held up a hand to put a hasty stop to her plans.

“Honey, please,” I murmured. “This is purely a hump, pump, and dump scenario. I don’t need Evie to cum so hard that she can’t move for three days.”

Demonika’s eyes welled up with bloody tears as her lip quivered. “But I’m—I just love you so much,” she whimpered. “Can I get a quickie later?”

“Possibly,” I intoned darkly. “If everyone else vacates the manor, yes.”

She wiped her tears away on her shoulder and nodded. “I’ll make sure they know what’s good for them.”

Mako groaned. “Has this bitch ever just done her homework?” When no one answered, the half-oni apparently decided to take advantage of Evie’s lingering presence. “Hang on, wolfie. You’re leaving tomorrow already, right?”

“That was the plan,” Evie confirmed, still staring in fascination at Demonika as hearts fluttered around her head while she looked at me.

“Hang on.” Mako reached into her jacket pocket and produced a folded up piece of paper. “Ship this internationally. To Japan. The address is on the back.” She stood up and crossed the room to give it to Evie, but the wolf girl met her halfway.

“I will put it in my—”

“Don’t say the whole thing,” I muttered.

Her ears wilted. “My backpack.”

Rhapsody observed that exchange with unusually close scrutiny, I noticed, but I didn’t think much of it. When it was all done, I put my hand on the small of Evie’s back and guided her to my room.

I stopped in front of it. WIth a frown, I turned to face Evie. “Are you cool with sharing?”

“Huh?” she murmured in befuddlement, her tail swishing behind her. “What do you mean?”

“I sense that we have a couple unexpected helpers waiting behind the door.” I kicked it open and, sure enough, Eliza and Maria were lying naked on blankets they’d set out on the floor around my coffin. “Master!” Eliza gasped as though I’d offended her somehow. “The dog girl?! But it’s been more than a decade since you made love to us!”

“Easily nine years or so,” Maria agreed with an effusive wail. “Master, please!”

“I prefer if you call me—”

Eliza pantomimed vomiting to cut me off. “We will not call you that horrible name, master, do not debase yourself with such a disgusting title.”

I frowned. “But Barrett is my actual name.”

“Master, please,” Eliza pleaded. “Just give us some attention! Do you want me to be your dog? Woof! Woof! Collar me up and don’t let me eat chocolate!”

“Arf! Arf arf arf! Awoooo!” Maria added as both women got on hands and knees, presenting their asses to me. Both of them were so similarly out of their minds at the moment that they ended up panting in perfect unison. After a display like that, I actually felt a bit embarrassed that Evie was here.

Evie blinked at the unexpected entertainment. “I am vaguely offended but also turned on by the sheer degree of their shameless desperation.”

“You see, Master? Our fellow dog understands! Good doggy! Good girl! Arf! Arf!” Maria said. “I beseech you, my Lord, please violate me like you would a dog if you too were a dog.”

I hid my face in my hands in mortification for a moment even as the force of my erection pressed itself into the zipper of my trousers with killing intent. With a shrug, Evie stripped down and joined the bloodthralls on the floor, presenting her ass to me for the taking.

“Oh, yes!” Maria giggled naughtily. “Line us up in a row and fuck us one after the other. How romantic!”

“So lovey dovey!” Eliza agreed with a snort. “Master, you may use my pussy or my asshole.”

“And mine,” Maria added. “Either or, I’m not picky.”

I almost laughed. “I know this about you. but, no, pussies all the way down the line, just for the sake of cleanliness. I need to finish inside you, Evie, right?”

“And save some for my backpack,” she added, gesturing to the spot beside her where a blonde woman’s still image was staring up at me.

I lined up with Maria’s entrance first and slid inside so easily I almost gasped. The natural suction of her human pussy felt amazing—and so warm. With every thrust, she bucked backward to meet my thrusts with her own efforts. I couldn’t tell if she was chasing my pleasure or hers with more gusto. She moaned hard, though, and soon she was cumming around my cock. I slapped her ass gently and withdrew, letting her collapse onto the blanket she’d placed beside my coffin.

Eliza was in my face and so impatient that she didn’t even give Maria time to move out of the way. Instead, she just positioned herself on top of the other blonde, and I mounted her next, bottoming out inside her in a matter of a few easy seconds. She purred and whimpered in pleasure for a bit before starting to bark like a dog again for some reason. “Arf! Arf! Woof! Oohh, fuck, Master, that feels so good inside me!”

She came so quickly that Evie looked intimidated. I left the bloodthralls stacked on top of each other, snuggling and taking comfort in the afterglow of our lovemaking as I made my way to Evie. She remained on all fours, and as I grabbed her hips, I was surprised to see her bite down on my coffin while I slid inside.

The texture of her womanhood caught me offguard. The bloodthralls were so similar that I forgot how different pussies could feel. I thrust inside her on repeat, squeezing her hips as I felt my orgasm finally approaching. Evie’s climax came before mine, but only by a second. It really could have gone either way. She threw her head back and literally howled in bliss as her pussy clenched rhythmically around my hard cock, and I emptied my load inside her.

When it was all over, I pulled out and lay down, letting the three women compete amongst themselves for cuddle rights. But Evie’s voice shook me out of my satisfied haze. “You’re not done yet,” she reminded me.

I cocked my brow. “I’m not?”

“No,” she giggled. “You need to cum in my backpack, remember?”

I nodded solemnly. “Ah. Right. The dumbest thing ever. Just give me one second,” I replied. After all her hard work, a little semen in the cute, pink Barbie-branded backpack was the absolute least I could do.


Rhapsody’s Interlude


Things were happening. They kept on happening, actually. In Rhapsody’s opinion, her world needed to slow down immediately because she felt like soon she was going to be left behind. She had made no progress toward accepting her father’s planned demise. Her greatest hope was that he would change his mind, but at this point she had more or less realized that when a man like her father set his mind on something, he would see it done no matter what.

“Foolish. Selfish. Insensitive. Thoughtless.” Rhapsody chanted unhappy words that reflected her opinions on the matter. Seeing Mako surreptitiously hand that letter to Evie had brought this bad mood out of her. Even the emotionally stunted half-oni was taking steps to confront her mother, but Rhapsody’s father was a short walk away and the thought of approaching him once more with this topic felt too painful to bear.

She got to wandering. She made a path on foot that snaked behind the castle and headed up into the mountains. Everyone was so busy, they wouldn’t even notice she was gone for a while. The thought made her feel even lonelier. If she were bonded with Barrett like Demonika, Mako, Ophelia, and Cordelia were, sending a psychic message to him to let him know where she was would be a trivial thing. Instead, it was something they had over her, that left her feeling on the outside of the—what did the fair girl call it? The bridal sorority?

A black mist enveloped her as she shifted into wolf form, sprinting and sprinting with no intention of stopping. She had no idea where she was going—that was the problem. Her whole life, she always knew what lay ahead of her. When she was a child, she knew that she would grow up, study at Nosferatu Academy, and become a powerful vampire in her own right. Everything turned upside down when she met him.

Barrett Bradshaw…that name she loved so much was a blessing and a curse. He changed everything the second she first saw him. His very scent and the thrum of his untapped power was enough to make her want him—like a toy, at first. She wanted to play with him, to possess him like one of the dolls her mother had made for her when she was very little. She wanted him to teach her how to be a woman, the way she’d read in books but never seen nor known. And then—something unexpected happened. Love happened.

She loved him. She was in love with him, and he loved her too, and for a while, it was enough. It was…nice. But then Ophelia came—she didn’t care much for Ophelia, but she was growing used to her. What she couldn’t forgive was that Ophelia possessed the bond with Barrett that Rhapsody couldn’t have. It was so…wrong.

“Unjust. Unfair. Unfortunate. Insensitive.” Who was insensitive, though? All of them, maybe. They couldn’t see just how much it bothered her to know that she lacked something they all had—something with him.

After about an hour, Rhapsody found herself in a familiar hilltop location. This place, the Dull Heath, was the spot where her father had revealed his extracurricular activities to the students—that he had been slaying gods and monsters to protect Nosferatu Academy this entire time. Somewhere down the mountain was the experimental bloodfarm that grew synthetic humans for blood harvesting. She wondered distantly how the progress on that venture was going.

Rhapsody sat in the grass, then lay down. In a fit of loneliness, she summoned the House Dragon familiar, Count Quackula. With a poof, he appeared atop her stomach. He looked just like one of her stuffed animals then, so she hugged him tightly.

She didn’t cry, but she felt like she should. She was so…unhappy. She was miserable and she didn’t know what she could do about it. She couldn’t stop her father from doing what he wanted. She couldn’t bond with Barrett like the other girls of House Dragon. She couldn’t do anything. She felt powerless.

As she lay there, expressionlessly snuggling the vampire duck in her arms, she noticed something happening in the sky overhead. It seemed to churn, ripple, and crack, and she realized she’d seen this before.

“Impossible,” she gasped, rushing to her feet. She released her familiar, which fluttered upward, keeping a safe distance from the looming threat. “Daddy would know this was happening. He would be here to stop it.”

But it was happening, and her father was not present. This was a disaster. She wasn’t prepared to fight some otherworldly incursion. What if it was some manner of god? What then? Would she just die? Or should she run now and alert someone? What sort of damage could be done to the demiplane’s integrity if she did that?

She wouldn’t find out. Rhapsody stared straight-faced at the abomination that emerged through the fissure corrupting the domain. It was a demon—that much was easy to recognize—but she had no idea who or what. “What is your name?” she asked. It didn’t answer. She was not surprised.

The demon roared and flexed its powerful body. It was black as soot from head to toe, save for eyes that glowed ominously white. It had ramlike horns emerging from the sides of its head, and a long reptilian tail that ended with a snake’s head. Instead of feet, it had cloven hooves. It stood taller than Rhapsody, but not by a factor of two or more—merely a head taller or so. It was the general width of the thing that was concerning.

The demon made no time for conversation, immediately breathing a beam of fire out of its mouth at her. Rhapsody performed the intricate gestures that triggered her shield spell, blocking the assault easily. With her other hand she did the gesture for Spirit Bullets and shouted the incantation. “Pistolul spiritului!” White lights burst from her fingers but caught on her own shield—that was intended. The twinned effect emerging from the mouth of Count Quackula, however, went off without a hitch and met its target.

To Rhapsody’s instant shock, the impact of her spell blew an arm off of the demon. It was weak—which seemed to make very little sense to her. How could such a weak demon find its way here? And what business did it think it had in this demiplane? Surely a creature like this, wretched as it was, did not imagine itself worthy to challenge her father? What a joke? If something like this could find its way here, then the Netherveil was in trouble indeed.

Rhapsody finished up the fight expediently. She didn’t even need to use more advanced spells to defeat it. When it was over, she examined the pieces of the demon’s body, crouching down beside them, her brow furrowing with focus. She stared like she expected she’d find answers, but she knew she wouldn’t.

After she’d spent enough time doing nothing, she decided the smart thing to do would be to head back to the castle and inform her father of what happened. Whatever it was, it felt like a bad sign and something he should know about, even if she didn’t want to see him right now.

She started down the path, taking a more direct route back to the castle. On her way, she came upon a little graveyard with a series of headstones written in a familiar hand. Her father’s hand.

Her eyes scanned the graves, one at a time, her feet coming to a stop. The names of gods and powerful demons adorned their faces. She felt little impression of their power leftover. Her father must have destroyed them completely.

But there was one grave that did not have the name of a god—one name that froze her still the instant she’d seen it, like her body had crystallized into ice or pewter. Catherine Moriarty. Her mother.

“My…mother?” she murmured, talking to herself. As if to make the moment even more vulnerable for her, someone summoned Count Quackula away, leaving her alone at the headstone. She stared at it—her face was vacant, but her head was full…full of thoughts she couldn’t parse, of a curiosity that she’d long since buried. She never knew or understood why her mother died so young. When she was little, she’d been guided away from the topic gently and, after decades, the question seemed irrelevant. But here she was, at her hidden grave, presumably standing atop her mother’s bones.

Rhapsody bent down. Her veins burned as she reached out to caress the headstone. She wasn’t sure just why, but something about it called to her—like there was just one tiny shred of her waiting here, too small even for her father to notice. But she noticed. She felt it.

“Mommy?” It was the first time she said that word since she was a child. “Mommy, are you there?”

And then she touched the headstone, and darkness came.

***

A while later, she wasn’t sure how much longer, Rhapsody awoke in her coffin like nothing had happened. She wondered briefly if it had all been a dream, but something still felt off. Something was different. Her thoughts caught back up with her, and she remembered the events upon the Dull Heath and then the graveyard as though they’d happened scant moments before, but she could tell some time had passed.

She could also tell something had forced her into her more human form. Stretching, she got up out of her coffin and walked out, wandering sleepily into the parlor to see who else was up and about. She wanted to know how much time had passed. Had they found her somehow? Brought her back, maybe, and placed her safe and sound in her coffin? Barrett probably did it. She smiled at the warm thought.

Wait…did she just…smile?

Before she could interrogate that realization, she heard a scream of surprise from her right. She turned her head to find Eliza and Maria, Barrett’s pathetic but endearing bloodthralls, staring at her as though she was some horrible monster they’d never seen before.

“What is wrong with you? Why do you react in such an exaggerated fashion?” Rhapsody said—but the tone of her voice surprised her…No, the voice itself. It felt…familiar somehow, but not hers. Definitely not hers.

“Stop right there!” That was Demonika. She appeared in front of her with a gasp and two hands on her cheeks. “Who are you and how did you get in our home?!”

“My fellow Mrs. Bradshaw, what do you mean?” Rhapsody said, her voice growing panicked and shockingly full of emotional expression. “What are you talking about?! Why do I sound like this?”

Demonika’s heart-filled eyes widened—understanding honey-glazed with horror. “Raps? Is that you?”

“What do you mean, ‘Is that me’?”

“Look in a mirror.”

Rhapsody fled back into her room, slamming the door shut as she flashed to the armoire. She opened it up and moved aside her dresses, revealing a mirror in the back that no vampire ever really had to use—until now.

Rhapsody’s jaw dropped at who she saw staring back at her in that mirror. “Mommy?”


Chapter 18


The dimly lit chamber of Dracula’s throne room seemed like a place lost in a memory. I could never pinpoint it, but it always felt somehow different every time I returned—a bit emptier, perhaps. Yeah. That had to be it. Glancing around as I entered, I felt assured that where before there had been a painting of one of his conquests, now there was just empty space.

The long, thin carpet that connected the door to his ornate black throne was still as much a fixture in this place as ever before. I walked down it slowly. It was silly that we all still moved like humans by default, but it was one of those things you just did.

“Welcome, Mr. Bradshaw,” the Count said. “Is it only you?”

“The others are doing their best to comfort Rhapsody. Cordelia will talk to you on her own later, I’m sure, but I wanted to be the first to hear your side of what the fuck just happened.”

“A reasonable request, all things considered,” the Dark lord rumbled. He snapped his fingers and a comfortable chair rose out of the stone behind me. “Please, son, have a seat.”

I did as he said, pushing in the back of my jacket as I gingerly plopped myself down. I wasn’t in the mood for small talk though, so I spoke my first question immediately. “What happened to Rhapsody’s mother?”

“Interesting that that’s the first inquiry you offer. It’s just as well,” he sighed, conjuring a black rose out of the air and sniffing it before he let it scatter to dust. “It’s likely the only question I can answer with some confidence. Even so, I am not all-knowing, Mr. Bradshaw, though it may come as a surprise.”

“Well, tell me what you do know,” I muttered. “Starting with her.”

“With Catherine, you mean,” he murmured, his brow darkening as he began to twiddle his thumbs in his lap. “Very well. Catherine Moriarty was an incredible woman, but I cannot say why.”

“I think we’re beyond secrets at this point, don’t you?” I asked, gesturing vaguely in the direction of my home, where Rhapsody lay in bed.

Dracula’s serious glower melted into a gentle smile that always weirded me out whenever I saw it. “You misunderstand. I cannot say not because I don’t want to tell you, but because I do not know. Sometimes it’s like that with humans—tell me, Mr. Bradshaw, have you read Twilight?”

I blinked in embarrassment. “Once or twice. It’s not great.”

“Indeed, it’s a masterpiece,” Dracula said as he steepled his fingers just under his goatee. “Beyond the mere confines of the word ‘great’. And one of the details it gets right about human and vampire relations is the way it characterizes Bella as being so uniquely appealing to Edward. Sometimes there are certain mortals whose blood has more power and potential. A woman like Catherine or Bella comes maybe once in a hundred years, and more often than not goes undiscovered. It was the nature of her mystically powerful blood that allowed for the conception of Rhapsody at all—but her kind is so rare, you see, that there are certain quirks that even I cannot predict.”

I tried to take all that in without looking as taken aback as I felt, so I just nodded with empty eyes trained on the Dark Lord the whole time he spoke. “I see,” I muttered. “So Catherine was some kind of special sort of human. But what does that have to do with what just happened to Rhapsody?”

“Everything, probably,” he grunted with a casual shrug. “It probably had everything to do with the fact that Rhapsody ate her own mother, somehow consuming not just her blood but also her soul in the process, too. And I imagine that that soul has been locked away inside her all this time—when I had falsely assumed it was merely gone. Interacting with her mother’s headstone for whatever reason seemed to act as a catalyst, allowing her mother’s soul to become active in her body, at least to a degree.”

“So now whenever she shifts into her human form—”

“She will appear to be a different woman—her mother. She will carry aspects of Catherine’s personality, perhaps, maybe even trace memories, but the mind will still belong to Rhapsody.”

For a moment, I just made fists, slipped them into my pockets, and stared at a crack in the wall behind the Dark Lord’s throne. “Damn, that’s a lot to take in. Is there anything good that could come out of this?”

“I haven’t yet written the book on this scenario, Mr. Bradshaw,” the Dark Lord laughed. When my eyes bulged in surprise at how lightly he was taking this, he softened. “Forgive me—I suppose I’m relieved. You see, for the longest time I thought that one day I’d have to tell Rhapsody that she killed her own mother. Now, in a way, it turns out that she’s been alive and well inside her daughter all this time.”

“I see,” I grunted. “I wonder if Rhapsody will see it that way.”

He shrugged at that, seeming to sigh, but I heard no exhalation escape him. “There is a chance that this is good news for her, though. For example, with her mother anchoring the human form, she should be able to switch between the vampire and human forms of a dhampir much more rapidly. She may also possess more powerful vampiric abilities than before now that there is more separation.”

“Interesting,” I noted, though I was wondering just how much separation there was. “And how about the other matter?”

“The demon, hmm? I suppose that’s what you mean?”

I nodded, staring up at him intently.

“True, I should have detected it. It bodes poorly that I failed to. I don’t know what else I can say in my defense. I will be more vigilant and perform more regular divinations, but I dare say this means your claims about the fragility of the Netherveil’s defenses may be worth looking into more rigorously.”

“Please do,” I said. “And might I suggest that the scavenger hunt on Earth event you had planned—”

“Consider it canceled for now. At the very least, postponed until further notice,” he grunted. “I’ll ask House Teachers to inform all the students in the morning, but you feel free to let your ladies know for me.”

I let out a breath of relief. “Good call, sir.”

“That’s Papa to you,” he muttered defensively, pointing at me with a long nail. “And I heard a rumor on the wind that you may be considering putting your name back in for consideration regarding being the future face and leader of all Wallachian Vampires. Would you care to make it official?”

I smirked at that. “Sure. And about that, I’m sorry that I—”

“No need to apologize whatsoever. Your reservations made sense, and I knew you’d come to terms with it in time,” he chuckled. “I also understand there was a more recent incident with Damian. I trust you to manage that yourself, following the rules of the institution.”

“No need for further drama,” I agreed, grinning. “The fact that I’m putting my hat back in the ring will be punishment enough for him.”

Dracula also chuckled a bit, then swished his hand with an air of dismissal. “Go, see to my daughter. She needs you now. I can feel her waking up.”

That somehow didn’t surprise me, but I nodded my agreement and left. I took my raven beastmorph and flew home as fast as I could, looking down on the Netherveil in all its glory. It spread out like a silver plain in all directions, dappled and dotted by occasional lakes, villages, and mountains, but the central part was remarkably flat, like a great basin. Dracula’s fingerprints could probably be found all over this place if I looked closely enough. How was I supposed to fill his shoes?

But I didn’t have to—not yet, anyway. No one was expecting me to be him. He and I were different people with different goals. I would do everything I could once I had the power in order to make sure that I preserved what I could of his legacy while I pursue my own goals—my chief goal being making sure my women were happy.

I entered the front door briskly, almost slamming it behind me as I strolled inside. Demonika’s eyes met mine, and for once she didn’t instantly come onto me as I walked through the door. “She’s in her room,” she said. “We’re letting her rest, but you can see her. I think she’d like that.”

“Is she alright?” I asked. I darted my gaze over to Cordelia, who was seated in my recliner.

Cordelia nodded, even smiling slightly. “She seems entirely normal aside from being a bit confused. I’m not even sure she needs the bedrest, but Demonika and Mako insisted upon it.”

“And where’s Mako?” I muttered, looking around for any sign of the half-oni.

“She's with Count Quackula the Duck Lord and Ophelia,” Demonika explained. “They’re distracting themselves with some training.”

I let out a sigh of relief. “Good. Everyone’s alright then.”

I counted the steps that it took me to get to Rhapsody’s room, anxious for some reason about what I might find. The door came open with a noisy creak. When I walked inside, I found her lying not in her coffin but in the bed in the corner. She was still in Catherine’s body for the time being. I sat down on the edge of her bed, intending only to watch her sleep for a moment before I left her alone.

Catherine looked startlingly like Rhapsody, which definitely made sense given the obvious reasons. Her hair was a bit lighter in color, but she was similarly slim if a bit bustier and with broader hips, and she had long, long hair that went down to her waist. I wasn’t sure if that had been true of Catherine during her life or if it was something that simply didn’t change from Rhapsody’s original form when she took this one.

She looked lovely, though. I caressed her cheek, but had no ambition to go further. However, the woman’s eyes opened with a gentle flutter, and she smiled. “Barrett,” she cooed sleepily, grabbing my hand. Already this felt very different from the Rhapsody I knew.

“Hey,” I said. “Who exactly would you say I’m speaking to now?”

“Huh?” She blinked at me for a minute in confusion, then seemed to remember. “Oh, yes. It’s me, Rhapsody, I promise. But I’m definitely a bit different at the moment.”

“Can you shift back into your other form?” I asked. “I’m not sure I’m ready to…interact with this one.”

She smirked at me. “It will be interesting when you do sex me in this body,” she commented. “But yes, I can go back and forth. It makes me a bit tired. I guess while I was practicing shifting into this one, I fell asleep. But watch.”

I nodded and watched as instructed. The subtle differences between Rhapsody and her mother were easier to catch as they started to change, bit by bit. Her body shrank a few inches, her breasts decreased in size, her skin went paler and darker, and her human-looking eyes were replaced with the red on black eyes of a vampire. Two pointed fangs protruded as she licked her lips and looked up at me, folding her hands across her breasts. Her clothes fit her better now, too.

“That is a pretty nifty trick,” I commented.

“It is no mere trick. It is powerful sorcery. I remember everything, Barrett Bradshaw,” she said. “I remember killing and eating my mother. I am shocked that I could do such a thing.”

“How do you feel about that?” I asked.

“I am cross with my father because he hid the truth from me for so long. But I understand why he did it,” she replied.

“Your father seemed to suggest that with these changes, you might very well be more pure vampire in this form than before.”

Rhapsody’s eyes widened. “Yes, it’s true. Barrett, I have a request!”

She spoke with such passion all a sudden, in this form no less, that I almost jumped. “Sure, name it?”

“If I am more vampire than before, then surely it is possible for me to be bonded to you in the way that Demonika, Ophelia, Mrs. Drake, and Mako are, yes?”

I shrugged. “If that’s something you want—”

“It is,” she interrupted me, red tears forming in her eyes even as her face remained straight. “I request it. It would mean everything to me to be connected to you in that way.”

“What happens if you lose that connection when you shift into your human form?” I asked.

“We will not understand how it works from mere speculation,” she insisted, grabbing my collar and pulling me on top of her. “Take me into your coffin.”

I sent a psychic message to Cordelia just then: Something came up. Clear the next three days for me.

I’m not your secretary, but fine.

“Alright,” I chuckled as I lifted Rhapsody into my arms like a princess. “My schedule is wide-open for an attempted bond. Should we clear it with your father first?”

“He will just say no, so no, we should not,” she answered matter-of-factly. “Now, go, Barrett Bradshaw. Make me yours.”

I kissed her on the lips, and though she bristled in surprise, she touched my cheek and kissed me back. “You already are.”


Chapter 19


The bonding process, which I was getting very familiar with, worked perfectly, going off without a hitch. As far as either of us could tell, she possessed the same connection to me as did Demonika or any of the other girls of House Dragon. I was surprised to discover just how much that really meant to her.

She cried. The moment we awoke in my coffin at the end of that third day, she cried as she instantly felt the connection to me spring to life. I heard her voice in my head, her own voice, as she was apparently eager to test it out.

Can you hear me? she asked through a psychic message as she arched her back to draw back and stare at my nose.

“Yes, I can hear you,” I chuckled.

She was unamused by the fact that I chose to speak the answer aloud. I request that you say it in my head. I need to be sure that it works.

I hear you. And now you hear me, too, right?

Rhapsody answered me by giving me the wettest, most passionate kiss she’d ever mustered. She sobbed into my lips, which was more than a tiny bit awkward, but I didn’t interrupt her until she was done.

I didn’t realize it was such a big deal to you, I admitted. I mean, I know you wanted this, but I didn’t realize how emotional you’d be about it.

Now it was her time to speak her answer out loud. “I could not bear the thought of you having a connection to others that we lacked. I wanted to be as close to you as they are. You are to be the Dark Lord one day—and you have already established yourself as a rather harem-focused leader. As the number swells to hundreds with the passage of time, I would become lost among the multitudes.”

“That’s the stupidest thing I’ve ever heard,” I laughed, reaching behind her to push open the coffin lid. It was sunset, a beautiful time of day anywhere else, but in the Netherveil it was more or less as monochromatic as any other time of day, with dapples and splashes of color here and there.

I was not surprised to see Demonika sleeping on the floor next to my coffin. I was moderately more surprised to see Eliza and Maria using her boobs as pillows, though. The sight made me grin for a moment before turning my attention back on Rhapsody.

“It’s not stupid,” she insisted after a few moments, like she’d been working up to saying it. “It’s extremely reasonable. I love you. And right now, you love me—but everything in the multiverse is finite to some extent. If I cannot be linked to you, what hope would I have had in keeping your love when you are adored by so many who are more explicitly linked to you?”

“I understand your point,” I admitted with a sigh. Still, I clapped my hands on her shoulders and squeezed as I kissed her forehead. The kiss made her wince, but I knew by now that that wasn’t necessarily a bad reaction from her. “Even though I understand, though, I don’t agree.”

“All the same, I am glad,” she answered me, standing up a bit straighter. Now that we are bonded, it will be easier for me to justify my relationship with you and be worthy of queenhood.”

I cleared my throat a bit and stretched. “You ready?”

She blinked and cocked her head, her ponytail hanging down at a funny angle as a result. “For what?”

“Shift into your human form. Let’s see if you keep the bond.”

Her whole body seemed to shrink and tighten with nerves. “Perhaps I will merely never assume that form again,” she said, crossing her arms. “After all, if I’m bonded to you, I can endure the sunlight even as a vampire.”

“True,” I admitted. “Even so—wouldn’t it be nice to know? You never know when that ability could come in handy anyway.”

“But—if I shift and the bond severs—”

“Then we’ll take our lesson, reforge the bond, and avoid having you use the human form again anytime soon,” I countered. “Just try. We won’t know until we do.”

She nodded anxiously and took a step back from me. She closed her eyes for about five counts, and by the time she opened them again, they had changed, and they were no longer her eyes but the eyes of her mother. Her whole body had changed even faster than before, and she didn’t look tired or fazed by the transition in any meaningful way.

“That looked smooth. Did it feel smooth?” I asked.

Her eyes locked onto mine. Ask me with your mind. Can you hear this?

Yes, I can, I confirmed, causing her to burst out in a girly fit of giggles and kick up her heels in celebration as she launched herself against my chest. The outburst almost knocked me over. I was definitely going to have to get used to this version of Raps. “Someone’s excited,” I laughed as she started greedily kissing my neck in a way that reminded me more of Demonika than Rhapsody.

“It’s so magical,” she sighed, her voice deeper and more womanly than I was accustomed to. “I am excited to have sex as a human and know what it feels like.”

My brows lifted with interest at the implications therein. “In any case, we should wake up Demonika and the thralls and get started with our day. House Dragon has piddled away more school days because of this bonding stuff than we really can afford to.”

“The benefits outweigh the costs,” she said, smiling.

I had my evening meal, taking the bloodthralls on my lap one at a time in the parlor and sucking about as much as they could afford to lose. After three whole days without any feeding whatsoever, I was thirsty indeed. While that happened, Rhapsody shifted easily back into her vampire form and headed out to go hunting with Ophelia, Demonika, and Mako. Cordelia stayed behind with me.

“Your power continues to grow,” she noted, smirking at me with her legs up on the ottoman. She parted them slightly to give me the view that my eyes tried not to show that I craved. “None of the other students are on your level at this point. The next time there is some schoolwide event, like the postponed Scavenger Hunt, we may have to exclude you—or all of House Dragon.”

“That hardly seems fair,” I noted.

She sighed like she regretted it but she was grinning. “We might give you managerial roles in the festivities. Between Demonika’s terrifyingly potent powers, Rhapsody’s recent developments, and Mako’s rather extreme strength, all made more impressive as your power continues to grow, it wouldn’t be fair.”

“I suppose that’s a compromise,” I agreed after a bit of thought. “I wonder what the other houses will say.”

“Compared to our house, they’re all inconsequential.”

My eyes opened in shock at the declaration.

“It sounds cruel, but it’s true. The future of the Wallachian Vampires rests in House Dragon’s hands. Eventually, you will absorb them all when Dracula and Arthur pull their gambit, which is making headway.”

“It is?” I asked, fighting off the urge to shudder as I heard that.

“Indeed. They’ve been working with the potion witch in secret—you know her. Granny Greentooth, or something like that.” She swished a goblet full of blood in her hands and took a sip. “It’s hard to believe how far you’ve all come in less than a calendar year. But the Dark Lord would be wise to remember that you’re still relatively new to being vampires.”

“Is this about the possibility of a war being waged against the Netherveil?”

She rolled her eyes at me. “I think you’re overstating it. In the worst case, we’re probably going to need to endure several rounds of attack from a few different waves of foes who sense the open door before the Count can figure out how to correct the security…loophole, I suppose. Hopefully correcting it for good, though it’s hard to say.”

“Security loophole?” I chuckled at her phrasing. It reminded me of some techno-thriller movies I watched as a kid. “As long as they don’t hack into our mainframe, I’m sure we’re fine.”

Her eyes narrowed at me as her legs continued to part. “Pardon?”

“Nothing. Sorry.”

***

Finally, though, the Dark Lord and all our teachers were taking the threat at least somewhat seriously given what happened with Rhapsody. Our magic class with Louis Orlok the following week was particularly grueling.

“Shields up! Down! Now fire! Good, good! Shields up! Now draw! What the hell was that, Missus Bradshaw?” he scolded Demonika for a botched Soul Sword summoning. “That’s the shittiest conjured sword I’ve seen since that night I met Elvis Presley in a gas station bathroom in the Maldives!”

“What year was that?” I muttered, arching a brow.

“2019 at least! Now again!”

Arthur’s history class was also affected. It became more like a guide to the Art of War and field combat than anything else.

“The important thing to remember,” he said, “was that if the worst should happen and we are attacked, we have the home court advantage, as the humans like to say back on Earth.”

“How trendy of you to use twenty-first century slang, Professor,” Mako sniggered.

Arthur laughed right back. “How cute. I assure you, that expression predates the twenty-first century by at least six decades.”

As for Count Dracula’s classes, they were still lectures in the same laid back format as before, but the topic had shifted to monsters and gods and their various weaknesses. Only Cordelia’s classes remained entirely unaffected by the threat, as her goal, teaching us to hone the powers owed to us from our less-than-human sides of the family tree, was just as relevant as ever.

“Excellent progress, Rhapsody. That elevated dhampir form is powerful indeed, but you’re going to need to learn how to hold it longer.”

Rhapsody nodded respectfully. “Yes, professor. I shall try harder.”

“Barrett, I have no notes. Your angelic form is certainly going to cause a scene the next time you employ it. How long do you think you can keep it up?”

I shrugged. “I never tried to hold it as long as I could since it’s pretty conspicuous.”

She laughed richly at that. “The time for being bashful is over. Mako, excellent form. Ophelia—piss poor control as usual, but your power has grown with your bond to Barrett, so that’s something.”

Ophelia frowned. In her elevated fairy form she shrank to half her height, but her wings doubled in size and she sprinkled fairy dust everywhere she flew. She couldn’t hold it for more than a few seconds at a time. “Everyone’s always bullying the sweet pink-haired innocent fairy girl,” she groaned, making Mako snort.

“Mako, very nice work in holding your form today. How does it feel?” Cordelia asked the half-oni, who was now taller than before and rippling with muscles.

Mako looked at me out of the corner of her eyes. “It feels…good. But I think that’s because I mostly just use this form for…you know.”

Cordelia’s face twisted in a way that probably expressed that she had not, in fact, known until that very moment, but she nodded anyway. “Demonika—”

“Godmommy, hi!”

Cordelia frowned. “Everyone, actually—you are dismissed, but I will need Demonika and Barrett to stay after class. All of you, try to stay out of the manor for the next hour or so if you could.”

Everyone who wasn’t in their normal form shifted back into it and traded weird looks as they didn’t know why that particular request had been made. I had a sneaking suspicion, however.

“What’s up, Godmommy?” Demonika asked, her hands folded behind her back as her impressive rack jutted out independent of any attempt for it to do so for aesthetic reasons.

“You’ve been pretty limited in what you can practice during class for obvious reasons,” Cordelia said, her wings folding behind her back. “Tonight, we’re going to focus on you.”

Demonika blinked in confusion. She glanced over at me for a moment, hearts appearing around her head and a blush spreading across her cheeks the second we made eye contact.

“He doesn’t know what I have planned,” Cordelia clarified, “but you’ll definitely want him to be involved. Demonika, we need you to shift into your most elevated form, without holding back. The three of us are going to have sex now, and I want you to use all the power you can muster.”

“That is a fucking wild thing to say to her,” I muttered. I put my hand on Demonika’s shoulder. “Rein it in. Fifty percent power at first, alright?”

“Yes, baby, of cou—”

“No,” Cordelia said, wincing as she had to defy me. “I mean—Barrett, trust me. We need to see her at full power. We’ll survive. We’re bonded, and the bond is stronger than before, so I have to believe she won’t go too far.”

I closed my eyes and lowered my hand back down to my side, nodding solemnly, gravely, as I considered the implications. “Very well,” I said, making peace with my possible demise. “And no matter what happens, Demonika, I want you to know something,” I said.

She grinned at me, the hearts hovering around her head throbbing with mounting intensity. “Yes, baby?”

“I forgive you.”


Chapter 20


We regrouped in Demonika’s room because it had two beds in it, which she had pushed together. Once upon a time we had planned to tear down the walls and make all the bedrooms into one giant sex dungeon/sleeping chambers, but that never happened and now that the house was an artificial demiplane, that offer was off the table for now.

I never really understood why there were beds in all of the bedrooms until moments like this had become commonplace. Of course there were beds in all of our rooms. Even if we were vampires, sleeping in coffins, more often than not it was still preferable to engage in coitus atop a soft mattress. And if it was a proper orgy? Forget it, coffins were out.

“After you, Mrs. Darcy,” I said, grinning at the older woman as she stepped in front of me. “I never understood why you have the same last name as Demonika, by the way.”

“I adopted the name to pose as her father’s sister long ago, but that was a short ruse. The name, however, stuck,” she said. “Are you excited?”

“Hell yeah, I am. This has been a long time coming,” I remarked as I closed and locked the door to the room as the three of us strolled inside.

“That’ll be me in a minute, baby,” Demonika cooed, much to my confusion.

I cocked a brow and made befuddled eye contact with her sapphire dragoness godmother, hoping she understood what she meant. “Sorry?” I murmured after it became clear that she was just as clueless.

“Huh?” Demonika chirped. “Oh. I meant—I’ll be cumming for a long time once we—do you get it now?”

I snapped my fingers as comprehension dawned on me. “Understood. In that case, yes, I agree.”

Cordelia cleared her throat. “Lewd puns aside, this is actually a crucial bit of training we’re about to undergo, so don’t take it lightly.”

“Oh, he won’t,” Demonika said, folding her hands in front of her bountiful bosom like a nun in a porno uttering a sexy prayer. “I’m sure I’ll be taking it as hard as my darling can dish it out.”

“I mean, I don’t hear anything in that to disagree with,” I replied, scratching my head.

“Honestly, you two are like horny teenagers,” Cordelia muttered as she peeled one strap off of her shoulder, letting one of her breasts fall free as that side of her dress drooped toward the floor. I definitely drank in the sight of her naked flesh, taking the opportunity to appreciate the majesty of womanhood before me.

“I mean, Demonika and I are both eighteen years old.”

“And I’m over a hundred, so I suppose I’m the odd one in this situation,” Cordelia answered, smirking as the other strap came down and her dress fell to the floor. Its descent revealed only the very obvious fact that she had been nude underneath it the entire time.

Cordelia’s body was, as always, a gift to behold, just as curvy as Demonika in all the right ways, but taller and a bit more muscular. Her skin was so pale that the veins beneath almost looked painted on in the right light, giving her sort of a menacingly otherworldly quality—a true monster in the best possible way.

Sapphire scales covered her body in the same places as they had the first time we’d had sex, concentrated mostly on her shoulders and hips. Her eyes, the same red-on-black as Demonika and most other vampires, seemed to level themselves upon me with great impatience. No—that wasn’t it. She wasn’t impatient with me, or even annoyed. She was eager.

“Barrett…Baby…You’re staring at my godmommy just a little too much, don’t you think?” Demonika asked in a high pitched tone that was as tremorous as it was airy. I turned to look at her and found her already nude as well.

“When did that happen?” I murmured, gawking with surprise caught in my throat.

“I’m a half-succubus. Sex and nudity are basically in my domain of control.”

“Can you strip anyone down?” I asked, eyes wide at the way she seemed to phrase that.

“No, not quite,” she said. “Only someone I’m close to, I think. I could strip you, godmommy, probably Rhapsody and Mako—but I doubt I could do Ophelia just yet.”

“Handy trick,” I noted, shrugging as my eyes raked over her. Just the sight of the two women slowly closing in on me, each of them perfectly gorgeous and perfectly naked, made my skin goosebump as I felt my cock begin to swell in my pants.

Well, no. Not my pants. I looked down and saw that I, too, was already naked. True to her word, Demonika had stripped me using her powers. My clothes were nowhere to be seen as far as I could tell, but I wasn’t letting that bother me right that moment. As the two women’s perfect, voluptuous figures mashed against me, their arms wrapping around me, I realized there were much more pressing issues.

“So this is the plan?” I grunted as Cordelia’s forked tongue started swirling around my ear and Demonika dropped to her knees to plant kisses on the tip of my cock. “We just…fuck?”

“We need to get her arousal levels built up,” Cordelia said, her husky voice rasping right in my ear. “Charge the battery before we exert any power.”

Demonika’s lips smacked wetly upon my glans as she rolled my balls skillfully between her fingers. Loud kissing sounds filled the room, mostly owed to the half-succubus’s ministrations on my cockhead, but Cordelia contributed her share as she started giving attention to my neck. “It’s been a few days since you last had me,” the dragoness murmured. “You always make me beg for it. You let me come to you.”

“That’s not true,” I replied as I breathed in the smell of her lavender-scented hair. “I took you in the parlor the other day when the girls were out hunting.”

“That was one instance out of many. Don’t make me beg for it master,” she huffed, and then she withdrew her lips from my neck to plant them on my lips, kissing me deeply, romantically.

As our tongues did their dance, I felt her arm extended downward and opened my eyes to peek and see what she was doing. She had placed her hand on the back of Demonika’s head and, seconds later, forced it down my shaft, making her take the entirety of my cock down her throat. Demonika didn’t choke or gag, of course. She took it like a champ—but she did start moaning rather obscenely the second she could taste all of me at once.

Soon I heard more wet, squishy noises coming from below. I broke off from the kiss to look down at Demonika to see her deepthroating me, but not only that—she was masturbating while she did it, staring up at me with her heart-filled eyes.

Cordelia whispered in my ear as her fingers ran over my chest, resting her head on my shoulder. “Look at her. Look at my cute goddaughter, devotedly sucking your cock like it’s her one true vocation. Look at how much she loves you—practically worships you. Demonika, darling?”

Demonika refused to pop off of my cock to answer, instead responding psychically. Yes, Godmommy?

“I want you to imagine that you just heard that this is the last time you’ll see Barrett in a year, and you have one shot to express just how much you lust after him. Focus on that desperation and do what comes naturally.”

“A y-year?!” she gasped in shock, letting my cock fall out of her mouth with a wet pop. “That’s—that’s too long! I’ll shrivel up and die! One time, I didn’t see him for a whole day, and I forgot to eat or sleep until he returned!”

“What?” I muttered. “When did that happen?”

The hearts in her eyes started glowing more brightly than before, and her succubus wings extended outward behind her. The rest of the hearts, the ones that floated around her head whenever she looked at me, seemed to multiply in number until they started spreading out in a circle around me, filling half the room.

“You’re mine. I won’t let you go away for that long, baby. Not without me!” she sobbed.

I turned to Cordelia who was giggling in my ear like she knew a juicy secret that I didn’t. “Call this off. I hate to see her distressed. She takes scenarios like that much too seriously.”

“As she should,” Cordelia countered mischievously. “One day, it could happen. She should be prepared for the worst.”

“No!” Demonika shuddered.

“No!”

“No!”

“No! I’ll never let him out of my sight again!”

Where all the floating hearts had been, there were suddenly four more Demonikas that they belonged to, standing naked around me. I blinked in shock, but when my eyes opened again, I was pinned to the bed. Well, pinned wasn’t exactly the extent of it.

One of the Demonikas was sitting on my right hand, angling to insert my fingers into her pussy, and another was doing the same with my left hand. I felt my digits on both hands sink into hot, damp folds, and identical moans rang out in almost perfect unison. Meanwhile, Another two Demonikas were battling it out over who got to suck my dick. They came to a quick truce as one of them focused on the shaft while the other handled the balls. Finally, another Demonika climbed over my chest and planted her knees on either side of my head, lowering herself until she was sitting on my face. “Don’t leave me,” she pleaded. “Not for a year. Not for a day. I love you, I love you, I love you—”

“Where’s your godmother?” I muffled against her pussy lips as she ground them on my face.

A pair of hands emerged from behind the Demonika sitting on my face to hug her from the back—or so I thought. Instead, the hands settled on the half-succubus’s prodigious breasts, pinching her nipples.

“Ooh! Godmommy, hi!” she squealed in surprise, and sure enough, the fingers and blue nail polish could only belong to Cordelia. A few seconds later, the dragoness’s smiling face appeared on Demonika’s shoulder and started kissing her on the cheek. “Hi, sweetheart. Look at you. You’re so strong, baby. I’m so proud.”

Demonika seemed encouraged by that, as she started doubling her efforts—all five of her. Whether it was the demoness giving me head, the ones riding my fingers, or the one sitting on my face, they picked up the pace and mounted the passion, and soon I was in sensory overload. The smell of her—perfect, even her pussy somehow seemed to have that faint aroma I most associated with her—hydrangea petals.

Demonika pleasured me and took pleasure from me with equal devotion. She wasn’t a succubus but a goddess in that moment as she writhed atop my face, letting me taste the very essence that made her a woman. She was…perfect. Always perfect, since the day I met her: My childhood crush, now my most devoted lover.

“I love you, Demonika,” I said, breathing the words out into her pussy—but that was a mistake. No sooner had I said it than did she rip into five simultaneous orgasms, producing enough fluid to soak my entire hands and probably drown me if I had to breathe. Hell, even my legs got soaked from the squirting orgasms emitted by the pair that was working on my cock.

“I love you, Barrett!” she shouted, all five of her together, squealing in pornographic bliss. A second later, I was wrapped up in a six-way embrace, still on her bed but in a different position. Demonika and her—sex clones, I guess—they hugged me tightly, competing with each other for my affection. One by one, the copies all started to pop into a flurry of hearts that coalesced and regrouped around the head of the one that remained.

“This was just round one,” Cordelia noted from somewhere behind me. “Barrett hasn’t even climaxed yet, and already we’ve discovered that Demonika can make copies of herself—which isn’t exactly a standard succubus power.”

“Do you think there’s more?” I asked, wrapping my arms around the half-succubus still aggressively nuzzling me, still grinding her pussy against my leg like a senior prom date in the back of a limo.

“Oh, I doubt we’ve scratched the surface. But now it’s my turn. I’m curious what she can do when she’s acting in a support role.”

Cordelia appeared in my field of view as she climbed over us and pushed Demonika aside. “Demonika, sweetheart, I’m going to ride your man’s cock now. Make it feel as good for us all as you can.”

“That’s a dangerous thing to say,” I grunted.

“With just the three of us, we should survive,” Cordelia reasoned, her face showing confidence in the statement for a split moment before cracking.

Cordelia crawled atop me and grabbed my still erect cock by the base, pressing the tip against her velvety folds. I underestimated how damp she’d be, as I slid right inside with almost preternatural ease. The textures she bestowed on me were always a treat, but it was Demonika’s hand on my chest that seemed to paradoxically cause the most pleasure in me to erupt.

The warmth in her touch slowly spread throughout my body, multiplying my bliss as it reached my cock. “Fuck,” I groaned.

“How’s Godmommy’s pussy, baby?” Demonika moaned. “I made it feel extra good, just for you.”

“It’s fucking great,” I grunted.

“Good,” she giggled, her index finger twirling around some of my chest hair. “I’m so glad. Is her pussy as juicy as mine, baby?”

“Don’t answer that,” Cordelia grunted as she started moving her hips a bit faster.

“I already know the answer,” Demonika giggled. She snapped her fingers, and Cordelia’s eyes rolled back and her mouth opened wide as a visible orgasm rampaged across her body. Her pussy gripped me hard in throbbing bursts of pleasure. “That’s it, Godmommy. Squeeze his big cock tighter with your perverted dragon pussy. It feels good when she grips it, doesn’t it, baby? Should I make her cum harder for you?”

I blinked, barely able to process her words as the feeling of unfiltered pleasure rippled through my body. “Dealer’s choice.”

Demonika reached out and touched Cordelia’s clit as she ground against me. It was practically half a second, but it was enough to make the sapphire dragoness moan uncontrollably to a degree that I felt she would probably be embarrassed about later. “Soak his fat cock, Godmommy,” she cooed sweetly. “I love you so much, Barrett.” She kissed me again, and the feeling of her lips against mine was enough to force my orgasm. I filled Cordelia’s quivering canal up with my release as Demonika hungrily tongued my throat. She giggled when she noticed my climax.

“Mmmm that was a good one, baby. You deserve a lot of love for that. But save some cum for me, alright?”

After the forceful eruption I’d just experienced, I wasn’t in a position to make any promises, but I nodded anyway. “Sure.”

“Now,” she sighed, snapping her fingers to make Cordelia cum so hard that she fell over, inadvertently releasing my cock. “I’d like to try out a new ability I theorized just now. If you plow me from the back, I think I can create a sort of ‘bliss nova’. Are you okay to try?”

I spoke with a hoarser than normal voice. “I don’t even drink water, but I feel like I need a glass of it before we do anything else.”

She giggled sweetly, bending down to kiss me again, which of course got me harder than a diamond. “Take your time. We have all… night… long.”

I was simultaneously excited and terrified.

***

At the end of the night, I stayed up while everyone else returned to their coffins. It had been weeks since Evie handed me the letter my mother had written for me—and I never once sat down to read it. I had planned to multiple times. The night I received it, I thought I would for sure. Reading anything was such a no-brainer for me under most circumstances—and with something like a mysterious letter from my late mother, I should have been in a race against time to read it. So why didn’t I?

As I stared at the drawer where the letter had been locked away, I understood my own hesitation. It was two-pronged. Firstly, there was a sense of finality to it. Once I read it, that was it. That was the last bit of communication of any kind I would ever receive from her. That notion scared me a little.

And secondly, I was terrified of what it might say. What if it rocked my world all over again? Did I really need more to think about? What if what she said made me feel regretful, made me realize I’d wronged her in ways she wasn’t brave enough to say to my face? But those excuses weren’t going to hold me back from reading it anymore.

Now, Evie was set to return soon with another update. Enough time had passed that I half-expected her to knock on my front door, or perhaps burst through it, at just about any moment. And yet…I still hadn’t opened a single envelope from Earth.

That changed now.

I used a key to unlock the top drawer of my dresser, which was mostly unused save for a few items I stowed away for special occasions—some candy I brought back from Earth that I looked forward to giving Eliza and Maria when Valentine’s Day or their birthdays came, a deck of playing cards for quiet nights, and a few other odds and ends like that. I had grabbed those from my apartment and the local corner store before we headed back from our brief mission to Earth so very recently.

At the back of the top drawer the stack of envelopes with letters from home sat waiting. On the top were a lot of documents about bills that needed to be paid—judging by the dates, it was various companies that hadn’t gotten the memo that I had supposedly died. A few months after the day I left, the envelopes with official logos on them had stopped coming. All that remained of interest was the letter my mother wrote for me to read in the event that I never returned to Camp Blackwood, or if no one had been sent to find me.

It had been Demonika who found me, of course. It was always going to be her. Even now, she was resting on the bed, waiting for me to return to my coffin so that she could sleep on top of it—a habit that she’d adopted during the days I spent converting Ophelia, Mako, and Rhapsody to my vampiric bloodline. Now it was a common occurrence, and I didn’t have the heart to ask her not to. Moreover, a part of me loved it for the act of unconditional devotion that it was.

I opened the letter and scanned the contents once, speedreading it before I actually slowed down to process it. I was looking for keywords—things like “Michael” and “Angel”. There wasn’t anything quite like that in there, but it did seem interesting.

My Dearest Son.

You’ve grown up strong. I’m happy I got to see you become a man before I died. I wish I could have lived to see you get married and have kids of your own—but I always knew certain things that made me hesitant to put too much hope in that.

Barrett, you’re meant to be part of a world that doesn’t include me. Ever since you were a little boy, I knew you were special. You never showed any outward signs to others, but I sensed it in you. I remember that I used to be religious. I used to take you to church with me every Sunday, and when the priest blessed you one week, he had a seizure and started convulsing on the ground. You were so little, I don’t think you remember it. We never talked about it again.

The truth is there’s something special about you. You’re holy. Your father—I don’t know exactly who he was, but he was holy too, and you got that from him. I want you to know that I won’t be content for you to live a normal life. You were born to be greater than the rest of us mere mortals, Barrett. And I’m not talking about ambition. I’m talking about selflessness. Love. Making the world a better place. That’s on you. You’re going to do it because you’re my special son.

As I’m writing this, you’re in the other room studying for a test. It’s just a few weeks before Christmas, and I don’t think I have much time left. A few months at a most. I can feel my body deteriorating every day. You know, the doctor said that every day I’m bedridden, I lose about 5% of my muscle mass. It never reaches zero, exactly, because that’s not how math works, but I sure feel like I’m hovering around a zero sometimes. But I’m trying to be strong for you for as long as I can.

A son shouldn’t have to bury his mother alone—certainly not so soon after becoming a man. You shouldn’t have to help me change my clothes, to clean my bedpan for me, or to spoonfeed me when I’m feeling weak. You’re too young to know how to insert an I.V., and you’re certainly too young for everyone at the hospital to know you by name. I’m sorry that I’m putting you through so much trauma. You’re going to bury this and focus on other things, but one day it’ll all come back and hit you like a truck, and for that I truly cannot apologize enough.

I’m so proud of you. I’m ready for what comes next, I think. The fact that you exist tells me there’s something beyond this life waiting for me. I don’t know if I’ll ever see you again face to face when this is all over, but just know that if I can, I’ll be watching over you. I love you. You’re my whole world. Thank you for doing your best for me.

Sincerely,

Your Mother

I cried then. I hadn’t cried like that since she died. I didn’t think this depth of feeling was something I was capable of anymore, but the crimson tears just kept on coming, and they poured down my face so effusively that I left the room in the hopes that I could conceal my anguish from Demonika.

I still loved my mother—even almost two years after her death, after I’d become an undead monster. The thought of her face, the memory of her voice reading me bedtime stories after she came home from the diner still made me so profoundly sad. And she had asked a big thing of me.

I couldn’t be selfish. I couldn’t be ambitious. Well, if I was ambitious, then it had to be for a reason that she would also be proud of. The letter reminded me of the importance of good people. I’d gotten so distracted with the new side of my nature that being a vampire bestowed on me that I had forgotten the virtues of being a human, of being someone who cared for others. But I had always cared for others—for Demonika, Cordelia, Mako, Rhapsody, and even Ophelia. For my bloodthralls and the people and monsters who looked to me for leadership and guidance. But that wasn’t what my mother meant.

I folded the letter up and put it in my pocket. I walked under the light of the early morning sun on my own, strolling through Hushcreek. To my surprise, a man there actually recognized me from an excursion I made with the bloodthralls months ago. “Why, it’s Garrett Gradshaw!” he exclaimed.

I chuckled at that and nodded. “Close enough.”


Chapter 21


Day after day trickled on and on and for a while, people started feeling safe again. Classes returned to their normal subjects, at the very least dedicating half their allotted time to them, but for the members of House Dragon the threat was never far beyond our minds.

The most exciting thing that happened beyond our coursework was Evie’s return. This time, she was dressed in clothes that seemed to suit her a bit better—earthy camo jeans and a black jacket covering a black t-shirt that fit her buxom chest snugly. When she arrived, she greeted me respectfully, but quickly turned her attention to Mako.

“Lady Takahashi, I have a letter for you.”

Mako’s eyes bulged in surprise. “Y-you do?” she muttered in disbelief. This happened in the parlor in front of everyone, causing everyone to look at her with sudden interest, but I averted my eyes, not wanting to pressure her.

Mako took the letter, her eyes darting around the room to confirm her suspicion that she had quietly become the center of attention. “Is that a letter from your mother, Mako?” Rhapsody asked, cocking her head.

I felt a pang of pain in my stomach. It felt like just the day before that I read my own gutwrenching letter from my mother. I didn’t expect that Mako’s letter would be as heartfelt as mine ended up being.

Mako looked to Evie for the answer to Rhapsody’s question, and the werewolf nodded. “It is indeed. I did not read it, but I was able to discern from the scent on the letter that the individual who sent it is her parent, and certainly an oni.”

“That’s a neat trick,” Demonika noted as she reached out to pat Evie on the head. “Good dog.”

Evie’s brow furrowed even as her tail started wagging. “That is disrespectful. But thank you.”

Mako peeled the envelope open and chewed the inside of her cheek as her eyes slitted to half-crescents. She pinched the letter inside delicately and pulled it out like it could fall to pieces at the slightest improper touch.

“You don’t have to read that in front of us,” I noted. “We don’t have context anyway as none of us read your first letter to her.”

Mako nodded as she considered that, peeling the letter open, but not yet averting from my eyes. “The letter was an open invitation to her to come and see for myself how much stronger I’ve become since the last time she saw me. It wasn’t long. A long, heartfelt letter would be out of character for anyone in my family.”

I nodded. “Even so, no pressure. If you need to read that in your room, I understand.”

“I want to be here in case it gets ugly,” she grunted. “I have a feeling that, one way or another, I might be very vulnerable once I finish reading this.” Her eyes darted down to the letter, seeing the words on the page for the first time. “It’s short,” she complained with a sigh. “I’ll read it out loud.”

We all looked at her, and I could tell from the faces and the postures of everyone in the room that they were all as surprised as I was that Mako felt comfortable enough to share this moment with us. Ophelia in particular seemed to stare with interest—and I realized that it was probably because of her that this was happening. They’d quietly gone from enemies to frenemies all the way to begrudging besties. It had gotten to the point where if I was going to have sex with Ophelia, she would occasionally ask if we could include Mako, and vice versa. Maybe the half-oni figured if she could find it in her to grow to trust Ophelia of all people, she could bear her heart in front of the rest of us.

“Dear Mako.” Her face twisted as she paused to scan the letter before continuing. With a frown, she went on. “I don’t see any reason to pay you a visit or allow you to return to your homeland to see me. You may be my daughter, but my burden to care for you or about you has expired. You may be interested to know you have a sister now—a full-blooded oni, like me. She is already much stronger than I think you could ever be. She may one day succeed me as leader of my clan. After the disappointment you turned out to be, I feared I may never have an heir. Do not bother to contact me again. I will not respond. Do not try to find my clan. You will be turned away. That being said, I wish you all the happiness you can find in whatever life you choose—but keep it far from here. Goodbye.”

The quietness that came over the room just then was startling. Forget hearing a pin drop, you could hear a ghost queef from three blocks away. In the end, I was the one who broke the silence. “What a, and I don’t use this expression lightly, fucking bitch,” I muttered.

A red tear leaked out of Mako’s eye as she folded the letter and tossed it into the fireplace. Ophelia and Demonika rose from their spots on the floor where they’d been hugging my legs to go to Mako and offer her an embrace.

Despite her tears, Mako smiled, and it seemed sincere. “It hurts, but it’s also liberating, you know?”

Rhapsody, still seated on the armrest of my chair, cocked her head. “I do not know. Please elucidate me.”

She looked at the window, seeing a still-life image of the world outside our manor. “I guess…she burned the bridge. I don’t have to worry about impressing her or getting her approval because, well, I know for a fact now that I’ll never get it. Even if I could, I’m not lowering myself to try and impress a woman who doesn’t want me to impress her.”

Cordelia nodded from her chair, smiling gently. “Very wise words, Mako. In any case, we should all focus on what’s right in front of us for at least the next decade or so. You can worry about what you left behind in a past life when there’s nothing left to care about.”

Ophelia hugged Mako so tightly the oni’s eyes widened as her ribs made a crack. “Or you could tell me where she is and I’ll rip her open and feed her her own bones and organs.”

Mako shook her head. “No need for that. Family doesn’t do that, no matter how badly we hurt each other. It has to mean something.”

“It doesn’t seem to mean much to your mother,” Demonika pointed out, and I echoed the sentiment.

“You’re wrong,” Mako said, chuckling. “She has been known to bash open the skulls of other half-onis from birth. The fact that I was allowed to exist was all the love she could give me.”

“That’s something,” I admitted with a sigh. I stood up and joined the group hug. Only Rhapsody and Cordelia remained on the sidelines for their own reasons. “In any case, we’re your family now.”

“That’s a weird way to call your harem,” Mako chuckled.

“I like it,” Demonika giggled. “We can call him Daddy.”

“No need for that,” I quickly replied, shutting that tangent down. I released my contribution to the group hug and turned to see Evie standing up straight like a soldier at ease. “Thanks for delivering the letter, Evie.”

“I was beginning to worry that I’d done something wrong by doing so,” she admitted.

“Not at all,” Mako laughed as Ophelia planted a kiss on her nose and whispered another offer to murder her clan. “I’m happy.”

“Have you heard any news of the interdimensional travelers? Did you give them the portal token?”

“I did,” she confirmed, nodding slowly and cautiously. “It played out like you might expect. They took it and vanished and haven’t returned.”

I laughed at the revelation. “I hope that means they found their way home. I didn’t expect them to really do anything for us anyway.”

“At least we helped someone return home,” Demonika said as she followed me back to my chair. “Right, baby?”

“Exactly. And we’re going to do a lot more of that someday.”

Out of nowhere, a knock sounded at the door. Rhapsody’s eyes widened and she rose in surprise. “Daddy?”

“Why would your father come here?” I asked. “Are you sure that’s him? You shouldn’t be able to sense his energy outside our demiplane.”

“I know the way he knocks,” she explained as she made her way toward the door. I followed her there, and, to my surprise, so did everyone else, Cordelia included. Soon we were a whole household gathered around the front door, and when Rhapsody threw it open, the Dark Lord looked down at us in amusement, smirking at the sight of us all crowded around the entrance to greet him. “How cozy,” he commented. “Nice to see you all in one place. Cordelia, good evening.”

“Good evening, Dark Lord,” she replied, bending her neck in a show of respect. “What’s the matter? It’s not like you to visit unannounced outside of class hours.”

“I suppose it isn’t. But then, I had a rather urgent matter to discuss with young Mr. Bradshaw, and a quick warning to all of you.”

I looked around at the anxious faces of all the beauties in the room with me. “Well, we’re listening.”

“Well, the important thing is knowing that, thanks to the added surveillance Arthur and I have been doing to ensure the integrity of our dimensional defenses, we detected an anomalous intruder attempting to gain access into the Netherveil—multiple intruders, really.”

“I fucking told you so, didn’t I?” I muttered, balling my hands into fists. “When are they due to arrive?”

“Tomorrow,” he stated plainly. “I am going to inform each house and give them private instructions, then later this evening we will meet to discuss a more general plan. There is always the chance that it is something small I can handle on my own—but given early signs, in the event that it isn’t, I want all hands on deck, yet no friendly fire.”

“Agreed,” I said. “We’ll take no chances. Now, what was it that you had for me?” I asked.

“Ah, yes,” he said, grinning. “It’s relating to the manner of your ascension. I believe we are ready when you are—and I have reason to believe we may want to begin the transition right away.”

I looked at Rhapsody. For now, her face was neutral, and her body language hadn’t shifted. I wasn’t sure she had processed just what that meant, but I nodded. “We’ll discuss it, but no promises just yet. This is very short notice, and I don’t feel like I have the knowledge I need to take on this responsibility.”

“You learn as you go,” he grunted, clapping me on the shoulder. “Follow me, Mister Bradshaw. We have much to discuss.”


Chapter 22


Not to be anticlimactic, but the conversation with Dracula and Arthur only took about three minutes. It was, however, a pretty intriguing one, all things considered.

“So you’ve made some progress, have you?” I asked, feeling nervousness crop up inside me. My skin felt chalky against the air in Dracula’s throne room as the two much taller, older, and more powerful men stared me down like a Grade A slab of wagyu beef.

Dracula was already seated in his throne, and Arthur stood beside him, leaning against it with his arms crossed and one foot kicked back. The two of them made quick eye contact and nodded in perfectly timed synchronization. Arthur reached inside the sleeve of his fine frilly tunic and produced a tiny vial filled with something that looked like blood mixed with ash. As he swirled it around between two fingers, I thought that it seemed to carry that precise texture as well, as little pieces of black sediment stuck to the inside of the container

“I fucking know you’re not about to tell me to drink that,” I said.

“On the contrary, Mister Bradshaw, it is the Dark Lord who must drink it,” Arthur corrected my assumption, smiling at me with his handsome, fanged grin.

“What does it do, exactly?”

Dracula rose from his throne, outstretched his arms with open palms, and started hovering closer to me, his cape billowing behind him. “Relax, Mr. Bradshaw. For all the questions you must have, I suspect they are questions we asked first when we were researching this method. It took us a great deal of effort to come up with it, you see, so we are peerless experts in how it functions. All you need to do now is listen.”

He arrived right in front of me and placed a gentle but somewhat condescending hand on my head, patting it before he exploded into a black mist, which floated up to a chandelier. He reformed as himself sitting atop the chandelier and started swinging. “Huzzah!” he shouted. “We have arrived at the fated day, and just in time, I might add.”

I didn’t say anything because I expected them to spill it all for me in short order. I was right. Arthur casually sat on the throne—a surprising move that spoke to just how close he and the Count must have been—while Dracula remained in the chandeliers, singing something in Romanian quite badly.

“This is a Potion of Perfect Banishment. This potion erases all curses, blessings, supernatural powers, and unnatural afflictions with perfect accuracy. If Dracula were to drink this potion, he would become human,” Arthur explained, grinning. “I’m sure you’re already thinking of the next logical question, right?”

I had an inquiry to make. “If he becomes human, what happens to everyone else? In the past you mentioned that when you were converted to Dracula’s line, those from yours all died.”

“Yes,” he replied, twiddling his thumbs together. His grin only seemed to grow, much to my confusion. “You are correct. They died—over the course of several days. You will have a similar grace period, but we will not wait that long.”

“Are you sure?” I asked. “It’s not like this kind of thing happens often enough to base all kinds of assumptions on.”

“Oh but it does,” Dracula cackled. When I turned around he was right behind me somehow. “You see, Mr. Bradshaw, we have been performing experiments. You aren’t the only one opening frequent portals back to Earth.”

“I’m…not?” I muttered.

“No. In fact, regrettably that increased portal activity may be the reason for our present woes with the domain’s impending security breach, but that’s beside the point,” he grunted, swishing his long, pale hand. “You see, Mr. Bradshaw, we’ve been experimenting—taking on humans, turning them into vampires, and using loopholes like the one your Demonika used to elevate them to Nobledom, then having them take lesser vampires and thralls. We must have tested it a hundred times, and each time we got the same result.”

“Which is?” I asked, eager to take whatever scraps of information they were giving me.

“Five days at least. We had five days each time before any of their thralls or minions lost their powers,” Dracula exclaimed excitedly.

I listened carefully, putting it all together. “So the plan is to have Dracula drink the vial, which will make him mortal. Then I assume I turn him back into a vampire to keep him alive and also make him, currently the leader of all vampires, my minion. Upon doing that, every other vampire under his control will become mine all at once.”

“You catch on quickly,” Arthur chuckled, crossing one leg over the other. “Yes, that’s more or less the gist of it.”

“And what about you, Arthur?” I asked.

“We only have one potion. It’s made from transubstantiated wine that has been turned into Christ’s blood by the current Catholic Pope, mixed with dirt mingling with the tree upon which Judas Iscariot hung himself. This is all we could procure for now, but I will have my day,” he assured me. “And soon.”

I turned to the Dark Lord. “And you won’t have to die right away, will you?” I asked. “After all, you promised Rhapsody you’d be there for our wedding. You’re not fixing to make some kind of noble sacrifice just yet, are you?”

Dracula’s smile faded, but only halfway. “Regrettably, yes, you are correct. It is not yet my time. You will need my powers during this battle tomorrow, and I have not yet had the opportunity to make peace with all the people I must wish goodbye. But the end is in sight, and the ‘how’ of it has been solved. It’s all downhill from here—in the good way.”

Arthur’s handsome aquiline face went thoughtful. “All downhill…I always did hate that that expression had two meanings that were exact opposites.”

“When will you drink the potion?” I asked. “After the battle?”

“No,” Dracula said, shaking his head. “Right now. We are doing this NOW. I will down the concoction, then you will turn me, and—”

“But it’s not the right phase of the moon to turn you. You’re too willing,” I pointed out. “You’d have to unwillingly lose your blood.”

Arthur chuckled. “Let me introduce you to the easiest loophole for that—mesmerism. All I have to do is tell him to resist when he’s human, and he will. It’s trivial—and more importantly it worked in all our tests, regardless of the moon’s phase.”

“And when you’re a vampire again, Professor—”

“Papa,” he corrected me with a creepy wink.

“Sure,” I grunted. “When you’re turned into a vampire again, I suppose that’s that? You have all your powers back because of your age?”

“I’ll likely lose a few that come specifically from my curse—but I will still have my magic, my ability to use standard powers of vampirism, and, most intriguingly, I will have your ability to walk in daylight,” he explained, counting it all out on his fingers. “You will technically be my master then, so you can expect a power boost as well.”

“And what does Damian think of all this?” I asked.

Arthur smirked and snorted in amusement before erupting into a gut-busting laugh. Dracula didn’t join him, but he did grin somewhat wickedly at me. “Damian was never a serious candidate. We told him from the start that we needed him to pretend to be a candidate to motivate you back on the right path.”

I blinked at the realization, making several huffs and puffs of offense. “That’s so…assholish!” I muttered angrily. “You dicks!”

“It worked,” Arthur said with a ‘tsk tsk’ and a shrug. “We’re immortal vampires, our code of ethics could be a hell of a lot worse, you know.”

Well, he was correct about that. I decided not to give it another thought. They’d played me like a fiddle, and I let them. I let them because I never really abandoned this ambition—I only lashed out and resisted when I felt like I was losing control over my own destiny. That changed when I realized that being master of all vampires wasn’t limiting my destiny at all. It was a blank check to do whatever the fuck I wanted.

With that in mind, it was time. I looked at both of the ancient men standing in front of me and furrowed my brow, not in defiance but in determination. “Alright, fine,” I said. “I’m in. Let’s do this.”

The room suddenly seemed to darken as both Dracula and Arthur’s expressions suddenly went solemn. “There is a chance, however small, that this won’t work. It’s a one in a million, but you never know,” Dracula warned me. “Are you ready?”

“Nice try,” I laughed bitterly. “This was your idea. You’re the desperate ones, not me, so this is entirely your call, and I won’t sign off on it without total confidence from you.”

Arthur’s shoulders started shaking as he hid his head in his hands. It took me a moment to realize that he was chuckling softly to himself. What ended up giving it away was the second that his laughs became suddenly loud, borderline maniacal—and then Dracula joined him. Soon the two oldest and most powerful Wallachian Vampires in the entire Netherveil and my own home dimension were bending at the knee, bursting out in gut-busting laughs.

“Right you are, Barrett Bradshaw—or as I shall soon say, Master Bradshaw,” Dracula said. “Forgive us, but this is the answer to a prayer we never thought we’d have resolved—and here we are, about to do the very deed itself.” He unpopped the cork on the vial that contained the potion and didn’t wait any longer. “Bottoms up, as they say.”

Dracula slammed back the potion and swallowed it in a single greedy gulp. Arthur and I looked at each other, then at the Count, waiting for something to happen. We were not disappointed—Dracula’s body started to lose some of his unnatural height, paleness, and many of his other uncanny physical features. His long nails were next to go, followed by the pointed ears. In the end, he became a man, with rosy cheeks and sweat forming on his brow. He choked for air as if remembering how to breathe all of a sudden, grasping for his throat and crumbling down—but Arthur caught him before he hit his knees.

“I’ve got you, my friend,” Arthur grunted, then he looked at me, his gaze narrowing. “I know we said we have five days, Barrett, but assuming you’re on the same page as me—”

“Yes,” I muttered, “let’s not waste any time.” I let my fangs fully emerge and stepped forward. Dracula looked up at me, a wide-eyed, vulnerable mask for his face. He was still every bit as imposing and handsome as before somehow, even weak and soft as a man, even shuddering in Arthur’s arms. Perhaps it was just the knowledge of who he was and what he’d done—or perhaps it was more than that. I couldn’t say.

What I could say was that I had a job to do. “Professor Roman,” I muttered, nodding at Arthur, “Do the mesmerism thing if you please.”

Arthur nodded, his face of elation and excitement now seeming almost fearful. He issued the command to Dracula to be afraid of me, to resist me—which made what I needed to do that much more uncomfortable.

But I did it. I finally did it.

***

The day of the big battle had arrived, and I sincerely wished that the Scavenger Hunt was still on instead. The Dull Heath was not going to be the site of the battle this time. There were lesions and fissures in the fabric of the Netherveil’s skies all throughout the domain. The members of each house split up and were instructed to roam as needed and take out any threats. We would always stay with at least one partner—it didn’t matter who, but we were never to be alone.

I was starting out with Demonika. Her powers being at their full potential depended on her being near me, so that was a logical choice. Rhapsody was with Cordelia, Mako was with Ophelia, and everyone in the other houses, well, I didn’t really know and I didn’t really care. I didn’t have the mental bandwidth for it.

But things were different now. No one knew aside from me and the other members of House Dragon what had gone down the previous night. No one else among the ranks of Nosferatu Academy’s other three houses had any idea that I had become their master, that Dracula’s plan to pass his control over all Wallachian vampires onto me had worked without a single hitch or complication.

My body was rumbling with power I didn’t yet have any idea how to control. Even better, Dracula was still sitting close to full strength as far as I could tell, though he did confess to feeling a little weaker after being reconverted into a vampire. It wasn’t a difference I could notice when he did a practice duel with Arthur, at least, so I took solace in that.

“Are you ready, baby?” Demonika sweetly asked me, hearts floating around her head as she looked up at me while we stood in front of House Dragon’s manor.

“Ready as I’ll ever be.” I reached out for her hand, took it, and squeezed it affectionately, eliciting a moan from her that for some reason I foolishly hadn’t expected.

“Sorry,” she whimpered. “I’ll pull myself together until the fighting starts.”

I was surprised when Damian crossed over to our property to approach me, pulling me aside. I went with him, nodding at Demonika’s scowling face to let her know that it was okay.

“How’s Ophelia?” he asked, his hand gripping my shoulder for a moment before I stared at it, causing him to withdraw as though he touched a searing pan.

The question surprised me. “She’s fine. Thanks for asking.”

He nodded and looked around to make sure we weren’t in earshot of anyone else. “Command her for me. Tell her to hide until the fighting is over.”

I arched a brow in confusion and intrigue. “Where is this coming from?”

His face twisted like he was offended. “I may not be in love with her and willing to marry that psycho, but it doesn’t mean I don’t care about her. She’s like—well, she’s practically family as far as I’m concerned. Keep her away from the fighting and lock her away until it’s over.”

I was…impressed. I looked him up and down with a new sort of respect. “I won’t do that because it’s not my choice.”

“It literally is. She’ll do what you tell her to, you’re her master.”

“And I’m not abusing my power to take her agency away. And if I did, I’d have to do it for all my girls, because there isn’t any way I’m playing favorites. House Dragon is, without a doubt, the most powerful house, pound-for-pound. If my people all bail on this fight, then we may as well put up the white flags now.”

Damian scowled at me, pulling some pink hair back behind his ear. “If anything happens to her, I’ll kill you myself.”

I smirked at that. “No you won’t. And she’ll be fine, I promise.”

He didn’t know yet, but he literally couldn’t intentionally harm me. He, too, was technically my subject or minion. If I wanted to, I could read his thoughts right now. When he walked away, I turned back to find Demonika waiting for me with her hands behind her back, a sweet, innocent smile on her face as the hearts in her eyes throbbed. Out of curiosity, I decided to read her thoughts.

Oh fucking hell, he’s so cute. I love him, I love him, I love him so much. Look at that adorable face! I just wanna ride that face for the next hundred years uninterrupted. I wanna—

I noped out of that situation right away. There were other things to focus on. I homed in on my connection to the other members of House Dragon for the moment, deciding to give them all a speech that I’d prepared in my head while I lay in my coffin after meeting with Arthur and Dracula last night. We were minutes away from the first breakthrough, I was sure, so it was more or less now or never.

Girls, I hope you can hear this now. I just wanted to say something—not because I’m afraid that it’s the last chance I’ll get to say it or anything like that. We’re going to make it through this, all of us. What I want to tell you is something I hope that you already know: House Dragon is special. It’s not like any of the other houses. They’ve all got friendship, loyalty, camaraderie with one another, and I respect and acknowledge that, as should you all…but we’re the only house that’s bound together by love. That makes us different. We’re the only house that, when this nightmare is all over, when we one day leave Nosferatu Academy behind, we’ll never be separated from each other by choice. We will always choose each other—always.

I looked around to see their faces as I was saying all this. They were solemn, each and everyone one, fixed on me from where they stood as I walked over to rejoin Demonika.

Mako, I’m proud that you sought that closure with your mother. I’m proud that you became friends with your enemy. I’m proud that you have learned to control your emotions without lashing out every time like you used to. You’re amazing.

Rhapsody—you embody love and loyalty to me. I’ve seen into your soul, and I know that as quiet and stoic as you seem to others, to me, to all of us, you’re a ride-or-die badass that’ll throw down the gauntlet at a moment’s notice for any one of us.

Ophelia, we’ve only just gotten started with each other, but in the time you’ve been with us, I’ve definitely grown attached to you. Damian just told me to command you to hide away from danger to keep you safe, and if you can make a cold-hearted bastard like him worry for you, then I look forward to you continuing to grow on me as time goes by. Ophelia took a moment to viscerally react to this news, her eyes widening enough that I could make out the look of surprise on her face from the other side of our property.

I turned my attention to the half-succubus beside me. Demonika—what can I even say at this point? I’ve been yours from the moment I first laid eyes on you. You’re the reason I’m a vampire at all. You’re the reason I kept going to Camp Blackwood all those years ago. And Cordelia—I want you to know, despite that one thing you did—I trust you with my life. Ladies and ducks of House Dragon? Let’s kick some fucking extradimensional ass.

They reacted in their own ways. Demonika hurled her body against mine and started grinding her crotch against my leg, and the others sent their words of appreciation and affection back to me. I swear, I even heard a psychic quack from our familiar—but before I could chuckle at that, it happened.

The sky split open—it wasn’t many tiny cracks at all, but one enormous rip in the fabric of the Netherveil that you hear, like a bass-boosted and pitched down sound of ripping cardboard. The earth rumbled beneath our feet as the unwelcome rift appeared, and dozens of people—or something—flew out of them.

“It’s on,” I said, nodding at Demonika. “The battle begins.

The main battle happened in the wide open plains just outside of Hushcreek. It was like the finale from a superhero film on a larger scale and with more impressive effects. On our side, dozens of vampires shifted into their beastmorphs as they rushed the battlefield at top speed. Mako, in her black bunny form, rushed forward, faster than all of us, taking up the front of our improvised formation.

She leapt, shifting in mid-air through a black fog into her oni-form—and not just her default form, either, but her elevated, uber-muscular body. Rather than bother with a spell, she punched the god in front of her in the face. The impact of her strike sent the deity flying a hundred feet backward and crashing into a barn, blowing right through its first wall. Ophelia also shifted back from her spider form into her vampire one, elevated into her smaller, faster fairy form, and dashed, pulling ahead of Mako in their pursuit to catch up to the guy the half-oni had clobbered.

Meanwhile, Rhapsody was riding Cordelia’s back as she flew in dragon form. Cordelia blasted frost from her mouth at other flying threats while Rhapsody fired off spell after spell. She was in her white-haired elevated dhampir form, too, making her faster, more focused, and more accurate. Watching as spell after spell collided with her targets was satisfying, but I had my own fight to attend to.

Similarly to Cordelia and Rhapsody’s arrangement, I let Demonika ride my back. The friction against her nipples and crotch as I ran across the battlefield continued to provide a steady stream of bliss to her, not to mention the proximity to me. She was building up power every second we were together, and I planned on unleashing it at just the right moment. More than once I felt her bury her nose in my hair and inhale deeply just to take in the scent of me—a bit weird, but whatever it took to get her to one hundred percent, I was willing to let her do it.

The two of us together proved to be virtually unstoppable. Some god or another—a version of Thor, if I had to guess—attempted to blast us with a lightning bolt, but we deflected it with a shield spell. It was satisfying to watch the energy disperse as it failed to penetrate our defenses, but not half as satisfying as seeing Demonika make clones of herself that promptly took flight with Count Quackula and blasted the Norse god with a five-way fireball spell.

Then there was me. With Demonika on my back, my mobility was hampered, so I leaned on my raw power. A Greek god with two swords and a red cape sprinted toward me, brandishing his weapons. I fired a mundane Spirit Bullets spell at him at full power, shouting it out at the top of my lungs, and his head exploded from the very first impact. I did that a few more times with similar results, taking out god and demigod one after another. It was…so easy it was almost boring.

We’re going to win this, I thought to myself then, so naively sure of myself. But the battle was only beginning, and I had no idea where it was headed.

Things quickly escalated. More and more of those fuckers spewed out of the hole, and the problem was obvious—the doorway was open, and this time, it wasn’t fixing itself. The gash was too big to scab over, in other words, so although we were handling the threat with admirable skill and efficiency, eventually people would run out of juice and simply not be able to keep up. Or worse—maybe something more powerful than these run-of-the-mill gods would make its way through the portal.

The fight started to grow more desperate after the third hour. It wasn’t three hours of nonstop battle—there were long rests where relatively few foes came through with their odd death wishes or hopelessly optimistic spirits. After the third hour, though, you could see the exhaustion start to settle in some vampires’ red and black eyes.

“This is going to take a while, isn’t it?” I heard Damian say to Melphie, one his girlfriends, not that far away from where I was. He wasn’t wrong.

I looked around for Dracula and Arthur before realizing I could literally send them messages and sense their location if I wanted. What are you up to? I asked them. This is getting drawn out.

I feel the worst is yet to come, Dracula admitted. I am holding up just fine. If others start to lose the will to fight, they can hide out in the castle. Convey the message for me. We are looking into dealing with the rip in our reality itself, but I expect it to take some time, so be vigilant, Barrett.

Got it, I replied, not sure what else to say. I told everyone what he’d relayed to me, but as I expected, not a single vampire fled. A few looked around like they were waiting to see if anyone would, but it became clear almost immediately that that option was not going to be considered.

“Has anyone died yet?” I asked, shouting it out so that any vampires could hear me. I didn’t want to reveal that I was in their heads yet whenever I wanted to be.

More silence. Finally, someone from House Raven spoke up. “I think we’ve all made it so far. But we’re getting fucking tired, Bradshaw. I don’t know how many more spells I’ve got in me.”

Adding insult to injury, the fissure thrummed again, and a new round of gods poured through. I cursed under my breath as a cluster of them, more coordinated than the others so far, seemed to gather around Cordelia and Rhapsody as they picked off threats from the skies.

“Fucking hell,” I hissed. I squeezed Demonika’s pale thighs, wrapped around my back, as I thought of what to do. “I’ve got an idea. Babe, you’re down for whatever, right?”

“Of course, honey,” she cooed.

I kicked off from the ground, flying directly up into the sky. I pulled Demonika off of my back as the chaos around me grew louder and louder. I heard a girl from House Wolf cry out in pain. I was running out of time. My angel wings spread out from behind me, creating something of a spectacle, which I counted on. A whole throng of the gods dive-bombed toward us, taking some of the heat off of my allies at least, but putting me and my half-succubus cutie in danger.

I decided that keeping my secret from the other vampires wasn’t as important as keeping them all alive. I sent a psychic message out to them all. Don’t panic at the fact that you can hear my voice in your heads—just listen closely. Cover your eyes, ears, take cover, and put up every manner of shield you can handle. Something big is coming. That’s an order.

I slipped a finger under Demonika’s dress and pressed it against her pussy lips over her panties. She gasped, but that was just the start of it. I slid her panties to the side—again, underneath the dress, so no one could see—and whispered to her. “I love you. You are the most beautiful woman in the world. I want to spend eternity by your side. Marry me when this is over.”

As intended, Demonika explosively erupted with pleasure from the words, creating a pink, heart-filled shockwave of power that ripped grass and trees from the ground and reduced the nearby barn to a pile of painted wood. All around me, the heads of gods exploded by the dozen, making a total mess, but a good mess, much like the mess in Demonika’s aforementioned panties.

I kissed her on the cheek and glanced around for remaining threats. I mentally spoke another command. Lower your shields and get back into the battle. I don’t know that we can do that again without things getting really freaky.

The other vampires all obeyed, of course, and looked at me from the ground with faces that showed a mix of awe and suspicion. Awe because of the power Demonika and I had just displayed, and perhaps in awe of my angelic form—suspicion because I had just given them all an order they were compelled to obey.

“There’s no time to explain!” I shouted. “Finish off who’s left and take some rest before the next wave comes. Cordelia, Rhapsody—Dracula and Arthur are southeast of here with the other professors. Go to them and help them seal the fissure.”

“Of course, Barrett,” Rhapsody said. “Giddyup, Professor Darcy.”

I could tell that the dragon did not appreciate that, but she went along with it anyway. I turned my attention back on Demonika, nodding at Mako. “Mako, I’m pairing you up with Nika. She needs a rest. take her inside our manor. The demiplane subfield should keep you hidden and safe from the fighting until she gets the wind back in her sails.”

Demonika pouted at me. “I can keep going,” she insisted.

But I knew better. My connection with her had upgraded when I gained control over all the Wallachian Vampires, and I knew her limits better than she did. She could absolutely keep going—but like a Labrador in the summer, she would work herself to death.

“Get a drink from Eliza and Maria. Mako, come back with her when you think she’s okay.”

She nodded. “Got it.”

I handed the half-succubus off to Mako and she darted off with her. I pointed at a certain fairy girl. “You’re with me, Ophelia.”

“Takes me back to the Bloodthirst Games,” she giggled. “How romantic.”

“A little bit,” I agreed with a laugh.

I summoned Count Quackula, reclaiming control of him from Rhapsody and Cordelia, who he’d been flying with for most of the battle. “Duck Lord, you good? Holding up just fine?”

He quacked happily in reply, which was a relief. I looked around and saw the other familiars from the other houses as well, all being checked in on by their house members. So far, still no casualties, with only that girl from House Wolf suffering serious injuries—but she’d live. So far so good.

And that irresponsibly optimistic thought was when the shit hit the fan. It wasn’t dozens of gods that came through the portal next—it was just one. A mountain moved or walked, its form some eldritch mockery of a man. In place of a face, it had something like the green head of a squid. Its bipedal body made it look like a twisted Tim Burtonesque caricature of a man, and yet it couldn’t be more different, more alien. Merely looking at it hurt my eyes. No, not my eyes—my sanity.

Cthulhu had just climbed into the Netherveil. Everywhere he stepped, the grass was replaced with writhing tentacles, the soil grew eyes, and the landscape changed into jagged shapes that made no sense to look at. Each step was thunderous, yet silent somehow. It made no sense—nothing made any sense all of a sudden.

I looked around. A few of the weaker-willed vamps had collapsed to their knees and were clawing at their eyes, begging themselves to look away, but they couldn’t. The rest of us were like me—comparably collected, but seething beneath the surface, our sanity slow-cooking like a lobster in a pot. By the time it was all gone, would we even know?

Things are bad over here, I mentally messaged Dracula. We could use your help.

I can see that—but if I leave here now, all our progress sealing the crack will be lost. I can’t do that—please don’t order me to.

Dammit. I knew he was right, but it was a hard fucking pill to swallow. Making things worse, Cthulhu kicked at a pair of House Viper students, passing right through them like they were ghosts. When he pulled his foot back, only their skeletons remained, writhing with vine-like tentacles that were climbing out of their rib cages and eye sockets. Our first casualties.

People screamed at that loss—I did too, but I actually felt it, like a piece of me had been chipped off of a block. I lost just a bit of power then—not much, but a bit. I could sense it. I felt for a brief instant like a mother who’d had her baby torn from her—an unexpectedly emotional response that made me instantly sympathetic for Dracula for all the losses he must have felt over the years.

I whipped my head from side to side, trying to keep my head on straight. With a roar, I took to the sky and leaned on my elevated form, focusing on bringing it up to its maximum power, all six wings fanning out in full splendor. Ophelia shouted something at me, but I ignored her. I only heard “Barrett!” and “Don’t!” and knew it wasn’t worth my time.

I held out my hand, and a flaming sword appeared there as though it were second nature—something even I hadn’t expected until I’d begun to fly upward a few seconds ago. The weapon felt good in my grip—natural. A hell of a family heirloom. Would it be enough to slay a Great Old One, though?

I charged Cthulhu, my body not even the size of one of his eyes, and for a split second I felt like a fucking idiot, but I didn’t slow down. I didn’t give up. I had no choice but to see this through and try my best. I slashed at his face, leaving a wide gash in it, but he didn’t react as though in pain. A putrid, noxious gas emitted from the wound, and I watched with despair as it mended itself moments later. I wasn’t even sure he noticed me.

“Fuck,” I muttered.

“Barrett! I’m coming to help!” Ophelia shouted, no hint of bloodlust in her voice. It was solemnity, fear, and worry that colored the tone she spoke in—it humanized her in my mind a bit, making me that much more attached to her on the spot.

“Don’t bother!” I shouted down at her, short of a true command, so of course she ignored me.

Tentacles had replaced much of the grass in the field by then, and it was starting to wrap itself around the arms and ankles of anyone still on the ground. Ophelia followed me into the air, so she was spared that fate for now, but she hung back. Sensing her cowering behind me, even though she bravely came to offer what help she could—my bloodthirsty Ophelia—it was a sobering moment.

I attempted a barrage of spells—everything I knew, even things that didn’t make any sense to try, like a wind blowing spell, and a spell that’s meant to heat bathwater. Nothing had any real effect as the titan lumbered across the Netherveil. Occasionally he would make an idle swipe at me, but when he missed, he just kept walking. It was odd—and then I realized what it reminded me of. It reminded me of when I was human and I tried to swat a fly. I’d miss, and shrug, and keep going on about my day until the next moment that the fly presented itself.

To Cthuhu, I was…a fly. A nuisance. With all my power, with everything I’d done to get here, to this extradimensional behemoth I was just a bug to be swatted out of the air. I trembled.

Screams erupted from the ground. I looked behind me and saw Ophelia rushing to help a former friend from House Wolf free herself from tentacles, cutting her free with her knife. Once she’d done that, the two of them started doing the same to everyone they could. They hadn’t given up.

I decided to focus on their approach, freeing everyone I could, saving everyone I was able to. There were a few more dead—I felt their losses just as strongly as the first. They were easy to find because their skeletons had been reclaimed by blasphemous viny creatures that puppeteered their bones and had them shambling around. I blasted a few of them with a powerful flame spell, extending my hand and performing a four-part series of gestures. “Aruncător de flăcări!” I shouted it at the top of my lungs, and it did manage to dispel the vine things and let the corpses of our classmates fall back to the ground. Winston had been among them, I noted.

Once we had renewed our numbers we put some distance between ourselves and the Great Old One. On the plus side, the rift was almost sealed—that was very good news. On the downside, we were about to be locked in our own pocket dimension with some astral avatar of Cthulhu.

“Any bright ideas, Bradshaw?” Damian asked, fluttering in beside me, suspended by his own fairy wings.

I shook my head. “You know, I was just about to pose the same question for the rest of the student body.”

He snickered at that. “Figured as much. As it so happens, I do have one idea. Are you familiar with something called the Elder Sign?”

“Yes,” I grunted, my eyes widening. “Fuck, why didn’t I think of that?”

“An Elder Sign is a holy symbol tied to the god Nodens, one of the Elder Gods of the entire multiverse,” Damian explained. “Its chief purpose was to weaken and bind the Outer Gods and their minions.”

“And Cthulhu is an Outer God?” I asked. “That doesn’t sound right.”

He laughed. “No, Cthulhu is a minion of the Outer Gods—their high priest, according to lore, though it’s hard to imagine him in a robe and giving a homily. Think, Bradshaw—we can direct his movement by placing Elder Signs around him. But we need someone fast enough to—”

“Ophelia!” I shouted, calling her back over to me.

Damian’s eyes widened. “Someone else.”

“I’ll do it!” she shouted, still afraid, but also brave enough to take on the job. “I have to!”

“She’s the fastest one we’ve got besides maybe me now,” I reminded him. “I’ll work with her. Damian, run inside your manor and grab the history book. I need to see the Elder Sign so we can draw it on the ground and in the air.”

I checked in with Demonika then—praying for a Hail Mary out of her. Mako, how is she? I sent that psychic message out into the ether, hoping they’d pick up on it from inside our demiplane-protected home.

She’s weak, Bear Boy. I wouldn’t call her back. I can come, though, if you need me.

Truth was her physical-based approach was not a good match for this threat. Stay with her, I commanded. Stay put.

Damian was clearly pissed with me, but he followed my direct order to run inside and retrieve his history book. He returned within a few minutes, while the rest of us just kept a distance and let Cthulhu do as he pleased, corrupting more and more of the Netherveil with every step, turning it into some alien realm.

“Here you go,” he shouted, tossing it to me. Ophelia and I looked over the sigil and burned it in our minds. It wasn’t all that complex in the end—in fact there were two variations, but the one that was vaguely like a star with an angle in it seemed easier to do in only several motions, whereas the one shaped like a complex branch would be more troublesome under pressure.

I casted a hastening spell on Ophelia and myself and went over the plan with her. She was afraid, but she agreed, and soon we were dragging borrowed weapons and branches in the dirt surrounding Cthulhu, making Elder Signs in the ground to stop him from moving forward. Eventually, we had a ring of the things, and sure enough, he ceased moving when we uttered the activation charm—he’d been contained.

And then he finally seemed to take notice of us. He looked at us directly, and it was everything I could to cling to my sanity when he met my gaze head-on. He could not move, he could not cross the Elder Signs—but he could extend his tentacles, apparently, and the beard of writhing things around his mouth reached out for me much more quickly than I’d expected them to be capable of. They tried again and again and again, but each time I dodged.

And then one time they reached for Ophelia. She hadn’t been ready.

The tentacles grabbed hold of her, not behaving at all like I expected based on how his body interacted with the House Viper members I saw him kill. They tangled her up and reeled her in like a fish. Damian and I moved at once to free her, me with my flaming sword, and Damian with his…fairy wings.

I thought we were about to team up, but that was apparently not what the fairy boy had in mind. As we approached the stalks of tentacles that were wrapping around her so tightly that she was almost completely covered, screaming bloody murder the whole time, I caught Damian’s eye. He didn’t speak out loud, but I heard his voice in my head. Get back, dumbass. If he kills us both, she’s dead. He kicked me in the chest, sending me backward, and cast a point blank, fully charged Spirit Bullet spell into the tentacles. They let go of Ophelia immediately and wrapped onto him. He didn’t even scream as he was pulled inside the writhing mass.

I caught Ophelia as she tumbled out of the sky, then flew to get her far out of range of any attempt at reprisal. She was unconscious. I handed her off to one of Damian’s friends in House Wolf who she knew as well, then set my eyes back on the lumbering hulk. There was no time to process what had just happened. Damian was gone, but Cthulhu was temporarily contained, and we were now at a healthy distance. As I looked up in the sky, I also realized that the fissure was almost entirely sealed.

“This is probably fine,” I muttered, hands on my hips. “We can just…keep him inside the Elder Signs forever, right?”

The chick holding Ophelia frowned at me—one of the new girls in House Viper. I didn’t know her name. Poor thing just got here a couple months back. “I mean, it’s not ideal.”

She was right about that. But just when I was about to resign our realm to that fate, about three dozen men in armor and with guns came charging in from the distance. “Who the fuck are those guys?” she asked, pointing at the new arrivals.

“Holy fucking shit,” I murmured in disbelief. “No freaking way.”

The interdimensional soldiers we’d helped before—they were here, and with reinforcements. “Looks like you’ve got yourselves a Great Old Problem here,” their leader, Corbus, grunted—the same hexenwulf we had a run-in with back on Earth. My jaw almost dropped to see him. “Men! Fire on my mark!”

“There is no way you can kill that thing,” I told him flatly, gesturing at the somewhat contained, towering monster.

“There is nothing in the universe that can,” he agreed. “But we can send him home—that’s what we’re good at, after all. When we got back, thanks to your token, I got access to all our tech and my men. We kept an eye on the ‘Veil for you and knew this was going to happen. Since you helped me, here I am—returning the favor.” Seeing me left speechless, Corbus turned his attention back on his men—well, some of them were clearly women as well. “Alright soldiers, three, two, one, FIRE!”

All of the soldiers fired their guns—and they weren’t any guns I’d ever seen before. Green and violet lights emitted from them and, upon impact, spread across Cthulhu’s hideous body. Slowly, he appeared almost to fade until finally he was entirely gone. I couldn’t believe it. Was it…really over?

I heaved a sigh of relief. “We would have been stuck with him if not for you.” I grabbed Corbus’s hand and shook it.

“You were easy to find for obvious reasons. I figured we might as well show up—it’s not good to have Great Old Ones and rogue gods conquering demiplanes now somewhat linked to our own world. You’re lucky you gave us that token through your wolf girl,” Corbus explained. “And we’re lucky she’s a fellow wolf, because it made it easier for us to trust each other.”

“If you say so,” I muttered breathlessly. I reached out to Dracula, Cordelia, and the other professors then, sending a broadcast message for their minds only.

How’s the rift? It seems almost patched up. Things are stable here.

That’s a relief to hear. The rift is closed, Cordelia answered me, sounding relieved. It’s over. And I think we can keep this from happening again from what we learned by sealing it.

The interdimensional soldiers scattered across the battlefield, pulling out little things that looked like pokedexes or something as they scanned everything in sight. I figured they were making sure they left no threat behind.

I decided to fill in everyone—including Demonika and Mako and anyone else no longer on the battlefield, about what had just happened, so I sent another psychic broadcast out to all Wallachian Vampires.

The rift is sealed. The last threat has been banished. The Netherveil is secured and should be safe for a while. Congratulations to everyone who survived. You fought well—or if you fled, you fought until you couldn’t. All of you made contributions that I personally witnessed. To our friends that died, they died in service to all of us. I’m proud to have known them, and I’m prouder still to call myself your master and the new head of the Celestial Wallachian Line of Vampires.

Collective gasps rang out at the juicy revelation, as they should.

I chuckled. Yes, that’s right. I’m your master. It’s complicated. Let’s talk about it over dinner, alright?


Epilogue


Demonika hugged me from behind, her soft chest pressing into my back as she reached around to fasten my belt for me. Meanwhile, Ophelia grinned at me from the front, looking up at me while she tightened my necktie. To my left, Mako wiped a microfiber cloth on my glasses before putting them back on my face as Cordelia helped Rhapsody with the zipper on her evening gown. I beamed at them, my bridal sorority as they proudly called themselves, as they performed their various tasks.

“It’s a big day, Mister President,” Demonika cooed from behind. “Are you excited?”

“Calling the Regional President of the American Library Association’s Midwest Division ‘Mister President’ is a bit much,” I chuckled.

“Well, I just thought you should get used to the title eventually, the way things are headed.” She let out one more adorable giggle and stepped backward. I glanced over my shoulder at her while the others worked on me and found her holding her chin between two fingers as though she was admiring a masterpiece. “I am the luckiest woman in the world.”

“If you’re saying you’re the luckiest woman in the world because you’re with Bear Boy,”” Mako began with a snigger, “I hate to break it to you, but the math ain’t mathing. There are plenty of us on even footing in that department.”

“So you say, but I know I make him the horniest—and horniness is the purest, most beautiful expression of love,” Demonika sighed, her sweet voice full of sugar.

“Your perception is clouded by the biases carried over from your lineage,” Rhapsody said as she and Cordelia joined us. “After all, I am the one on his arm in public events. Do not discount his affection for me.”

“Oh, I don’t,” Demonika laughed. “But if you think you have any chance of outcumming me in a love-a-thon, you’re not just quirky—you’re stupid.”

Over the last twenty years I learned to let them have their petty arguments. No matter how many times I scolded them and pleaded for them to not debate this question, it kept coming back eternally. It was the best I could do to shut things down with a gentle subject change when it got particularly nasty, but thankfully I could tell we weren’t on the path toward that.

“Barrett had me in his coffin last night,” Ophelia said in a lowered voice, like she was telling everyone in the room a secret. “Isn’t that right, Big Bear?”

I nodded, stroking her cheek. “That’s true. But where is this going?”

“And when we were making love, I carved a hundred little hearts in his chest, and he whispered to me the sweetest words I’ve ever heard.”

“I did?” I grunted, trying to guess what she might be referring to. “You mean, ‘your nails are sharper than usual’?”

“That too, but you also said, ‘Ophelia, you know—of all the women I command, I love you the most.’”

No one looked particularly impressed. I didn’t even bother to shut the obvious lie down. Everyone knew for damn certain that I wasn’t one to go naming favorites—in public or private company. Ophelia knew that too. She was just being a brat.

The girls stood in front of me, an array of perfect beauties, all wearing the glasses I made for them with Professor Orlok’s guidance. The sheer hotness on display was something approaching the surface of the sun, give or take a few degrees. They smiled at me, delighted to see me ogling them so affectionately even after two decades together.

I could still remember our days at Nosferatu Academy like they had only just come to an end. None of them had aged a single day—except when we needed them to appear older, in which case they adopted simple glamor spells to change their appearance. That became necessary over the years because we were more and more in the public eye.

Being able to live in daylight made it much easier for my vampire army to blend in with human society when we reintegrated back into Earth. Occasionally someone would mess up and get caught without a reflection or show up suspiciously distorted in a photo, forgetting to use the spells I crafted with our professors to hide us in plain sight in every way possible, but most of the time we garnered little suspicion.

At the present moment, Demonika, Mako, Cordelia, Ophelia, Rhapsody, and I were backstage at an American Library Association event. A senator was going to attend, so I heard. I was bumping elbows with the political elite more and more often these days. It was only a matter of time until I was one of them myself.

When Rachel came in and gave the order, Rhapsody, as my wife, would go out with me and smile her best smile—we had her wear her mother’s form in public, which made that easier to manage. It also put her at the correct age without having to use magic to disguise her, but that was a minor convenience hardly worth mentioning.

After Rhapsody and I went on stage, we’d cut a big ribbon, celebrating my tenth year as president of the Association and the first new wing of a library to open in the state in over twenty years. That was a big deal. Across the country, libraries were closing due to a lack of funding, but here? In my state? They were thriving. I may have used some underhanded means to secure certain key votes from congressmen and women to pull that off, mind you, but all’s fair in love and libraries.

After Rhapsody and I did our thing on stage, I’d call in Tara, who was head librarian still and looking suspiciously youthful herself for a woman in her forties. Tara would come out on the stage and give her own speech, and the employees of the library would stand behind her, smiling and clapping at appropriate intervals—including Rachel, Becky, and several other monster girls we picked up when we left the Netherveil over a decade ago.

My various bloodthralls would be in the audience too, hidden amongst the crowd, dealing with anyone who booed or grumbled at any point in our speech. Eliza and Maria were the heads of the bloodthralls, just like Evie was head of my monster girls—but Evie couldn’t attend today. She was dangerously pregnant with my puppies, so we put her on bed rest for the evening. Plus, she had more magic lessons with Louis Orlok in the morning.

Speaking of pups, several of my sons and daughters would also be in attendance tonight. When I strained to listen by the door, I could hear the signature laugh of Esper, my oldest child with Demonika, as she joked around with one of her brothers, probably Damian. Esper was our first success after many failures. The key had been using Demonika’s eggs and having Eliza and Maria carry the children to term.

Rhapsody only had the one daughter, Draculita, and she was easier to conceive, as all we had to do was keep her in human form for nine months. Lita went through a horrible phase where she kept trying to eat Rhapsody’s soul, but as she only ever saw Rhapsody in her vampire form most of the time, it never worked, and eventually she stopped trying.

And, in a twist that may surprise some, Draculita was the reason for another great happiness in our lives—my father-in-law, Count Dracula, Vladimir Tepes himself, decided her wasn’t quite ready to die after seeing his granddaughter for the first time. “Give it another century or so,” he had said. But Arthur, however, truly was ready to pass and finally did just this last Spring. In his honor, I planned to name Demonika’s next child after him. I was already excited for it—half demon, half angel dhampir babies were always so much fun.

Mako approached me, noticing the complex look on my face. “You nervous, Big Bear?”

“Yes and no,” I confessed. “I know this is going to go off without a hitch—and even if it doesn’t, we can just wipe everyone’s memories and cut the stream. But it feels momentous anyway.”

“You earned it,” she said. “Thanks to you, every library in the state is undergoing a renaissance of creativity and new programming, with funding to fuel all kinds of new endeavors. Each library is overseen by a team of at least three monster girl librarians. Evie’s work coordinating them has also resulted in a dramatic drop in crime and repeat offenders in the criminal justice system.”

“Because most heinous criminals are getting eaten, you mean,” I muttered.

“Well, yeah,” she grunted.

I chuckled at that, shaking my head as I looked at her. Right now, to any humans on the premises, she looked like an Asian woman with black hair, a petite but toned body, and not much else special about her. All my girls, whether monster girl or vampire, had a similar disguise.

And then Rachel came through the door. Her disguise amused me the most. She was always wet, her skin glossy and hair looking like she just came out of the shower, but the glamor spell we kept active on her made her look…dry. That was about it. Oh, also it made it look like she was wearing clothes—but to me, she walked into the room completely nude from head to toe, looking like she was on her way back from skinnydipping.

I nodded at her. “Rachel. Are we ready to go?”

The electronic voice collar around her neck glowed as it emitted her reply. “Yes, Lord Bradshaw. You and Missus Bradshaw-Tepes are required on stage.”

Rhapsody, wearing Catherine’s face, looped her arm around mine and grinned wide. “I’m ready when you are.”

***

The ceremony went perfectly. It wasn’t that well-attended. The audience looked impressive enough for the cameras, but fully seventy-percent of the crowd was made up by my bloodthralls, children, followers, or monster girls loyal to me. As it happened, this meant that the audience was predominantly female, but perhaps because the book industry is largely fueled by female readers, it didn’t seem all that suspicious.

After the event, which was held in the city’s biggest library, I stood outside the event hall, mingling with Senator Gladwell for a while as my many wives, lovers, children, and servants looked on and tried to blend into the scenery. Once I’d planted a few persuasive reminders in his brain about an upcoming bill that would see the state budget for libraries double the following year, I shook his hand and bid him farewell.

I turned to the throng of women still waiting for me and smiled at them, slipping my hands in my pockets. “I’ll be returning to the Netherveil for the weekend. Whoever wishes to spend it in the castle with me, you can leave now and I’ll see you there. I promise to make time for you all.”

I got a murmurous cacophony of “Yes, Master,” and “Okay, Dad,” and everything in between, but my vampire wives didn’t leave with the crowd.

“You go on without me,” I said, smiling at them. “I have something to take care of here. I’ll be closing the event hall down with Rachel and Tara, so I’ll see you all at home after I do that and run my errands.”

They lined up to give me kisses, one-by-one. When Mako took her turn, I smirked. “I noticed a particularly tall and muscular Japanese woman in the crowd.”

She rolled her eyes. “I told that bitch that she burned her bridges with me years ago. Now that I help manage an army of monster girls, including some other onis, suddenly I’m her golden child.”

“Toxic parents are like that,” I said. “I’m proud of you for staying strong, but I wouldn’t judge you if you wanted to give the time of day one of these times.”

She smirked. “Thanks for your blessing, Bear Boy, but I’m good. I have everything I need right here.” She tapped my chest, and then squeezed my balls.

Rhapsody slipped back into her vampiric form again and kissed me deeply. “I shall take Draculita home. I hope that she has not bitten Tara. Please remember to stop by the blood farm on the way home. She won’t drink anything but synthesized blood these days.”

“Your dad’s blood farm experiment really has come a long way. At this rate, even I might grow to prefer it one day,” I said, grinning at her as I patted her on the head.

Demonika was next. She started crying when she kissed me, sniffling loudly in my ear. “It’ll be hours before you have time to make love to me again, won’t it?”

“Possibly,” I admitted as I ran my finger through her dark tresses. “But when I do, heads might explode.”

She giggled and let me go when the remaining girls in line started berating her.

Next up was Ophelia. Mako was standing by the door, watching her, waiting for her to catch up, which always made me chuckle. Those two were thick as thieves, as the cliche goes, and much like Becky and Rachel, they even preferred to have sex with me while the other watched or offered support.

“Barrett, I was thinking,” Ophelia began, “I want you to give Mako and I babies too. She isn’t on board just yet, but she will be.”

I blinked in puzzlement. “I never took you for the motherly type.”

She smiled softly—the least manic smile I’d seen on her face in recent memory. “When I think of passing on my bloodletting techniques to the next generation, I feel so turned on.”

“There’s a lot to unpack in that sentence, so we’ll table the discussion for later, but thanks for the heads up.” I kissed her and sent her on her way, and that left only Cordelia.

She strolled up to me, looking confident as always. “Congratulations on your achievement and taking another step toward your dream,” she said as she squeezed me tightly in a hug that felt almost maternal. “I’m proud to be part of your destiny. I feel compelled to tell you that Eliza and Maria are staring at the back of your head rather intensely at the moment.”

I laughed at that. “I’ll check on them next. Thanks for the heads up.”

As she left, I turned around to make good on my promise. My original two bloodthralls were standing there, looking a bit shy as I approached.

“Master—”

“Don’t call me that in public,” I muttered.

“Garret Gradshaw,” Eliza amended, “Might you be hungry?”

“I don’t want to drain you too much,” I said. “Take a portal back to the Netherveil and I’ll make sure to have a bite when I get up tomorrow.”

The pair of blonde beauties burst with giddy giggles as they skipped off in their evening gowns toward the door. Just like Tara, they hadn’t really aged all that much, being under my thrall, but they were certainly older if not wiser than when I’d first met them.

I met up with Tara and Rachel and helped them disassemble the tables and clean up the floors with a combination of labor and magic. We made idle conversation and had a few laughs before I bent both of them over the library’s front desk and fucked them in the ass while they held hands. It was the least I could do after all their hard work.

And then they left, and it was only me for a few minutes until I locked up. Over the years, it had become normal practice for me to steal a minute or two here and there to have to myself. I was happy with the current state of affairs, don’t get me wrong—things were on the up and up, as it were, and I didn’t have much to complain about. But when you’re loved by so many people and a figure of almost religious significance to so many more, it can get a little tiring from time to time. So, yeah—I sneak in a little me time wherever I can get it.

After locking up, I took a step onto the sidewalk and let out a sigh. The brisk Autumn air filled my undead lungs. Out of the corner of the eyes, I spotted a couple walking my way, caught up in their own conversation. Ahead of me, leaning against the base of a traffic light, was a man in white pants and a white suit jacket smoking a cigar. I hadn’t noticed him at the party, but given the attire, he must have been there, or perhaps he arrived too late.

I decided to approach him, slipping my hands in my pockets. “Were you here for the ALA celebration?” I asked.

He looked me over, smirked a bit, then returned to puffing his cigar. “No, I was just waiting to meet my son.”

“Ah,” I said, nodding. “Got big plans for the evening with him? Dressed like that, I mean.”

He looked down at his attire and let out a dry chuckle. “I have a bad habit of overdressing.”

“As far as bad habits go, that’s not the worst,” I noted.

He looked me over as he let out some cigar smoke through his nostrils. “You give off the air of someone who’s trying his best.”

I considered that. “I suppose I am.”

He nodded, looking back at the road. “That’s good. Conviction in what you believe in is good. A lot of folks get into positions of power and use their resources to help themselves. But you don’t do that.”

“So you do know who I am?” I asked, arching a brow.

“Yeah, yeah, I know who you are. You’re the president of the American Library Association’s Midwest Division. I know you more for your charity, though. You’ve done a lot of good for the people of this sad state, this town especially. What drives you to be like that, with all your success and all the beautiful women that seem to appear whenever you show up anywhere?”

I chuckled at that, looking down at my shoes. “My mother wanted it this way,” I grunted, coming out softer than I intended.

He took the cigar out of his mouth, dropped it in a sewer grate and started to cross the street.

“Where are you going?” I asked with a laugh at the abrupt move. “I thought you were waiting to meet your son or something?”

He turned back around, smiled at me, giving me my first dead-on look at his face. The resemblance was uncanny. It was like looking in a mirror again.

“I just did,” he called out, hand to his mouth. And with that, a pillar of light shone from the sky and seemed to swallow him up in the span of a single instant. When the light was gone, so was he.

I stood there alone under the streetlights, hands still in my pockets. I was surprised but not startled as I processed what had just happened. With a chuckle, I turned on my heel and started walking toward the parking lot. That would be a wide-open enough space for me to summon my portal back to the Netherveil and spend the evening in the arms of the many women who were even now waiting for me.

It was time to go home.


Afterword


Thanks for reading Nosferatu Academy 3. There is a chance this is the last book in the series, so I tried to end it by wrapping up most of the outstanding plot threads and giving each of the characters some narrative attention and actualization in the space I had. If there is no book 4, it's because I waited too long to write this one. After book 2's mixed reception, I was put off from the series for much too long. I had a lot of fun writing this one, though. If there are enough reviews early on, I would like to do for this series what I plan to do with Solar Dragons now that the main plot is over and have future books focus more on the characters and romance. But no promises. Even if another sequel never comes, thank you very much for reading. It means a lot to me that you made it this far after such a long hiatus.


About the Author


Virgil Knightley can be found on Facebook, Twitter, and Patreon. He has written a bunch of books, which you can check out if you enjoyed this one. If you like gothic monster girls, try Van Helsing’s Castle or Nosferatu Academy. Both series are slated to be finished in 2024. Also, keep an eye out for Ghost Thruster! The tone of that one is a bit wackier and more horror-based, but the setting should be familiar.

https://www.patreon.com/virgilknightley

Join the Romance and Harem Novels for Men Discord and talk to your favorite authors (including me)!

If you enjoyed the book, please leave a rating or review! Thank you!
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