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Dedication

To Annabelle. Stop sending dead raccoons to my P.O. Box. I get it. I swear Master Class 4 will be done soon.


Chapter 1

(Lilith, Queen Consort of Hell)

The sky, red as the blood of a saint, made the Pits of Hell seem more malevolent than they actually were—well, on a good day. Craggy spires shot up in the far distance, blurring and bleeding into the horizon, scarcely visible because of how everything here seemed to blend together. Crimson air, crimson mountains, crimson ground—everything was red. After countless millennia spent shacked up in the pit, though, you learned to see every crack and shadow that helped to distinguish one feature from another.

Lilith, Queen of Hell, the Bride of Satan, stood at the precipice of the ziggurat where she held court each day. All day. Every day. Whatever business her husband refused to receive, she would always take. That ended up being…well, most of the business, if she was honest. He was a bit of a deadbeat for politics these days.

But, she lived life vicariously through her daughters. She had that comfort, at least—whether it was Astaroth, her firstborn, whose beauty was so renowned that she’d brought kings, popes, and monks to their knees again and again, or Abaddon, her Warrior Princess of Sheol, who came back each fortnight with tales of conquest and adventure—she knew, at least, that her existence had meaning. Through them.

Not that Lilith herself wasn’t more powerful than the three of them combined. She had her secret to power after all…

“My Queen, about the matter brought forth to you yesterday…”

She bristled at the sound of her servant’s dark voice, her arms folding as she looked out across the fields of Perdition. Great fissures in the ground vented noxious brimstone and cast a cloud of ash up into the atmosphere. She tried to focus on that beauty to calm herself. “And to what matter do you refer, Legion?”

The five-headed demon spoke with a different head this time. “It’s about your third daughter. Evie.”

She growled, her fingers curling into a fist so tight that her nails cut her own palm. “That useless child is no spawn of mine.”

The heads of Legion looked at each other uncomfortably. “Well, in any case, your husband wanted you to be aware that she has left home.”

That got her attention. She whipped her head to face the blasphemous eight-legged abomination, her face contorting with shock. “Would you care to repeat yourself?”

“...Certainly, my beautiful, wonderful, awesome queen.”

“Stop wasting my time. Spit it out—in detail. What is the meaning of this?”

“Well, my Queen,” one of the heads began slowly, “you may recall that Evie visited you yesterday.”

“How could I forget?” she groaned. “It was the darkest part of my day.”

“And in that conversation, she expressed to you a desire to receive her own assignment in Hell. And to that, you said, and I quote: ‘I would sooner see you dead than see you reign over a single mound of dirt.’”

Lilith chuckled. “Yes, I did say that.”

“So, she left.”

The demon queen’s mirth faded immediately. “That useless brat. What does she think she’s doing?! Where is she going?”

“She was seen at the Stygian Hellgate by a pair of pit masters. While there, she mentioned that Dracula has returned.”

“That’s old news,” Lilith muttered. “And not particularly interesting news, either. The Countess doesn’t seem to have the killer instinct she used to.”

“In any case, my Queen, she seeks to learn magic from the Countess in order to prove herself. She says that when she’s strong enough she’ll come home and either receive her plot in Hell—or kill you and take your title.”

The Queen of Hell scoffed. “If it were coming from Abaddon, I might squirm a little. But from Evie? Please. She couldn’t overthrow a box turtle.”

Legion nodded his many heads. “We only wish to share this news with you. We make no statements about it.”

Lilith walked back to her throne and sat upon it, immediately taking a bite out of the bloodberry that a waiting human servant boy offered her. She chewed it a bit, let it gestate for a moment, then swallowed it before speaking her mind. “Useless though she is, I suppose I should do the motherly thing and send someone to look after her,” she groaned.

Legion bowed deeply. “Yes, my Queen. As you wish. I will have your loyal agent Belphegor dispatched to observe from a safe distance.”

“Tell him…avoid detection at all costs,” she said. “If she gets in any trouble, help her out.”

“Of course.”

Lilith’s brow slanted and she crossed her arms as she leaned back in her seat, the chained adornments on her six horns jingling from the sudden jerking movement. “You know, she’s supposed to be a succubus, but her goddamned personality is so insufferable that she hasn’t gotten laid even once in her entire millennium of life. Add another goal to Belphegor’s list of duties.”

Legion’s heads all cocked in unison. “And that would be what, exactly, my Queen?”

“Get that girl some dick. First guy that takes an interest in her, lock him down. Don’t use magic, just—set up some situations. If she activates her succubus abilities, maybe she’ll spend a few centuries exploring those instead of begging for shit to do around here.”

“It shall be done, my queen,” all five of the heads said in unison.

Lilith nodded and folded her hands on her lap. “Good. Send in the next case. This talk of Evie has gotten me in a bad mood, and I need someone who isn’t you to take it out on.”

At least three of Legion’s faces blinked together. “Thank you for that, madam.”

(Justin, Gas Station Clerk)

The nights in Wapa Lake grew longer and longer over the past year, and Justin knew just what the cause was. Meteorologists and astronomers had their theories, of course, but all their nonsense had to be taken with a grain of salt. They were being paid by the government to quell mass panic—he assumed, anyway. It was the only thing he could think of to explain the bullshit excuses they recited one after another. Either that, or they were in the worst kind of denial.

But it was the geologists who had finally come up with the perfect lie. Here he was, smirking at the TV in the break room, listening to the utter bullshit spewed out of Lexi Quiet’s mouth, the local news anchor on WLNN, aka Wapa Lake Nightly News.

“Richard Flatley, a geologist and research professor at the University of Wisconsin - Madison, has proposed a new theory to explain the nineteen-hour nights Wapa Lake and the surrounding county has had to endure for close to a year now. According to him, it’s not the weather nor is it outer space to blame—it’s our very own planet, Earth. Professor, are you with us?” The blonde-haired newswoman pressed her hand to her ear, hinting at the presence of an earpiece there. The screen split, and while Lexi Quiet remained on the left side of the TV, a choppy webcam image of a balding middle-aged professor in a khaki corduroy suit offered a shit-eating grin to the viewers at home.

“Yes, Lexi, I’m here. Nice to see you.”

“Nice to see you, Professor Flatley. Would you mind giving us a quick summary of the theory?”

The portly gentleman nodded and folded his hands. “Certainly. My lab has zeroed in on a localized geomagnetic anomaly as the likely culprit for the extended nights in your hometown. This magnetic field variance appears to be affecting the ionosphere in unforeseen ways, altering how sunlight scatters as it enters the Earth’s atmosphere.”

Lexi nodded and pushed some papers aside as she leaned in. “That’s fascinating stuff, professor.”

He beamed at her and went on. “This phenomenon, known as a Harker-Quimby Effect, previously only recorded in particular corners of Transylvania, results in a twilight-like condition, stretching out our perception of nighttime. Some data suggests that the anomaly is even influencing atmospheric particles, causing them to scatter light more effectively and further dimming daylight for the few hours you still have it. We’re planning high-altitude experiments to gather more empirical data, but the evidence points to an unusual interplay between Earth’s magnetic field and atmospheric conditions as the reason for the prolonged darkness.”

“What does this mean long-term for residents of Wapa Lake? Is there any reversing it?” the newswoman asked.

Justin smirked as he drank a Coke Zero with his feet up on the table. “No, lady, sorry, there’s no reversing this shit unless you’re a literal wizard.”

The man on the TV sang a slightly different tune, however. “It’s too early in the research phase to say. Manipulating a localized geomagnetic anomaly with unexpected impacts on the atmosphere and day-night cycles..nothing like that has ever been attempted, but I’m sure we’ll know more in the months and years to come.”

“Well, there you have it,” Lexi said, shuffling some papers in front of her. “Thank you Professor for making some time in your busy schedule to share your research with us. Please come back on the show when you have more that you can tell us.”

“It’d be my pleasure.”

Justin grabbed the remote control and turned off the TV. After a big stretch that almost sent him tumbling out of his chair, he yawned and stood up. His head turned toward the clock, and then the door out to the business area of the gas station.

Out there was one half of the reason for the so-called “geo-whatever anomaly”, Trevon Fucking Beaumont, Countess Dracula’s hubby. Together, they formulated a spell that put Wapa Lake into a state of nearly endless twilight. Why? So their fucking daughter could walk to and from school without getting a sunburn.

He laughed at the absurdity of it. Even more absurd? He somehow ended up the godfather to that daughter, Anya.

Justin walked back out into the gas station, where Trevon was stocking shelves, a cardboard box on the floor full of bags of Doritos and some knockoff chip brand or another. He smiled at Justin, and Justin nodded back at him.

“How was your break?” the former vampire killer said cheerily.

“They’re talking about your magic thingy on the news again.”

Trevon laughed. “Let them talk. They can’t and won’t do anything about it. Truth is, I suspect those in power already know what’s going on. They just also know to leave well enough alone.”

Justin nodded slowly as he assumed his spot behind the counter. He brewed himself a cappuccino and chugged it just before a little visitor came by to say hi.

Trevon lit up as he sensed Anya step through the automatically opening doors of the Pump N’ Go. He turned to look at her and grinned at the sight of his wife and daughter, hand-in-hand. “The two loves of my life.”

Both of their faces twisted. “Two?” they questioned in unison before shooting each other dirty looks.

“You can’t make me choose,” he protested glumly. “What brings the pair of you by?”

Vladimira, the absurdly gorgeous black-haired vampire with red eyes and a figure that could reduce a man to tears, recovered from her state of irritation first, flashing a fanged smile. “Our little girl wanted to see her Daddy before we went grocery shopping, that’s all.”

Trevon bent down and hugged Anya tightly. He straightened up and kissed Vladimira on the cheek after looking both ways like a kid at an intersection. “Well, you’ve seen me. I really should get back to work.”

Justin swished his hand in the air. “Nah, you’re good. It’s dead in here now, take a minute if you need it. You can take them to the break room, I don’t mind.”

“Thank you, Uncle Justin!”

Vladimira also nodded at him approvingly. “Such a good mortal. Trevvy, darling, shall we?”

Trevon smiled and nodded at Justin before disappearing in the break room with his wife and daughter to play and have some family time. For being a Church-blessed monster hunter and a legendary evil vampire, they were really solid parents, all said and done.

But Justin was jealous of Trevon for that. He had it all. He walked into his gas station one day, took a job without much room for negotiation, had pretty much the hottest, most unhinged goddess of a woman for his girl, then went on to have an agonizingly adorable little munchkin. Meanwhile? Justin was still making matches on Tinder, sometimes driving hours to get to the city for a hookup, and occasionally he got ghosted or those fell through. But he wasn’t after a hookup. Seeing Trev and his family—he wanted that.

But that was stupid. He was a gas station manager, and there wasn’t much special about him. The most unique thing about him was that the adoption agency had no record of his parents—he was super abandoned. Even his 23 And Me genetic test produced wonky-ass results. He was 100% Greek in a part of the USA where such a thing was unheard of, and that was just the tip of the weird iceberg—for one thing, they couldn’t link him to a single relative.

But despite that little bit of intrigue, Justin was boring. Trevon being his friend was the most interesting thing about him. He laughed at that thought. How pathetic.

Justin sat on the stool behind the counter and unfolded a coffee-stained newspaper to read it. The newspaper had been one that Tammy, who worked last night’s graveyard shift, spilled her latte on, so the other manager, Dustin (no relation to Justin), purchased it and left it there for anyone to read if they wanted to. The crossword puzzle seemed interesting.

But, just as he was about to put pen to newsprint, the smell of cinnamon filled the air as the automatic door chimed. He looked up to see who was exuding such an oddly specific and alluring aroma, and his mouth actually gaped open when he saw.

A woman who was easily under five feet tall walked into the Pump N’ Go, dressed in a black trench coat that failed to hide the fact that she was unusually petite, though she had an ample bosom and some impressively attractive hips. Her hair was curly and brown, and her eyes pale, some kind of grayish blue maybe. Her rosy cheeks made the color of her face all the more noticeable.

Beyond the trenchcoat, she wore some black thigh-high boots with heels—making her height even more shocking. But there was a maturity to her eyes and a certain shape to her figure that made it clear that, despite her teeny-tininess, she was an adult.

“Uh. Can I help you?” Justin asked, his heart catching in his throat as the shockingly cute little chick came through the door and confidently strode up to the desk.

The woman crossed her arms, looking Justin up and down. Her eyes widened for a second as she took in the sight of him like she saw something that shocked her. Her pretty face soured, contorted, cringed, furrowed, and then nodded as she appeared to be making sense of something—or trying to. When she finally spoke, a lot of her early show of confidence was apparently gone. “Uhhh—sure. Y-yes. I th-think you can, mortal. Tell me—do you know the location of the one called Countess Dracula?”

Justin sighed. So she was another one of those. In the last few years, monsters that had heard the rumors of Dracula’s return had wandered into the Pump N’ Go asking for directions to her castle or information about her. Usually it came with death threats or hypnotism attempts, but the crucifix pendant Trevon had given him as a twenty-seventh birthday present handled the latter. As for the former, the shotgun Justin kept under the counter now had shells that had been soaked in Holy Water.

“Sorry, I can’t help you,” he told her curtly, but just as he was about to ask if she needed anything else, Anya exited the break room, and came barreling down the aisle and up to the front counter. She put an empty bag of chips down, as well as some money.

“Uncle, I want to pay for these,” she said.

“Your money’s no good here, sweetheart,” Justin told her, smiling at Anya. “I’ll cover it myself. Don’t waste your dad’s crappy paycheck on that.”

Anya grinned and shot him a thumbs up, and the woman beside her gasped. Justin could guess why. Shit, he thought. She saw.

Anya sprinted back into the break room and disappeared, leaving Justin alone with the overly hot, overly short woman. “She’s, uh, got a really pronounced snaggletooth.”

“She’s got vampire fangs,” the woman said, and the lights started flickering. Her irises went red, and the sclera, the whites of her eyes, went black. Horns emerged from the side of her head into a ram-like spiral, and large demonic wings and a tail erupted from her back, somehow not damaging her clothes. “Would you like to try this again, mortal?”

Justin shrugged and held up the crucifix pendant, making her stumble backward. “Nope.”

The demoness took a step back, her eyes narrowing with irritation. “Wh-what the fudge do you think you’re doing, mister?!” she hissed. “Don’t you know who I am?!”

“No, not at all,” he muttered, looking her up and down once more, taking that haughty question as an excuse to stare. Shit, but she was cute. Super cute. Even as he feigned disinterest in her, he felt his heart pounding in his chest.

Her cheeks flushed as she stared right back. After a moment, she made a fist. “Y-you think just cuz you’re the sexiest guy in town that you can boss everyone around?! Even me?! What kind of arrogance is this?! I should rip your head off and keep it as a—a—” She licked her lips. “Actually…”

Before things could escalate any further, the door to the break room opened again, and Dracula emerged with Beaumont, hand-in-hand, with Anya clinging to Trevon’s leg.

“Evie?!” Dracula gasped.

The demon shorty spun around, her eyes gone wide. “Vladimira Tepes?!”

“What are you doing in Wapa Lake of all places?”

Trevon laughed. “What else? She must be here to see you.”

The demon chick cocked her head. “Hang on—is that…a motherfudging Beaumont?!” She pointed in horror at Trevon and then at Anya. “Is a Beaumont that little girl’s baby daddy?!”

Dracula laughed. “I never tire of this conversation.”

Trevon’s face fell. “I do.”


Chapter 2

[image: ]

(Evie, Third Princess of Hell)

Evie ended up walking into the W-Mart with Vladimir Tepes and the blasphemous spawn of her loins, casting sidelong looks of disgust at the child she hoped that the Countess didn’t notice. She couldn’t help herself. It was her main flaw, after all. She could never hide her contempt for others, and it always came out in her face if not her words—though it typically came out in words as well.

This…child was a thing of impurity. It did not deserve to exist, and yet it was something of a miracle, too. Dracula was a female vampire. Trevon was a human man. It wasn’t impossible for a human woman to get impregnated by a vampire male, but the reverse? It made no sense. While vampire dudes had thriving balls full of evil seed, Dracula’s womb should have been as barren and empty as the Tartaran Abyss.

“Evie,” Dracula trilled happily as they entered through the automatic doors of W-Mart.

“Yeah, Drac?”

They were greeted by an elderly woman in a wheelchair wearing the W-Mart vest. She waved at them politely, like a princess at a pageant. The juxtaposition of the hideous wrinkled human’s mottled, tan skin flapping with the elegant motion almost brought Evie to sickness.

“What do you think of him?”

Evie felt the hairs on the back of her neck prick up all of a sudden as a blush crept onto her cheeks. “I—uhh—I mean…the guy’s hot enough, I guess, but—”

Dracula flashed in front of her, claws out and ready to strike. Evie lunged backward, her wings emerging from her back again just in time to give her the aerodynamic advantage. She collided with a display case full of Duracell batteries, knocking it to the ground, spilling AAs and AAAs everywhere.

“What the fuck are you—” she tried to shriek out a protest as a crowd of onlookers gathered, then quickly dispersed, not interested in being drawn into the battle. It was like they’d seen this kind of shit before.

But before Evie could even finish her sentence, a tiny surge of pain made itself known on her neck. She reached back and found the little dhampir hissing into her skin. She bit, yes, but she wasn’t there to drink. The monstrous child raked a gash in her throat, dragging with her fang violently.

“You can’t have my Daddy!” she hissed, Evie’s own blood dripping from the precocious little monster’s maw.

“W-what?!” Evie sputtered. She tried to grab hold of the tiny bitch, but the child poofed into a cloud of black smoke and rematerialized in front of her a split second later. Dracula was standing right beside her. As she bled out on the floor, Evie watched as mother and daughter nodded at one another grimly, then lunged together, knocking her onto her ass, then pinning her back to the floor. Both vampires showed their fangs and prepared to bite, but then it clicked why this was happening. “No!” she shouted, her eyes glossing over with terror, “I was talking about the other guy! The blond guy with the spiky hair, not Trevon!”

Countess Dracula and her surprisingly formidable child traded looks of confusion but got off of her. The child, Anya, turned her back on them as though in shame, zipping up her pink jacket all the way so that it hid her cheeks when she glanced back. Dracula offered Evie a hand and pointed at her neck. “You’ll heal, right?”

“Slowly! Shit, Drac, what the fudge!” she hissed. Even so, she took the Countess’s hand and stood up. There was no one around. Most of the mortals had scampered off to far corners of the store or run out the doors past them. Evie looked out at the parking lot. “Will we hear sirens in a few minutes?”

Dracula shook her head. “I’m so sorry, Evie, really—it was an honest misunderstanding. I shouldn’t have jumped to conclusions.”

“No, you really shouldn’t have.” The demoness glanced again at the child. “She’s a tough cookie, though. Respect to the runt.”

“Thank you, Aunt Evie,” Anya meekly whimpered. “I’m sorry, too.”

Oh, and now she’s ‘Aunt Evie’ all the sudden? Fudge on a biscuit, these vampires! Evie wanted to tell these two bitches off so badly. They ruined her coat! And her neck! And her night, basically! She was still bleeding, but when she pressed her fingers to the wound, she realized it was starting to scab—so that was a relief at least. I fudging guess, anyway, she privately growled.

“It’s alright, kid,” she muttered with a grumpy huff. She turned her head to Dracula and scowled. “I won’t talk back to you or your kid because I know you’ll impale me on a spike if I do, but holy crap, Drac!”

“I thought you were talking about my husband, you understand,” Dracula said, shrugging her shoulders.

Evie cocked her head. “So you…did that? In public? Because you thought I called your husband attractive? People have opinions, you know, and they really can’t help them. Anyway, he’s conventionally attractive, sure, but he’s not my type, so lay off me, would ya?”

“What is your type?” Dracula asked, sighing a little. Evie noticed it seemed like the Countess was relieved about something. “Maybe I can make it up to you by conjuring a boy toy for you.”

The demoness shrugged and looked around. “Shouldn’t we shop for your groceries or whatever? I wanna see your castle. I think you owe me that much at this point.”

“Oh, it’s only a castle on the inside, honey,” Dracula cackled sweetly as she grabbed her daughter’s hand. “But sure. Let’s do our shopping.”

Evie was not in the habit of eating much in the way of vegetables and fruit, but apparently the dhampir brat kept a pretty diverse diet. She watched with equal parts wonder and disgust as they shopped for a quantity of food that could only be described as ‘unsettling’.

“Hold up. Wait a minute. Something ain’t right here,” Evie grunted as she examined their cart as they pulled into the checkout lane at the end of their shopping session. “All this is for the kid and your man?”

The dhampir was hiding shyly behind her mother’s leg, a hint of the demoness’s blood still on her lips. “I’m a growing girl.”

“How long is this supposed to last?”

Dracula shrugged lazily, regarding Evie with a mischievous smirk—a smirk that demonstrated she knew something Evie didn’t. “About a week, give or take. Most of the money we spend is on food at this point. We get a lot of discounts everywhere else thanks to my mesmerism. And I have some other tricks at my disposal, as you might suspect.”

“I mean, I’m surprised your man needs a job at all. Surely you could just find some way to get money on your own?”

“Suffice it to say, money hasn’t been a real issue for us for a while. It’s more of a hobby for him,” Dracula giggled. “He enjoys spending the time with Justin and staying connected to humanity through his work there. If it were just him and me locked up in the castle all day every day, I think he’d lose some of that spark that made me so enamored with him in the first place. Not that I wouldn’t still love him—I just wouldn’t want to rob him of that. Plus, I think there’s just something about providing for our daughter that makes him feel proud.”

“Men,” Evie groaned. “They’re so complicated.”

“That’s the first time I’ve ever heard someone make that specific claim,” Dracula noted with an arched brow. “Especially a succubus.”

Evie felt her cheeks burning. “Not exactly a succubus. I—I don’t have much luck with men.”

“Why’s that? Weren’t you supposed to be on the Succubus track last time I saw you?”

The demoness nodded and sighed. “I never got…” She stopped talking when she noticed the child looking up at her. Evie leaned in and whispered the final word into Dracula’s ear. “...laid.”

Dracula’s face twisted so violently that Evie would have laughed at it if the funny expression weren’t meant for her. “What? You’ve never been with a man? But you’re—you’re so cute! Really, you’re like a busty doll!”

“Thank you, I put some effort into my appearance, but I can never get guys to give me a chance. To activate the powers of a succubus you need to have S-E-X at least once, but it needs to be with a willing partner. The thing is whenever I see a guy I like…I act stupid! Like a total B-I-T-C-H!”

“You act like that to everyone,” Dracula said, her brow furrowing in confusion.

“No, but it’s waaay worse with guys I like,” Evie told her, tempted to bury her face in her hands in shame. “Really, you have no clue. It’s so egregious.”

Anya beamed at Evie. “I’m learning so many words. Egregious. Sex. Bitch.”

Dracula made a rather sour face at Evie, which the demoness realized she deserved. “I’m sorry about ruining your kid.”

“Maybe you can make it up to me, actually,” the Countess said with some thought. “Tell me, where are you staying in town?”

“There’s a motel across the street from here called the Weekend Inn. I booked a room there for now.”

“I know it well,” Dracula murmured softly with a nostalgic gleam in her eye. “I still sometimes work there on the weekends, actually. But maybe that won’t be necessary. The thing is, my work converting my condo to a proper castle makes it hard for me to always give Anya the attention she needs, and someone with a better understanding of this world than myself should be the one to educate her. If you’re moving to town for good, maybe I could interest you in a position. It’s not every day an old friend who isn’t attracted to my husband walks back into my life after centuries.”

Evie’s eyes bulged to the point of almost rolling out of her skull. “Like…a live-in nanny? To your kid?” She took a quick glance at the little dhampir, who was busy picking her nose and licking some of Evie’s blood off of her fang. “Hm.”

“I can’t pay much, but I could provide room and board and enough money to support your carnivorous diet, at least. I’d have to run it by my husband, but we’ve been talking about this for a while. The major issue is I keep having to kill the nannies that apply.”

The demoness blinked. “Right. Because they…what, looked at Trevon?”

“Precisely! And it isn’t fun to let him know when I mess up like that, by the way.”

Evie nodded her head slowly—a gesture meant to demonstrate consideration rather than confirmation. “On one condition, Drac.”

Vladimira cocked her head. “Oh? I’m listening.”

She dropped to her knees right in the middle of the W-Mart and grabbed the vampire’s hands. “Teach me magic! Without succubus powers, I’m useless! I can barely defend myself against humans! I ran into some hillbillies a couple years back the last time I visited Earth and they almost killed me with a shotgun! A shotgun, Vladimira, me! The Devil’s Daughter! My own mother says I’m useless!”

“Lilith? I’m sure she doesn’t—”

“At our last Infernal Ball, she introduced me as ‘The Useless, Forgettable One.’ She even went so far as to beg visitors to ignore me because it was less embarrassing than acknowledging my existence!”

“That’s so needlessly harsh,” Dracula muttered, and even the dhampir child cringed sympathetically. “I’ll teach you what I can, but your capabilities depend on your own potential. Everyone is different.”

“That’s all I ask!” Evie said, letting out a sob of joy. “That’s all I ever wanted! Just—make me not some hopeless girl with horns, wings, and a tail! Let there be something special about me that makes me worthy of being called a demon!”

Dracula patted her on the head, ruffling her curly hair. “There, there. Stand, please, you’re making a scene.”

Evie cocked a brow. “Says the vampire who just tried to murder me at the front door only moments before.”

(Justin)

Justin and Trevon finished their shifts together at seven in the evening. The next two clerks took over, as they always did, and Justin headed outside with the former monster hunter and pulled a cigarette out of his pocket while Trevon took the bottle cap off of their beers with his fingers like it was supposed to work that way.

Justin smirked. “You and your freakish strength,” he said. “You’re not even human at this point. Hell—were you ever?”

Trevon seemed to give the question its due thought as he handed the stout over to his friend. “What makes someone human?”

To his own surprise, the question stumped him. “I mean, before I met you and Vladimira, the answer to that question never had to be defined. It was a given. I’m human because I was birthed by a human woman.”

“Were you?” Trevon asked in an unironic tone.

“What do you mean by that?”

“Nothing. Only that we don’t know who your parents are.”

“I know enough,” Justin sighed. “I know who I am.”

“And who are you?”

“Justin Goodman—afternoon to evening manager of the Pump N’ Go off the highway and across the street from Wapa Lake W-Mart,” he said, his tone so monotonous as he drawled it off that he even bored himself into silence.

After a pause, Trevon shrugged and took another sip of his beer. “That doesn’t answer the question. That’s your name, job, and location. It says nothing about who you are.”

“Don’t get philosophical with me, man, I just finished an eight-hour shift with you. We’re both too tired for that.”

Trevon laughed at him. “Maybe you are. I have boundless stamina.” But then he yawned, instantly contradicting himself. “Ignore that. That’s no fault of the Pump N’ Go.”

“Then whose fault is it?” Justin asked, taking a hit of his cigarette. He drained the thing and stomped it out on the ground, crossing his arms with his beer nestled against his chest.

The air felt colder than usual tonight. Like a new season had arrived already—but it was too soon for that.

Trevon furrowed his brow, halfway to a grimace. “If I am going to assign blame, it would go to my daughter.”

“Naw, that little angel?” Justin teased him with a laugh. “Say it ain’t so, Trev.”

Trevon ignored his sarcasm and qualified his claim with an explanation, looking up at the moon as it peered down at them through the clouds. “Don’t get me wrong, it’s no complaint. I love that child completely—but she’s rather attached to me. We’ve been looking into finding someone who can watch her for us when we’re busy and trying to set up more playdates with girls her age, but she keeps—”

“Killing them?”

“Only a couple,” Trevon quickly clarified. “And Mira has killed her share, too. But Mira’s a vampire, and my daughter’s a child. These things happen, so I can understand but—”

Trevon was silenced by the forceful eye roll that Justin offered him as he chugged his beer. “Listen, Trev. You’re raising a monster daughter. Your wife is an evil vampire, too. You chose this situation.”

“Falling in love is not a choice,” he corrected Justin before looking away with a slight smile. “But loving someone is.”

Justin’s head throbbed at the seemingly nonsensical statement. “That…makes no sense.”

“Sure it does—I’m saying that the moment where you fall for someone is something that typically happens automatically. It’s a chemical reaction in your brain, and your body has to be the one to let you know how you feel. Palpitations, elevated heart rate, nervous sweats, whatever tools it has at its disposal, it’ll use to signal to you that you have fallen for a woman. But loving her day-to-day, devoting yourself to her? That’s a choice you make and must continue to make.”

“So one day you could just switch off your love for Vladimira and your kid?”

“No, I could not,” he said, “because I would not. It is not something I would ever do—but I do feel the conscious choice to keep loving my wife and daughter even when they do something wrong, something that stresses me out or fills me with anger. I still take a moment to say to myself, ‘I love these women with all my heart.’”

“Sappy bastard,” Justin laughed, elbowing Trevon, and Trevon returned the chuckle.

“You should really make that decision for yourself. Ever since we met, you really got in shape. Your skin is better, your hair is better, your hygiene overall—you’re more than fit to date. You really put yourself together.”

Justin smirked as he stared at his shoes. “Thank you for noticing,”

“Hard not to. Tammy’s been noticing. When Mira drains her, Tammy often talks about you.”

“Please, Trev, no. I’m not dating a coworker. Besides—Tammy isn’t my type. She’s too emotionally stable and has a healthy relationship with her father. No ma’am, that ain’t for me.”

Trevon nodded. “I understand. If you aren’t planning on dating, then, why did you spend so much time getting into shape and getting your life in order, though?”

“Who says I don’t want to date?”

The former monster hunter nodded as he downed the last bit of his beer. “I see. What did you think of that demon that came into the Pump N’ Go looking for Mira?”

Justin sighed and bounced his shoulders with a shrug. “I think she was cute. But…kind of bitchy, which left a bit of a bad impression. And she’s a demon, so she probably would, I dunno, eat my soul or whatever.”

“Yes, probably,” Trevon agreed.

“Well, you’re the expert on monsters and demons, so I guess that’s that.”

Trevon’s brow furrowed. “Yes, I suppose. But I wonder what she’s doing with Mira and my daughter.”

Justin stood up straight, abandoning the outer wall of the gas station, and dusted his hands off on his pant legs. “I’ll take that bottle for you if you’re done. I’m going to buy another pack of cigs inside anyway.”

Trevon took a final sip from his bottle and handed it to him. “Tell the night crew I say hi.”

“Will do,” Justin assured him. “Tell Vladmira and Anya I say hi.”

“Of course,” Trevon replied, smiling. “Maybe you can babysit her for us. On the weekends, perhaps, since you don’t work then. She likes you a lot.”

Justin cocked an eyebrow at the burly man and almost laughed. “I wouldn’t mind helping out. I don’t have much else going on Saturdays at least. Sundays, though, I’m on my knees.”

“Church?” Trevon asked, brows raised in surprise.

“No, Sundays are reserved for my Tinder dates, and I live to serve.”

Trevon winced. “The opposite of Church then.”

“You’re one to judge. See ya, big dude.”

“Later, Justin.”

Justin went inside the Pump N’ Go, exchanged a few words with the night staff, bought a pack of Pall Mall cigarettes, and headed home. His apartment was a shared condo–three rooms and a common area shared by four people he rarely saw due to differing schedules, but one of them was home tonight. Kelsey, who was often at home, was a pink-haired goth girl he almost hooked up with once on New Year’s Eve two years ago. She sat on the couch with her boyfriend-of-the-week. She winked at him as he came through the door, and he nodded at her, but neither one said a word.

He went into his own room and collapsed on the bed. His room was spic and span, but his bed was messy. It was the one thing he could never justify doing—making his bed. Every time he was in this room, all he wanted to do was lie in it, so what was the point? The room was too uninspiring to spend much time in. All he really had was the desk crammed into the corner. His bed was the one comfy spot.

He ran over his schedule in his head. In a minute, it would be time for him to cook some food in the kitchen for himself. He’d offer Kelsey and her boy toy a little too, just because he’d feel like a jerk if he didn’t. After that, he’d ride his bike to the gym across town and put in about an hour’s work there. Then he’d come home, do a bit of Genshin Impact on his phone, and fall asleep.

It was a respectable enough plan for the evening. The gym was doing a lot of the heavy lifting when it came to respectability, he had to admit, but he’d stuck with the habit and it had made him feel like he had his life together to some degree.

But did he? No, he did not. In truth, he was lost. He was alone. He was the last person he knew without a serious relationship. Even cute, easy goth Kelsey had been dating Brad for almost a month now. But him? He couldn’t find anyone. The small town was partially to blame but…

That wasn’t an excuse.

His mind rolled back to the tiny demon babe that wandered into the Pump N’ Go looking for Vladimira during his shift. “Evie, huh?” he grunted as he stared up at the ceiling fan. She really was interesting. Something about her definitely grabbed his attention in a big way. Maybe he should ask her out. What’s the worst thing she could do? Say no? Eat his soul? Big fucking deal. “Fuck it.”

He pulled out his phone and sent a quick text to Trevon.

> Mind asking Vladimira if that Evie chick is single?

Trevon’s reply came after about ten minutes when Justin was already making grilled cheese sandwiches for himself and his roommates.

> Will do.


Chapter 3

(Evie)

Evie helped carry a bag of groceries into the Tepes household. At first, she was disappointed. Well—disappointment was already too generous a term for what she was feeling when she first set sights on the interior of their domain. Tacky carpeting, tackier wallpaper, though it was clean and sanitary…but the most upsetting thing about it was the size.

“How is this place big enough for a family of three? Where’s your castle?”

“Patience, Evie,” Dracula cooed as even the little dhampir squinted with a knowingly devious smirk. “Just unload the food in the fridge for me, would you?”

Evie obeyed, not knowing what else to do. She didn’t like being ordered around, even by Countess Dracula herself, but she needed her help. “Sure,” she grunted. “Whatever.” She unloaded each item one at a time, dragging the process on as she tried to think about how she was going to proceed. She had a lot of questions about magic, and she didn’t exactly know where to begin.

As she examined the items while putting them in the fridge, she noticed something strange. Well—kind of strange anyway. Peculiar was probably more apt. It’s just that…every single item she was putting in the fridge did not have a partially eaten counterpart of the same type and brand. Everything was unique.

Now that she’d noticed it, she couldn’t unnotice it. There was a two-thirds-eaten pack of Ballpark Franks in the meat drawer, but Evie was just unloading turkey sausages and bratwurst. There was a half-empty container of spear pickles, but Evie found herself placing a bottle of relish beside it. It was strange. Had these people no product loyalty?

“What’s with that look on your face, Aunt Evie?” the little dhampir asked as two tiny bats came and helped her out of her pink jacket like a goddamned gothic horror Disney princess.

Evie shrugged that off and shook her head. “Nothing. Just noticing it seems like you never buy the same thing twice. Most mortals develop specific preferences over time.”

“Good eye,” Dracula said, sounding genuinely impressed. “Your talent for observation will serve you well as a witch or a sorceress—wherever your potential lies.”

Evie perked up at that as she finished unpacking the last item. “You really think so?”

“Certainly. And to answer the implied question, I wasn’t being entirely forthcoming earlier—the truth is we don’t really need to buy food for Anya and Trevon. I can conjure that too.”

“So…why buy anything?” she asked, quirking a brow at the vampiress.

“Because anything that is eaten within my castle walls is added to my conjuration repertoire. Every week we go to the store and load up on whatever we can find that we haven’t bought before. It just so happened that this week was a bit more than usual.” Dracula showed her fangs as she grinned at the demoness. “It really is about a week’s worth of food. Trevon eats like a horse.”

“Big dude like him, that checks out for sure. I imagine he needs a really high protein diet to keep that body,” Evie remarked, closing the refrigerator door.

“Well, he’s more or less immortal because of a refined and bolstered bloodbond he and I crafted over the last few years, so he doesn’t need to eat. He just enjoys sharing meals with Anya,” the Countess explained.

Evie didn’t give a crap. “Alright, cool. Anyway, I’m ready.”

Dracula cocked her head. “For what, darling?”

“For learning magic.”

Dracula laughed a musical laugh that even Evie had to admit was as sexy as it was disarming. “No, little Evie, it’s not that easy to earn my favor. One day of nannying—one lesson in magic. So far all you’ve done is unload my groceries.”

Evie groaned like a bitch but nodded her head in understanding. “Well, what’ll that get me?”

“A quick tour of my castle throne room, perhaps?” Dracula clapped her hands twice, and the room went totally black—except for Evie, Vladimira, and Anya, who all seemed as illuminated as they had been before. But suddenly, the lighting changed as the surroundings became a gloomy castle throne room, with a luxurious wine-red carpet leading from tall, ornately carved doors. Around them were stained-glass windows on all the walls showing scenes of Dracula’s ancient conquests, and over their heads, chandeliers of crystal hung precariously, seeming to sway ever so slightly without even a hint of wind in the chamber to justify it.

The room was huge. Probably a dozen times bigger than the entire apartment she’d just been in. No, wait! More. Maybe more like twenty times.

This wasn’t Evie’s first time in Dracula’s castle, though. “Is this the only room you have to show?” she asked. “It’s a bit less fancy than I recall from your last throne room.”

Dracula gestured behind her, where a large bed took up most of the space. “It’s a bedroom, first of all. This is where Trevon sleeps, and I watch him sleep or I sleep with him. Anya has her own room, and there are many others throughout the castle—a kitchen, a bathroom, some storage areas, spare bedrooms…I’m a lot more practical in my room selections than I used to be.”

“No haunted art galleries or rooms with nothing but carnivorous slimes pretending to be furniture?” Evie asked, smirking.

Dracula laughed again. “No, darling, nothing of the sort. Though we do have a playroom for Anya and her friends. There’s even a ball pit!”

“It was a spike pit before but I never used it,” Anya explained.

Evie turned her head to look at the child who she’d be responsible for if she wanted to learn magic. The kid was a skinny thing, obviously lacking her mother’s sinful proportions and her father’s heroic ones—all the innocent potential of a child. But this child, though cute, was far from innocent. The demoness had witnessed as much firsthand.

Anya’s black hair was braided into pigtails today, with neat bangs hanging over her face. One of her eyes was red, while the other was blue. Her skin was pale, but there was no doubt the girl possessed more color than her mother. Today she wore a pair of blue jeans and a white hoodie with bunny ears.

“Tell me about yourself, Anya,” Evie said, cocking her head. “If it’s alright with your mother, that is. If I’m going to be babysitting you all the time now, I think I’d better see what I’m working with.”

Anya giggled and went amusingly thoughtful. Even Evie had to admit the way she rocked on her heels and tapped her nose as she thought was charming. “Ummm…My name is Anya. I’m six years old. My favorite color is pink and—let’s see…oh! I like bats!” Her two bat companions danced around her head happily to receive this shout-out. “These are Constable and Popo! My best human friend is Jackie Barnes, and my favorite food is pancakes with blood syrup!”

Evie nodded. She wasn’t sure what she expected, but that wasn’t particularly helpful. She just turned to look at the mother. “Is she a handful?”

She is,” Dracula confirmed.

Sigh.

Suddenly the castle was filled with the sound of an unexpected minor key organ rendition of Aha’s Take On Me. Evie’s head whipped around to try and pinpoint the source, and then suddenly she found it. Dracula was fishing her cell phone out of her purse and grinning. “It’s my Trevvy,” she sighed lovingly, making Evie want to vomit. “He’s texting me. Let me see what he’s saying.”

Evie watched in silence as Dracula’s brow furrowed, and then a slight grin appeared on her lips. She slowly raised her head and leveled an unexpectedly intense stare at the demoness, her red eyes glowing wickedly. “Uh—Drac?”

“You remember that guy at the gas station? The one you said was handsome?” the Countess asked.

“Yeah?”

“He wants to know if you’re single.”

(Belphegor, Demon Master of Disguise)

Agent Belphegor had his orders. He had taken countless jobs from Queen Lilith over the millennia, and this was only the latest task. He was on the sidelines, cheering Beelzebub on when he tossed temptations at Christ during his forty-day fast. He had been there to act as Hitler’s art school teacher, offering him scathing criticisms no man could come back from. And he was responsible for everyone hating on Nickelback all the damn time for no real reason whatsoever. That one didn’t serve much of a purpose—but it was evil.

And now he was on a new mission, and one a bit unlike the others. Babysitting. Well, not really. Supervising. Spying. Clandestine operations? That was the most generous and vague way he could put it. No matter how you sliced the toast, the mission was simple: Keep Evie Satan out of trouble and get the poor chick laid.

It was easier said than done. The girl gravitated toward trouble like a mosquito to a chubby Polish-American Cub Scout. She had the opposite effect on penises. Despite being ridiculously cute, her attempts at flirting were always disastrous. This wouldn’t be such a big issue if she wasn’t so picky. She could do what Astaroth did her first time—put a bag on the guy’s head and go to town. But Evie was convinced of a very human notion that the first time had to be special.

Truth was, Evie was equal parts Daddy’s Girl and Mama’s Burden. And now? Now she was angling to be Countess Dracula’s apprentice to get around the fact that she had no succubus powers of her own. A creative plan. As a daughter of the Devil himself, her innate potential for magic would be higher than the average witch, but she’d never rival the gifts of her father or Countess Dracula herself. No, to reach her true potential, she needed to get boned.

Once Belphegor had heard of her plans, he planted listening devices on the windows to Dracula and Trevon’s apartment. He spent most of his free time in one disguise or another at the Pump N’ Go, watching Justin and Trevon—the two men that appeared to be relevant to this operation.

Now it was morning, around eleven in the morning to be precise, and Justin had just clocked in for his next shift. The crew room schedule revealed that Trevon had today off, so it would be Justin and some other girl—Sarah. He didn’t know Sarah. He didn’t want to know Sarah. He was going to have to know Sarah eventually.

But Belphegor had a scheme in mind. A play. A move. An angle, even. He saw the way Evie went into bitch-mode the second she started talking to Justin. He was literally a fly on the wall for that painful episode. Truth was, that could only mean one thing.

She thought he was cute.

Fortunately, Belphegor was a master of disguise. He donned the apparel of a modern man and wandered into the Pump N’ Go. As a woman laid eyes on him, she screamed at the top of her lungs—no doubt impressed by just how normal and human he appeared to be.

The demon confidently trotted to the front counter where Justin was waiting with his arms crossed. “Can I help you, demon?” he asked.

“Hahaha! I’m afraid you are mistaken, my friend! I am no demon. In fact, I am here to do nothing more suspicious than buying a pack of human cigarettes!” he said.

“You’re a demon,” Justin muttered. “Honestly, I’m fine with it. I’ve seen a few at this point. Just don’t kill or eat me and we’re good.” He turned his back on Belphegor and looked at the wall full of cigarettes. “What brand are you after?”

“Your most human brand, please,” he said, bowing. “And you’re wrong about me, fellow human male. Why, look at this hand with five fingers I have! Surely this makes me human!”

“Sure, very impressive,” Justin said as he reached for a random pack. “But the red skin kind of sends some mixed signals.”

“I sunburn easily.”

“And you have two horns on the center of your forehead, so—”

“That is nothing more than a cutaneous growth.”

“You have three eyes.”

“I was born in Chernobyl.”

Justin sighed, admitting defeat. “Fine. Welcome, my fellow human. That’ll be $9.69 for the cigarettes.”

Belphegor dropped some coins on the counter in front of him and started to count them out. “Sorry, ignore those golden ones. Those are Hell Bucks.”

“Sure, no worries,” Justin sighed as he waited.

With money and goods exchanged, Belphegor had the young man right where he wanted him. He watched with dark, evil satisfaction as Justin accepted the money and put the perfect change into the cash register.

“Anything else?”

“No, no,” Belphegor grunted, slapping the table and taking a step back. “That’ll do for today, thank you very much.”

“Thanks for choosing the Pump N’ Go, have a nice—”

“Unless…” The demon cut him off, spinning on his hoof and striking a thoughtful pose as he faced Justin once more. “Are you gay?”

The clerk’s eyes widened in shock. “Uh—what?”

“Are you perhaps gay?”

“No. Sorry.”

“Oh, good! I was hoping you’d say that,” Belphegor grunted, rubbing his hands together. “That is all I need to know for today, my good friend. Thank you for your time.”

Belphegor could tell his words didn’t exactly put Justin at ease as he left the establishment, but his feelings were not important. The crucial detail was that Justin would find Evie at least sexually attractive, even if she had the romantic grace of a plague-ridden crocodile. He could work with that.

So the next step was to make sure Evie didn’t fuck things up on her own. Speaking of which, it was about time for him to assume his disguise as a swarm of bot flies and find the petite demon girl to make sure she wasn’t up to anything troubling.

Belphegor shed his somewhat human appearance and transformed. He buzzed and flew in the direction of Trevon and Dracula’s apartment, where he guessed Evie and Dracula would be. If Wapa Lake followed the same rules as everywhere else, Dracula would certainly be asleep, but the night was insanely long here, so though it was eleven in the morning, it was still dark, though just barely.

He landed on their window, but it was closed and seemed to be opaque, oddly enough. He knew by now that this meant Dracula had morphed her home’s interior into its castle form. That meant no spying would be possible unless he found a way inside—and that had its own risks attached. Dracula would certainly notice his presence, and though she would be unlikely to kill him, it would blow the whole operation wide open.

So all he could do was wait. And wait.

Eventually, the sun became unhidden, though it would only last for a few hours at best. When that happened, Trevon left the apartment after indulging in a big stretch on the building’s front steps. He looked around and walked over to the bike rack outside the building, unlocking his own Huffy mountain bike from it. Belphegor watched as Trevon put a helmet on that miraculously fit his big head and started pedaling off in the direction of downtown.

He didn’t need to guess what Trevon was doing. There was a hospital down that way that processed all the blood donations in town. As a sort of tax, Dracula had required that they fill Trevon’s bike basket once per week with blood donations. In exchange, Dracula used some of her magic to bestow restorative powers on the hospital, making it one of the highest-performing operations in the state. It used to be one of the lowest.

But the demon had lost track of his charge. Given the time of day, he had to assume that Anya was at school, Dracula was sleeping or about to go to sleep, and Evie was…where? That was the question. He could use his own infernal powers to track her, but he didn’t want to waste too much of them so early on or he would have to return to Perdition to recharge.

So, there was only one thing to do.

Belphegor crossed the street in his swarm of flies form, then turned back into his human shape. Humans greeted him as he entered the Blue Swan Cafe, offering screams and howls to express how impressed they were at his good human looks. He ordered a black coffee and sat down at a booth. He pulled a notepad out of his pocket and started jotting down some ideas.

	Tape Evie’s mouth shut? 

	Blackmail Dracula to school Evie on seduction? 

	Hire a male prostitute for Evie and ask him to pretend to like her? 



His instructions weren’t specific on how he got the job done or even in what sort of time frame, but the sooner the better. Just as he was about to let out a sigh of exhaustion, though, the demoness herself walked through the cafe doors.

“One cappuccino with two pumps of hazelnut,” she said to the barista behind the counter. “Hot. Make it quick, I don’t have all fudging day, mortal.”

Belphegor sank into his booth but kept his gaze trained on Evie. This was good news, right? He now had eyes on her and could track where she headed next. Despite the urgent tone in her voice when she lashed out at the barista, though, Evie appeared to be planning to spend some time here. She found a seat just one table away from Belphegor and sat down. Thankfully, she didn’t recognize him thanks to his impenetrable disguise.

The demon shut his notepad and slipped it back into his oversized cargo pants pocket as his attention remained fixed on the demoness—but only out of the corner of his eye. He pretended instead to be distracted by his phone, loading up Subway Surfer but keeping the volume low. The skinny demoness checked the golden watch on her wrist and grimaced. She was waiting for someone.

How Evie ended up so tiny and petite never made much sense to Belphegor. Her father and mother were both titans in their true forms, but Evie was scarcely taller than an imp from the third circle. She was a cutie, though, and it was that detail that gave him hope that he could finish this mission in less than a decade.

And then his jaw practically hit the fucking floor. Justin, the clerk from the Pump N’ Go, walked in through the door wearing a black coat and a pair of nice khakis. He still had a uniform polo on, but it was partially hidden underneath the zipped-up jacket. He was also wearing a pair of black framed glasses that Belphegor hadn’t seen him in before. His blond hair seemed freshly gelled into short spikes, more on top than on the sides or back by far. It was a good look. And…did he shave?

Were they on a date?!

Sure enough, the demon watched helplessly as the gas station attendant ordered his own coffee—black with one packet of artificial sweetener, the evilest order imaginable—and took his and Evie’s beverage to the demoness’s table.

Belphegor stared at Evie out of the corner of his third eye. Her face was scrunched up and tense. She was shaking, her cheeks almost as red as they were in her truest form. She looked nervous. Pissed off. Irritable.

She was clearly smitten.

“First off, buttface,” she began, “just because I agreed to come here doesn’t mean this is a date, so don’t get any weird ideas.”

Off to a really bad start, Belphegor noted—but to the mortal’s credit, he seemed undismayed.

“Uh, sure.” He half-smiled, seeming more amused than insulted.

“Why did you even have Trevon contact me, anyway?” she asked in a shyer tone as she took her cappuccino from him and immediately tried to hide her blushing cheeks by taking an ongoing sip from it.

Justin’s shoulders bounced with a lame shrug as he sat down. “I just thought you were cute.”

Evie choked on her coffee and ended up spitting up on the table. Some of it came out of her nose in brown bubbles—for a moment, it seemed like a little even dripped out one of her eyes. “W-what?!” she choked out. “M-m-m-m-me?! C-c-c-c-cute?!”

“Shit, are you alright?” the mortal muttered in concern, standing up to try and help her. “I didn’t mean to startle you.”

She quickly recovered. “I’m f-fine! Get away from me, human!” Justin obeyed and sat back down, scooting his chair back. “Not that far! Closer! Closer! Too close now!”

“Fuck, you’re particular, aren’t you,” the man said, though his eyes were staring at the demoness even more intensely now. “Well, anyway, my name is Justin, as I’m sure you know.”

“I do not know or care to know your name, mortal,” Evie said quickly as she dabbed her nose and wiped the table in front of her.

“That’s fine, I guess,” he grunted. “Anyway, like I said, I just thought you seemed interesting when you walked through the door looking for Vladimira. I got to talking with Trevon, and he put me up to this.”

She frowned. “So you didn’t arrive at the decision to contact me of your own free will? You needed to be forced in order to do it?”

“What? No, that’s not even remotely what I said,” he muttered. He still hadn’t taken a single sip of his coffee. “Look—I just was curious about you. Like, what’s your story?”

Evie’s blushing cheeks were poorly obscured by her coffee anyway, so she ultimately chose to set it down. “Not like it’s any of your fudging business, you annoyingly handsome jerkface, but I’m Satan and Lilith’s third and youngest daughter,” she began.

Shit, she’s really laying it out there, Belphegor muttered inwardly. And did she try to sneak a compliment in there?

“I love that,” Justin said, nodding fervently. Belphegor couldn’t tell if he caught the praise or not. “That’s crazy. Daughter of Satan, easily the most interesting date I’ve been on by, like, default.”

“It’s not crazy, it’s true, pathetic human,” she huffed. When he didn’t so much as wince, her eyes widened slightly and she continued. “My mother hates me. You probably think I’m a bitch, but she’s the worst. She won’t let me hold any domain in Hell of my own. Not even, like, a single kingdom!”

“Hey, at least you’ve got parents,” he chuckled.

Evie cocked her head for a moment but seemed to ultimately decide to ignore that revelation for now. “Honestly, she probably never will allow me to have anything of my own. But I want to become powerful on my own terms. Maybe I’ll take some territory away from her by force, or maybe I’ll carve out a human kingdom to lord over now that the Countess is back and monsters have returned.”

Justin nodded and finally took a sip of his coffee. “You gotta have goals. That’s really good. I respect that in a woman. Too many chicks—and dudes—these days…they live on autopilot. You know the job that most kids these days want is Youtuber? Whatever happened to being a fireman, or an astronaut, or a doctor? No one wants anything anymore other than some perceived easy lifestyle.”

For a flash of a second, Evie smiled, then immediately sank back into a frown. “It’s easier said than done, though.”

“Anything worth doing is,” Justin replied.

Evie appeared to contemplate that for a moment as she looked around the cafe. Her eyes landed back on Justin. “Yes, that’s true.”

“Do you mind me asking something?” Justin said, scooting his chair in so that he was closer to the table.

“It depends on the question.” Evie looked him up and down, snarling with feigned disgust that actually reeked of lust. “You should be kissing my feet for the mere fact that I agreed to meet with you at all.”

He laughed a bit at that, and Evie snarled at his laughter. “Hey, if you’ll let me skip to the femdom foot stuff, I’m not going to complain.”

The demoness immediately pulled up the collar of her shirt to hide her cheeks, which only made her fluster all the more obvious. “Filthy human!”

“Sorry,” he grunted. “It seemed like a good joke in the moment. Why did you agree to come out here with me? Obviously we move in different circles.”

Evie’s eyes widened. “I d-d-don’t know! Not because I think you seemed cool or anything! I just—need a distraction every now and then, that’s all.”

Justin sighed but smiled at her. “Hey, if you’re not feeling it, I respect that. It’s a bummer though.”

Evie blinked, dropping her collar. “W-what do you mean?”

“Don’t worry about paying for your coffee. I already told the counter to put everything you order on my card, and as a thanks for even coming, you can feel free to order as much as you want even after I leave.” He stood up, apparently ready to make good on this vague…threat? “I’m actually really appreciative you gave me the time of day, like you said, distraction or not.”

Belphegor’s eyes bulged. This dude knew exactly what he was doing.

“I—I—I didn’t say you were dismissed, human!” Evie said, cupping her cheeks to hide the spreading redness there. She bit her lip so hard that it looked like it might bleed.

“Oh, you want to keep going?” he asked innocently. “That’s a relief. I was getting the feeling that you were having second thoughts.”

“Don’t overthink it, d-dummy,” she squeaked, crossing her arms. “It’s not like I’m super into you or anything. It’s just—well, we’re already here. We might as well…enjoy…enjoy…”

“Enjoy each other’s company?” he offered.

Her eyes shot open. “I would never say that to a human loser like you!”

“I get that,” he grunted, draping his arm over the back of the chair with a devil-may-care vibe about him. “Daughter of Satan and all. If I were you, I’d have high standards too. Being royalty and…well, frankly about the cutest chick I’ve ever met—”

She gagged. Not out of disgust, but nerves. She had no positive mechanism for responding to praise from men she was attracted to. Belphegor saw this before, about four hundred years ago. It was just as pathetic then as it was now. Eventually, that guy lost interest for obvious reasons.

But this motherfucker… “And hey—if the chemistry isn’t there, I’m cool to hang out for a bit and call it a day when you’re ready to. I don’t want to be a creep, so just tell me to get lost when you’re ready.”

Evie looked like her head was going to explode. This human male had pegged her for the needy brat she was and was playing her like the golden fiddle Evie’s dad lost to Johnny in that duel in Georgia.

“I—I didn’t say I d-d-don’t like you, you stupid dummy,” she stammered, subconsciously batting her eyelashes at him as she puffed up her cheeks to pout. “It’s just—it’s very fast. It’s too early to say. Human men are a dime a dozen, after all.”

“Agreed,” Justin said. “But we aren’t going to get to know each other by sitting in a cafe all afternoon sipping coffee. How about we move this elsewhere?”

Evie furrowed her brow at him and conjured a fireball in her hand that made others around them shriek in surprise. “Are you about to ask me back to your room?”

“No,” he laughed, nodding at the spell in her hand. He’d clearly seen magic before. “I wouldn’t want you to meet my loser roommates. But I’d love to cook for you sometime. I make a mean macaroni and cheese, and I can cook a pop-tart just right.”

She almost giggled as she put her fireball away. It was the closest thing to magic she could do on her own, so she was glad she managed to show it off so early. “Well, I don’t have a place of my own yet, and if I did, I wouldn’t deign to bring you to it,” she muttered.

“Then how about we go for a walk?” he suggested. “There’s a mall several blocks away. We could walk there together, do some shopping, and then stroll back here within a few hours. Do you have the time?”

Evie looked away as she twiddled her thumbs on her lap. “Maybe…”

This whiny brat had nothing but time. She hadn’t had a single responsibility in half a millennium. Belphegor almost snorted, but thankfully he didn’t. That would have given him away.

“Oh, and one more thing. Would you mind if your chaperone stays behind? It’s a bit weird. I promise I’m no threat to you,” the man asked.

“Chaperone?” Evie cocked her head in confusion and, to Belphegor’s horror, Justin gestured right at him.

“This guy. I assume he’s one of your minions or something?”

Evie turned her head to look at Belphegor, and her jaw dropped in shock. “That is one ugly human!”

“That’s not a human. He has red skin, three eyes, two horns, hoofs—need I go on?” Justin muttered, sounding exasperated.

Evie stood up. “Hideous human! Speak your true name at once or face damnation!”

She couldn’t make that threat, but he couldn’t refuse a direct order from his princess. “It’s me. Belphegor.”

Evie’s eyes bulged in shock. “Cousin Bel-Bel!? What are you doing here?!”

“Your mother asked me to keep an eye on you, to make sure you were safe,” he said.

“This dude is your cousin?” Justin muttered. “Sexual dimorphism must be wild in Hell.”

Evie ignored the human. “Cousin Bel-Bel! Get out of here. You’re comically wrong. My mother would never be worried about my safety. If anything, I’m half-surprised she didn’t send you as an assassin just to be rid of me once and for all.”

“I have my orders.”

The demoness looked at Justin, her lip protruding in a pout. She bit her lip, puffed up her cheeks, slanted her brows, crossed her arms, and favored one hip, adopting the brattiest, most spoiled bitch-looking pose known to man or demon. Surely, Justin must be giving up on her at this—Holy shit he was into it!

Justin looked back at her with hearts practically swimming in his eyes. All the bitchiness, unhinged neediness, and weirdness of the little spawn of Satan was absolutely having an effect on him, and it wasn’t an averse one. He. was. smitten.

Even better, that look could only mean one thing on Evie’s side, too. The way she blushed and pouted as she stared at him, her body automatically pivoting in his direction, the way she treated him so awfully—if she wasn’t in love already, she was close. Evie was always able to fall hard and fast, but this was the first time he’d actually seen a mortal understand her for who she was so early and not be immediately turned off.

In truth, Belphegor’s mission had two halves. The first half was to keep Evie safe, yes. But the second portion of it was to get her laid. The demon realized in that moment that the best thing he could do to see that objective come to pass was to get out of Evie’s way.

No. There was somewhere else he needed to be. Someone else he needed to speak to.

As he left the building a few minutes later, he dialed up Dracula on the phone.”

“Who is this?” the Countess asked.

“This is a friend of Evie’s,” he said. “Name’s Belphegor. Lilith’s servant.”

“Ahhh. I’ve heard of you. And to what do I owe this unexpected pleasure?”

“Evie is seeking a job with you, right?” he asked.

“Yes,” Dracula admitted.

“I need you to give her the job—but deny her the right to stay in your home.”

“Why?” the vampire queen questioned.

Belphegor couldn’t help but grin as he spoke into the phone. “Because I think I know where she’ll end up staying instead.”


Chapter 4

(Evie)

Evie’s heart beat like an infernal pit master’s war drum if you hopped the bastard up on cocaine and kick him in his seventeen dicks. She was sweating! Sweating! The princess of Hell, daughter of Lilith and Satan! Perspiring like a pubescent punk at a John Mayer concert!

What was it about him that she found so obnoxiously appealing? She looked him over a few times and—sure…he was fit. No doubt about that. He was well-groomed, smelled like he’d made an effort with hygiene, his hair was cool, his jawline was manly, his arms were muscular and veiny…oh shit, she just got herself wet.

“So yeah, I actually went to school at this—” His voice trailed off as she stared bug-eyed at his face. No, he didn’t stop speaking. He was still talking because she’d asked him some kind of question to buy time, but she couldn’t listen to him for the life of her. All she could think about was what the hell he was doing to her heart. “How about you?”

Evie blinked, stunned that he turned the conversation back on her just when a fully formed image of herself being carried in his arms like a maiden had forced itself into her mind. “W-what?!” she sputtered.

“Did you do any kind of schooling? On Earth or, you know, in Hell?”

“You’re incredibly progressive when it comes to the fact that I’m a demon,” she noted, her brows slanting.

“Working at the gas station closest to Dracula’s current residence for years will desensitize you to this supernatural shit,” he said with a laugh. “Honestly, you aren’t the first non-human I went on a date with.”

Evie felt a sudden urge to hurl the human through a window, but there weren’t any in shoving distance, so she settled for a “Hmmph!” She realized after the fact that that displayed very plainly just how irritated the thought of him with another woman made her. She looked up at Justin, wide-eyed, to see if he’d registered it, but he just kept smiling his terrible, charming smile. “What kind of monster was she?”

“A werepanther, actually. It was all good and well until I realized that it was her triggering my cat allergies whenever she slept over, so, yeah. Had to break it off.” He let out a bit of a sigh at that, as though he regretted the fact. Bastard.

“Well, I’ve been on many dates with many human males!” she said. Technically, it was true. She’d been on a lot of first dates. One or two second dates. Never a third. And never had she ever, in more than a thousand years of life, managed to get a guy to do more than kiss her. She had to think back real far—like, the Dark Ages—to recall a time a guy had ever held her hand.

“I’ll bet you have,” Justin laughed. “Cute as you are, you must be booked with dates.”

Evie’s cheeks puffed up. “This werepanther…did you love her?”

Justin actually seemed temporarily surprised by the question, but he quickly recovered. “No. It was just a few dates, and I’m pretty sure she was using me for the friends and family discount on gas.”

Evie felt a wave of relief wash over her. Why?! No sooner had she felt that relief than did it get replaced with an ocean of shame. Sure, he was hot, but what was it about him specifically that had her infernal hormones all abuzz? Was he even human?

“Are you even human?” She asked it. Just flat-out asked it. It was such a weird question. Of course he was a fudging human. She had to salvage this. He looked at her, an obvious expression of wide-eyed surprise on his face. “Sh-shut up!” she said, trying to regain some dignity, but in retrospect, that outburst only made her look even crazier.

“Do you want me to answer? Or no?” he grunted. He had a scarcely perceptible ferocity in his eyes that almost scared her for a moment. Why was he looking at her like that?

She nodded sheepishly, feeling her cheeks burning red. “Y-yes. I mean—if you want to. Not like I give a fuck about you either way.”

He smiled at her. “Yeah, I’m human. Don’t have any reason to suspect I’m not, anyway.”

She let out a sigh. Whether it was more relief or this time disappointment, she wasn’t sure. “Are you certain?”

Justin laughed at her insistence. “Pretty sure.”

“Tell me about your parents,” she commanded.

He looked at her again, this time without a smile. “I never knew my family. I grew up in the system.”

“The system?” she repeated dumbly.

A nod. “Yeah. Foster care. I was found on the doorstep of a Greek Restaurant in Milwaukee. Got my DNA tested, looking for relatives, but came up with nothing.” He sighed. Evie tried to keep a tough face on, but her expression melted into a softer one as she realized how sensitive the topic appeared to be.

“I—It’s not like I’m sorry for bringing it up or anything, but, uh—” Shit. She painted herself into a corner by preempting her apology with saying she wasn’t sorry. “Uh…I didn’t mean to bring up something that would kill the mood.”

He laughed. “No, no. It’s fine. If I seemed sad, I’m not. It’s just…something that I always wondered about, you know?”

She nodded. “I could maybe…help. If you wanted. I don’t have anything better to do besides work.” This was a good reason to see him again, she realized. And, if she pulled it off, he’d be indebted to her and easy to compel to her will, even if he realized how horrible she was. Maybe…maybe she could…make him…

“You can help?” he repeated. “With what? Finding my parents?”

“Well, of course. I am a demon, and I’m Dracula’s new apprentice. I can ask her to teach me blood divination.”

He cocked his head. “I didn’t realize that was a thing she could do. I guess I could just ask her to—”

“No!” Evie blurted out, catching Justin by surprise. “No, you can’t!”

“Why not?” he asked. “I’m a family friend. If I told her, I’d bet she’d do it.”

But I want to do it, Evie thought as her hands balled into fists at her side. That would be mortifying to say out loud, though, so instead, she simply said, “Because I’ll kill you if you do.”

Justin clutched his chest and seemed briefly short on breath. Evie didn’t know how to interpret the gesture, but it seemed oddly…aroused? He was looking at her with a ravishing ferocity now that made her look away. “I mean…I won’t really enjoy killing you, dummy, so…just…let me handle the spell for you, alright?”

“Anything you want,” he said, his throat sounding dry. Her eyes bulged.

The silence went on painfully long. This whole time, Evie had been entirely oblivious to her surroundings, so she took this moment to figure out where they were, having a brief look around and…she had no fudging idea.

“Where are we?”

“We’re almost downtown already,” he said, raising his hand to point. “Look, up ahead. That’s the Wapa View Mall. The lake kind of cradles it. We could go shopping there, grab a bite to eat, and then sit on one of the benches in the lake park nearby.” When he brought his hand down again, it brushed against Evie’s.

She gagged, bending over to cough and retch and—okay, there was a little vomit too.

“Are you alright?” Justin asked, suddenly panicked. “Is it something I said?”

Evie took a few seconds to recover and was nearly better when his hand landed on her back in an innocent gesture of support. “Huuaargh!” She threw up a bit of lava onto the pavement as a reaction to his touch. He seemed to figure out that it was him causing the effect, and he ripped his hand away.

She looked up at him, her eyes all watery from puking, her face scrunched up in irritation. “This is your fault.”

“I’m sorry,” he grunted, sounding horribly embarrassed. “This is a new one for me.”

She straightened back up and took a few deep breaths, closed her eyes, and visualized what she wanted. “Okay,” she sighed. “I’m ready.”

Justin nodded and continued walking. When he realized she didn’t follow him, he stopped and looked back at her, obviously befuddled. “Uh. Are you coming or are we calling it here for today?”

Evie decided to be bold. No man had ever made her retch that hard. It could only be a sign. She took a step toward him and stammered out her response. With her brow slanted as though halfway to a full-on rage, she spoke oddly meek words. “I d-d-didn’t s-s-say you could go without holding my hand, stupid human.” She lifted her hand expectantly and looked away from his gaze, her cheeks so red that she might as well be in full demon form. Shit! That was too much! she thought to herself.

The man was frozen. It took a particularly potent “Hmmph!” and whip of her curly hair to shake him out of his confused state. It was over. She freaked out another one. It was the combination of everything—her horns, her wings, her flaming eyes, the fact that she almost projectile vomited infernal lava onto his converse shoes, the bitchy personality that was her toxic defense mechanism—her mother was right. She was useless. She was just about to sob and run away when…

Slowly, cautiously, gently, Justin took her hand, and though she gagged briefly, this time she didn’t keel over and puke onto the ground.

She tried to contain her happiness and surprise. “Humph! So gross. I hope you know what an honor it is to hold the Princess of Hell’s hand, human,” she muttered. She glanced up at him briefly. He was staring straight ahead, but the reverent look in his eyes seemed to convey that, yes, he realized just what an honor this was. “You’ve gone quiet. Say something, dummy. You’re making my legs shake.” He stopped. She stopped as well, matching him. He turned to stare at her. She looked up at him, confused.

“What is it, you pathetic—”

“Are you sure you aren’t an angel?” That’s what he said, and the words hit her like a sack of thorny imp testicles to the face, shocking her into an abrupt squeak that terminated into silence.

“W-what?!” she spat in shock, trying to take back her hand, but he wouldn’t let her. That was good. She didn’t want him to let her go anyway.

“Because…you’re fucking perfect.”

At that moment, the whole world seemed to belong to them. Moments before, she’d finally become aware of her surroundings, but now they vanished again, the panorama around them turning the color of sky as the only thing she felt she could see was Justin’s face. “W-w-what?! What did you say?!”

“You’re perfect. Sorry,” he shook his head frantically, betraying the fact that he was suddenly dealing with as much anxiety as she was feeling, “I…didn’t think this through. But you’re—”

“I’m not perfect,” she huffed, once again trying weakly to take back her hand, but this time disappointed that he let her. “You’re just saying that to try and get in my skirt. It won’t work. Pervert.”

He shook his head. “Okay, maybe perfect isn’t the right word but, well,” his voice puttered off into silence for a moment, and he bit his lip as he looked at her. She could feel their hearts pounding as both of them refused to look away for more than a second. They were linked.

She had never been so close to tackling a man to the ground and kissing him. But what was his game here? Her? Perfect? An obvious lie! She was the worst! Everyone always said so!

“Alright,” he returned to the conversation, shaking himself back to alertness. “I’ve got it. You know how everyone has their specific tastes? Like, what’s ideal for Trevon in terms of cuisine is not necessarily the same as my preference. As it happens, most of the guys I know prefer flavors like…well, deep fried junk food, pizza, ice cream, you know—normal stuff.”

Evie’s eyes were wide. “What kind of f-f-flavors do you like, then?”

“Turns out I think I like needy, bitchy, short, cute demon chicks,” he muttered.

Evie’s heart pounded. “That’s me.”

“Yeah,” Justin grunted. “It is.”

(Justin)

It had really only just begun, but Justin felt as though he was already on the best first date of his life. He had been with his share of chicks with a few screws loose—you might even say he specialized in attracting and finding those sorts of ladies. But Evie was special.

First of all, there were her looks. In the brief introduction they’d had at the Pump N’ Go, he barely had the chance to really take in the sights and sounds of her. She came in and acted more annoying than unhinged, so the best he could say was she seemed cute. But it turns out that underneath that black trenchcoat she’d hidden a world of womanly delights.

Yeah, she was skinny, short, and petite, but whoa—for her size, the rack on her and the bubbliness of her butt was formidable to say the least. But even more than that, the longer he looked at her face the harder it became to look away. He started the date off suave, setting her off every chance he could to maintain the upper ground, but now? He was just as flustered as she was.

He felt sweat forming on his neck as he made his boyish confession to her, but he had to say it. He had to let her know that she had him in her demonic, bratty little clutches because he could sense her on the brink of withdrawal. She had said she wasn’t perfect, had shown hints of a painfully low self-esteem, and he could see the justification for that. She was, to most people, a piece of trash as a person—but one man’s trash is another man’s waifu.

“Turns out I think I like needy, bitchy, short, cute demon chicks.”

Evie looked at him in shock, her big eyes going even bigger. “That’s me.”

“Yeah, it is.”

She froze after he’d said that, and it made him instantly filled with paranoia, but he didn’t back down. He’d confirmed that he saw her for what she was but told her that he liked her that way. He wondered how many other guys had made it this far without her freaking out and running away.

“I–I–I I I I…”

Shit, she was stuck. This was going to be on him. He inhaled deeply and blinked for a few seconds to try and clear the proverbial hearts out of his eyes before looking back at her. “You can pretend I said nothing,” he grunted. “Let’s finish this date up and then you can think about how that made you feel, alright?”

She nodded. “F-fine.” She also took in a huge breath, shivered a bit, then breathed it out, making a bit of fire come out her nostrils in the process. “Stupid human, trying to make me uncomfortable in public.”

He knew she knew that wasn’t what he was trying to do, so he didn’t respond except to grab her hand again—which of course caused her to bend over and fight back her gag reflex. By now he’d figured out it was her nervous response to being touched by a guy, but he’d also learned that she liked it when he did it. It was kind of a lose-lose scenario, but he wanted her to know he didn’t care about her weirdness.

In fact, he fucking loved it.

Evie recovered and looked up at him as they started walking. They were nearing the mall. “I will help you find your parents, human, so—don’t go asking other girls for help, okay?”

He smirked at her. “Sure.” Honestly he didn’t really care if he ever found them. It was a good conversation piece, so he decided to lean into it and play it up for her benefit. It also gave them a reason to keep seeing each other, so that was nice. “We’re here. What kind of shopping do you want to do?”

She looked down at her feet and fiddled with her hair. “...Anything you want is fine with me,” she said, her voice so soft and shy it was like a squeaky whisper.

“I’m just here to spend time with you,” he said with a laugh, squeezing her hand, which made her neck jerk in surprise. “Let’s just walk around and if you see anything that interests you, let me know.”

She looked up at him with an obvious blush on her cheeks and nodded. “Okay…Dummy.”

They walked through the mall together, exploring the entire three floors. They talked a bit, but it was mostly awkward “getting to know you” bullshit. Justin cringed as he found himself asking her favorite color at one point. For the record, it was pink.

The funny thing is that she never once asked to go inside any stores. She just continued to hold his hand the whole time, except for the brief bathroom break they took shortly after he bought them smoothies at Orange Julius. It got quieter and quieter as they continued their date, but it also got less forced. He found himself worrying less about the silence as long as she was still eager to hold his hand.

Eventually, they left the mall altogether a couple hours later and headed toward the walking trail around the lake. At that point, Justin was just trying to see how long he could drag the date on. “So,” he asked, “Have you been having a good time?”

“No,” she quickly huffed. “Like I would enjoy spending time with a human.” She hugged his arm tightly as she said that, sending very mixed signals.

“Hmm. Uh. Well, if there’s anything I can do to make next time better—”

She looked at him with so much surprise in her adorable face that he actually stopped talking entirely. “Next time?” she asked, her voice even higher than usual.

“Sure, yeah,” he chuckled. “I mean—I hope I’m not being too presumptuous, but at least I can say I’m really having fun. I’d definitely like to see you again.”

Evie’s lip trembled and her eyes filled with unexpected tears as she stared at him. “Don’t tease me or I’ll filet you alive!”

“W-what?!” he blurted out. “I’m not teasing you. I really am having a good time.”

She squeezed his arm more tightly, so tight that he felt her breasts beneath her sweater part slightly to fit his arm between them. “R-r-really?!”

“Of course,” he laughed.

She whipped her head away from him so quickly that her hair made a sound as it smacked him in the chest. “I…maybe…maybe I wouldn’t mind seeing you again too.”

“Well the date isn’t over yet,” he said, gesturing at the lake. “Why don’t we find a bench in the park and enjoy the view together.”

Evie nodded and leaned her cheek against his bicep. “You told me earlier to let you know if I saw something I liked…”

“Sure. Did I miss it when you said something? We can go back, it’s not far, and I don’t have a shift tonight.”

She shook her head and stared into his eyes. “I—I’m looking at something I like right now, human.”

Fuck the bench. There wasn’t anyone around. Justin picked her up and brought her to his face, and she squealed and pounded his chest in surprise as he lifted her by the ass—until she was at eye level with him. And then, she kissed him.

It was technically the worst, most unskilled kiss of his life, and yet it was undeniably be the one he enjoyed the most thus far. He held her by the butt with both hands, and she wrapped her arms and legs around him tightly, making cute little moans as she gracelessly smooched him. She didn’t even know how to use tongue, apparently, so she avoided it, just pressing wet kisses on his lips again and again. “Mmmf…mmmf.” She sounded so adorable as she made little sounds of bliss, buzzing her lips against his.

He tried to be subtle as he breathed in to absorb the scent of her. It was the way you expect a woman to smell on a first date, floral, but with a hint of something like cinnamon underneath. That was fine. His favorite breakfast cereal was Cinnamon Toast Crunch. At least, from this moment on it would be.

He decided to help her out a bit more with the kissing and used his own tongue to taste her lips, hinting at her to do the same. When he did that, though, things took a turn.

She threw up in his mouth. Not only that, but it was even worse that it sounded at first blush. She threw up lava.


Chapter 5

(Evie)

Fucking typical. Evie found the one guy who seemed to like her as much as she liked him and immediately barfed in his mouth and cooked his insides. She wanted to cry. Fuck it. She was going to cry. She earned this one.

“Why me?!” she sobbed, sitting on the ground next to Justin’s body, just a few yards away from Lake Wapa itself. The view was pretty. It was much better than looking at the guy she fancied’s horrible corpse.

She wiped her eyes and got out her phone. She looked at the contacts she had—Countess Dracula, Justin—whose number she’d gotten from Dracula—and a few other demons. Belphegor was in there. She sighed. He seemed like the right one to dial.

She could hear the phone ringing. From a subtle click, she knew that the call had been answered, and she didn’t wait to hear him greet her to start talking. “Cousin Bel-Bel, come pick me up,” she sobbed. “I killed him.”

There was an unmistakable sigh of disappointment. It was a sound she knew probably better than anyone else in the world. “Where are you, honey?”

“I’m at Lake Wapa on the walking path next to the mall.”

“How did it happen?”

She paused. “I kissed him and then I threw up lava in his mouth.”

“Oof. That’s a toughie. Well, hey, if he’s an asshole he should go to Hell and we could try and make him your plaything. How’s that sound?”

She perked up slightly, but quickly slumped over again as she gave it a single thought. “He won’t go to Hell,” she whined, kicking her feet so hard that one of her shoes flung off. “He’s not that bad of a guy. Purgatory at best.”

“But you’re a demon, and he kissed you—maybe there was enough corruption to—”

“Give it a rest and pick me up,” she huffed. She hung up the phone.

Evie adopted the fetal position and started rocking back and forth as she sobbed into her knees. But…out of the corner of her eye, she caught some movement. She turned her head violently to see what was the matter.

“That was a pretty intense kiss,” Justin said, sitting on the grass beside her like nothing had happened. “Did I fucking die?”

Evie’s eyes opened so wide that they were almost perfect circles. “How are you alive?! I puked infernal lava into your guts!”

“I kind of remember that, yeah,” he grunted, scratching his head. “This feels sort of off to me.”

“Off?!” She turned her whole body to face him and looked him over from head to toe. After a pause, she fished her phone back out of her purse. “You were dead, like, thirty seconds ago! How are you talking?!”

Justin looked to be in shock. His eyes were still glossed over like he was waking up from a weird dream, but he shrugged limply. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “Maybe you have some kind of magical power not to hurt a guy you don’t want to hurt?”

“Nope, think again. I’ve killed more than a few guys I didn’t mean to kill on first dates,” she said, wincing at having to make that admission.

Justin’s brow raised, but he seemed to take it well. “Then…I guess it’s me?”

Evie crawled toward him slowly. She could still taste his saliva as she licked her lips. “I’m going to ask you again,” she said as she sat cross-legged in front of him, “Are you human?”

This time his answer was different. “I guess I don’t know.”

She narrowed her eyes at him and snarled slightly. “What aren’t you telling me?”

Justin shook his head. “Nothing of importance that I can think of.”

“If I kill you again, will you come back to life again?” she asked, more wondering out loud than anything. She was sure he didn’t know.

Sure enough, he just shrugged. “You could give it a whirl, I guess.”

Her eyes widened once more. “Are you nuts?!”

The human laughed. “Definitely.”

She squinted at him with suspicion and looked at her phone. “Stupid human,” she growled as she sent a text to her cousin.

> False alarm. He’s alive. Forget I said anything.

Cousin Bel-Bel’s reply was predictable.

> WTF I’M ALMOST THERE MY CAR IS A RENTAL ITS NICE DO YOU WANT ME TO COME OR NOT

She rolled her eyes at the message.

> Turn off caps lock and learn to use punctuation. Stay away. I’ll call you if I kill him for good.

Justin was scratching his head when she looked up at him again and put her phone away. “Sorry about that,” she sighed. “I had to take care of something.”

“No worries.” Justin kind of shrugged at her, still dazed and confused.

She needed to snap him out of this near trance state. She needed to wake him up. “I–I I I I…” Fuck. She was intending to tell him she was going to try kissing him again, but she couldn’t bring herself to say it. Even so, fumbling over her words like that seemed to liven him up.

His back straightened and his eyes became more focused and intense as they locked onto hers. “Slow down,” he grunted. “What are you trying to say?”

She pouted. “...I guess you probably don’t want to see me again after I killed you.”

“Do you see me running away from you?” he asked, grabbing her hand.

Evie gasped slightly, emitting something between a moan and a squeak at the feeling of more skin-on-skin contact. She violently tugged her hand away and retched. “Careful,” she said after a minute. “I’ll puke and melt your face off if you do that.”

He laughed. Did this motherfudger have a freaking death wish?! Who laughs at that?! Especially when he now factually knew that she could and would do it.

“Sorry if I seem a bit odd,” he said, his eyes slipping back into a haze as he seemed to look over her shoulder somewhere in the distance. “Something is different about me now. I can feel it.”

She blinked at him a few times until she realized she was really just batting her lashes cutely as a reflex. “Uhhh—what feels different?”

Justin suddenly reassigned all his focus to her face and spoke with an unexpected certainty. “Scratch me. I have a feeling.”

“Huh?”

“Or stab me or burn me. Whatever. Do it—something’s different.”

“I’m not going to—”

Justin reached out, pulled her into his lap and kissed her again with unexpected strength for a human. It was effortless, like she was a baby in his arms. As his lips pressed into her, she turned her head and retched, but she had no more barf to spare, so it was just a few dry heaves until she collected herself. In anger at being caught by surprise, she slashed him across the face with her nails.

It was like scratching a rock. His skin didn’t break, he didn’t bleed, he didn’t show any pain response except a quick blink and flinch that was probably more a reaction to her movement than to any sensation.

“W-what?!” she blurted out.

“I knew it,” he muttered, letting her climb out of his lap for the time being, watching her scramble backward. “Something is different.”

Evie Satan looked over the mysterious hot guy in front of her, locking eyes with him. “What the fuck are you, human? Well—you’re not human. That much is clear.”

Justin smirked at her teasingly. “Then I guess you’ll have to finally call me by my name.”

(Justin)

Hours passed. They spent the entire afternoon together, at first interrogating the issue regarding Justin’s unexpected death and resurrection, but that quickly gave way to a long walk around the lake under the moonlit sky until, finally, Evie had to go.

“Are you sure you need to leave?” he asked, letting a hint of disappointment shine through.

Evie’s cheeks inflated in a cute pout, but she nodded, looking like she was going to break into tears. “I told Dracula I’d meet up with her about my new job.”

“You’re working for Vladimira?” Justin asked, cocking a brow at the unexpected news. “That’s interesting.”

She sighed wearily. “I’ll be staying with them, sooo…I’m sure I’ll end up having to visit the Pump N’ Go often.” She batted her long black eyelashes at him, as cute as could be. Justin’s stomach stirred at the mere sight.

“I’ll look forward to it. You got my number, so—”

“If you want to see me again, you’ll call me,” she huffed, crossing her arms and looking skyward. “The nerve. The only reason I have your number in my phone is so I know it’s you and don’t immediately refuse the call, male.”

“Oh, you found some other way to not call me Justin,” he said with a laugh.

She looked back at him, eyes narrowed. “What’s your full name, out of curiosity? I’d like to make a note.”

“Why?” he asked. It wasn’t an odd question, but he honestly didn’t think it would make much difference to a demon.

“N-n-no reason,” she squeaked, closing her eyes as if that made him stop looking at her. “D-definitely not because I’m curious how my name first name would sound with your last name, idiot…”

Justin blinked, his heart almost exploding from that bit of adorableness. “Right,” he croaked, sounding embarrassingly parched all of a sudden.

At this point, he had her mostly figured out. Well, the surface level stuff anyway. Every time she pulled a false bitchy front on him he just wanted to pick her up and wrap her legs around his head and wear her like the crown she was. She was cuter than anyone, child or adult, had any right to be, and her specific brand of madness made his dick as hard as a diamond wrapped in diamonds coated in gorilla glue.

“Well, my name is Justin Allen Goodman. That’s the whole thing.”

Evie whipped out her phone and edited his contact. She squinted at what she’d typed out and then looked at him suspiciously. “Just A. Goodman?” she asked. “Cute.”

“I’ll take the compliment,” he said with a cocky smirk, immediately flustering her. “The social worker who named me apparently had a sense of humor.”

“I-I-I’d never compliment you!”

He shrugged weakly, trying to hold in a laugh at her odd games. “It’s a shame, I was starting to think you might like me a bit. I mean—you kissed me and spent the whole day with me, after all.”

“I was just being n-n-nice!” she whimpered.

Justin smiled at her and tried to fake a sad look in his eyes. “Too bad. Guess there’s no reason for me to dial you. After all, why would I call a girl who hates my guts?”

She gasped so dramatically he almost thought she was joking. “B-b-b-because if you don’t I’ll…I’ll...I’ll…” She jutted her lip and slanted her brow at him. “I’ll cry.”

“Well, we don’t want that,” he said. He leaned forward a bit, prompting her to instantly go on tiptoes and close her eyes in preparation for another kiss. When no kiss came, she opened her eyes again, and this time the whites in her eyes had been replaced with black, and her skin started to shift to a more reddish hue. People around stared at the development. It wasn’t that weird in Wapa Lake—but it was weird enough for bystanders to try and sneak a peek.

“You teased me,” she said.

“What are you gonna do about it, Evie Satan?”

She had an answer locked and loaded. With a big inhalation her chest swelled and her stomach shrank, and a second later she let go of a powerful breath of hellfire, blasting him with the force of a flamethrower. She hot-blasted him continuously in the face for about ten seconds. Then, when she was out of breath, she put her hands on her hips and scowled. “How did you like that, male?”

Justin was none the worse for wear. It kind of stung, but in a way that only invigorated him. He’d gotten the daughter of Satan so flustered she tried to cook his head with flames from Hell. “I fucking loved it.”

Evie’s brow arched. “You’re crazy.”

“Takes one to know one,” he shrugged. He leaned forward again. This time, she didn’t close her eyes, and he really did kiss her. Evie sank into his chest, grabbed his wrists, and guided his hands to the small of her back as she kissed him in return. She was improving, too. The tongue-work was getting better by leaps and bounds.

“We should head back toward Dracula’s place and the Pump N’ Go,” she mumbled. Her eyes welled up as though she thought they were never going to see each other again. “Will you really…call me?”

“Sure,” he replied. “I won’t be a dick when it comes to that.”

“Do you…do you want to…maybe call me when you get home?” Her lashes fluttered like the wings of an evil butterfly.

He smiled. “Yeah. Definitely.” Evie scowled like she didn’t want him to, but her demon tail wagged like a dog’s tail behind her.

He walked her back to the Weekend Inn motel where she was staying and helped her grab her bags so she could move into Dracula’s place. He helped her carry her bags up the stairs but decided it might be a bit awkward if Trevon spotted them coming in together, or if Anya was there and tried to wrangle him into another game of Pin the Wound on the Human. Once Evie finally went inside, casting him one last look—a slight smile—he let out a big sigh, turned around, and started his walk home.

There was a lot to unpack about this date. First and foremost on his mind—was he now invulnerable to being hurt? It sure seemed like it. He’d have to test it out later, but…if so, that was a pretty spicy development.

And as insane as that was, it somehow still wasn’t the main thing on his mind. Evie was…not a demon, but a goddess. The first thing he would do when he got home was perform some calculations using his old formula, the Craziness Coefficient, to make sure he had his head on straight, but he knew what his findings would be.

Simply put, if X equals crazy and Y equals hot, the value of Y should ideally be equal to X, or at least Y should be greater than X. Harley Quinn, for example, is a fairly perfect Y and X balance. But Evie was crazier by far. She was also way cuter.

His mental math was interrupted by a vibrating tone in his pocket. He fished out his phone and saw that he’d received his first message from Evie.

> …

It was just three periods in a row—an ellipsis. He smirked and texted her back.

> I’m not home yet. I’ll call you as soon as I get there.

He waited for her reply, and it came fast.

> Fine. Jerkhole.

> And one more thing. Delete all other women from your phone and any dating apps.

He felt hearts forming in his eyes at her unhinged words on his screen. Already he was thinking about printing out this text log and framing it above his bed. How close was the nearest Kinko’s?

> You know, I would, but I have to keep in touch with my female coworkers in case I need them to cover shifts. I’ll delete Tinder though.

Evie appeared to be typing and deleting message after message before sending anything, but in the end she finally came up with a response that passed her muster.

> Then preface every message with other women with a picture of me and a brief explanation that you are seeing me and only me.

> Butthead.

Justin dropped to his knees in the median, halfway across the road that would take him to his apartment. He clutched his heart, feeling it pounding in his chest as love drove him into a sudden weakness.

More texts from Evie appeared in rapid succession.

> Hey…Justin?

> Hey you need to reply.

> Say something or I’ll kill you.

> (Heart Emoji) (Kissy-Face Emoji) (Crying Emoji) (Angry Emoji)

Justin recovered and quickly started composing a message.

> Whatever you want. Sorry, give me just a minute. I’m almost back to my place.

Her response came back so fast it seemed like she had it composed and was simply waiting to send it.

> Plug your phone in when you get home. Put it on speaker phone. So I can hear you all night. (Blush Emoji) (Angry Emoji) (Umbrella Emoji)

Justin wasn’t sure how to interpret the emoticons, but he was increasingly convinced that he was living in a dream world at this point. He got home, and no sooner had he stepped through the door than did he dial Evie’s number and put her on speaker phone. It didn’t even have time to ring before she answered it.

“J-J-J-J-Justin?” she whispered into the phone. It was probably the first time she said his name aloud.

“Yeah, I’m here. Hang on, I’m ducking into my room.” Justin strode through the living room toward his door, kicking off his shoes and throwing his jacket on the coat rack. “Did you unpack or—”

“Dracula says I can’t stay here,” Evie interrupted him. “She told me the second I walked through the door.”

“What? I thought you got a job with her or something,” he muttered in confusion.

“I did,” she said. “It’s still on, thank Hades, but they said they need privacy during the night because that’s when Anya sleeps and Trevon and Dracula are up together. I told them I could be on Anya’s sleep schedule but—”

“They weren’t into it?” he asked.

“No,” she sighed, her nose crinkling slightly. There was a pregnant pause that lasted quite a long time. “And I already canceled my Weekend Inn booking because I thought I had a place to stay. But now I don’t, and my room’s already booked by someone else for tomorrow. Sooo…”

Justin’s eyes bulged open as he connected the dots she’d laid out for him. “Uh. Evie. Do you want to stay at my place while you find somewhere else? I’m not supposed to add anyone to my rental agreement so we’d have to be quiet about it but—”

“Text me directions,” she said, her voice breathy and high.

“No,” he muttered. “I’ll come get you.”

“Don’t hang up!” she quickly shouted. “I d-d-d-don’t wanna…be without your voice…stupid male.”

Justin smiled as he slipped his shoes back on, nodded apologetically at his roommates for strolling through the living room again, and headed for the front door. “Alright then,” he chuckled. “I’ll stay on the line.”


Chapter 6

(Evie)

Evie threw up a grand total of three times on the way to Justin’s apartment. He was so, so patient with her, too, waiting each time she started gagging, and when she scolded him for no good reason at all, he always chuckled it off and spoke with tenderness.

She could feel her heart pounding all the way up in her throat as they neared his building. She thought about grabbing his hand again, but every time she tried, she realized at the last second he was carrying her luggage. What a dick, she thought, being so helpful and strong. What a total jerk.

When she realized they were in front of his door, it took everything she had not to puke yet again, but it was probably only because her body knew there wasn’t enough infernal bile left inside her to get the job done respectfully.

Her whole body shook as she walked up to the front door. She watched as Justin set her luggage down and unlocked the front door, pushing it open with his foot as he grabbed the bags again.

“We’re here,” he said, smiling at her as they walked inside. He flipped on the switch and suddenly saw him in a literally new light. He was so much taller than her—more than a foot. Then again, lots of people were. Still, somehow, he just seemed…so big. Otherworldly, somehow, and she was a pretty good judge of that. She was a demon of Satan’s direct lineage, after all.

“...Thanks,” she whimpered, immediately looking at her own feet and fiddling with the strap on her purse. “Asshole.”

“Don’t just stand at the doorway. Come in,” he chuckled, setting her luggage down again and putting his arm around her back to usher the bashful girl inside. She gasped at this new, fresh contact with her skin and the prideful way she found herself being dragged in front of his roommate.

The girl, dressed in black and wearing pink pigtails, looked up from her cell phone. Her head was in the lap of a human male with a more common physique than Justin’s or Trevon’s, somewhere between ‘fit’ and ‘dad bod’. “Whoa.”

Justin cleared his throat. “Yeah, uh—this is Evie. She’ll be staying in my room for at least a few days. Yes, she’s a demon, no, you can’t touch her horns or wings. Evie, this is Kelsey and her boyfriend Mike.”

“It’s Mark.”

“Whatever,” he grunted. “You won’t run into each other much anyway, I’m sure, but it’s good to get introductions out of the way.”

Kelsey looked back down at her phone. “Always knew you’d end up with a literal monster. No offense, Evie, you’re very cute.”

“Uh. Some taken,” she muttered. She looked up at Justin and tugged his shirt. “Would it be a big problem if I killed them?”

“Yeah, there aren’t a lot of renters in this area, so I’d probably have to move out. Otherwise I would end up having to cover their portion of the rent.”

Evie scowled. “Can you maybe…take me to…to…”

“To my room?” he said, smirking at her.

She buried her face in his arm, her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Dummy.”

With his hand resting on the small of her back, Justin guided Evie into his bedroom. It was bigger and cleaner than she’d expected it to be, but so sparsely decorated she looked it over three times just to be sure she wasn’t missing any details. The bed wasn’t made, but the sheets looked and smelled clean—as far as human men came, Justin seemed to have his shit reasonably well-together.

Not that there was much shit in the room for him to get together. Basically, there was a bed, a dresser, and a desk with an uncomfortable-looking wooden chair and a cheap, outdated laptop computer that looked like it might be from 2015. There were no posters, photos, or decorations of any kind. That was kind of depressing. Everything was washed and scrubbed to perfection, but entirely uninspiring. Even his sheets were solid-color black. It was utterly lifeless.

“I can guess what you’re thinking,” he grunted. “Not much to look at. I know. I’m sorry about that.”

She nodded slowly. “It’s…very boring,” she admitted. “I’d probably go insane if I had to live here indefinitely. It definitely will need a woman’s touch. Still, it’s not as bad as I imagined.” She patted him on the bicep. “Good job, male.”

He made a devious face. “Sorry it’s boring, though. I can think of some other ways to keep you stimulated, if you’re interested.”

She looked at him in confusion for a moment before her eyes shot open with panic when she read his expression. “I—I—I—I d-d-d-don’t know if that’s a g-g-good idea…” she stammered out one word at a time.

He sat down on the bed and patted a spot next to him. Seeing this, she felt so dizzy with nerves that she fainted, falling forward. Thankfully he was there to catch her, and when she regained full awareness she found herself cradled in his powerful arms. “W-What are you doing, asshole?!” she shouted, slashing his chest with her nails, which of course did no damage. She threw in some hellfire breath for good measure, leaving some scorch marks on the concrete wall behind him, but not damaging Justin at all.

“Calm down,” he chuckled. “You fell over. I caught you.”

She squirmed her way out of his arms and crab-walked toward the headboard until her back collided with it. “We can’t have S-E-X,” she said, her voice a quiet squeal of nerves.

“I wasn’t going to force you into anything,” he defended himself, trying not to react to the fact that she just spelled out the word. “We just met, it’s no big deal. But out of curiosity…why not?”

“I’ve never made it this far in a thousand years,” she confessed, her voice going high and breathy. She realized she was panting. “I’m afraid I’ll kill you, or you’ll reject me, or—”

He rolled his eyes at her, which made her gasp.

“Insolent male!” she shouted. “How dare you?!”

“Let me tell you right now, there is no world in which I reject you. And I think we’ve established a few times that you can’t kill me, so bring it on.” He looked at her intensely, waiting for a reply.

Admittedly, she had no answer ready to go. His two points were both bulletproof. He was clearly almost as into her as she was into him. Not only that, but he was correct—if he was killable, she would have accidentally murdered him a few times over by now. “I’m nervous,” she said at last. “I’ve never…never done it before.”

“That’s fine,” he said, reaching out and playfully tickling her foot, which was facing him.

She snorted and laughed, then when she recovered, she kicked him in the face, which only left behind a stupid grin on his handsome mug. “Pervert! Don’t tickle my toes!” She struggled to sound angry at him.

Justin smiled at her and tried not to laugh at the indignant look on her face that was on the verge of breaking into another giggle. He almost succeeded. “Sorry. Anyway, it’s fine if we don’t have sex tonight, really. There’s always tomorrow, or whenever you’re ready.”

“Who says I want to see you ever again after this?” she huffed angrily, crossing her arms and looking away. “So presumptuous! Tonight might be the last you ever see of me.”

“I hope that’s not the case,” he said. “I have no intention of letting that happen.”

She looked at him with slitted eyes and tried to play it cool. “Have you had…S-E-X before?”

He nodded, keeping his face straight. “Of course. A bunch of times with multiple partners over the years like most people my age.”

“That stops now,” Evie growled. “No more of that with other women. Ever… Or I’ll find a way to kill you. My daddy would help me.”

“So does that mean—are we dating?” he asked, smirking at her hopefully. He really should have been more intimidated by her threat. Why was he immune to all her usual defense mechanisms and fuckups?

Evie blushed and pouted. “I’m pissed off that you think it’s necessary to ask me this question.”

“So that’s a yes?”

She looked down at her feet and placed her hands on his chest, nodding slowly. “Yes, dummy! J-just…don’t break my heart,” she muttered.

“I promise I—”

She shoved him back mid-sentence. “Not like a stupid, gross mortal like you ever could!” she quickly amended. She looked up at him with a wicked smirk and broke out into a forced laugh. “Ha ha ha! To think, a pathetic mortal like you, hurting me. What a joke. What an absolute—”

He reached out and lifted her up by the butt and plopped her on his lap. She wasn’t certain if he cut her off or she cut herself off, because although he brought her close to his lips, she was pretty sure she kissed him first. This time, she didn’t gag or feel nervous. She just wrapped her body around his and got right to it.

After a while they stopped. Her nose pressed against his, and she stared straight into his eyes. “It would be so horrible if you touched my breasts while kissing me,” she said in her cutest voice. “But I might allow it.” She could feel herself blushing as she let one strap of her dress fall off her shoulder.

The look in Justin’s eyes was almost predatory. She was so sure he was going to ravish her completely, and she would just surrender to it—and he probably was going to…but the phone rang. His phone.

“Fuck,” he grunted, grabbing it. “Hang on. Just one second.”

“Uh…it’s fine,” she gasped for air. “It’s no big deal.”

Justin stood up and walked over to his desk to pick up the phone. She watched his body language sink as he saw the number and grow even more depressed as he took the call. “Justin here. Yep. What?! Is she okay?” He let out a painful sigh—painful for Evie, too, because she could guess what it meant. “I’ll be right over.”

He hung up the phone and turned around. “I have to cover the new girl on the night shift for the last four hours of her block. She has a fever and threw up on Dustin’s shoes.”

Big deal, Evie thought. I threw up in your mouth. “Fine,” she huffed. “How disappointing.”

“I’ll make it up to you when you come back here tonight. By the way, my shift schedule for the month is on the calendar on my desk. And you can use my laptop if you need to, just sign in with the Guest account. Make yourself at home.”

“Do you have any meat?” she asked.

“There’s jerky in the kitchen. Kelsey will help you. Maybe don’t kill her, but Mark’s whatever. so…”

Justin took off his shirt to put on a clean one. For a brief moment Evie got a full view of his surprisingly fit physique. She tried not to react, but she was pretty sure she moaned a bit. On his way out the door, he bent down and kissed Evie on the forehead. Her heart pounded like a machine gun.

She watched him go. She didn’t think she’d get used to him leaving—but she could get used to the goodbye kiss.

Evie didn’t bother to go to his desk and look at his work schedule for the time being. She laid back in bed and stared at the ceiling, drawing the blanket up to her nose to breathe in whatever hint of his smell she could. “Fuck,” she growled. “I like him a lot.”

(Justin, the Next Day)

By the time Justin came back to his room after finishing his substitute shift for Becky at work, the demon girl was fast asleep under his comforter. Her hair was like a chocolate storm as it covered his pillow as she slept peacefully on her side.

Justin made every effort to be silent as he set his keys on the desk and emptied his pockets. He wasn’t going to change clothes. Evie had changed into a pair of lacey pink pajamas that must have come from the luggage he helped her carry from the Weekend Motel, but he didn’t want to weird her out by changing into his sleeping attire of choice—which was his boxers.

In fact, as he stood over the bed, he quickly realized he didn’t want to disturb her at all. Not only might she projectile vomit lava onto his bed if he surprised her—she just looked so adorable fast asleep that it felt criminal to wake her by getting under the covers with her and asking her to make room.

With a quiet sigh, he headed out into the living room and rummaged through the linen closet, finding a spare quilt that their old roommate had brought with him and then left behind when he moved out. It was a Spiderman quilt, so it was more than a little awesome, but not normally appropriate for a grown man’s bedroom—assuming said man was sexually active, anyway.

Justin lay down on the floor next to the bed and curled up under the old blanket. It smelled a bit old but not dirty. He’d washed it months ago when they found it there, but then he actually meant to give it away or throw it out. It was a minor miracle that he didn’t do either of those things.

Closing his eyes, Justin found himself entering a state of relaxation. He was sure sleep was about to come, but apparently someone else had another plan in mind. After about ten minutes of lying there, he felt a meek tap on his shoulder and slowly opened his eyes, wiping them on his arm. Hanging over the edge of the bed was Evie’s painfully cute face, pouting angrily at him.

“Why are you down there?” she asked with that stormy look, her brown hair a frilly mess.

“I didn’t want to wake you,” he said.

“Hmmph. Dummy.” She turned over on the bed but stayed close to the edge. Her curly hair hung over the side of it and brushed his nose. The resulting scent of her shampoo and perfume almost drove him to madness.

“Sorry,” he grunted. “Do you want me to get on the bed with you?”

She scoffed. “As if I’d ever want your disgustingly muscular body snuggling up against me.” She moved away from the edge of the bed and patted the new spot next to her. “But it’s your bed, so I can’t exactly refuse.”

“Sure you can,” he said, chuckling. “You’re my guest. If you don’t want me up there, I promise I can sleep on the floor just fine.”

“Get on the fudging bed,” she growled under her breath. “Fudging cocky butthole.”

Justin gulped and assumed the spot she wanted him to. “Yes ma’am,” he grunted as he got into place. Her tail instantly wrapped itself around his leg, but she said nothing. After a while, Justin broached the silence. “When do you need to get up?”

“Soon, probably. What time is it?” she asked.

“I ended up staying to help the morning crew prepare for another couple hours since we’re a bit short-staffed, so it’s almost five in the morning.”

Evie gasped and shot up straight. “I need to start my first day as Anya’s nanny soon!” she squeaked. “Like, in thirty minutes!”

Justin sighed with disappointment. “When will you be back?”

“I have to take care of her early in the morning and then get her to school. Then, after school I take her home and take care of her until she finishes dinner. So I have a short shift in the morning, but I’m on call in case there’s any incidents at school. While she’s in class, though, that’s when Dracula will be training me.”

“You’re going to do great,” he told her, watching as she stepped over him and started rummaging through her luggage. She picked out a maroon blouse with exposed shoulders and a pleated, plaid skirt. Then she looked over her shoulder at him suspiciously.

“I’m going to choose my bra and panties for today now, so look away.”

Justin smirked and turned his back on her.

“Wow, you really don’t care what I choose at all,” she huffed in irritation. “Aren’t you the least bit curious?”

“You just told me to look away,” he grunted.

“Yeah, but I didn’t think you actually would,” she murmured cutely.

Justin took that as an invitation to peek, so he turned back around to see what she’d selected. It was a very cute and frilly pair of lingerie style panties and a matching strapless bra. It was the kind of outfit a girl chose when she wanted someone to see her in her underwear. His eyes bulged.

“What the fudge are you doing, perv?!” she shouted at him. “You’re peeking!”

“But—”

She leapt on top of him and started throttling his throat. “I told you not to look!” She shook him by the neck violently, and all he could do was look up at her and stare in captive fascination and awe.

Ba dump. Ba dump. Ba dump. His heart was pounding so hard, so fast, inspired by this nonsensical chaotic display of mixed signals and wanton violence. The perfect woman was right here, abusing him in his own bedroom as an expression of her affection for him. Could he fix her? No. But she could break him, and that would be even better.

I’m in love, he realized with a start, seeing her snarling, beautiful face growl at him as though in slow motion. She’s everything.


Chapter 7
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(Evie)

Evie prepared to knock on the door of Dracula and Trevon’s flat, but before her knuckle could hit the cheap, hollow wood, the door clicked and opened with a creak. Evie’s eyes took in the sight of Dracula, with messy “just got fucked” hair and dreary eyes, standing behind the door with a playful smirk. She was wearing a blood-red negligee with a black bathrobe scarcely covering the good bits. Her pale, doll-like complexion faced Evie down, and she felt herself being appraised as if they were meeting for the first time.

Dracula raised her fingers in the air and held a single silver key. “I hate mornings,” she groaned, “but I thought it would be prudent to walk you through the routine today. Here’s your key. Tomorrow, don’t knock.”

Evie stared blankly for a minute, trying not to ogle the Countess. She wasn’t gay, but for Dracula, she could probably figure out how to be. Swallowing, she took the key and nodded. “Okay.”

Dracula favored her with a knowing fanged grin. She crossed her arms and leaned against the doorframe, not yet letting her inside. “How is Justin?”

Evie felt her cheeks go as red as Dracula’s lips. “Uh. He’s—uh…”

“Never mind,” the Countess cackled, finally sauntering out of the way. “I don’t want to know. But you still reek of virginity, so that’s…mildly disappointing.”

The demoness emitted a shrill noise of surprise, her shoulders tightening. “You can smell my virginity?” she asked.

Dracula looked back over her shoulder as she pulled a packet of blood out of the refrigerator and poured it in a glass. “Yes.” She took a sip.

“Can you smell…how many girls Justin has been with?” she asked, her eyelashes fluttering in an unvoiced plea.

The Countess smirked, her gaze raking up and down Evie’s skinny, short body. “How much do you like him? Be honest with me.”

Evie looked at the ground and twiddled her thumbs together, one leg crossing behind the other. “It’s pretty early to say…”

The vampire let out a rich laugh. “That much? Then it’s probably better that I don’t tell you.”

Evie nodded, then shook her head, not out of a refusal, but in order to clear her mind. “Alright. Enough about him. Walk me through my mornings.”

With a smirk, her boss obliged her curiosity. “For Monday through Friday, your routine is simple. Be here at least ten minutes before six AM. Can you cook?” Dracula’s brow arched as she awaited the reply.

“I think so,” Evie murmured shyly, playing with the frills on the hem of her dress. “Breakfast food is pretty much all I’m good at.”

“Breakfast is all you’ll need to be good at today. She has a special diet, though,” Dracula said. “We try to infuse at least a little virgin’s blood in everything she eats for breakfast. It’s the most important meal of the day.”

Evie blinked. “I’ve heard that said.”

“Anya’s blood is kept in the fridge in a paper bag labeled ‘old spinach’,” Dracula said. “Don’t ever let her know where it is or see you take it out. In general, you should have breakfast ready by the time she gets up.”

“Do I need to wake her up?” Evie asked, brushing some hair out of her face.

“No. Her bats will handle that. You just need to be ready.”

That was a minor relief. Evie took a moment to remember to breathe as she faced down her new employer. Dracula was intimidating even when she didn’t try to be. Evie could sense magic dripping out of her—out of this whole, shitty-ass apartment. Speaking of which…

Dracula clapped her hands once, and the room changed from a dingy condo to that of a fancy castle. They remained in the kitchen area, though. “A few words of warning. If Trevon speaks to you, don’t address him except to nod. Do not make eye contact with him. Do not make physical contact with him of any kind. If you ever think impure thoughts about him, I’ll know—and then I’ll rip off your head and send your soul straight back to Hell.”

Evie’s eyes bulged. “Yes, ma’am,” she mumbled. “So—basically, I cook Anya breakfast, and eventually she’ll come out of her room on her own. Does she need help dressing?”

“Her bats will handle that, too,” Dracula said, swishing her hand dismissively. No, you just need to feed her, pack her lunch, which I made for her last night, and take her to school. Then we’ll have our lessons.”

Yes. This is why she was here. Evie’s heart swelled with hope as she heard Dracula’s words. The Countess didn’t make promises lightly. She was so, so close to learning magic. “And after that?”

“You need to be at her school to walk her home at three-thirty. Then help her with her homework. Don’t worry about dinner, I’ll cook that. Most nights you can probably go home after that. Trevon and I will spend some family time with her before she goes to bed, and then we’ll do the same thing again the very next day.”

“And what about you?” Evie asked. “When do you sleep?”

“I take short naps whenever I can. I’m on my way to now, actually,” Dracula chuckled with a fanged grin that was probably unintentionally sexy.

“And…weekends?” Evie dared to ask. She may as well get the details hammered into her head now.”

“Come at the same time, but expect Anya to wake a bit later. Entertain her and take her out for activities early in the morning. Trevon and I like to rest on those days. Oh, and she loves Justin, so you’re welcome to bring him along from time to time.”

Evie’s cheeks flushed crimson, but she nodded. “Uh—g-got it. We just went on a single date, so—”

“Where are you staying?” Dracula asked coyly.

Evie’s eyes bulged. “Uh…Justin’s place.”

“Seems pretty serious to me. You could have marched right back to the Weekend Inn, right? I’m sure you’ve got more than enough of Daddy’s money for a few weeks there.” Dracula lifted herself up and sat on the counter, crossing one leg over the other.

“They…they already booked my room,” Evie muttered, but it was a lie. That’s the lie she told Justin, but she knew the Countess saw right through it from the look on her gorgeous face. Evie made a face of her own at having been caught.

“Don’t pout at me, sweetheart, I’m happy for you. But please don’t kill him, Trevon quite likes him.”

“Oh,” Evie muttered guiltily, instantly directing her gaze away from the Countess. “Actually, I already killed him once. But he came back, so it’s fine, I guess.”

Dracula’s eyes bulged, shattering her confident, saucy mask. “What?!”

The petite demoness sighed. “I guess I really should explain.”

Evie told her about everything that happened on the date, from the moment she arrived at the cafe until the moment she woke up this morning. Dracula was clearly captivated by the story. There was a stunned sort of gleam in her red irises that revealed an obvious truth—she had not known that Justin was special.

“Interesting,” the Countess said, her nails anxiously raking her neck. “And…odd.”

“Definitely,” Evie muttered in agreement. She looked around. “Does Trevon drink any coffee?”

Dracula’s eyes shone with malice, and her claws emerged, but Evie’s clarification came quickly.

“To brew for myself, I mean! I’m not going to make any for him!”

Dracula nodded and relaxed. Her shoulders lowered, and she leaned back on her palms. “That was close, Evie. You should be careful. I can’t exactly be responsible for my actions if a slut so brazenly tries to tempt my husband. And yes, he does have coffee sometimes, but on workdays he brews it at the Pump N’ Go.”

“Don’t you have any trust for him?” she asked with raised brows.

“Of course I do!” Dracula gasped in offense, fingertips pressing into her collarbone. “How dare you, Evie?”

“Then why are you so jealous?”

Dracula hopped off the counter, smirking at the other woman. “It’s not about trust. It’s about the lack of respect for my territory. I am Countess Dracula—that man is my unholy domain. No other feminine feet may tread there.”

Seeing Evie’s brow lift in confusion, the Countess continued for her benefit. “Picture Justin in your mind. Got him?”

The demoness bit her lip. “Yes.”

“Now imagine me, or another beautiful woman, talking to him. Imagine him laughing at her jokes, perhaps just to be polite. Imagine him taking phone calls from other women—he says it’s no big deal. Maybe it’s just a work thing, or maybe it’s a cousin—but you know better, don’t you?”

Evie’s eyes opened wide. Her red irises flared as her sclera went black as night. “Yes.”

“They want him. They would love nothing more than to take him from you—and not only that—”

“They don’t know how to treat him,” Evie cut her off. “He likes the way I treat him.”

Dracula smiled at her sweetly. “That’s adorable.”

“He likes it when I get angry at him—no other woman matches his energy like I do,” Evie said. “No other woman would puke lava down his throat or try to slash his jugular with her nails when he gets snippy!”

“Exactly. Wait—what?”

“They don’t deserve him, Countess!” Evie hissed, her passion making her uncharacteristically bold. Even as she merely talked about Justin, her knees were shaking, but she couldn’t stop. “He’s too much for those other whores!”

Dracula shrugged but smiled. She was apparently still stunned about the earlier revelation, but glad at least to find them on the same page in general. “The world is full of evil, evil people, Evie—women and even some men who will want to take his time and love away from you. Guard it fiercely.”

Evie blushed at the L word, her knees buckling inward as she pressed her index fingertips together shyly. “Uhh…I didn’t say ‘love’,” she squeaked. “It’s not like I’m totally head over heels for that dummy.”

“You’re such a cute little devil,” Dracula sighed. “Remember—others will want your happiness for themselves. Let’s do a quick roleplay before you start your first day of work.”

“Roleplay?” Evie grunted, her hands falling to her side.

“I’ll be Justin, and you be the average human woman encountering him for the first time. Act as you think human women would, and we’ll go from there.”

Evie’s mouth opened to complain for a short moment, but when Dracula adopted the familiar posture of her man, she couldn’t help but giggle. Slipping into her role with a sigh, Evie sauntered up to Justin as the Countess pretended…to load store shelves behind her, she guessed. “Hey there, hot stuff,” Evie said.

Dracula looked at her, eyes wide. Adopting her best imitation of Justin’s voice—which was awful—she placed a hand on her forehead as though in horror and held the other out. “Stop, harlot, I am only performing my duties as a clerk at this prestigious gas station! I am not here to copulate with common human whores!”

Evie felt like she was maybe hamming it up a bit, but she couldn’t fault Dracula’s commitment to the bit. “Is that so?” Evie said. “It’s too bad. My average human pussy would love to—”

“Hang on, we need another character. Death! Deeeath!” the Countess shouted, then flashed an apologetic half-smile to the demoness. “One moment, please.”

Death rose from the floor with a shroud of black mist, dressed in a tattered black cloak. His monstrously gargantuan skeletal visage glowered down upon them as he held his scythe at his side. Evie’s jaw dropped. “Yes, mother?”

“We’re doing a role play. This is Evie—say hi, Evie!”

“Hi,” she whimpered with a wave and a strained smile.

“Hello,” Death waved back kindly.

Dracula continued. “She’s madly in love with Justin from the Pump N’ Go.” Evie squeaked a squeak of humiliation and disapproval but said nothing as the Countess pressed on. “We’re trying to help her make sense of her right to feelings of jealousy. I’m playing Justin. She’s a typical human seductress. You’ll be another seductress to help hammer the point in.”

Death nodded. “As you wish.”

Evie cleared her throat. “Now—handsome mortal—”

“You’re a mortal in this scenario too, Evie,” Dracula reminded her with an eye roll.

“Handsome fellow mortal,” Evie tried, looking at Death for approval.

He gave her a thumbs up. “Fucking nailed it.”

Emboldened, she pressed onward, putting a hand on Dracu-Justin’s shoulder. “Just imagine how good my average human pussy would feel for your fellow mortal penis.”

“I am oddly aroused,” Death added. “Hang on, let me get into character.” He cleared his throat and slipped into a marginally higher voice. “Oh yes, you sexy boy, mommy wants a piece of that, too!”

Evie’s brow twitched. He was too good at this. “But—I saw him first.”

Dracula grinned but spoke in character. “Ladies, ladies, please. I’m already seeing someone.”

She looked at Dracula, her jaw clenched. “As a human woman, I have little concept of romantic territory.”

“Ah, but what if I told you that I love her? And she’s a demon?”

Evie’s cheeks blushed at the notion that Justin might one day say those words about her. “I—I—I—”

“I don’t give a fuck,” Death said, shaking his hips. “Come on, baby, give me your number. I do Pilates.”

At approximately that moment, Trevon walked into the kitchen and cleared his throat. “I can’t help but feel like I’m missing out on something interesting,” he commented as he saw how Death and Evie were posturing in front of his wife. “Go on, my curiosity has been piqued.”

Dracula giggled and strolled over to her husband, kissing him on the cheek. She explained the whole situation, which made the human laugh. “Don’t let her influence you too much,” Trevon said once he was up to speed. “I’m glad to hear you hit it off with Justin, though.”

Evie looked at her feet. “He’s…not a total loser, I guess.”

“I’ll go check on Anya. She should get up a bit earlier today since it’s your first day,” Trevon grunted. “Don’t do anything else too stupid while I’m away.”

Dracula smiled as she watched Trevon leave, then turned her head to Evie and frowned. “So?” she asked expectantly. “How does the idea of other women making advances on your man feel, even knowing how trustworthy he might be?”

Evie nodded. “Human whores must be punished.”

“Protect your territory, Evie. If he loves you, he’ll understand one or two murders here and there—just don’t go overboard.”

The demoness bit her lip as she gave it a bit more thought. “Define overboard, for me, Countess.”

Dracula grinned back at her. “We’ll continue this discussion when it’s prudent. But first—make my daughter some pancakes.”

(Justin)

Justin’s morning felt…weird. Everything was weird now. His skin was less sensitive than he remembered it being. All sensations seemed duller somehow. On the plus side, he felt no itches all morning, so that was kind of badass.

It started when he spilled coffee on his hand. He’d brewed it at the normal temperature—’lawsuit hot’ as Tammy from work liked to call it. But when it spilled on his hand, he scarcely noticed. His first instinct was to marvel at it.

It was easy enough to connect this new numbness to the fact that he’d died, revived, and come back unkillable. That was all thanks to Evie, who’d blessed his throat with her demonic bile, spewing sweet lava down his gullet as a cute nervous reaction to his kiss. The thought of her warmed his stomach, as if the stuff was still churning inside him.

That got a grin out of him at least. “What are you fucking smiling about?” Kelsey said as she reached for the cereal cabinet and pulled out some off-brand Captain Crunch. “That’s creepy. Big dudes with bleached hair smiling at themselves while coffee burns their hands—that’s borderline fucked.”

He couldn’t fault her there. “Sorry, I just had…a great fucking night.”

“A great fucking night?” she asked, changing the meaning of his phrase with a subtle use of emphasis. “I didn’t hear any moans through the paper-thin walls, so you’re losing your touch.”

“We didn’t bang. I got called into work, or we probably would have screwed around at least a bit.” He sighed performatively, but it didn’t really bother him.

Kelsey poured herself a bowl of cereal. She reached into the fridge and grabbed a bottle of chocolate milk and poured that inside the bowl. “Well, at least you have something to look forward to.”

Justin eyed her bowl disdainfully. “You’re a monster.”

“I also put mayo on my mac and cheese.” She stuck out her tongue and headed back to the couch. His eyes followed her there, and he looked at the door to her room and was surprised to find it open. “Where’s the boyfriend?”

She groaned. “He got a big boy job with spreadsheets and shit so he won’t be coming over as often.”

He felt a sympathetic lurch in his gut for her. “That sucks. He seemed nice enough.”

“We are actually getting pretty serious,” she noted. “At the end of my lease next year, I might move in with him.” She looked over her shoulder for his reaction.

That was still a lot of time. He did the math in his head. Roughly six months, give or take a week. “Hey, that’s fine. I’m sure we can find someone in that timeframe.”

“Maybe…the demon chick?” she suggested.

Justin laughed. “Maybe. We’ll see. I’m not sure her new job pays in cash. Maybe I’ll move out too when the time comes—in the worst case.”

“So…she’s an actual demon, huh?” she said, looking back at him. “I’ve seen them around. A few. But she’s the first I’ve seen not even trying to hide what she is.”

“She’s cute, isn’t she?”

“Crazy cute,” Kelsey agreed, nodding fast and repeatedly. “What’s her story?”

Justin shrugged. “Her dad’s Satan. She’s kind of the awkward one in her family, so she’s trying to learn magic from Countess Dracula to make a name for herself.”

Kelsey’s jaw dropped. “That’s fucking wild, dude. It’s like you’re dating a Kardashian or something.”

He couldn’t help but smirk. “Just another day when Death and a former legendary monster hunter are your poker buddies, I assure you.”

“Do you have work today?” Kelsey asked, patting the spot next to her on the couch.

Justin walked over and sat down. “Not unless I get called in to sub again.”

“Keep me company,” she said. “I’m lonely with him gone. Let’s watch a movie together.”

He squinted at her. “Asking another dude to keep you company because you’re lonely the second your boyfriend leaves is kind of a red flag.”

She rolled her eyes. “I’m not hitting on you, dickhole. I’m just not used to being by myself.”

He stretched and chugged his coffee, standing up. “Well, get used to it, bud. Sorry, but I have my own chick to consider.”

“Are you two official?” she asked, her brows lifting.

He nodded. “We hit it off in a big way. She confirmed we’re dating. She even went so far as to tell me to delete every woman from my phone and social media.”

She winced at Justin’s lovedrunk smile. “Oof. Talk about red flags.”

“That’s different,” he growled defensively. “I’m into her partially because of the red flags.”

“Well, she can’t be as bad as that werepanther chick, I guess,” his roommate mused as she twirled her messy side-ponytail around her finger. She glanced at his hand as he toweled it off. “Damn, you really spilled scalding hot coffee on yourself and your skin’s not even red.”

His face twisted a bit with the realization that she was right. His skin was the exact same hue as it had been minutes before. In fact, when he’d looked in the mirror after taking his morning piss, his eyes weren’t puffy, and he didn’t feel the typical sleep hangover he expected to feel after working the night shift.

Justin just nodded. “Yeah, I guess you’re right.”

Kelsey blinked at him. “You gonna explain why?”

“Why, what?” he asked, playing dumb.

She smirked at him skeptically. “Bruh. Come on. Don’t try that shit on me. Something happened. What, did you sell your soul to Little Miss Inferno in exchange for immortality or something?”

He had to laugh at that. “Nothing quite that deliberate.” Not seeing a reason why he shouldn’t, he told her exactly what happened if only so he could enjoy the face she made as he revealed that he’d died and come back to life.

“Whoa,” she offered. “I can’t lie, she doesn’t sound like a keeper to me.”

His brows slanted with righteous indignation. “Yeah, well, what the fuck do you know?” he grunted, immediately going on the defensive. He turned his back on her and headed back toward the kitchen to finish putting together his breakfast, but her voice followed him.

“Look—I know you’re into girls with a few screws loose—”

“I’m into girls without screws,” he corrected her. “You say ‘red flags’, I say ‘marriage material.’ I don’t need judgment this early in the morning—not from someone who watches the Bachelor unironically.”

“Fuck you, it’s a good show,” she huffed, turning her head away from him. “Fine, drink your fucking peanut butter protein shake in a corner by yourself, you man-bitch.”

He was more than happy to do that. As he started up the blender, though, he felt a vibration in his shorts that had him turn it off before he could finish. He glanced at his phone’s screen and saw what he wanted to see.

> Hey dumbass. (Heart Emoji)

Justin forgot all about the blender and his breakfast and took his phone directly into his room. With a loud thud, he planted a seat on the ground and quietly pondered how to reply. But time was ticking.

> Hey.

It wasn’t the best reply, admittedly, but it was certainly better than delaying. He started typing a few random letters to buy some more time. If Evie saw that he was composing a follow-up already, she would likely be easy on him for the curt message. At least, that’s what he’d hoped.

She beat him to the punch, surprising him with a selfie of her adorable face, innocently smiling with an expression he hadn’t yet seen. He could also make out Dracula and Trevon’s castle kitchen in the background, and a blurry spot that he figured was Anya enjoying a plate of pancakes at the table. She didn’t show up well in photos, being one of the so-called supernaturals. For some reason, Evie showed up just fine, but her demonic features were gone.

> First day is going well so far. (Heart Emoji) (Heart Emoji)

He finally managed a reply, and he couldn’t help but to say what he felt.

> You look gorgeous. Tell Anya I say hi. I just got up a bit ago. That’s an amazing selfie, but I miss your wings and horns.

Her reply came back faster than he thought it possibly could.

> Pervert.

That came out of fucking nowhere. He grinned stupidly and stared at the message, shaking his head, his heart throbbing. He didn’t know how to respond. It was harder to be suave and charming about this kind of thing in text form.

> If the shoe fits. (Succubus Emoji)

That stumped her, at least for a few seconds.

> Anya’s almost ready for school now. The Countess gave me a key earlier, which got me thinking… Can I get a key to your place?

This was a big fucking question for day two of knowing her. He had to set up some boundaries here. She wasn’t likely to come over when he wasn’t home anyway, at least not for a few days. He needed to come down hard and say a firm but polite ‘no’.

> Yeah, of course, I’ll make you a copy of the key at W-Mart later.

He scratched his head, even though it didn’t itch, realizing that he botched that badly. It didn’t matter. He may have failed that test of will, but there would be others.

Justin smiled to himself as Evie rewarded him with a half-dozen more selfies, applying a filter that gave her cartoony demon horns and wings. Yes, he chuckled, there would be other challenges to his willpower, and he looked forward to failing those as well.


Chapter 8

(Evie)

Evie checked her phone again as she held Anya’s hand, helping her cross the street. The fudging dummy didn’t even get the hint. She’d sent sooo many cute selfies, even tugging her dress down a bit to give him some shots of her cleavage. She felt like a dumb slut, putting herself out there for…whatever he was.

Where were his selfies? Why didn’t he send one back? True, she hadn’t done any dating in the age of cellphones, but she’d seen enough Instagram, TikTok, and film to know that that was how things were done. Would she have to actually ask him? As if she’d humiliate herself by deigning to beg for some pics.

Anya noticed how distraught she was as they stood in front of her school, Wapa Lake Kindergarten and Elementary. It was an old looking building composed of worn brown bricks with gray sealant between them. The windows looked dark because some of the lights in the second-floor classrooms hadn’t even been turned on yet.

“Why are you so sad,” Anya asked, jutting out her lip in a sympathetic pout. “Do you need a hug?”

Evie smiled at the little girl and patted her on the head. “I’m alright. Just a bit annoyed.”

“Who are you talking to?” she asked. “Better not be my Daddy.” Her fangs came out at that, causing Evie to take half a step back.

She shook her head profusely, whipping her curly hair in the wind. “No, no, it’s not like that. It’s—”

Anya moved so fast she couldn’t stop her. Next thing the demoness knew, the little black-haired dhampir was directly in front of her, holding Evie’s phone and tapping on the screen.

“W-wait! Don’t do that!”

“It says Justin!” she gasped. “Is that Uncle Justin? Daddy’s friend?!” Anya said, looking up at her with her comically big red eyes.

Evie nodded and swallowed, putting her hand out to beg for her phone back. “Yes, that’s him. Please—be careful. Give that back to me, sweetheart.”

Anya extended a hand without looking up and uttered one word. “Kneel.”

Evie collapsed to her knees like some invisible force had pulled her down using monstrous strength. This little brat had powers of compulsion?! The epiphany was as horrifying as it was enraging. She didn’t sign up for this.

“Why did you send him so many pictures?” Anya asked, cocking her head. “Do you like him?”

“Y-yes,” Evie muttered as she tried and failed to stand again. “Anya, please—”

“Why, though? Why so many?”

“I wanted him to…to send me some pictures too.” Shit. Was she under some kind of magical compulsion to tell the truth? This sure didn’t sound like shit she’d planned on saying out loud today.

Anya grinned a fang grinned and twirled around excitedly, relinquishing her spell on Evie with a snap. “Wow! Auntie Evie likes Uncle Justin?! Can I help?”

Evie blinked in confusion as she stood. “Uh. Umm…help?”

“That’s right!” she shouted, posing cutely with two fingers framing her cheeks, “Matchmaker Anya is here! Don’t worry!” She started tapping on the screen frantically.

“W-wait! Anya, stop! What are you doing!” She finally snatched the phone back seconds later, but by then the damage was done. She looked at the text log between her and Justin, her face contorting into a mask of pain and anguish. “No! What have you done?!”

> Send pix.

That’s what Anya typed. The little monster had ruined everything! Now Justin would think she was some desperate—huh?

Within a matter of seconds, not minutes, her screen started filling up with photos of Justin. Some were clearly his best photos from various occasions. There was one with Trevon at the Pump N’ Go, sharing a pizza on what Evie assumed to be their break. There was another with him posing in front of a nude statue at some art museum. There was one with—“Holy crap,” she murmured, careful not to say ‘fudge’ in front of the child. In the last of those photos, he’d sent one of him on a beach. With his shirt off. Evie started sweating.

Before she could tell him to stop, he started sending selfies. His hair was messy—bed hair…But he still looked gorgeous. She ground her thighs together and glanced at the brat. “Alright, honey, time for you to go to class. We’re here.”

“You’re welcome,” Anya winked, spinning like a ballerina before rushing the school gates. Evie watched her go, just to be sure she made it inside the school grounds without an issue. Once she was in there on her own, all bets were off, and that wasn’t her problem until someone called her and made it her problem.

She could feel her cheeks grow searing hot at the sight of Justin in his tank top, winking at her in the latest photo. Unholy cow. She needed to do something about these photos and her needy pussy soon or she was going to explode.

But first, she had to correct the record.

> Gross. Anya took my phone and texted the pic request. I didn’t ask for this.

His reply almost made her cry. It was another selfie—a closeup on his face that showed him sporting a disbelieving look, and a transparent ribbon on the bottom half of the image had a single word on it.

> Sure.

(Satan, Ruler of Hell)

Look—Satan loved his wife. He really did. He’d been with her since pretty much the beginning of time, snatching her away from Adam before that nude dude corrupted her hotness with his weird fig-leaf wearing dick. But sometimes…she tested him.

“She what?” he growled. Actually, it was more of a groan or a grunt of dissatisfaction than a growl. “Leviathan, no. No, no, no. Abort. Abort.” His red fist slammed into the obsidian table in the Throne Room of Faces, shattering it in two. Every surface of the walls of this room was wallpapered with the skinned faces of the damned, their open mouths seeming to gawk in shock along with him. “Evie should have come to me. As for this…mortal she’s taken an interest in…”

Leviathan bowed deeply before Satan, grinning a hidden grin. “Yes, my Lord? Speak thy will and it shall be done.”

Satan stroked his black goatee, his voice trailing off. “What do we do about this boy she likes?”

“If we are to do anything, Lord Satan, I propose that we act expediently. He seems destined to defile her at this rate.”

Satan roared with rage, his howl cracking the columns in his kingly chamber. “Impossible! Not my precious, insufferable Evie!”

Evie was his favored daughter. True, she was a failure on all levels, but she was his little failure, so sweet and pure and beautiful that he wanted nothing more than to protect her from the evils of men. For most of her life, he hadn’t needed to do much. Evie’s own horrendously abrasive nature and counterproductive defense mechanisms did the dirty work for him—though there was a close call or two where he had to send a plague to Earth to kill off her love interest. Those always spiraled out of control, anyway, so he’d prefer not to do it again.

But this man… “Tell me his name,” Satan growled, clenching his fist in front of his face. “Tell me the name his soul bears so that I might look upon him in my orb.” When he opened his hand, a ball of flames and gas appeared, then seemed to contract until it was like a glowing red crystal ball of sorts. It floated, suspended, an inch or two above his palm at all times.

Leviathan raised his head slightly. “My Lord, he is called Justin Allen Goodman.”

“I hate that name so very much,” Satan bellowed. “Goodman? Detestable. More like ‘dead man.’ The demon king of Hell swished his hand over the surface of the orb, and a face slowly appeared. First through scintillating motes of light that coalesced to form a rather masculine shape, but then they changed. The lights took on a three-dimensional aspect, shifting, converting into complex textures and details until the mug of a man appeared.

He was…well, he was a dude. He had a bleached blond spiky brohawk, black-framed glasses, and muscles that made Satan cock his head in quiet surprise. “Hmm? Is he mortal? I am seeing images of him across his life—he seemed relatively human until a year or two ago. Then, suddenly, his hour-long workouts appear to have netted unnatural results.”

Leviathan straightened up, but did not raise his eyes to Satan’s gaze. “I cannot say for certain what he is, but he is unlikely to be purely human, My Lord. Evie vomited in his throat and he survived.”

Satan winced, and then he started blinking in confusion moments later. “Hmm. What am I missing? Why would she puke in his mouth?”

“She got nervous when they kissed, sir.”

Satan roared with so much rage that the heads of three lesser guards exploded. “She kissed him?!”

“Yes, my Lord. And she—”

“I have heard all that I can bear, Leviathan. I sense the meddling of long dead gods at play here. His blood contains a familiar mystery. I believe I know what he is, and if I’m correct, Evie’s unholy purity is in dire need of our protection.”

Leviathan grinned. “I’m all ears, master.”

Satan noted that his servant’s statement was a little ironic considering he had no ears and instead had forty-nine eyes scattered across his blasphemous body. “Only a monster of Tartarus would suffice to fell this man. Reach into the bowels of the Greek pantheon’s horrors and send what you can muster. Slay him before they hold hands!”

“Sir, they’ve already held hands. And they’re living together, too.”

Satan’s resulting cry shattered the walls of his throne room, reducing the building to shambles.

(Justin)

The craziest thing happened on the way to W-Mart. All Justin intended was to get a key made for Evie and to pick up some groceries so that he could cook for Evie when she got back to his apartment. As he was walking through the parking lot on the way to the automatic doors, a fissure split the asphalted ground, opening up vents to Hell.

First, a hive of demonic bat-like creatures emerged and flew off into the gloomy overcast sky, and then a gaseous, sulfuric belch erupted from the chasm. Justin cocked his head and put his hands in his pocket, approaching it cautiously. “This seems like something that probably isn’t a coincidence,” he mused aloud to himself.

Justin’s heart pounded in his chest as he peered into the gaping fissure. The air reeked of sulfur and brimstone, a far cry from the mundane atmosphere of the W-Mart parking lot moments ago. He had barely another moment to process the surreal scene when a massive, writhing shape surged from the depths of the vent. A gargantuan three headed lizard with heads like snakes, its multiple jaws snarling and snapping, emerged. Its gigantic clawed hand swiped viciously at the air, seeking to make contact with the gas station clerk’s flesh. Justin, with survival instincts kicking in, leaped back, narrowly avoiding the strike.

The hydra’s acidic saliva hissed as it splattered on the ground where Justin had just stood. He quickly assessed his surroundings, realizing he needed something to defend himself with. His eyes locked onto a car, crushed under the hydra’s tail, as a wheel popped off and a hubcap rolled towards him. In a split-second decision, he grabbed the hubcap, using it as an impromptu shield.

As he wielded the hubcap, Justin’s mind raced. Why the fuck was this happening all of the sudden? He was in a surreal situation, battling a creature of legend in a suburban parking lot. Was this a fucking hydra?

Yet, deep down, a part of him knew that he wasn’t in any real danger. He had never been much of a fighter before, but brand-new confidence stemmed from his recent experiences with Evie. Namely, thanks to her accidently blessing his throat with her sexy lava bile, Justin had already died once and came back a pretty tough nut to crack.

Justin dodged another swipe from the hydra, the hubcap proving surprisingly effective as a shield, though part of him wondered why he bothered with it, as impenetrable as his skin was. Old habits dying hard, perhaps. In any case, he kept using it, absorbing several more blows, one after the other in rapid succession.

The mythical beast bastard roared in frustration, its many heads coordinating to corner him. Justin knew he couldn’t keep this up forever; he needed a plan, and fast, or this entire parking lot was going to end up a mass of sulfuric rubble, and he’d probably lose his pants to acid spittle.

“What was it that Trevon always said?” he murmured aloud to himself as he dodged another attack. “Every monster has a weakness?” It seemed true enough. Vampires had daylight, werewolves had silver, even Death had his own insecurities over lacking a penis. Recalling what little he could of Greek myth and legend, he knew that the Hydra of that myth had a weakness to fire—at least after having its heads cut off.

The hydra lunged again, its teeth gnashing inches from his face, its acidic drool splattering against the hubcap, sizzling upon contact. He could feel the heat of its breath, smell the stench of death in its maw. As tough as he seemed to be, he was not at all confident that the thing lacked the means to make him hurt a bit if he wasn’t careful.

In that moment of peril, an idea sparked in his mind. He needed to lead the creature away, into a more isolated area where he could safely discover and exploit its weakness.

“Come on, dude!” Justin shouted out as he jumped backward and set his sights on an abandoned warehouse adjacent to the parking lot. The first step was getting the hydra out of here. The second step would be finding some way to damage it.

With a deep breath, Justin dashed towards the nearby abandoned structure, the monster in hot pursuit, lumbering on all four legs as its tail dragged loudly behind it. It smashed and crawled over cars to reach him, closing the gap slowly but surely. His lungs burned, and his legs ached, but Justin pushed on, driven by sheer determination and a desire to brag to Evie about killing a hydra if he managed to pull this off. He had a plan, after all, though it was a risky one.

Reaching the desolate warehouse, Justin searched for the right spot. He needed space and something flammable. In an abandoned warehouse, space wasn’t an issue, but the other thing…His eyes caught sight of a cluster of old, disused barrels that showed oil stains coming out of their lids, and he knew that was what he needed. It looked like his lucky day. (Don’t question it.)

As the hydra closed in, Justin made his move. He flailed his hands over his head, waving them wildly. “Come on, bitch!” he taunted the beast, throwing the hubcap to distract it before diving towards the barrels. “If killing you gets me brownie points with the Devil’s daughter, so much the better! Bring it on!” The creature, enraged, lunged at Justin, its massive body crashing into the barrels, along with the gas station manager. The impact covered the pair of them in oil, and when the hydra spat out its next acidic projectile, the chemical reaction triggered an explosion that engulfed them in an oily inferno.

To Justin’s amazement, he was fine—though his clothes were not. His garments quickly burnt to a crisp, leaving him naked and forced to discard his glasses which were slowly melting off of his face. To his surprise, he realized he didn’t even need the glasses anymore.

The fire did more than just burn his clothes, though; it seemed to impede the creature’s regenerative abilities. The heads that were caught in the blaze didn’t regrow as they were severed by the explosion. Seizing the opportunity, Justin found a length of rebar and, with a mixture of desperation and newfound hope, began attacking the weakened beast.

The battle was intense and brutal. Justin ducked, weaved, blocked with the hubcap—then remembered he didn’t have the hubcap anymore and took the hit on the arm—and finally he struck with the rebar, each blow fueled by adrenaline and the desire to suck on psycho demon titty by the day’s end. He remembered something else Trevon had mentioned: for many mythical creatures, the heart was the key. If he could just reach the hydra’s heart...

With a daring leap, Justin climbed onto the hydra’s back, avoiding snapping jaws and a lashing tail as one of the stumps of a severed head finally started to regrow—and with greater numbers. The words of lyrical legend Marshall Mathers rang in his head: He only had one shot—he would not miss his chance to blow. This opportunity only comes once in a lifetime, yo.

He took a deep breath, shouted the battle cry, “Mom’s spaghetti!” and swam into the open wound that was the exposed hole where the other obliterated head had been. Kicking himself downward, he entered the hydra’s body and brought the rebar with him. He ended up in the stomach, but the stomach acid here did little to him except sting ever-so-slightly, so he started poking holes in the lining of the beast’s belly until he found it…the beating heart of the hydra.

With a roar, Justin pierced the heart, and felt the creature’s body shake, then go still.

Justin, drenched in the hydra’s acidic blood, stumbled out of the W-Mart shipping warehouse, his mind still reeling from the surreal battle he had just endured. It wasn’t every day a fellow managed to slay a mythical monster in the nude.

As he exited the building, the air outside felt crisp and cold against his skin, and he almost shivered until he remembered that he didn’t even break a sweat when an oil fire engulfed him. The remains of his clothes, now nothing more than charred remnants, clung loosely to his body, offering no protection or modesty as his meaty dingus swung free in the afternoon breeze. He was naked, exposed, dick out and balls swaying, utterly bewildered by the turn of events that had gotten him to this point.

As he made his way through the W-Mart parking lot, looking inside of car windows for clothes that might fit, Justin’s thoughts turned to practical matters really damn fast. He needed to find something to cover himself with, and quickly. He’d never been arrested before. He didn’t want to end up a registered sex offender. Still, the idea of asking a random bastard for a coat seemed daunting, but it was his only option that didn’t result in more criminal charges. He was acutely aware that his current state—naked and covered in monster blood—was bound to attract attention and potentially cause a scene.

To his horror, Justin’s worst fears were soon realized. As he approached a shadowed edge of the parking lot, he saw a news van from WPNN, Wapa News Network, pulling up with the apparent intent of interviewing him, penis flapping in the wind. The presence of the media was the last thing he needed. A crowd of onlookers, their curiosity piqued by the monster attack and subsequent warehouse explosion, was also gathering around the area, their phones out—recording every moment that his pride and two spherical joys dangled helplessly between his legs.

Among the crowd was a reporter who’d just hopped out of the aforementioned van, a confident Latina with a microphone in hand. Her eyes scanned the scene with professional curiosity. She zeroed in on Justin, her expression a mix of surprise and fluster at his exposed state. She turned to face her cameraman as she awkwardly stood beside him, man-sausage swinging in a brisk afternoon gale.

“Greetings viewers, Ramona Gutierrez here with Wapa News Network. Our town is no stranger to paranormal occurrences ever since about six years ago, but eyewitnesses just reported and recorded our most extreme case yet. A mutli-headed monster reminiscent of the hydra of Greek myth and legend appeared out of a fissure in this W-Mart parking lot, and this local man, who I personally recognize as Justin from the Pump N’ Go across the street, apparently battled it to the death—in the nude.” She pressed the microphone into his face, pushing it awkwardly against his lips. “Who are you to slay a monster without weapons, and…what is your number?”

Justin, feeling the weight of dozens of eyes upon him, sighed deeply. He knew he couldn’t avoid answering, but he also realized that any response he gave would only add to the spectacle. His mind raced, not just with the absurdity of the situation, but also with thoughts of Evie, his brand-new demonic girlfriend. Evie was bound to have a strong reaction to this entire debacle.

A smirk lit up his expression as he realized he couldn’t wait to see it.


Chapter 9

(Evie)

This was it. It was finally happening. After clawing her way out of Hell, out of her overbearing, hateful mother’s evil domain, Evie Satan was here, in Dracula’s castle…and she was going to learn magic.

“Now, Evie, we can do this the easy way or the hard way.”

“The easy way, please,” she gasped out quickly, too eager to stop herself from pretending to give a shit about the other option.

Dracula quirked her brow at the demoness, smirking impishly. “Too eager, little Evie. And I agree, but at least hear me out.”

Evie nodded her head anxiously and gulped. “Sure. Sorry.”

“How was Anya, by the way? I hope she didn’t make any trouble for you.”

Evie blushed as she thought about how the little monster stole her phone and elicited dozens of photos out of Justin. She still wasn’t sure if she adored or loathed the child for that act. “She was fine. She made it inside the school gates without killing anyone, at least.”

Dracula giggled. “That’s good. I’m glad to hear that. I can tell she likes you—or is at least curious about you. It’s a good match so far, and the extra time I get to spend with Trevon is…much appreciated.” Her eyes filled with love as she squealed out the last two words, losing all composure for a brief instant. Shaking her head, Dracula steadied herself once more and lowered her gaze back to Evie. “Now. Where were we?”

“The easy—”

“Ah yes. The easy way or the hard way. Take a seat, little Evie,” Dracula purred as she sat on her own throne, leaving no visible chairs open for her.

“Uh. On the floor?”

Dracula giggled. “Rule One. Trust me. Sit.”

Evie, sensing some manner of test, took a deep breath in and began to bend her knees in order to sit on the ground, but before she made it even halfway down, her pert backside collided with something cushioned. Surprised, she looked down and found a comfy chair beneath her bottom. It went without saying that this wasn’t here before.

“I will keep you safe and comfortable, Evie,” Dracula cooed, winking at her. “My adorable little demon. Listen carefully to what I have to say. In order to learn magic, you need to understand a few things about yourself and about the universe.”

Evie nodded, her eyes wide like a kid on her first day at school. In a sense, that’s exactly what she was.

“Magic exists in every single creature, but those of us who cannot exist without it tend to have higher concentrations of it, making us more apt pupils. Even so, the most powerful mages that ever lived are often human—such as Merlin, Prospero, or David Copperfield. Likewise, many supernatural entities like ourselves make for lousy spellcasters, even if we have more potential than most run-of-the mill mortals.”

Evie nodded, listening intently.

Dracula smiled at Evie, apparently enjoying whatever expression she was making. “Now, the thing you must keep in mind is that magic is simple. It’s hand gestures, incantations, and ingredients put to use. For a beginner like you, you’ll need a wand to cut through all that.” She tapped the floor with her foot to get Evie’s attention, then nodded at the spot in front of the demon.

Evie looked down and saw a thin wand that looked more like a wooden chopstick than anything else. She picked it up. “This will help me?”

“Until you don’t need it, yes. Eventually, however, in order for you to perform more powerful spells, you’ll need a token of passion.”

The demoness cocked her head. “A token? Of passion?”

“Months from now, maybe, once you’re familiar with the basics, you’ll need to find something that you love above all else and take a piece of and imbue it into the wand with a simple spell. Its resonance with your heart will make you a much more powerful spellcaster, but a wand is something you won’t use forever. You’ll only need it for, oh, a decade or so.”

Evie winced. “So. For a freaking while, then.”

Dracula giggled again. “Yes, for a little while. But then you’ll outgrow it. But this is the easy way. You’ll make quick gains, but find yourself inept without it. Understood?”

Evie nodded. “I’m okay with being dependent on a wand if it means quick gains.”

Dracula sighed. “We’ll have it your way then. It’s probably for the best in the end. Today, for our first lesson, we’ll start with a beginner spell that doesn’t require a cauldron or any ingredients. In fact, until you don’t need the wand anymore, that’s the only kind of spell I’m going to bother to teach you.”

“B-but I want to—”

Dracula raised her hand to silence Evie, and the demon girl’s mouth shut obediently. “Rule Number One, Evie. Trust me.”

Evie nodded, even though her lip jutted itself out in a pout. “Fine, of course, Mistress.”

Dracula wiggled her feet inside her fluffy pink slippers. “Ooohhh. I do like that. You have good manners. Yes, I’m your mistress when you’re learning magic, and your boss when you’re taking care of my baby girl. Now, apprentice of mine, stand once more and hold your wand in front of you.”

Evie stood at once. Once she was standing, she found her legs shakier than they had been earlier. Her nerves were getting to her.

Dracula stood as well and stepped down from her throne. “My dear little Evie, the first thing we have to do is measure your potential. In order to do that, all I have to do is cast a simple spell.”

Before Evie could even ask a question, Dracula flashed in front of her and slammed her cold palm into the demon girl’s forehead. The world became a blinding white light, a sound vaguely like a distant scream ringing in her ears as needles seemed to prick at her whole body. Her heart started pounding hard, and her breathing became intense and ragged. “W-what’s going on?!”

“Interesting,” Dracula purred. “Not bad, not bad. Not Copperfield levels, but impressive by all means. You do have potential, but there’s something blocking it.”

The world settled back in around Evie as Dracula withdrew her hand. The Countess came into focus again, though she was fuzzy for a few seconds, and Evie’s heart still pounded, but the worst was over. “What’s blocking it?”

Dracula shrugged. “If I had to guess, your latent succubus powers need to be activated in order to unlock your full potential. But you have enough power in you even now for today’s lesson.”

That was good news, but… “Wait, so you mean I need to…to…to have S-E-X in order to be a more powerful sorceress?”

Dracula nodded, smirking at the girl’s innocent phrasing. “Yes. I’ve never known a demon so shy about getting some dick. You’ve got a willing partner, don’t you?”

Evie blushed and bit her lip as images of Justin popped into her head. “What?! It’s not like I like him or something…Besides, I…I don’t know if he’d be willing to…with me…” She pressed her index fingers together cutely in front of her face as her knees bent inward.

Dracula rolled her eyes. “Please, darling, as eccentric as you are, he’s probably doing something indecent right now while thinking about you.”

“You really think so?” Evie whimpered shyly. “I blew fire in his face and slashed him with my claws.”

The Countess’s amusement shone in her eyes. “If what Trevon has told me about Justin’s tastes is true, then that earned you merits, not stripped them. Fuck that poor boy, Evie. And I mean that literally, as in, fuck him. Not, like, ‘fuck him, he’s an asshole,’ but—”

“I get it,” Evie grunted, blushing all the more fiercely by the second. “I—I don’t know. It’s so soon!”

“Your mother is Lilith, the first succubus and Satan’s queen. You’re literally supposed to be a succubus yourself,” the vampire queen said, crossing her arms. “What do you care about how soon it is?”

“I’m so nervous! I’m afraid I’ll throw up again!”

Dracula blanched a bit at that and nodded. “Puking on the boy you desire while riding him would indeed be a bit of a mood murder, even for Justin.”

Evie started sniffling as tears began to come. “I’ll never unlock my potential!”

Dracula rolled her eyes. “Forget it. Let’s practice the—” A vibration sound came from Dracula’s throne behind her. She looked at Evie apologetically and turned her back on her to go for her phone. “Sorry, darling. That must be Trevon.”

Evie nodded, though she was suddenly on edge for a brand-new reason. They were seconds away from practicing her first spell. As soon as this text message was addressed, that would be it. She would begin her journey as a sorceress. It almost felt unreal, but it was happening.

Dracula stared at the phone screen. “Ridiculous,” she growled. “Utterly ridiculous.”

“What?” Evie said. “Is everything okay, mistress?”

The vampire sighed. “Your boyfriend is on the news. A vent to hell opened in a W-Mart parking lot and Justin slayed a hydra in the nude.”

In the history of unexpected sentences, that one would rank pretty damn high on Evie’s list. “In the nude?!” Never mind the hydra or the fact that someone from Hell had sent it here… “IN THE NUDE?!”

“I said what I said, Evie,” Dracula grunted, setting her phone back on her throne. “Never mind that now. We have—”

“Wait, why was he naked, though?” Evie whined. “Did people see?”

Dracula frowned. “The news mentioned that videos of him naked and covered in monster blood have gone viral already. Evie, focus. I realize this—”

“As in…as in…” Evie’s heart pounded so loudly she couldn’t believe it. Her skin went red, her eyes became black, and her wings and tail grew behind her back. “As in, hundreds of human women have seen him naked before I did?!”

Dracula frowned, perhaps feeling a bit of sympathy, knowing how she’d feel if the tables were turned on her. “I’m very sorry, Evie. But look at you—your passion has unlocked more power. Let’s use this anger of yours and let you take your frustrations out on Justin tonight.”

Evie’s phone vibrated. She reached for it but froze when Dracula put up her hand.

Dracula sighed softly. “That’ll be him, love. He’s going to offer all kinds of explanations and I’m sure they’ll all be true, but right now we need to take the lemons life has given you and make some magical lemonade.”

Evie’s lip jutted out in a flagrant pout. “B-but…Maybe he has a good reason.”

“Evie. Focus.”

“What spell?” she asked, her lip still quivering as she put her hand back down. “Stupid dummy. Not you. Him.”

“The easiest spell I know to start. Depending on how that goes, we may try something else.”

Evie nodded. “Do you think he—”

“Focus, dammit!” Dracula shrieked. She snapped her fingers, and suddenly a door appeared in the middle of the room, standing free but apparently connected to nothing.

Evie’s brow quirked. “What is this?”

“You’re going to unlock this door. Like I said, simplest spell in the world. Just focus on your power, point your wand at the door, and say ‘Hei, usa! Deschide-te!’ Got it?”

Evie lifted her wand and pointed at the door. Her hand shook, and she wasn’t sure if it was out of fury or nerves. “Hei, usa! Deschis!” she shouted, and a silver projectile shot out of the wand and impacted with the knob, blowing a hole the size of Anya Beaumont in the door. She blinked in surprise and looked to her mistress for a reaction—any reaction.

Dracula smirked through a sigh. “Well, the door is open, in a sense,” she said. “I was worried this might happen.”

“Is it because I’m emotionally unstable?” Evie asked, hazarding a guess she thought was logical.

The Countess shook her head. “No, you’re just too violent by nature. Everything you do for the foreseeable future is likely to be tinged with force. We’ll need to work on that, but I suppose it means you’ll have an aptitude for offensive spells, at least.”

Evie’s eyes widened. That was amazing news! Offense meant power! That was currency back where she came from. “Teach me something else, then!” she said, but even as she felt this renewed sense of hope surging inside her, there was something else burning in her belly, too—thoughts about Justin.

Dracula smiled at her eagerness. “One more spell. This time, let’s lean into your talents.” She snapped her fingers, and a zombie appeared, standing idly beside the Countess. It had a hanging, loose jaw and skin falling from the bone. It wore rotten clothes and seemed to be caked with a layer of dirt, as if it had exhumed itself from the grasp of the earth.

“Hei, usa! Deschide-te!” Evie shouted, sending another silvery projectile out from the tip of her wand. It collided with the zombie, caving in its chest and blowing a hole through its body. The zombie’s expression didn’t change as it slumped over.

“I didn’t say which spell you were supposed to use. You just cast an unlock spell on that zombie.” She frowned. “Frankly, it bodes strangely that even a simple utility spell is so brutal in your hands.”

Evie felt her cheeks burning with embarrassment. “Sorry, mistress. I was too eager. I’ll make sure to—” Her phone vibrated again, making her freeze mid-sentence. This time, though, the vibration persisted in several long pulses with a quick pause between each of them. He was calling her.

Dracula’s lips twisted into a curious smirk. “You can answer that if you let me watch.”

Evie gulped and lifted the phone to her face. She took a big breath, deciding to be gentle, calm, and compassionate. She would listen to his account of what happened because, after all, she was pretty sure she was onto something special with this guy.

Click.

“What the fudge is wrong with you, you stupid, man-slutty bastard?! Swinging your dangling dick all over the news and fighting monsters in broad daylight?! Where the fudge do you get off on this shit?! How dare you!?”

“I can explain,” he said, “though probably not to your satisfaction.”

“Well, explain, you fudging jerk!”

She listened to his account from beginning to end and had to admit that the story was pretty badass. For a human with no martial training other than listening to Trevon Beaumont regale him of his adventures, Justin handled himself pretty damn well. What’s more, the nudity made sense when she’d heard about the oil. She still hated it though.

“Fudging dummy,” she growled. “That’s it—you’re deleting every woman from your phone except for me. If any human sluts want to call you, they’ll have to go through me.”

“As in…if Tammy from work needs me to cover for her, she calls you and asks permission?” he laughed. “Yeah, no, we’re not doing that.”

Evie pouted and stomped her feet. “Why noooot?! Those human whores will—”

“Right away I can tell you’ve been letting Dracula influence you,” he said with a groan. “Let’s talk more about this tonight if you want, but I just wanted to make sure you heard the story from me as soon as possible.”

“Since you’re my…my…” She noticed Dracula watching her with her fanged grin and turned around. “You’re my boyfriend. Say it.”

“You’re my boyfriend?” Justin grunted in mock confusion.

“Don’t be—Don’t be difficult like that! You know I get panicked when I have to…to explain myself.”

She heard his sexy laugh come back to her, and it made her whole body spring to life with goosebumps, even hardening her nipples. “I’m your boyfriend. Music to my ears, by the way. Anyway, I’ve got clothes on now, so I’m heading back to W-Mart to get you a key made and pick up some groceries. I’m going to make you a homecooked meal. Any preferences?”

“Uh…meat, mostly,” she muttered. “Meat and chocolate chip cookie dough ice cream.”

Justin took a minute to recover. “Oh. So I just roast up some meat and call it a day?”

She sighed. “Sorry, demon girls without a succubus awakening are mostly carnivorous.”

“No, no, it’s fine,” he said. “Just means I’ll have to get creative if I want to show off.”

“Okay. I need to go. Countess Dracula is watching me talk to you and I’m feeling very embarrassed.”

He chuckled. “Sure. I’ll see you soon.”

Evie cupped her hand in front of her mouth and whispered. “Oh—And…uhh…wait. One more thing.”

“Yeah?”

She froze. She knew what she wanted to say but couldn’t say it. “I…tonight…maybe…if you…”

“I’ll buy condoms,” he grunted, getting the hint.

“WHAT!?” Evie shouted, forgetting to be shy again. “What, do you think I’m dirty or something?! I’m a virgin! Why the fuck do you need condoms?!”

“Ohh, this is juicy!” Dracula cooed as she clapped her hands lightly from atop her throne.

Evie ignored that.

“Okay, no condoms. Works for me. You won’t get pregnant, will you?” he asked.

Evie bit her lip. She could very well baby-trap him if she had to. “Maybe I will and maybe I won’t. You’d do the responsible thing if I did, right?”

“If it locks you down, yeah,” he said. “Definitely.”

The demoness blushed so forcefully that she couldn’t speak. Thankfully, or perhaps not-so-thankfully, Justin wasn’t as tongue-tied.

He chuckled. “Glad you like meat, because I’ve got plenty of meat to give you. Raw.”

“Justin!” she squealed, grinding her thighs together. “Shut up, dumbass! I’m still here for another hour!”

“What does that have to do with anything?” he muttered.

“Because my panties are getting—never mind! Stupid idiot. Bye!” She hung up the phone and instantly let out a sob of disappointment in herself. “Why am I so stupid and mean to him?”

Dracula just shrugged. “I don’t know, but it’s very entertaining to watch. Come on, little Evie. Let’s learn chain lightning.”

Evie bit her lip and held up her hand to beg for a bit of time so that she could think. Her face went stormy and her cheeks puffed out, and she felt her heart pulsing in her chest. “Wait. I…can I make a request?”

The Countess cocked her head with interest. “You can make a request, but be warned I’ll probably deny it.”

“It’s—for Justin,” she murmured, grinding her knees together as she fanned her face. “I told him I’d learn how to figure out…you know. What he is. And why he’s—”

“Able to kill a hydra from the pits of Hell in the nude?”

Evie’s face contorted at the reminder. “Yes.”

“Sure!” Dracula chirped, making her relax. “That’s a simple Blood Reading spell. Normally that would be a whole process involving cauldrons and ritual daggers and ingredients galore, but with that magic wand I gave you, just point it at him and say, “Sânge, dezvăluie-te!”

Evie’s brow twitched. “That’s it?”

“Well, you have to get the pronunciation just right, but—”

“Countess, why would anyone use anything but a wand for magic?” Evie asked, shocked by the ease.

“Ah!” the vampiress giggled. “First of all, I should filet you alive for interrupting me, but that’s such a good question that I’ll let it slide. Plus I’m on greeting card terms with your father, so it would be awkward.”

The demon girl gulped. “Sorry.”

“Not at all, little Evie. As to your question, it’s actually very simple—in this day and age, sometimes I see little boys and girls Anya’s age riding around on bikes in the playground. Many of them can’t ride a bicycle with two wheels, so they fix two more wheels to the back wheel, making it hard to fall off.”

“Training wheels,” Evie muttered.

“Exactly. See, using a wand allows you to get a feel for magic, allows your soul to know what it feels like and how to do it—but eventually, you need to take the training wheels off. For another decade or maybe even half a century, you’ll have to go through the process of relearning things with all the other ingredients—cauldrons, ritual daggers, crystal balls, and so on. But the more you practice with those things, guess what?”

“The less I need them?” Evie asked hopefully.

“Precisely, little Evie! The less you’ll need them. And that’s how you get to be like me—I don’t need to say magic words or use ingredients for most of my spells, so long as I’ve cast them a few times. An unfamiliar spell would require me to use ingredients and tools, sure, but for a run-of-the-mill summoning, or a simple meteor shower? Just a flick of the wrist!” She flicked her wrist to illustrate the point.

Evie’s eyes went wide. “I see. So, in reality, I’ll want to master as much magic as I can with my wand first. And then, I’ll learn those spells without the wand—”

“And then you experiment with casting spells without the ingredients. Once you’ve cast a spell enough to make it a part of you—it just gets easier.”

The petite demon raised her wand. “Alright. May I practice the pronunciation? Of that spell for Justin, I mean.”

“I will allow you to do so as long as you promise me one thing. Call it…homework.” The vampiress rubbed her palms together, and Evie knew that she should fear what she had to say, but she was at the Countess’s mercy.

“I’ll do anything…”

“First—a quick question. I’m noting some surprisingly strong feelings for Justin. It seems like you two have moved very fast since your date yesterday afternoon.”

It was true. They were moving unreasonably fast. The way they talked to each other, bantered—it felt like they’d been courting one another for months at least. She knew nothing about him in terms of his interests and his life, but she felt like she knew his soul intimately. She dared to hope he felt the same. She nodded slowly. “We…are moving quite fast.”

“You like him a lot, don’t you?”

She nodded again. “But don’t tell him!”

Countess Dracula rolled her eyes. “Sweetheart, Justin is dumb about some things, but not social cues. I don’t think I need to tell him a thing, don’t worry.”

Evie’s cheeks went double-crimson against her already red skin. She tried to hide them with her hands and stomped her feet on the ground. “Don’t say that! It’s so embarrassing! If he knows then—I feel so exposed!”

“That’s the best part of being in love, though,” her teacher said. “Being able to bare yourself in front of someone you adore and trust completely—even if you’re boring, or simple at your core, just knowing someone understands you…it’s everything, Evie.”

She jutted out her lip. “It sounds nice, but I don’t think I could take it.”

“Well you’re going to have to,” Dracula cackled. “That’s your homework tonight. Take it.”

“Take what?”

“His dick. In your pussy. And do more than that, too. I want you to risk nothing. Unlock your dormant succubus powers by having your cherry popped in grand fashion. Here is what I want you to do…”

Evie gasped. “This feels really inappropriate.”

“Again, your mother is the queen of all succubi,” Dracula growled, slowly losing patience. “Get back to the apartment. While Justin is finishing dinner, I want you to take a shower. Have you ever masturbated before?”

Her cheeks burned and stomach lurched. “No! That’s dirty!”

“Well, time to get dirty, sweetheart,” Dracula said. “Use the showerhead and think of your boy. That’ll get you revved up and help take some of the pressure off of him just in case he can’t get you off himself. A succubus awakening needs at least one climax in order for it to take hold, as well as penetration.” She struck a proud pose. “I used to command a few succubi of my own, you know.”

Evie did not know that, per se, but it didn’t surprise her. “I see.” She swallowed a lump of nervousness in her throat. It felt dry and sharp.

“Now! After that, let him feed you, then of course you’ll fuck him. Ride him, let him mount you like a horny dog, it doesn’t matter. But! After he finishes inside you, the next part is very important.”

“I know how to unlock my powers, Countess,” Evie muttered shyly.

Dracula nodded. “I’m sure someone has given you the mechanical breakdown before. I’m concerned with what comes after that.”

“What comes…after?” Evie asked.

“Most succubi have their first true feeding after they lose their virginity, and they don’t know how starved they’ve been until that moment. Justin may be hard to kill with physical means, but he still has a soul and lifeforce like any other, I assume—so you’re likely to kill him then.”

Evie’s eyes bulged. “What?! No—I can control myself!”

“The longer a succubus goes before her first feeding, the hungrier she is when it happens. Most succubi exist for a matter of hours or at most days before bedding their first victim. Even for those that wait several weeks, it can be tormentingly hard not to overdrink from the men they chose. You, Evie, haven’t drained a single man in a thousand years.”

She shook her head. “Y-you’re wrong! It doesn’t work like that! I won’t kill him—”

“You will, but listen, little Evie,” the Countess said, grabbing her wrists and bringing them down to her sides. “When that happens, you bring him to me. Call me. I’ll take it from there. Understood?”

Evie’s lip quivered. “No! I already killed him once. I don’t know what you have planned, but I can’t do that to him again!”

Dracula sighed. “Then find a random man, bed him, kill him, drain his soul until he’s dry, then sleep with Justin.”

“That’s even worse!” Evie gasped. “I want…I want my first time to mean something, and it’d…it’d be a betrayal to him. And to me! My body is only for myself and one man.”

“I agree. I would sooner kill myself than do that to Trevon. So you see? You have no choice.”

“I have one choice,” Evie said, shaking her head so that her curly hair bounced. “I’ll move back into the Weekend Motel and ghost him. I—I just won’t see him again.”

“Evie,” Dracula hissed, putting a hand on the girl’s cheek, her hand so cold. “Trust me.”

Evie sighed, giving up. “I don’t want to ghost him. I want to hug him and kiss him and squeeze him and bite him and scratch him and burn him and—”

“I get it,” Dracula said. “Believe me, I really, really do. So, follow your heart. Stick with me, and it’ll all work out in the end.”

The demoness looked her mistress in the eye. “What are you going to do?”

Dracula smirked. “Your father owes me a favor.”

(Justin)

Following his dutiful phone call updating Evie on the unfortunate hydra-related events that had guaranteed his penis would be a topic of public discussion for weeks to come, Justin dialed Trevon. He really shouldn’t have—Trevon was at work. But he had to poke the big bastard’s brain about something.

Ring. Ring. Click. A gruff throat-clear preluded the former monster slayer’s comically manly voice. “Justin?”

““Tis I,” he deadpanned. “I assume you either saw or heard the news.”

“I watched it from the windows—well, until you disappeared into the old warehouse building,” he grunted. “After that I’ve been checking my phone regularly for updates.”

Justin scoffed in offense. “Dude, you saw?! And you didn’t come help me?”

“Dustin was on break. It was just me on the floor. In my defense, it took me quite a while to figure out it was you, and then when I did, I realized to my shock that you were handling yourself just fine.”

That seemed like the right time to catch his buddy up on the recent events that had transpired in just the last twenty-four hours, beginning with his cafe date with Evie that turned into so much more. He explained it all, and Trevon listened, occasionally apologizing to customers as he rang them up while Justin gabbed his ear off. “Work emergency,” he would grunt. “Apologies, it’s my manager checking in.”

“Technically true,” Justin acknowledged. “Anyway, that’s what’s been new in my life this last day or so.”

Trevon took in a deep intake of air before he spoke again. “So let me get this straight. You JUST met this girl, she’s a literal daughter of Satan, and yet you’re talking about her like she’s your fiancé—”

“We’re actually already married in my mind—”

“And she killed you and you came back from the dead with invulnerability powers—”

“Honestly, a little death can be a good thing—”

“And she’s verbally abusive, blows fire at you, slashes you with her demon claws, and is otherwise horribly toxic—

“Toxicity is just another word for spice.”

“...It’s not. And, to top it all off, someone from Hell just sent a Hydra to a department store parking lot to kill you.”

Justin let out a breath of relief. “Great, man, you did get all that.”

“I think you probably should take a step back and look at the situation from a new perspective,” Trevon suggested.

Justin’s teeth ground together in distaste for the direction he figured this was headed. “Now listen here you fucking himbo bas—”

“I think you should follow your heart. Wait, what was that?”

“Nothing. Go on.”

Trevon continued. “You only live once, Justin. Well. Twice, apparently, at least in your case, but the point is life is too short to not spend it on the people you build a connection with. If I didn’t have Mira and my daughter, well—I don’t know who I’d be, but I’m sure I wouldn’t like that person half as much as I like myself today.”

Justin didn’t know how to respond. It wasn’t that he found the words overly sappy or unrelatable. He just wasn’t super good at talking about his feelings with the bros. “Yeah. Uh. Definitely, man. Thanks for the advice. Really.”

Trevon chuckled into the receiver. “But take it slow with her from here on out. It seems like you’re already moving at the speed of a quickling, so now might be a good chance to take a step back and imagine the future.”

“Well, I was actually calling to ask your advice about something,” Justin murmured. “You’re married to a monster waifu or whatever. You even have a kid with one—who I adore, by the way. Are there any challenges with that whole situation I should be aware of?”

Trevon sighed. “Probably. I can’t imagine they’re all a monolith. Look out for jealousy, I suppose.”

“Already seen that, yeah. And your wife ain’t helping, by the fucking way,” Justin snorted.

“I walked in on them doing a roleplay this morning with my stepson. Best I could figure, my wife was trying to help Evie understand the virtues of defending your purity against ‘average human sluts’ or something like that.”

Justin groaned into his phone, scratching his stubble roughly. “You know I hate when you call Death your ‘stepson’.”

“You said you already saw some jealousy? Did she kill anyone for looking at you, yet?”

“What? No. She asked me to delete every woman in my phone, though. And she claimed me as her boyfriend already, which was pretty badass.”

Trevon scoffed at that. “Delete female contacts from your phone? Child’s play. Talk to me about jealousy when she has a room in your apartment filled with corpses in the likeness of every woman she’s ever seen you interact with.”

Justin paused for a long while. “Are you doing okay, there, buddy?”

“Yeah, of course. Why do you ask?”

“No reason.”

Justin wrapped up the phone call, not certain what, if anything, he’d gained from it aside from getting Trevon up-to-date. His phone buzzed in his hand before he put it down, and for a moment he’d hoped it was Evie again, but it turned out to be people from the news asking for interviews. There was another message, decidedly not from the news, asking him to do porn. He wasn’t sure how these people got his number so fast, but he wasn’t surprised. The internet was ridiculous these days.

He blocked those numbers and moved on with his day. He didn’t know what to expect when it came to feeding Evie, so he got a little bit of everything—mutton, beef, pork, chicken, whatever he could get his hands on. She mentioned she ate meat, so that’s what was on the menu.

He prepared a chicken Caesar salad for himself but fired up his cheap charcoal grill on the contained back patio for Evie’s food. If he was going to just do meat for her going forward, he would at least do it right.

The meat had been refrigerated, not frozen, when he bought it, so he didn’t have to thaw anything. While the grill heated up, he seasoned the meat and basted it in a layer of sauce, then put it on the grill. It smelled good. He was nervous, though. What if Evie didn’t like it? What if she needed raw meat and hadn’t properly explained that, or—well, he’d save some of the meat just in case. Maybe the mutton. It was kind of weird to buy mutton anyway. Who buys mutton at W-Mart?

His phone vibrated again, and his instinct was to ignore it, but he was mindful of the time. Evie would be arriving any minute, so there was a chance that that was her. He looked at the phone and his eyes glossed over at her name on his notifications.

> I’m here… Outside. Open up?

She could have knocked. But he got up and walked over to the door, letting the meat sit on its own for a bit. He even put the clamshell down.

When he opened the door, she was standing there in a sexy black dress that showed more of her cleavage than he’d yet seen. She was even tinier than he remembered her, and he quickly realized it was because she wasn’t wearing heels but black slippers instead. She was biting her lip as she looked at him. For the moment, her eyes had normal white sclera, and her horns, wings, and tail seemed small and cute. Her cheeks were the only feature of her skin that were red.

“Hey,” she murmured.

“Hey,” he said back, smiling at her. He leaned in and kissed her on the cheek. “I was just finishing—”

“I need to take a shower!” she blurted out suddenly.

“What?”

She was panting now, her eyes frantic. “I have to shower! Can I use your shower?”

“Of course, but you seem clean enough to—”

“It was a long day,” she explained. “I’m wearing perfume, body lotion, and deodorant, so you wouldn’t notice right now, but I—I need to freshen up, okay? Don’t—don’t question it.”

“Okay,” he chuckled. “Help yourself. There’s a spare towel in the cupboard under the sink.”

Evie nodded and disappeared into the bathroom without another word. Justin stared at the door for a solid thirty seconds before heading back to his grill. “That was weird,” he muttered. “Hope she’s alright.”


Chapter 10

(Evie)

Shit, he looked and smelled so good as she brushed right past him. She didn’t even give him a kiss on the cheek or light him up in flames or anything—should she go back? No! That would look stupid. Get a grip, Evie!

She closed the bathroom door behind her and locked it. It seemed like they were the only ones in the house, which was…good. That meant she had probably as much time in the bathroom as she needed, and it also made it less likely for her to create a scene when she quite possibly ended up killing Justin.

“Shit!” she hissed, thinking back to her horrific entrance. “He probably assumes I’m stinky and trying to cover up my scent! Shit shit shit!” She stomped her feet on the floor in time with her “shits” and caught her own eye in the bathroom mirror. Her cheeks were puffed up—and she was pouting. She looked cute as a kitten. At least she had that going for her.

“Alright, Evie, calm down,” she said, talking herself down from an impending panic attack. Her heart was racing at a bajillion beats per second, and she was short on breath. She eyed the shower stall in the corner. It had one of those semi-transparent sliding doors that she hated. She locked the door, but she still felt so weirdly exposed in these kinds of showers.

Evie stripped down completely and folded her clothes on the counter, staring at her reflection as she did so. As she took off her undersized bra, her tits finally had room to breathe, She sighed with relief. Then she grimaced. “Shit…what if Justin doesn’t like rail-thin girls with big tits?” she whimpered. “My body is so freakishly disproportionate.” She turned around and lifted up her tail to get a good look at her ass. “My butt is so small!” she whined. “Be bigger!”

It had a hump to it, but her thighs were so thin and thigh gap so pronounced that her butt simply couldn’t be that big. But big asses were the dating meta now. If you didn’t have a fat freakin’ tush, no one gave a fudge about you. You were basically a second-class citizen in the dating world.

Justin was going to hate her! She sobbed and started hyperventilating, getting so angry at her own reflection that she breathed out a rose of flames onto the mirror, scorching it black so she didn’t have to look at herself.

She had come too far. He’d already kissed her. Multiple times! Even after the first kiss murdered him by total accident! He was the first guy to kiss her multiple times, she was pretty damn sure. That meant he was special. Maybe his specialness was just some…kind of sickness of the head, but then they could just be sick together. She couldn’t give up now.

For whatever reason, Justin was attracted to her—and not just sexually, she assumed. He found her abrasive personality cute, even sexy, probably mainly because he was the only person who could survive it. She looked down at her awkwardly big tits on her tiny frame and shot them a look of determination. “I hope you’re ready,” she growled. “I’m gonna pinch you in a minute here.”

She turned on the hot water and waited for it to get properly steamy. Soon it was almost scalding, which suited a demoness like her just fine. She fished a razor and some of her own shampoo out of her purse that she’d prepared for this situation on her way here, taking a pit stop at the W-Mart for some feminine hygiene products. Sure enough, Justin’s bathroom only had a 3-in-1 bottle of shampoo, conditioner, and bodywash that was roughly the size of her torso and probably cost about $2.99. It looked like Kelsey and the other roommates used a different shower or kept their shit locked up elsewhere. She was glad she made that trip.

“Boys,” she growled, shaking her head. Evie lathered up her curly hair with shampoo, then conditioner after she’d rinsed that out a few times. She was doing a full-body shower, but the soap, skin lotion, and bodywash would have to wait until…

She looked at the showerhead and lifted it off its holster on the wall. She studied the settings, her eyes bulging as she read the word “Pulse”. That’s exactly what she wanted to feel Justin’s cock do inside her…pulse and release a whole load of semi-human cream.

Her hand started on her flat tummy, then slowly traced up to her underboob. She soon was rubbing circles around her nipples, going back and forth between them as she worked up the courage to bring the showerhead to her waiting pussy. She conjured up an image of Justin in her head, imagining him shirtless, trying to recreate some of the photos he’d sent her in her mind. She imagined what his dick must be like…big, manly guy like him. Must be nice. She didn’t know if it was huge or not, but it would likely be huge to her. She was so mini, pussy included.

Evie pressed the showerhead to her groin and instantly let out a noise of surprise. “Aww, shit!” she squealed, then quickly covered her mouth with her forearm and bit down. The pain didn’t cancel out the pleasure. This showerhead hack was no fudging joke.

“You alright in there?” Justin’s voice called through the door. His sexy, stupid voice.

“Shut the fudge up, dumbass, I’m naked in here!” she managed to shriek back at him, but her voice cracked twice in the middle of it. “Dickhead!” That word came out smoothly, at least.

She heard him chuckle to himself from the hallway before walking away from the door. What a butthole, she thought—mocking her, walking up to the door like that. Technically, for a second at least, he’d been only about five feet away from her naked body.

That thought stirred something primal and repressed in her, and she pressed the showerhead even tighter against her cunt. Evie pursed her lips and whipped her head back and forth, her cheeks puffed in frustration from the brutal pleasure that was now making itself at home within her. But she couldn’t cum like this.

She needed a mental image of him to come back to her. As her knees gave out and her ass hit the ground, she felt those sensations continue to spark and ignite between her legs in bombastic fashion. She closed her eyes as tightly as she could, knowing that that’s all she needed to do. Whenever she closed them, whenever she was left alone in darkness long enough, like last night, his face appeared in her mind whether she wanted it to or not.

Her subconscious did not disappoint her. Her mouth opened into a ring of bliss as she saw his face in her mind’s eye, staring directly at her. She whined and moaned and whimpered, not even bothering to cover her mouth again. “Justin!” she gushed. “Justin!”

It was a freaking holiday miracle that the handsome bastard didn’t break the door down at the sound of his name. Part of her wished he did, but he must have wandered far enough away to not hear her call out for him.

Her legs splayed wide open, her knees up, Evie snaked her other arm under her knee to reach her pussy, shoving two of her fingers inside while she focused the showerhead on her clit. The things she did for her magic…Yeah. That’s what this was. That’s what this debased act of horniness was all about. She needed to screw him to level up her sorcery, and she’d really prefer not to kill the man for good. It wasn’t like—like she had some terrible crush for some guy that was probably going to leave her the first chance he got…It wasn’t like she was fudging head-over-heels in love after less than a day. It wasn’t like she felt an explosion in her heart the second she saw him for the first time, standing behind that cash register…

She started sucking on her own tail out of frustration as her orgasm built to its impending result. Her toes curled, her body shivered and shuddered and shook, her back arched, her pussy throbbed. Evie’s molten insides gushed and gripped her own fingers as the wave of pleasure finally crashed over her, and she slid down in the tub until she was lying flat on her back, her short, skinny legs sticking straight up in the air, perpendicular with her body. It was a horrifically indecent position.

Evie continued to shake. She lost control of the showerhead when she ripped it away from her clit as it started to get too sensitive, carelessly blasting herself in the face with the most powerful setting. It shot her in the mouth and she started to choke. She rolled over and puked up water and a little lava onto the porcelain beneath her, searing through the tub a bit until it fizzled out.

The demoness stood up, her legs wobbly, and reached for her toiletries. She promptly slipped, given how vulnerable she was, and fell on her ass again, this time badly hurting her butt and sitting right on her own freaking tail. “Ouch!” she squeaked. What a fudging shit show…

***

About thirty minutes later, Evie was actually properly clean and dressed, but she didn’t feel any less turned on. In fact, after experiencing her first orgasm in centuries, all she could think about when she walked out of the bathroom in a change of clothes was how good Justin looked and how much she couldn’t wait to jam him between her legs.

She blushed at the thought. She blushed so deeply that she opted to make her entire skin go crimson just to make it less obvious.

“So…not to pry or anything,” Justin began to say as he bent over the grill, “what triggers you to go into your more demonic state?”

Evie’s brow creased with irritation. She didn’t anticipate him asking such a direct question, but it made sense. Thankfully, she had an answer in the cannon for this one. “Mind your own freaking business.”

He winced a bit at the sharp response, but nodded. “Fair enough. I should have expected that.”

She pouted a bit, grinding her knees together shyly as she started to subconsciously fiddle with the hem of her sundress. “I…I’m sorry. You didn’t deserve that.”

He arched a brow at her and smirked. The cocky look sent her off again.

“You deserve a hell of a lot worse, come to think of it,” she huffed and puffed, crossing her arms in front of her. “What the actual butt were you thinking, getting caught in the nude on the news? Now every girl in Wisconsin knows what your dick looks like!”

He seemed just as upset about that as she did now that she mentioned it. She watched his face shift into a look of discomfort, and he nodded an agreement. “I know. I didn’t know what else to do at the time. I handled the hydra, lost my outfit, and—well, I couldn’t just stay there.”

“You could have called me!” she said, stomping her foot. “I could have brought you a change of clothes in the warehouse.”

“I thought about that, but you were in the middle of a lesson with Dracula at the time. I didn’t want to interrupt you on your first day.” He sighed. “I know how important learning magic is to you.”

Oh, so that’s how it is, she thought angrily. So he was not only hot, cunning, and unkillable, but also considerate, and a genuinely sweet guy who cared about her dreams and needs? What a total asshole.

Evie had a hard time not pouncing on him then and there. Why shouldn’t she? She was going to bang him anyway, right? But the thought of it suddenly got her heart thrumming again, and she bit her lip.

Justin saw the angry and fretful look on her face and sighed—not out of irritation or impatience, but with disappointment—in himself! He stood up, glanced back down at the grill to make sure it was really all set for the next few minutes, then looked at her. “I’m really sorry. It’s not how I try to start relationships. You have a clear boundary, and I fucked that up on day one. I promise, I’ll do better in the future.”

Evie’s cheeks puffed up as she looked at him, letting a tiny, prolonged squeak of irritation out under her breath. “Fine,” she said at last. “You’re forgiven. Did you delete all the women from your phone?”

“No,” he muttered. “I told you, that’s impossible.”

“I’ll let you keep your work contacts in there,” Evie said, bashfully turning her head down, though her eyes looked back up at Justin.

“I don’t keep many numbers in my phone anyway,” he said. “Work contacts and my barber are probably the only women whose numbers I saved aside from one-night stands, which I deleted after meeting you.”

Her eyes shone and twinkled as she looked back at him. “You did that for me already?” Then her brow darkened. “Wait, your barber is a chick?”

His bottom lip trembled. “Please don’t make me delete Shaniqua.”

“Fine,” she groaned after a long, intense pause. “But you have to facetime me whenever you go to get a haircut—or bring me along.”

He considered that, looked her up and down like he was deciding how worth it she was, then nodded. “Deal. I can do that. Let me first acknowledge how unhealthy our relationship is turning out to be, though. It’s going to be a lot of fun.”

“Hmmph. You better have fun.” Her nose crinkled as she caught a whiff of what they were cooking. “Huh, that does smell really good.”

“I’m glad.” He bent back down to tend to the grill and flip some meat, then slathered on some barbecue sauce. He grabbed a lime and squeezed that out over it too, and the new fragrance was enough to make Evie’s mouth water.

But it wasn’t just the food making her mouth water. Evie’s whole body was throbbing to the beat of her heart, and as appetizing as the meat looked, she couldn’t stop herself from staring most of the time at Justin. What was this feeling?

Finally, she gave into her body, not knowing what it would lead her to do, but certain that she had to sacrifice her dignity to its whims or she’d go insane. As Justin stood up, she launched her form against him, hugging him tightly from the back and embracing as hard as she could.

“What’s this, now?” he asked, tensing up.

“Shut up, perv. Just let me do what I want if you know what’s good for you,” she growled. She probably sounded about as threatening as an angsty chihuahua with the height disparity now on full display. After taking off her heels to enter his home, her forehead only pressed into the spot underneath his shoulder blade. He was more than two heads taller than her. “So freaking big. How gross.” She squeezed him tighter.

Justin chuckled and tried to turn around to face her, but she wouldn’t let him. “At least hug me properly, from the front,” he suggested.

“Like I’ll let you see me like this,” she huffed. “Please. You don’t get to see me this way. You have to earn it.”

“Tell me how, then,” he said.

Evie sighed and let go of him, feeling a little bit better but still totally wired with lust and affection: lovedrunk. “Let’s see how that dinner tastes, I guess.”

They brought the food inside, and Justin slapped a mountain of meat on Evie’s plate, then served himself a slightly more balanced, more human meal. That got Evie thinking. “I want you to do something for me.”

“Sure,” he grunted as he poked his salad with a fork. “What’s up?”

“Think. Do you feel hungry at all?”

Justin looked perplexed by the question for a moment, but his eyes rolled around as he appeared to give the matter some thought. “Come to think of it, no, not really.”

“Have you been hungry even once since we…we…”

“Since you barfed lava down my gullet?” he laughed.

“Since we had our first kiss, you fudging pervert!” she shouted, kicking her feet in a drum-like pattern into the front of the couch as her cheeks lit up in embarrassment. “I am pretty sure I apologized for that.”

Justin laughed. “You don’t need to apologize for that. Seems like it’s working out for me. And to answer your question, I guess the answer is no. So what does that mean?”

Evie grinned and settled herself down a bit, her hand reaching into her purse, which she kept beside her at all times. “Wanna see something cool?”

“Always,” Justin answered.

Evie produced her wand—the gift given to her by Countess Dracula. “I think I can get some answers about what you are. She taught me a spell. Hang on, I jotted the incantation down on Evernote before I headed out.”

“Evernote?” he scoffed. “What is this, 2010?”

Evie stopped fishing through her purse to give him a look that almost killed him again.

“Sorry.”

“Not forgiven.” She opened up her personally preferred notetaking app and held the wand in front of her. Justin was grinning. “You look like a fudging troglodyte with that stupid grin. Creep.”

“I’m just so proud.”

“Proud of what?” she huffed.

“I’m dating a sorceress.”

She could feel her cheeks burning and her heart going boom-boom-boom in her chest. “Y-you…you should be prouder that you’re dating a Princess of Hell, don’t you think?”

He leaned back and crossed one leg over the other as he appeared to simply luxuriate in the sight of her. “Nah. I’m proud of the fact that you’re already fulfilling your own personal goal.”

Evie’s brow furrowed and she growled at him, waving the wand in his face. “Stop making me this way, you dumbass!”

He blinked. “What did I do wrong? I only ask so I can keep doing it because I like you the way you are.”

Evie actually groaned, even though the line still made her heart throb. “That’s so cheesy. What are you, Mister Rogers?”

“Mister Rogers didn’t make out with his neighbors, so far as I know,” Justin wisely pointed out.

“Shut up and let me cast the spell!”

Justin smirked but nodded slowly. “What does the spell do, exactly?”

“Let’s find out,” she sighed. She pointed the wand directly at him, wiggled it, and with her nose half-buried in her phone, she shouted, “Sânge, dezvăluie-te!”


Chapter 11

(Justin)

The spell hit him like a shotgun blast of ice cubes to the face. A strange coldness overtook him, and Justin found himself flinging through the air until his body collided with the wall, leaving a very Justin-shaped imprint in it as he fell to the floor.

“Male!” Evie shouted. He faintly heard her voice as his mind started to warp and her pretty face disappeared from view little by little. “Justin! Baby!”

Under the thrall of Evie’s surprisingly bombastic spell, Justin’s mind became a canvas for an ancient legend he’d only heard in his high school Mythology elective once before. But the story was more than just a tale to him, he now realized. It was etched deep within his blood.

He saw a man whose name he knew automatically. Cadmus—that was what he was called, and it was not just a name from an old story anymore, but a living, breathing person standing before Justin’s very eyes. He stood tall and rugged, his skin weathered by the sun and his dark hair curly and wind-tossed. His deep, searching eyes betrayed an even deeper worry, but also determination. He had that standard hero vibe—he reminded Justin of Trevon in that way. Dressed in simple but sturdy attire, Cadmus’s posture was that of a man accustomed to trials of all sorts, his entire physicality exuding a resilient, quest-driven spirit.

Justin’s intimate knowledge of the man was automatic even though he remembered next to nothing about him from school. Cadmus was a prince from the Phoenician city of Tyre, a man of royal blood and noble heart. His sister, Europa, had been taken by the god Zeus, and Cadmus, driven by familial love, embarked on a quest to find her…A fool’s errand.

Justin felt Cadmus’s desperation and drive as though it was his own as he wandered through unfamiliar lands, his hope dwindling with each passing day. It was at the Oracle of Delphi that the journey took a fateful turn. The oracle, speaking in riddles, commanded him to abandon his search for Europa and instead follow a wandering cow, marked with a half-moon on its flank, and found the city wherever it would lie down.

At first, Cadmus was ready to dismiss the words of the Oracle outright, but his men reminded him that an order from an Oracle was the same as guidance from fate itself—should he not follow this path, calamity would befall them all. Justin’s own gut stirred as he felt that inner torment the ancient warrior must have felt when he’d made that heartwrenching choice to leave his own flesh and blood in the hands of a perverted, entitled god.

In Justin’s vision, the cow appeared at dawn the very next day. It led Cadmus through valleys and over hills until it lay down in a lush area in Boeotia. This, Justin realized, was where Thebes would be born. But the story’s true turning point began when Cadmus, who wanted to sacrifice the cow to the gods, sent his companions to fetch water from a nearby spring.

The spring, as it turned out, was guarded by a monstrous dragon, a creature so terrifying that Justin’s heart raced even as he remained aware that it was all a distant echo that he was viewing. The dragon was a servant of Ares, the Greek god of war, so it attacked Cadmus’s men as they were enemies to the gods. It left no survivors.

Enraged and grieving, Cadmus confronted the beast alone. The battle was fierce—the dragon’s scales were like armor, its breath a searing flame rivaling even his adorably toxic girlfriend’s fiery blasts. Justin felt each swing of Cadmus’s sword as though his own muscles were dealing the blows. He felt each dodge and weave, even the wind on his cheeks as the prince fought for his life and the honor of his fallen men and the sister he’d abandoned.

In the end, with a mighty thrust, Cadmus slew the dragon, its massive body collapsing to the ground. Then, guided by Athena’s divine wisdom, Cadmus did something bizarre yet fateful. He pulled the dragon’s teeth from its jaws and sowed them into the earth like seeds, giving them each a drop of his own blood. From these teeth, warriors sprang forth almost instantly—the Spartoi, a race of superhuman fighters.

Justin watched, mesmerized, as the Spartoi, born of dragon’s teeth, the blood of a righteous man, and consecrated earth hand-selected by the gods themselves, turned on each other. The battle was brutal and swift, ending with only five warriors standing. These survivors would go on to become the forefathers of Thebes’ noble families.

But Cadmus kept a secret from even Athena. One tooth he kept for himself. The vision faded as Justin saw through Cadmus’s eyes as he stared at the single tooth, resting in his palm, and Justin knew what it meant.

“That’s me,” he realized. “I’m the tooth.”

***

When Justin’s eyes opened, he was lying on the floor, and Evie was sitting on his lap, straddling him, her lips an inch from his face. When she saw his eyes open suddenly, she jerked back, slapped him hard across the cheek, and shouted, “Pervert!”

“I guess I maybe deserved that in some alternate universe out there,” he grunted, sitting up. “Were you about to…kiss me?”

“I was going to resuscitate you!” she sputtered anxiously, aggressively playing with her curly hair, her voice comically high.

He furrowed his brow. “So…I wasn’t breathing?”

Evie puffed up her cheeks and looked up at the ceiling fan. She nervously rubbed her two index fingers together. “I—I—I—I—I—I—”

Justin held up a hand to stop her. “It’s fine. Forget I asked.”

Evie’s face went serious, and she nodded while betraying some relief with the way her shoulders relaxed. “What happened? What did you see?”

Justin told her everything. He told her about the vision, Cadmus, the dragon, and the teeth. “That’s the last thing I saw,” he said. “And I understood that I was…looking at myself.”

“So that’s why you have no parents,” she observed. “Interesting. But it’s not like the mystery is totally solved.”

“No, it’s not,” he said. “Those other Spartoi were full grown men when they emerged from the ground. I grew up like a normal person.”

“That’s not the mystery,” Evie said, rolling her eyes. “That’s probably just something that happened due to Cadmus’s own blood. All blood has different magical effects when used for things of this nature.”

Justin shrugged. “You’re the expert. So what is the mystery if it’s not that?”

Evie licked her lips. “Think about it. What do you think it is?”

“Whose blood was used to make me?” he guessed.

Evie grinned at him—a rare full smile from her that made his heart melt. She seemed to observe the affectionate way he looked at her and averted her gaze down at the floor in embarrassment. “Don’t stare like that. It makes me feel hot.”

“Sorry not sorry, then,” he grunted.

Evie, to his surprise, sat back on his lap, looking shyer by the second, but also determined. She couldn’t keep a steady gaze on him if her life depended on it, apparently, but she touched him with gentle familiarity, her hands resting easily on his chest. “So…do you feel happy now?”

“Because I know more about my past?” he asked.

She nodded and bit her lip, finally favoring him with some direct eye contact. “Yeah…”

“Truth is, I didn’t care much about that,” he admitted. “It is interesting though, so thank you.”

The demoness’s brow furrowed. “Then why the fudge did you ask me to help you with it?!”

“Because I wanted an excuse to keep you around,” he said, laughing. “I didn’t realize at the time that we’d end up living together the same day, so I needed a reason to contact you again.”

Evie’s eyes went wide. She pressed her lips together, raking her tongue over them. “I–Justin?”

“Yeah?” he said, smiling at her.

“I really wanna have…S-E-X…with you,” she whimpered before instantly covering her whole face with her hands. “Oh, fudging hell! I can’t believe I just said that!”

Justin smiled softly at her, grabbed her wrists, and guided her hands back onto his chest. “Neither can I, but I’m glad you did. I’m definitely into the idea.”

“But—” Evie stopped herself for a moment. She was having second thoughts. Doubt started to make a home inside her. What if she killed him, really killed him, and he didn’t come back? “Justin, I need to tell you something, baby.”

“You can tell me anything.”

“Dracula said the first time a succubus feeds she’s likely to lose control. I might suck all the life force out of you. You could die. She said that she’d fix it somehow if that happened but—I just thought you should know.” Evie let out a whimper of pain as she looked away from Justin’s gaze and pouted. “I can understand if you never want to see me again.”

Justin cracked his knuckles. “Get that vamp bitch on speed dial then,” he said.

“J-Justin?!” Evie squeaked in surprise. “You still want to…with me?!”

“Correct, madam,” Justin said confidently. “You already killed me once. How bad could it be?”

Evie threw her arms around his neck and started grinding her crotch against his as her lips mashed against his face. “I can feel your dick poking me in my private parts,” she moaned. “Gross.”

“Let’s see how you feel about it in ten minutes,” he said.

The remainder of their meal was quickly forgotten as Justin hoisted Evie into his arms and carried her to his room, where he placed her gently on his bed. “I can hear your heart pounding from here,” he noted as he stood over her, her looking up at him with an adorable face as she sucked her fingertips anxiously.

“Sh-shut up. That’s your heart, not mine.”

“I’ll take it slow,” he assured her, climbing onto the bed. His muscular form, notably more rugged than when she’d met him just yesterday, eclipsed her completely as he bent down to kiss her. “Well, right up until the second that I pick things up.”

“You’d better be gentle and slow,” she whimpered as her arms wrapped around his neck of their own volition. “I saw you on the news. It’s going to be like fitting a freight train in a one-car garage.”

Justin actually froze, his mouth going agape, jaw dropping as he looked into her eyes. “That is the nicest thing anyone has ever said to me.”

She looked away in embarrassment. “Shut up, dummy.” She pulled him down, his face pressing against her neck, and he started kissing her heatedly. Her arms moved, hands dragging down his chest until they reached the belted waistband of his pants, and she fumbled with the buckle for a moment, cursing under her breath. “Fudgin’ useless piece of—” Click. Justin’s breathing picked up as Evie slid his pants down a bit, and he took the hint and removed them the rest of the way.

He reached between her legs, rubbing her inner thigh for a moment, trying to tease her a bit before the main course, but Evie wasn’t having it. She grabbed his wrist and guided it straight to her pussy, and he was stunned to discover she hadn’t put her panties back on after her shower.

“Gosh, this is so embarrassing,” she moaned as his fingers started making slow, gentle strokes up and down her outer folds. “Don’t say it, Justin, I’m warning you.”

“Don’t say what?” he asked, clueless as to what it was he should try to avoid putting into words.

Evie blushed as her pussy made a loud sticky squelch as his fingers darted inside, and it was about the cutest reaction to getting fingered Justin had ever seen. “Don’t say—don’t mention it’s—it’s so—”

“Wet?” he asked.

She bit her lip and frowned at him, her brow furrowing deeply.

“Cuz, yeah, it is really wet,” he added with a grin.

“You’re so mean,” she whined, pounding him in the face with her little fists. “Butthead—Ahh!”

Justin’s fingers delved perhaps a little two deep, so she let out that response. “Sorry, I’ll be gentler.”

She whipped her head from side to side, covering her eyes with her forearm. “It’s fine. I’m—I think it’s ready for…for…you know…your thingy…to…to…”

Justin didn’t know how the daughter of Satan ended up this cute and shy about sex, but he wasn’t complaining. Freeing his cock from his boxers, he was not at all surprised to realize that he was so hard that he could probably have bludgeoned that hydra to death with his dick.

“W-wait!” Evie gasped, moving her hand away from her face to look down in panic when she felt Justin’s cockhead press into her tight, damp slit. “Wait, no! Hang on!”

Justin looked at her expectantly. “What? Do you want to stop?”

She shook her head. “No—should I…I should be naked, right? Or it won’t really be sex?”

He blinked at her a few times, his brows slanting, not quite sure what to make of that. “I mean. I’m not going to complain if you get naked.”

“I want it to count…” She nodded, then arched her back off the bed as she reached down to unhook her skirt and pull her top over her head. Her bra clasped in the front, so Justin helped himself, and when he did—holy fuck.

“Sweet Georgia Brown,” he muttered as her bra fell away, revealing two improbably large breasts that had been packed into a very undersized bra this entire time. “How the fuck did you hide these things?”

She covered her face with both hands. “Do—do you like them?”

He stared for a moment in hushed silence. “Do I fucking like them?”

She peeked through her fingers. “Oh no, I knew it! My tits are too big for my tiny body!” she wailed. “Please don’t dump me, I know it’s weird, but I—I can be…I can try my best to—to—”

Justin interrupted her by fastening his lips to one of her pale, skin-toned nipples. Instead of fucking her without the go-ahead order, he ground the broad side of his dick against her pussy lips, feeling her labia part and caress his length. She instantly ground her hips against him in reply.

“Nyahh..So—you won’t dump me, right?” she whimpered in her shyest, cutest, highest-pitched voice.

“And you call me a dummy,” he muttered. “No, I’m not going to break up with you because you let me see your amazing tits.”

He felt her whole body relax and a hot breath of relief touch the top of his head as all the tension left her. Her arms wrapped around his head, and she embraced him as he continued to tease her nipple with his tongue. “Mm…yeah, that feels…pretty good.”

“Can I go inside or not?” he asked. “If you still need more time, that’s fine, but if not—”

“Fuck me,” she whined, actually saying that dirty word, but she didn’t wait for him to make the move. Evie reached down and took his cock in her hands, guiding it to press the tip against her sopping slit. “I’m ready, Justy. You can do it.”

Justin unlatched from her breast to kiss her as he pushed inside her, and she moaned directly into his mouth. It made him feel warm, how he could hear her cute voice inside his own head.

“Mmph. What? Don’t laugh!” she squealed as she thrust upward to meet his every thrust head-on. “Don’t laugh, dummy!” She gently smacked the top of his head.

To say that her insides felt hot would be an understatement. Justin privately reflected that he was kind of glad that he’d died and been reborn with Spartoi powers because otherwise the heated depth of Evie’s pussy might actually be borderline uncomfortable. Well—that was his first reaction.

But when she started to relax in his arms, meeting him with every stroke and anxiously sucking on his neck while he plowed away inside her, things changed. Evie’s skin went even redder, then a pink aura started to surround her body. Along with that aura came a decidedly good feeling that affected him everywhere, but especially in his dick.

From that point on, every stroke was like one chip off of the block of his sanity. He flinched after a particularly powerful thrust, feeling a piece of him vanish into the ether, but as Evie howled, “Harder, baby! Nyaa!” all he could do was obey. His response to her every moan and command was instantaneous. “Deeper!” He obliged. “Gosh! Faster now, faster, I’m—my…it’s starting to…I think—”

He sped up, his eyes glazing over, watching with confusion as Evie took something with every breath. As he made love to her, Evie’s eyes rolled back, but her mouth hung open and a mysterious glowing vapor left Justin’s body and began coalescing into a wispy stream that found its way into Evie’s mouth. It was continuous, never-ending, with every single motion of their hips, he watched a part of him leave.

“Evie,” he grunted, but his voice came out quiet and hoarse, and there was no chance she heard him over her own moans and the slapping of his body into her thighs.

Furthermore, he couldn’t stop—not without her asking him to. She hadn’t been bluffing. He really was dying. He could feel his life essence sailing out of him and into her. He couldn’t even really be annoyed about it because, well, she’d warned him and he still said yes.

Might as well enjoy my outro, he mused. The only thing left to do was fuck Evie so good that she would scour the ends of the Earth to bring him back from the dead if needed. So that’s what he did.

He sucked her nipple, teased her clit, and fucked her pussy all at once. Her body wrapped around him like a koala in the springtime of its youth around a particularly vivacious eucalyptus tree. “Ahh! Ahh! Ahh! Justinnnn! I—I really…I really like you!”

“I like you too,” he tried to say, but it came out weak. Evie didn’t seem to notice, but she did hear his words. With her eyes still closed, she pulled his lips off of her breast and guided them to her mouth. She kissed him, and it tasted like cinnamon sugar and honey.

“I really, really like you,” she squeaked in a tiny, meek voice. “This is my first time.”

Justin said nothing. He just did his duty to please her demon booty, and with satisfaction, he felt her insides start to clench around his length.

“Ahh! Nnnghffffff shit! Shit shit it feels too good!” she whined, whipping her head back and forth, her curly hair smacking him in the cheeks. “Oh shit! Justy-baby, don’t hate me, I’m gonna make a mess!”

The volume of her female ejaculate was the furthest problem from Justin’s mind as he pumped away inside her. He was far more focused on the fact that half of his life essence had been swallowed up by his clueless girlfriend, and he was powerless to do anything but continue to pleasure her.

She was getting close, too. “Justin—I’m gonna cum for you, okay?! I’m—you’re the only boy who ever—ever saw me—Guh-haaa!” Her eyes rolled back and crossed slightly as her tongue fell out of her mouth like something straight out of a Japanese porno or an e-girl’s Only Fans page.

Justin distracted himself from his own demise by obsessing over the eroticism of that expression and the way her breasts bounced and jiggled with every thrust. He’d won. He’d survived this far. She came first, so maybe she would let him pull out and—

“Cum inside me, Justy,” she whimpered, her eyes closing, her hands dropping from his shoulder to frame her face. “I wanna feel you do it.”

Well, now she’d basically sentenced him to death, and all he could do was obey like a zombie. Justin picked up the pace and humped her like a horny dog until finally he reached the end of the line. As he climaxed, filling Evie’s depths with his load, the pink glow of a succubus around her started to expand, and with it, her wings and tail grew, her horns extended, and a ring of fire appeared like a halo over her head.

Justin, however, was not having the same kind of glow-up. With his last pump, his body gave out pathetically, and he collapsed on top of her. Evie, clueless as fuck, hugged him tightly and kissed his cheek, giggling. “I’m so happy. Thank you for being my first, Justin…Justin? JUSTIN!”

Justin didn’t respond. He couldn’t. He was dead. Again.


Chapter 12

(Evie)

“I killed him!!!” Evie wailed into her phone, one hand still holding Justin’s as she sat at the foot of his bed. “Dracula, pick me up! My boyfriend died again!”

“Evie, relax,” Dracula urged her on the other end of the line. “We planned for this, remember? Do you feel any different?”

Evie glanced at the mirror on the wall, seeing her reflection. There was no doubt that she had elevated herself to full succubus, and a rather imposing one. She was taller, physically stronger, her skin more crimson than ever before, and the demonic halo of hellfire over her head spoke to her unique pedigree. “A bit different,” she sniffled. “But I want Justy back! Hurry!”

“Don’t worry, sweetheart, everything is under control. He’s not even fully dead.”

Evie looked at Justin’s body skeptically. “Are you sure? He’s cold and he isn’t breathing.”

“I had Death hang onto his soul, so there’s no chance of him being out of reach of my magic. Now, I’m going to head over there, and we’ll call your Daddy and ask him to do a little favor for me and help put the soul back in Justin’s body and fortify him against this kind of situation in the future. If anyone can do that, it’s him.”

Evie blew her nose loudly, discarded the tissue into the waste bin, and whimpered, “Okay, hurry. I want him back.”

“Of course, sweetheart. But don’t forget, you still have to babysit Anya tomorrow.”

“I know!” she huffed. Then realizing she’d just yelled at her boss, she squeaked out, “Sorry.”

Within a minute, Dracula was in Justin’s apartment with Evie. She was more than a little surprised at how confidently the vampiress sauntered through the doorway. “I didn’t realize you could enter his home without being invited,” she noted.

Dracula nodded down at a doormat on the ground, just outside the apartment. It read, Please, Come In. “I gave Justin this as a housewarming gift when he moved into this apartment years ago, just in case I ever found out that a woman was here while Justin had Trevon over.”

“He does have a female roommate,” Evie noted bitterly.

Dracula frowned. “Just as I suspected—dark forces are at work to take your man from you, Evie. We must resurrect your boyfriend at once, and following the ritual, I suggest we find his roommate and kill her.”

Evie blinked a few times. “I am okay with that, but do you really think it’s necessary?”

“Could anything be more necessary than protecting your newfound love?!” the Countess gasped, her face twisting into a malformed rictus of revulsion at Evie’s hesitation. “I thought you were a woman of romance and purpose, Evie!”

Evie blushed and pouted. “I—it’s not like…like I…I’m in love with him or something. I just met him…”

Dracula extended her hands outward, and all the lights in the apartment went out at once. Shadows appeared on the wall behind her, cast by the moonlight, but unnatural, taking the shape of a woman and a man as they acted out a scene as described by the vampiress. “Imagine, Evie, if you will—Justin, tired from a long, arduous day of labor at the Pump N’ Go, returns home, happy to see you. But you can’t see him—you’re with me, pursuing your magical improvement. A necessary evil.”

Evie watched with an arched eyebrow as the shadow puppet representing Justin seemed to slouch in sadness. “How are you doing this?”

“No matter! I continue! Now, Evie, imagine his roommate, with her sinful human body, comes through the door. She, too, has had a bad day at—whatever the fuck she does all day. She, like a normal human whore, wishes to take her frustrations out on your man.”

“But, Justin would never—”

“But it turns out that she’s no human at all, but a monster! She is an ancient duchess with powers so compelling that she is even a match for Justin! She subdues him, and, without consent, she violates him and sends pictures of the whole ordeal to you!”

Evie’s head cocked to one side as her face deepened into a skeptical look. “This keeps getting more and more unlikely.”

“And yet, it happened to me,” Dracula said, her face twisted with rage at the memory. “She violated my Trevon, almost had him—she could have even killed him. If it can happen to him, it can happen to Justin, mark my words, little Evie.”

That revelation turned the scenario on its head. “Really?! That happened to Trevon?”

“He still has nightmares about it every once in a while. I would not wish that upon you and Justin, so, sadly—the bitch must die.” Dracula cracked her knuckles.

Evie nodded. “Alright. We’ll…we’ll maybe kill her and all other women in Justin’s life, just to be safe, except for his barber, Shaniqua. But first, can we get my boyfriend back?”

The lights went back on, and Dracula smiled. As the incandescent lights shone on her face, Evie realized that she’d been crying, as a little streak of bloody vampire tears ran down her cheek. “Yes, Evie. Let’s bring back your boy.”

The Countess was serious. That really did happen. To Trevon Mommyfudging Beaumont of all people. If he could succumb to an evil woman, then what chance did Justin have? Evie had to protect him at all costs.

Evie’s now much larger wings got stuck on the door to Justin’s room as she tried to show Dracula inside. She sighed and shifted back to her more human form, which ended up making her lose about six inches in height and most of her wingspan.

Dracula crossed her arms and stared at Justin’s lifeless body, leaning on one hip. “Hmm. Yep, he’s dead.”

Evie let out a pained sob. “So fix him, please! He was the first guy to survive a kiss with me, and only the second guy to willingly kiss me. And…we…made love…I can’t lose him in such a terrible way.”

The Countess clapped her hands together and rubbed them. She snapped her fingers, and a strange occult star burned itself into Justin’s cheap Berber carpet. With an additional snap of her fingers, black candles appeared pre-lit at each of the seven points of the pentagram.

“Sit in the middle, darling,” the Countess said, gesturing at the center of the occult summoning circle. “I’m going to use your blood to summon your father in a hurry. Death?! Deeeath, are you there, honey?”

Death rose through the floor. “Yes, Countess, I am here, but—”

“Is that a Hawaiian shirt? Did I interrupt something?”

Evie blinked at what her eyes beheld. Indeed, the Grim Reaper was wearing a pink and yellow floral button-up of questionable quality. “I was just getting dressed for a beach date with a ghoul chick, but it’s fine. Family comes first. Worst case scenario, I text her and let her know I’ll be a minute or two late.” Death set his gaze on Evie’s sobbing face for a moment and waved at her meekly. “Heeeey there, kiddo. You doing okay?”

She sniffled. “You’ve got Justin’s soul, right?” she asked hopefully.

Death nodded. “You know it, bud. Safe and sound, tucked away in Limbo until further notice.”

Evie wiped her eyes and nodded. “Okay. I’m ready, Countess Dracula.”

“Darling, we’re off the clock—you can just call me Vladimira,” her boss said with a chuckle. “Now, present your arm to me.”

The succubus obediently extended her arm in the Countess’s direction. “Are you going to bite me?”

“I don’t drink demon blood, sweety, it’s nothing personal.” Dracula extended one of her nails into a claw and swiped Evie’s forearm just enough to draw a few drops of blood. She turned Evie’s arm upside down so that the blood fell inside the circle. “One more thing to do.”

“What’s that?” Evie asked.

“For this kind of ritual, a rhyming incantation is preferred. So—watch and learn, Princess of Hell.”

Evie was ready to do just that. Her eyes widened and she observed her boss with bated breath. After a moment’s pause, the vampire queen finally spoke.

“Hello, Satan, how d’you do? I’d really like to talk to you. Your baby girl just popped her cherry. Please save her boyfriend, no rhymes for cherry. Voila!” Dracula wiggled her fingers and ten black tendrils of anti-light emitted from them, darkening all that they touched until they bent in the air and filled the summoning circle.

The room went pitch black for just a split second, flickering so dark that even Evie couldn’t see anything, but when the light returned, her father was there in his human form in a white suit with a black collared shirt and red tie, sitting on the edge of the bed right next to Justin’s body.

His eyes were closed at first, and he took a deep breath inward and let it go as two red horns emerged from his forehead in a very understated manner. He had tan skin and a black goatee, black hair slicked back like a mob boss. He had the build of a retired professional wrestler—strong but also just plain bulky, but in his fitted suit, he wore the weight well.

Evie let out a cry of relief at the sight of her father and rushed him, landing in his arms. “Daddy!” she shouted, wailing out sob after sob thereafter.

His arms embraced her, and he stroked her hair gently and kissed her on the forehead. And then he finally spoke. “Oh, good, he’s dead.”

Confused, Evie pried herself away from her father and stared him in the face. “What?”

“Well, it wasn’t my doing, but I certainly tried,” he grunted, gesturing at Justin’s body. “Evie, baby, you didn’t have to…to do this. I never needed you to become a succubus—you were perfect the way you were.”

“You…tried? Wait—the hydra! Was that you?!”

He threw his hands up and chuckled. “Yeah, guilty as charged, baby. But, seeing as how I can smell his soul on your breath, I take it the damage is done.”

“D-damage?!” Evie gasped. “Me falling in love and finding a guy who can stomach and survive me is damage?!”

Death cleared his throat. “Hey Satan. Uh, mom—am I still needed here, or can I go?”

“Give me the soul and you can be on your way,” Dracula muttered, extending a hand outward.

“No, give me that soul. I have a special cocktail of hellish treats to bestow upon the bastard that defiled my favorite daughter,” Satan growled.

“Daddy!” Evie rose with him and slapped her father across the face—hard. He looked shocked, but probably not as shocked as she felt. “I thought you loved me, but you just wanted to control me and keep me…weak and unhappy. Even mom was a better parent than you in the end. At least that bitch sent Belphegor to help me!”

Satan grabbed his cheek and rubbed the spot where his daughter had struck him. “I’m going to let that go for now, sweetheart. You have no clue how much I love you. But now we have to—to undo this, to fix—”

Dracula cleared her throat and pointed a finger at Satan, making him choke on his own words and crumble to his knees. “You’re forgetting something, aren’t you? You still owe me a life debt, which means that I have power over you until that debt is repaid.”

The Devil stared daggers into Dracula as he tried to breathe. “What…do you…want?” he managed to ask.

“You’re going to undo Justin’s death and reunite him with Evie,” Dracula said. “In addition to that, I’m going to add another stipulation based on current events—you are not allowed to harm him or come between them in any way. If you do that, then it’ll put us back on even footing and restore our truce once and for all.”

“F-fine,” he muttered. Satan nodded at Death. “His soul. I’ll need it for this.”

“If you fuck with it, then I’ll use your heart to power my summer home,” Dracula growled menacingly. “And I’ll let my husband get his lashes in with the Angel’s Tear.”

Death extended both hands and Justin’s soul, a pale blue vapor, wafted through the air, past Evie, and right into her father’s hand, which closed around it in a fist. His face soured with disgust at what he was doing as he slammed his palm against Justin’s mouth. “There!” he shouted, taking a step back. “It’s done.”

Evie cocked her head. “Justin? …Justy-baby?”

Satan rolled his eyes. “That’s just fucking wrong.”

A second later, Justin sat up so fast and so violently that even Death and Satan jumped. Evie pounced on him and hugged him as Justin’s eyes darted around the room, getting a feel for his surroundings. His eyes settled on the Devil and looked to Evie as though they were about to pop right out of his freaking head.

“Holy fuck, you’re—”

“Satan, Lucifer, the First of the Fallen—The Devil, yes, I know,” the suave, suit-wearing demon muttered.

Justin shook his head, extending his hands, eagerly shaking those of Satan. “You’re Evie’s father! It’s a pleasure to meet you, sir! I have no idea what’s going on but this is all very exciting!”

Satan’s eyelid twitched a few times, then he looked at Dracula and exhaled a profound sound of exasperated longing and regret. “Can I fucking go?”

Dracula nodded. “You may. And we’re square now. And Death, honey, you can go on your date.”

“Thanks, Mom,” Death said, then waved at Justin. “Hey Justin, good to see you, by the way.”

“Poker night at my place this Thursday?” Justin asked, shooting the finger guns gesture at Death.

“Oh, of course.”

Justin turned to Satan as Death made his smoky exit through the floor. “You’re invited too, of course, sir.”

Satan stared at Justin for one long moment, let out a pathetic whimper, then disappeared in a sudden burst of hellflame.

Justin turned to Evie, who was still in his lap. “I think that went really well! Do you think it went well?”

Evie bit her bottom lip and looked over at Dracula for guidance. She just shrugged. With a sigh, Evie looked back at her boyfriend, placed her hands on his chest, and said, “So, it turns out I killed you. Again.”

Justin’s eyes widened once more, but they mellowed out mere moments later as recognition flooded them. “Yeah, that checks out. So—”

“We had Death, Dracula, and my dad bring you back from the dead.”

“The Three D’s,” Justin chuckled. Seeing Evie frown at him, he apologized. “Sorry, bad joke. Go on.”

Evie pouted, looked at Dracula, then sighed. “Nope. I think that’s about all I want to say for tonight.”

Justin nodded. “Valid. I can dig it. Anyway, looking at the clock, it’s almost eight PM, so we still have time to finish eating and watch a movie if—”

“Justin, you died! I killed you, you fudging golden retriever made flesh! Aren’t you angry?!”

He shrugged. “Was the sex good at least?”

Evie averted her gaze and blushed, pressing her index fingers together shyly. “...Y-yes…I had a very good time. And I think next time I can control myself better…”

“I think that’s my cue to leave,” Dracula murmured, heading for the door. “Enjoy your night, you two. And Evie?”

The succubus sat up straight and nodded at her boss. “Yes, ma’am?”

“Anya wants blueberry pancakes tomorrow. Don’t be late.”


Chapter 13

(Lilith)

“So let me get this straight,” the Queen of Hell began as she sat upon her throne atop the Ziggurat of Hate. “You want me to believe that Evie not only met someone, but they also had sex, and she unlocked her full potential as a succubus?”

Belphegor bowed deeply. “Yes, my Queen. Your will is done.”

“Ha!” Lilith let out a single joyful cackle, then erupted into a laugh of celebration. “Ha ha ha! That is rich! That’s the best news I’ve had in half a century! Maybe longer! Well, kill the mortal she fucked and bring her home—I want to see what she looks like in her new form.”

Belphegor froze in his subservient position, struggling to find words. His hesitation did not go unnoticed.

“What is it?” Lilith asked, her mirth all but vanished from her voice. “Tell me.”

“Evie has fallen in love with the man who unlocked her powers and has secured a position learning magic with Dracula at her castle and is under her protection. Dracula even…forced your husband into an agreement to leave the mortal alone.”

Lilith’s eyes shot open. “That can’t be true. That pathetic brat has the emotional complexity of a goldfish.”

Belphegor looked up at his Queen with a somewhat indignant look on his hideous face. “That’s unfair to her, my Queen, I daresay.”

Lilith’s eyes widened. “Yes, you do dare, don’t you? How bold you are, rushing to that bitch’s aid. I gave you an order—I don’t care how you fulfill it, but you will see it done. Bring Evie back to me so that I can gauge her power, and remember to kill that mortal in the process. If Dracula gives her trouble, remind her that I don’t fuck around with vampires like my husband does.”

“If I may—”

“You may not,” Lilith said. “Now go.”

“If I may, my Queen,” Belphegor pressed, “killing her lover will be next to impossible. He is not truly human.”

The Demon Queen narrowed her eyes to angry slits. “What do you mean?”

“I kept a close watch on Evie and Justin—that’s the man’s name. I was a fly on the wall for—well, for quite a lot. He is the last of the Spartoi, a race of warriors grown from dragon’s teeth sewn like seeds. Even more so than any of them, he appears to be impervious to all harm—and now that he has been resurrected from the dead after Evie’s awakening—”

“Who did that?!” Lilith screeched. “Dracula? She isn’t capable of a straight up resurrection.”

Belphegor’s ugly face tightened. “Actually, it was Dracula, Death, and—uh, your husband.”

“My husband? Impossible! He has been tormenting the souls of every man who ever laid a finger on her since the day she was born. He would never bring back the one who first copulated with her.”

“He was strong-armed, my Queen,” Belphegor explained. “The whole thing was very complex.”

The air of Hell tasted especially acerbic to Lilith as she inhaled a deep breath through her pursed lips in an attempt to calm herself. “Fine. Fine fine fine. My husband was blackmailed, and Evie snagged an immortal boyfriend.”

“This is bad for you, isn’t it?” Belphegor muttered.

The queen’s hand trembled as she rested it on her hip. “Worse than you know. Belphegor—there is a little piece of succubus lore I keep heavily guarded and close to my chest. Something no mortal knows, and in Hell, the number of creatures who possess this knowledge can be counted on a single hand. None of my daughters are included in this number. Stand up straight. It’s time for you to know the stakes.”

Belphegor obeyed, striking a more natural posture as he viewed his queen. He had no idea what she was getting at, but he knew her well enough to know when she was worried—or afraid.

Lilith sighed as she crossed one leg over another. “Most people think that succubi derive their power from sex alone, and it’s true, we can. We become powerful from copulating with men, the more sex, the better. But there is one thing more powerful than lustful sex with many men.”

Her minion’s eyes widened. “What is it, my Queen?”

“Lots of loving sex with one man. I guarded this secret so that I would remain the most powerful succubus for all of time. The truth is, as much as Satan and I don’t see eye to eye on everything, we are and always have been deeply in love. That, and nothing else, is the key to my power. I would be just the same as any of the other succubi under my control if I behaved like them.”

“And now Evie—”

“Evie now has access to unlimited romantic sex with one man. Tell me—does he care for her as much as she cares for him?” Lilith asked, her brows slanting. She made a fist as she waited for the answer, which her servitor delivered cautiously.

“I…I dare say that yes, he cares deeply for her.”

The atmosphere around Lilith reacted to her anger, the air growing hotter, and the skies filling with red clouds dripping with the blood of sinners. It covered them both in short order as the Queen of Hell sat in silence and fumbled in search of a solution.

“He must die,” she grunted.

“It’s easier said than done,” Belphegor muttered. “And now that Evie is fully activated she will easily be able to control herself when she makes love to him.”

Lilith nodded slowly, her hands forming fists as she closed her eyes, and sighed as a single tear formed. “She already threatened me when she left Hell on her little quest. She said that she would kill me and take my throne if she had to. Regrettably, she must die.”

Belphegor took a step back, aghast. “My Queen, no—”

“I said what I said!” she roared. “Evie must die. I take no pleasure in it. With Dracula’s magic and her newfound, rapidly swelling powers, Evie poses a very real threat to my rule as Queen of Hell—and even her father’s claim.”

“But—she’s your daughter,” Belphegor grunted in disbelief, his three eyes judging her. Fine. Let him. He could judge her. So long as he obeyed.

“Is there a problem, Agent Belphegor? You have your own daughters, don’t you? Perhaps they should die first to show you how serious I am about this?”

The malformed demon in front of her shriveled instantly at the threat. “My Queen—I’ll do it. It shall be done, I swear!”

“Good,” she said, then relaxed in her chair. “Very good. You are dismissed.”

She watched the demon head toward the steps of the ziggurat—watched him disappear from her view as he headed out to perform his terrible task. Lilith had never really loved Evie all that much, but she did provide for her. She gave her all kinds of opportunities, taught her everything she knew…and now, in spite of her many failings, the little brat had become something she could be…proud of. Evie could take that to the grave with her—her motherly pride. She’d earned it at last.

“Well played, little Evie,” she sighed, choking back a regretful tear. “You did it, baby.”


Chapter 14

(Justin)

Evie felt different in his arms that night, even back in her mostly human form with tiny wings and a skinny tail. Justin’s heart thrummed with pride knowing that, somehow, he was responsible for the growth that she had just experienced.

Sex had been on the table—a round two, that is—but he opted to instead get some rest. Evie still needed to get up to babysit Anya in the morning, after all, even if Justin didn’t have work until almost the afternoon.

The sexy succubus talked a little in her sleep. It wasn’t a language that Justin recognized—it was probably whatever language was native to demons, but it still sounded cute to him as her little voice squeaked the words right into his ear, her chin resting on his shoulder as she slept. A few times he squeezed her so tightly that he worried he’d end up waking her, but apparently, he didn’t.

She was a deep sleeper.

Throughout the night, Justin felt a nagging question in the back of his mind, though, as the memory of his magically-induced flashback repeatedly played out in front of him. Who was he? If he was the blood-fertilized tooth of a dragon, whose blood pulsed through his veins? Did it even matter? And why did he have a childhood when the other Spartoi all just shot up to full maturity within minutes?

But for the moment, with his nose buried deep in Evie’s hair, he didn’t really care. Sure—that all felt kind of important, and like it might have some implications for his future. But right now, all he could think was to hope that his future was right here, in his arms.

He couldn’t remember a time he’d fallen so hard and fast. He’d pretended to be in love enough times in the past that he’d gotten good at the flirting and early dating stages, and that experience was certainly serving him well now—but both he and Evie were absolutely moving at the relationship equivalent of Mach V. When he thought back on everything that’d happened, it was something like this: They met. He asked her out via text. They went on a date and kissed. She moved in with him. They had sex.

But there was something so incredibly right about all of it—something he couldn’t begin to understand, sure, but it was there, on the tip of his tongue.

Evie’s eyelashes fluttered open. He could feel them dusting against his neck as she let out a sleepy moan. “Justin?” she muttered. “Are you awake?”

“Yeah,” he said. “You okay?”

“I need to pee, but I’m going to just stay like this for a little bit, first.” she said, yawning toward the end of the sentence.

He chuckled. “Fine by me.”

“I drank too much water today, she murmured. “I don’t normally pee in the middle of the night, so don’t think I’m weird or something. If anything, you’re the weird one.”

“I didn’t ask,” he grunted as he kissed the top of her head, between her horns.

She nuzzled him aggressively and wrapped her legs around him. “Dummy,” she muttered. “You should gain some weight. Your chest is too muscular to use as a pillow. I have to use your shoulder, and it makes my neck sore ‘cuz of the angle.”

“Sorry about that,” he said, stroking her curls.

“Do you really like me?” she asked after a long pause.

Justin smiled, but she couldn’t see it. “Yeah, I do.”

“Would you still like me if I was something gross—like an angel?”

He blinked. “I mean, sure. I don’t like you just because you’re a demon, you know.”

“What if I was a worm?” she asked. “Would you still like me?”

Justin had seen tutorials online about this question and other weird ones like it. He cleared his throat and spoke his answer with supreme confidence. “Of course. I’d put you in a little jar, filled with dirt and leaves, and take you everywhere with me.”

Evie giggled through her nose and kissed his neck. “Weirdo,” she said, her eyelashes giving his chin butterfly kisses. “Gross.”

(Evie)

Although she was just beginning this happy new part of her life, Evie kind of felt like she’d completed her journey and that nothing could take her sudden, unexpected happiness away. She was a one-man succubus now, hopelessly infatuated with a guy who liked her back, who could not only put up with her shitty personality but also survive it.

Her father was leaving them alone. Her mother would certainly be impressed, too, though she’d be loath to admit it…but even Lilith, Queen of Hell would have to acknowledge Evie was finally moving up in the world.

And then her phone rang.

“H-hello?” she murmured, grabbing it and raising it to her ear without looking at the number or the name of the person calling.

“Evie! You’re babysitting Anya this morning!” It was Dracula, of course, and the sound of her shrill Romanian accent on the other end of the line had Evie scrambling to her feet, but not before rolling off the bed and thudding against the floor.

Justin sat up and looked down at her. “You okay?”

“I’m on the phone,” she whispered hoarsely, covering up the line. Then, she returned to the call. “I’m so sorry! I’m not too late, I hope?! I’m on my way!”

“No, you’re not too late to save your ass, but it’s five minutes before clock-in time, sweetheart, and I just knew you were still in bed…right?”

“...No, of course not,” she said, wincing. Crap. She didn’t even have time to shower. “I’ll be there in a few. Might be a couple minutes after, but I’m on my way!”

There was a drawn-out sigh. “Hurry, please.”

Evie hung up the phone and slipped it back in her purse. Then, she turned her wrath on Justin. “What are you looking at, bastard! Because I was up late resurrecting your ass, I didn’t even have time to shower, and now I’m going to babysit smelling like your sweat and…and…” She blushed. She could feel herself blushing.

“Better change your panties,” he muttered, furrowing his brow.

“Of course I’ll change my fudging panties! Gosh darnit! Turn around, I’m going to change now.”

He chuckled at that. “I’ve already seen you naked.”

“Yeah, well, you don’t deserve to this morning,” she muttered as she brought her shirt over her head. “Are you peeking?!”

“Nope. Definitely not,” Justin said. Evie looked back at him to confirm and, well, technically he was telling the truth. He wasn’t peeking. He was full-on watching.

“Pervert,” she hissed, stifling the urge to smile at his dumb, horny face. “I bet you wanna stroke your fat cock while you watch me change, don’t you?”

“I don’t know if I’d go that far,” he laughed. “But I’m definitely going to take in the sight of my girl in the buff as often as I can.”

She furrowed her brow and took a step toward him, topless. He was more focused on her jiggling bosom than the angry face she was making, which pleased and pissed her off in equal measure. She jabbed him in his diamond-hard chest with her pointer finger. “Now get this in your head, bud. I’m—”

“Bud, huh? Just last night I was Justy-Baby.”

Evie’s face flushed. “I never called you that!”

“Did too. A lot. In front of your Dad and everything.”

“D-D-Did fudging not!” she squealed in irritation. “Now listen up, bucko! I—”

“Bucko is even worse,” he grunted.

“BUCKO!” she shouted. “I’m not your girl so much as you’re my man.”

He cocked his head. “But we’re still exclusive, right?”

“I—uh—of course.” she muttered, suddenly shyly pressing her index fingers together. “I wouldn’t…I’d never…”

“Good,” he breathed out in relief. “Then you are my girl as far as I’m concerned.”

“You…you…Graaah!” she yelled in irritation, throwing up her hands. “Gosh! You’re making me late!”

Justin laughed at her little outburst. “Just go. I’ll see you tonight, right?”

She nodded, her lip jutting out in a grumpy pout. She quickly finished undressing, letting him watch, then dabbed her body with some wet wipes. The only time she actually forced him to look away was when she was cleaning up the dried mess between her legs. She did rinse off a bit last night after Justin fell asleep, but she’d been still so turned on in his arms, and that just…kept things flowing. “So gross,” she moaned. “I need a real shower soon.”

“See if you can take one at Trevon’s crib when you’re there,” he suggested. “I’m sure they won’t mind. Just put Anya down for a little nap after a while and sneak it in before your lesson with Vladimira.”

“Maybe,” she agreed, and she put on her panties and bra. “Either way, it’s just one day. You can look now.” She sprayed on a bit of perfume, puffing it in front of her and walking into the cloud of it. She quickly ran a brush through her hair, but it was still a mess. “How do I look?” she asked anxiously, turning to her lover.

He smiled at her. “Like my girl.”

She blushed so hard she just had to punch him in the face and ended up hurting her hand, for which he profusely apologized. Finally, the time had come for her to leave. He walked her to the door, and when she walked out, she turned back around and looked at his feet shyly. “I had a good time last night,” she said. “Thank you for…for being so nice about having to take my virginity.”

“Thank you for being so delusional that you think that was a burden on me,” he replied with an awkward laugh.

She grabbed his throat and pulled him down, kissing him on the lips. “I like you a lot. Your turn.”

“My turn for what?” he muttered, dumbstruck by the forceful smooch.

“To say you like me, jerk.”

“Oh,” he chuckled. “Yeah, I like you.”

“A lot?” she asked, batting her lashes at him sweetly.

“A lot.”

Her eyes narrowed to tiny slivers. “More than any human slut?”

Justin blinked. “Definitely, but you don’t have to say it like that. Not all human women are sluts. Not even most.”

Evie thought of his roommate. For whatever reason, she never seemed to come home last night, but they would bump into each other again eventually. He might not see her as a slut, but Evie knew better. Dracula’s wisdom was inescapable—human women were not to be trusted. After all, they could be other monster women in disguise. And if Trevon Beaumont could nearly be taken advantage of, then poor Justin didn’t stand a chance. Invulnerable or not, an arachne could still bind him with her webbing, and she could think of no reason a siren couldn’t use her song to seduce him—even a powerful vampire like her boss could use mesmerism on Justin’s simple mind.

She nodded at him, furrowing her brow, then angrily kissed him one more time before turning her back. “Not all human women are evil sluts,” Evie said. “But enough are.” With that, she closed the door behind her and walked to work.

***

“You’re late, but seeing as how eventful last night was, I’ll give you a tentative pass,” Dracula said as she walked in the door. “You’re just lucky Anya isn’t up yet.”

Evie sighed in relief and flashed a submissive smile to her master, nodding. “Sure thing, boss! I’m going to get to work on those pancakes!”

“See to it that you do. The recipe for the blood syrup she likes is on the cupboard above you. If you hurry, I think you’ll be able to wrap things up before Anya comes looking for her breakfast.” Dracula stood up. “As for me? I’ll be tending to my husband’s needs.” She winked.

Evie nodded, not at all put off by the implications there. Now that she’d had a taste of what sex was really like, it still embarrassed her a bit, but she could also see why so many people were so obsessed with it. It was…great. Really great, actually, but she could tell that the one thing that made it so special was…was…

She tried to ignore that epiphany. She was not in love. No fudging way. Not after…two days. This was just a conveniently requited crush that had come at the right time. She’d get what power she could from Justin, then focus fully on her studies with the Dark Lady, Countess Dracula, the greatest sorceress in all of history.

But…the way he knew how to handle her…the way he wasn’t put off by her bad habits or embarrassing breakdowns…the way he held her in his powerful arms…his kiss…

“Fuck,” she groaned, grinding her thighs together. “Now I’m wet again.”

Fact of the matter was that she’d never once experienced a crush quite like this. Liking a guy was one thing, but chemistry? Mutual attraction and submission? Affection in just the way she wanted it? And he just seemed like a decent guy, at least in terms of how he behaved as a boyfriend. She didn’t really give a shit if he was a mass murderer on the side as long as he treated her just right.

And he did…

In over a thousand years of life, Evie had never really thought or been given a reason to believe that she could find happiness in a romantic relationship, but a part of her had always hoped. And now? Here she was. She had everything she ever yearned for all at once, and it felt like there was no one to contest it, to take it away from her.

She smiled. Not a subtle smirk, but a wide, beaming, bright grin as she looked down at the bowl of pancake batter she’d been mixing on mental autopilot. Snapping back to the present, she realized the batter was ready, and the cast iron skillet was heated, buttered, and good to go.

Evie cooked a mean freaking plate of bacon, eggs, and pancakes, and had some cereal and milk out on the table for the little girl too. Once everything was all set, she followed the recipe for adding the bagged blood in the fridge to maple syrup, which was pretty straightforward, and set it all out in a very neat display on the dining room table right in front of the highest seat.

Anya wandered into the room not two minutes later, rubbing her eyes as her little bat friends hovered around her head. She stretched and yawned as the bats worked together to pull her chair out for her, then pour her cereal and milk into a bowl.

“Thank you,” she chirped groggily, but happily. Her tiny nose wiggled as she sniffed the air, picking up the scent of her perfect breakfast right in front of her. Her eyes opened, then widened, and she fired a stunned look at Evie. “Did you make this, Auntie?!”

Evie smiled smugly at the little brat. “I sure did. Eat up, Anya. Let me know what you think.”

Anya dug in diligently, not even reaching for her freshly poured cereal, instead grabbing a fork and skewering a pancake. She took a big bite out of it and sighed with delight. “So yummy!” she squealed. “Just like my momma and daddy make!”

“I’m glad you like it,” Evie giggled, sitting kitty-corner from Anya, but adjacent. “Did you sleep well?”

Anya looked at her suspiciously as she continued to eat. “Seems like you did.”

Evie blushed a bit, but nodded. “I had a good night, it’s true. But we’re not talking about that.”

“Why not?” Anya asked. “Did you do something illegal?”

“Not exactly,” Evie chuckled. “Well—I’ll tell you this much. You know Uncle Justin?”

Anya nodded with interest as she practically inhaled a pancake.

“He and I are officially dating. Like, we’re together.”

The little dhampir’s eyes widened. “I see. Does that mean you already held his hand?”

Evie’s blush grew. “Y-yes, he held my hand.”

“And did you…hug him?”

Evie nodded. “I’m pretty sure we did something similar to hugging at some point.”

Anya shook her head in disapproval. “You’d better be nice to him. I’ll kill you if you make him sad.”

The succubus couldn’t help but giggle. “Noted.”

“Don’t break his heart,” Anya said, wiggling her fork in front of her. “He’s good to me, always buys me candy when I go to visit the Pump N’ Go, and he sometimes babysits me when mom and dad have a date.”

“That’s really cute,” Evie chuckled. “I think that’ll be my job now, though.”

Anya nodded. “If you bring him along with you sometimes, I don’t mind. He reads me stories and watches cartoons with me. He always talks about what’s happening in the cartoon, too.”

Evie never really cared for paternal traits when it came to attraction, but hearing about Justin being so patient with Anya somehow impressed her. “I wouldn’t have guessed that Justin would be so good with kids.”

“I don’t know anything about kids,” Anya muttered, “but he’s good with me. So don’t hurt him.”

“You sound like his sister,” Evie said with a wry smirk.

Anya shrugged. “Did you meet him for the first time at the gas station? When you saw me there, I mean? The other day?”

Evie’s head rolled to the side and she looked up at the ceiling thoughtfully. “Huh. Yeah, I guess that was the first time.”

“So that means you basically have me to thank, right?”

“How do you figure?” the succubus chuckled questioningly.

“You were looking for my Mom, I think. And seeing me was how you knew she was nearby. And my Mom and Dad introduced you properly to Justin.”

“Maybe I would have gone back to get his number, though,” Evie grunted, feeling a little defensive. A part of her was annoyed by these observations of Anya’s, preferring to think that it was her own choices that led her and Justin to fall in—wait. She stopped herself. She almost admitted it, if only just in her head.

Any shrugged and started chomping down some more pancakes. “Whatever. I’m just saying. I’m obviously the reason you have him.”

“I wouldn’t go that far, kid,” Evie chuckled.

“What about the photos I helped you send?” Anya asked.

“That didn’t change anything! It just embarrassed me.”

The little dhampir giggled adorably, then burped after gulping down a glass of milk. “What are we going to do this morning?”

“What do you usually do on a morning like this?”

Anya tapped her chin and set a pensive look on her face. “Watch cartoons. Scooby Doo is on in ten minutes. Maybe after that you can take me to ride my bike. And then, before lunch, we can see Uncle Justin at the Pump N’ Go.”

Evie sighed. That was a lot less intense than she’d been fearing. “Sounds good. Do you think your mom and dad would mind if I took a shower later?”

The little girl shrugged, cocking her head. “I don’t know. Ask my mom.”

“Fair enough. Alright, finish your breakfast and we’ll watch some Scooby Doo.”

“Mommy always makes a monster like the one Scooby and Shaggy face in the episode, and then Daddy kills it for me. Can you do that?” Anya asked.

Evie blinked. “Uh. That’s a little beyond my abilities at the moment, kid.”

Anya slumped back in her chair and crossed her arms. “That’s so disappointing.”

The succubus sighed. She had to do a good job. She had to keep this gig. It was the only way to learn magic, and she couldn’t afford to let Anya dislike her. With a curled fist, she looked the brat in the eyes. “I’ll find some way to entertain you, I promise.”

Anya grinned. “Can you show me what’s different about you, then?”

“What do you mean?” Evie was taken aback by that. Just what did this kid know?

“I can sense you’ve changed. This isn’t you anymore, right? It’s been replaced by something else. Can I see?”

Evie furrowed her brow and nodded, giving Anya a thumbs up. “You got it, kiddo. Just please tell your mom you like me.”


Chapter 15
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(Justin)

“Someone had a busy night,” Trevon Beaumont said as they made conversation at the till. “Honestly, I’m shocked you two hit it off so well. Sounds like everything went smoothly for your first time with her?”

“Define smoothly,” Justin said, almost snorting. “As I recall it, I died and somehow Satan himself was involved in my resurrection. That can’t be good for the ol’ soul.”

“Probably not,” Trevon agreed with a slight frown, but he turned it around in short order. “Still—it’s good progress. And I understand you learned a bit about your parentage.”

Justin sighed. “Not sure that’s the word for it. Welcome to the Pump N’ Go, how may I help you?” A middle-aged woman with a short cut quickly grabbed a pack of Double-A batteries and handed it to Justin. He scanned it and continued his conversation with Trevon like she wasn’t there. “Anyway, yeah, so I’m a dragon tooth that someone bled on and planted in the ground.”

“The Spartoi are a well-documented legend. There have been a few isolated cases of them over the years, but none coming from the original dragon,” Trevon mused. “If only I still had access to the Beaumont Archives. Alas, I do not.”

The woman shot them each a strange look as she left. Justin sighed. “Do you think your wife could make a portal to it?”

“I cannot say with confidence that that particular cache of lore yet exists. That location has also been heavily warded against night creatures and Dracula’s magic. I suppose I could see if she could set a portal within twenty miles or so, and we could make the rest of the way on foot. We’d have to trek through Slavic countrysides, but I am certain I could find it.”

“Listen, honestly Trev—”

“I wonder if there’s a way in still,” Trevon muttered, nodding, deep in thought. “I’d send Death, but the wards would make it impossible for him to enter.”

A pimple-faced teenager with a Billy Eilish t-shirt approached the counter with a Monster energy drink and a bag of Cheetos. “Are you guys messing around or something?”

“Yes, my good man,” Trevon muttered. “We are only jesting with one another.” Trevon took the boy’s goods and scanned them. “That’ll be $8.52.”

The kid handed them over and eyed them suspiciously as he left through the automatic doors.

“Anyway,” Trevon continued, “the wards are powerful enough to remain undisturbed even if the cache itself had been emptied by my ancestors.”

“I see,” Justin sighed. “But Trevon, honestly, don’t worry about it.”

“We both don’t work this coming Thursday,” Trevon noted. “Evie still has her lessons all week with Dracula and babysitting duty with Anya. We could make the journey and be back by nightfall, assuming my wife can conjure the appropriate—wait, did you just say not to worry about it?”

“Yeah. Honestly, I don’t really care so much about it. I’m happy to know what I know, so—” Before Justin could finish his response, though, the automatic doors made their chiming sound as they opened, and in walked the same ugly demon that Justin had seen before.

“Good God, man!” Trevon exclaimed, his hand going to the whip on his hip at the sight of the malformed abomination’s horrendous disguise.

“There’s no time to express your awe at my dapper looks,” Belphegor grunted in his disgusting voice. “Believe it or not, I am a demon of the nine hells.”

“You don’t say,” commented Trevon with obvious sarcasm.

“Belphegor, right?” Justin said. “You were the one who was watching me and Evie on our date.”

“Indeed, I was,” he said, nodding, his chins jiggling from all the ill-fitting skin on his body. “I cannot stay for long. I am here to tell you something important. It is about your lover.”

“Mine?” Trevon grunted. “Or his? Sorry, your eyes are—they’re looking every which way, it’s hard to know who you’re speaking to from moment to moment.”

“Justin—Evie is in danger. Queen Lilith has commanded me to assassinate her.”

Justin perked right up. “What? Why?”

“She’s lost her mind, fearing that Evie may one day overpower her because of you,” he said, tentacles wriggling inside his trenchcoat. “I realize this must be concerning, but—”

“What do I need to do?” Justin asked, pulling out his phone. “Should I call her? Does she already know?”

“I would like to protect her from the truth for now. Once the attempt on her life fails, she’ll know. That’ll be soon enough.”

“But she deserves to know now,” Trevon muttered, and Justin instantly offered his agreement.

Belphegor frowned at them. At least, Justin was pretty sure that living nightmare was a frown. “She is safe when she’s with Dracula, and she is safe when she’s with you. She is not safe when she is alone. All you have to do is make sure she gets stronger—sooner rather than later. Feed her succubus nature with love and lust, and soon her power will swell enough for her to protect herself.”

“So—basically have regular sex with her,” Justin said, his brow arching. “Is that the gist? Because I was going to do that anyway.”

“Yes. And be aware. Be ready to protect her at any moment.”

“If we can’t tell Evie, can we at least tell my wife?” Trevon asked.

Justin rolled his eyes. “I’m sorry—we’re telling Evie.”

“No, don’t! Please. I still have hope that this will blow over and the queen will realize her mistake. Familial relationships in Hell are just a bit more complicated. Be understanding!”

“If they’re just complicated, then Evie will understand and she won’t be surprised,” Justin reasoned. “I’m not kicking off my relationship with a lie.”

Trevon nodded gravely. “This puts a damper on our travel plans,” he noted.

Justin pressed the conversation further. “Who should I look out for? Who is supposed to kill Evie, anyway?”

Belphegor twitched a few times at the question. “Uh. That would be me.”

(Evie)

“Three little bats, hanging from the roof,

One exploded, he went POOF!

Two little bats, hanging from a tree,

One blew up and he went EEEE!

One little bat, hanging from a ceiling,

Wolfman caught him, now he’s squealing.

One bats, two bats, three bats, oh,

Everybody dies, that’s how it goes.

One bats, two bats, three bats—”

“That’s a pretty depressing song, Anya,” Evie noted as she brushed the little girl’s hair. Evie sat on the couch, while Anya sat on the floor in front of her, playing her Pretendo Snitch while Evie groomed her. It was kind of soothing, brushing a little kid’s hair while she sang creepy nursery rhymes. It made her feel a little nostalgic for the days when her own mother used to tend to her, back in her first half-century of life, before she reached maturity.

Anya seemed to be growing at the rate of a normal human child despite not being particularly normal or human. There were pictures on the walls, hanging—portraits, not photos. They featured the whole Tepes-Beaumont household…Vladimira, Trevon, Death, and Anya. The oldest one showed Anya still as a baby. Evie smirked at it. She looked cute then. She still looked cute.

“I’m kind of bored,” Anya sighed, and the declaration made Evie perk up instantly.

“Well, what do you want to do?” she asked, eager to please the kid for her own sake. “Name it. If I can do it, I will.”

“Will you kill some monsters in the castle corridors and let me watch?” Anya asked, batting her eyelashes hopefully at the succubus.

Evie frowned. “I’m not sure I’m ready for that. Also, I’d need to get your mother’s permission to kill her monsters, wouldn’t I?”

“Just tell her I made you do it,” Anya said, turning around on her butt and looking up at Evie from the floor. “Pleeeease?”

“Let’s do something else today, alright? I’ll ask your mom about that in my class today, but I’m not even sure I’m strong enough for whatever monsters she’s got.”

Anya sighed. “Then…” Her face twisted into a smug, self-satisfied grin. It was almost sadistic. Evie flinched at the oddness of it. “Can we go visit Daddy and Uncle Justin at the Pump N’ Go?”

“Wasn’t your dad with your mom?” Evie asked, quirking a brow.

“I heard him on the phone earlier, when you were in the bathroom,” she said, tapping her pointed ear. “He had to leave early to fill in for someone, whatever that means.”

“Huh.” Evie’s own countenance took on a fretful quality. “I imagine your mother won’t be pleased about that.”

“She won’t be,” Anya agreed. “She hates it when they’re hug sessions are interrupted.”

Evie smirked at that. So in her own way, the little brat was innocent after all. She doubted that hugging was the extent of the things Vladimira did with Trevon every morning before he left for work. In the past, thinking about cool, romantic couples like them getting it on would have pissed her off. Now, she found it romantic. It made her think of…well, obviously Justin. It made her imagine that, one day, maybe, they might be similarly lovey-dovey. Maybe one day she’d have her own badass castle across the road from here, and every morning Justin would wake her up with sex and kisses. Then she’d cook pancakes and bacon for him—it turned out she was pretty good at that—and she’d walk him to the door and help him button up his Pump N’ Go managerial vest.

Her cheeks burned red hot as she imagined it, and she started biting her lip and fanning herself. When she looked down, the little girl was glaring at her with a decidedly judgy look.

“What are you doing, Aunt Evie?”

“Nothing,” she said, taking a big breath. “Nothing. Sure. Let’s go to W-Mart first. I want to buy some things, and after that we can visit your dad and Uncle Justin.”

Shit. She wasn’t sure why, but saying “Uncle Justin” kind of made her even hotter. It was a little naughty, knowing that she’d fucked that boy to death.

Hmm. Evie realized something then. This wasn’t really normal behavior for her. This level of libido, of fantasizing, of daydreaming about sex… She could try to keep it under control but the succubus powers were so new to her, and her feelings for Justin were at a boiling point.

“Let’s get the hell out of here,” she breathed, her eyes widening. “Is it hot in here?”

Anya’s eyes shone with suspicion. “No.”

It was only about ten-thirty in the morning then. Evie decided that, if she was going to be taking Anya out while Dracula was still at home, it would be good form to clear it with the Countess first. She asked Anya to finish getting dressed and go potty, assuring her that she’d be back in a minute.

Evie knocked on the door to the Countess’s bedroom. “What is it?!” Vladimira shouted back, clearly lacking anything resembling a good mood.

“Oh! Uh—sorry, Countess, it’s just that I was thinking of taking Evie to the W-Mart and then swinging by the Pump N’ Go to see her father and Justin. I think we’ll be back around noon, and then I’ll put her down for a nap, take a shower, and we can have our lesson.”

The door opened on its own. “Come in, little Evie,” the Countess said, her mood apparently stabilized.

Evie stepped into the room. It was dark except for the red velvety-looking bed, which seemed to glow somehow with its own mysterious light source. Dracula lay in a crimson nightgown atop the sheets, looking both ridiculously sexy and intimidating at the same time. “Uh…yes, Countess?”

“Actually, there was one thing I wanted you to do. If you’re already going to W-Mart, maybe you could pick up some dog food while you’re there? I wanted to give you an opportunity to bond with Anya and help her pick out a dog.”

“A dog?!” Evie gasped. “Anya is going to get a pet?” That was amazingly bad news for the succubus. It more or less doubled her responsibilities. Now she didn’t have to just feed and entertain Evie, but also a puppy. She didn’t sign up for this…and yet, she owed Dracula a lot already, and she knew that having to pick up dog shit once or twice a day was a small price to pay for learning her powerful brand of sorcery.

Dracula grinned at her. “If you don’t mind. Do you have…reservations about it? I just think it’ll be good for Anya to learn some responsibility. I imagine she’ll be more attached to you if she associates the pet with you, too.”

Evie nodded. “Is there a particular breed, or—”

“Could you maybe pull some strings, actually, and get one from the Pit?” Vladimira asked, sitting up, but leaning back on her palms. “It would be a great favor to me. I could conjure one up, but it’s not the same as getting one straight from the source.”

Evie blinked. “From the Pit? You mean a hellhound? As in, from Hell?”

“Only if you can,” Dracula said. “Any breed will do. Malebolgian Terrier, Styx Hound, Cerberus Retriever, whatever you can manage.”

“I’ll…I’ll see what I can do,” Evie muttered, nodding cautiously. “Yeah…I think I can swing that.”

Well, that had been quite the turn of events. Still, it didn’t really change anything. She closed the door to Dracula’s room and bid the Countess goodbye, and when she turned around, Anya was there, standing upside down on the ceiling so that she was practically eye to eye with Evie. “Hey!”

Evie jumped and screamed, then settled herself down. “Don’t sneak up on me like that, Anya,” she groaned, plucking the girl by the armpits and flipping her around. She set the dhampir child down on the ground and sighed as she rolled her eyes. “Alright. Change of plans.”

Anya cocked her head as she looked up at her. “What’s up?”

Evie smirked just before delivering the news. “We’re going to go puppy shopping. In Hell.”


Chapter 16

(Justin)

“Let me get this straight,” Justin muttered, sitting down with Belphegor at the same cafe where he’d taken Evie for their first date—the Blue Swan. This place already held some special significance in his mind, so he was hesitant to meet this much uglier demon here, but it was a convenient option in a pinch. “You’re saying you want me to kill you?”

“I don’t want to kill Evie,” Belphegor explained, nodding slowly. “But if I refuse my queen, then she’s threatened to kill my daughters in reprisal.”

Justin furrowed his brow. “My future mother-in-law sounds like she might be a source of stress.”

Belphegor’s shoulders bounced. “As far as folks in Hell go, she’s not all that bad, really—but she fears Evie’s potential, and a demon is nothing if not a survivalist. She’ll do what it takes to live.”

“I doubt Evie has the will right now to take her mother’s throne from her cold dead hands,” Justin noted with a bit of amusement, sipping his black coffee. “Honestly, can’t we just persuade your queen to stand down?”

“I wish it were that easy,” Belphegor muttered, shaking his head, causing his chins and the jelly of his three eyeballs to wobble sickeningly. “No, no. The truth is that Evie will likely develop those ambitions once she realizes just how much power she has.”

Justin’s face made a rather skeptical smirk. “Are we talking about the same Evie?”

“Is she really without ambition in your eyes?” Belphegor asked as he sipped his strawberry mochaccino, pinky out. “Think carefully and be honest with yourself.”

Justin did think carefully now that he’d been prompted, and he was surprised at what he realized. He’d been so distracted by how adorable she was and how sweet their blooming relationship had been that he forgot the whole reason she was here. Yes, she was ambitious. She came here looking for Dracula to learn magic so that she could prove herself to her mother and earn her own corner of Hell—to rule, presumably.

“I guess you’re right,” he mumbled, burying his face in his mug.

“You are a powerful stepping stone to her,” Belphegor muttered reverently. “A launchpad to remarkable abilities. With Dracula’s training and the newfound strength she’s gained from your love, she will return home and challenge her mother the moment she realizes she can.”

This was painful to hear. He was…a launchpad. A stepping stone. Meaning that, he guessed, she’d grow out of him eventually and move back to Hell to fulfill her destiny. “How do you feel about the idea of Evie overthrowing your queen?”

He shrugged. “Might makes right in Hell. And Evie is…well, she reminds me of my own children. I support her right to live, so I suppose that means I support her right to rule should it come to that.”

Justin leaned forward and laid his chin on his arms, resting his head on the table. “This fucking sucks,” he muttered.

“It is a challenging situation,” Belphegor agreed. “But you must protect her. Once I am dead, it will only be a matter of time before Lilith finds another agent of her daughter’s destruction. You must be ready to stop him or her as well. It might be an ‘it’. She might resort to monstrosities.”

“I don’t mean that,” he said, shaking his head. “Of course I’ll protect her. But…I don’t want her to leave.”

Belphegor cocked his head. “To rule Hell, you mean?”

Justin sighed and shrugged, then downed the rest of his black coffee. “Yeah. Exactly.”

“Oh. She won’t be leaving without you, that’s for sure.”

He looked up at the ugly demon dude, his brows quirking. “What do you mean?”

“You’re the source of her power—specifically, the fact that she’s in love with you. She can’t exactly pack her bags and depart for her destiny without taking you. It’d be like taking a phone with no charger.”

Justin blinked. In love? With him? “You mean…she’s going to take me to Hell?”

Belphegor nodded and sipped his weirdly pink coffee-based drink. “Precisely.”

Justin sighed but felt a bit lighter. “Well. Beats Wisconsin, I guess.”

“And keep in mind she has a lot to learn from the Countess in any case. I doubt she’s about to stuff her luggage right away even when she does realize her destiny.”

“So. If she…is in love with me, and she takes me with her to Hell, where she’ll be the queen—”

“You’re asking if that makes you the king of Hell?” Belphegor said with a punctuating laugh. “Ha! No. That’ll make you the King Consort.”

Justin smirked. “Still sounds important.”

“And it would be. You would have arguably the most important job in all the Nine Hells.”

“Which would be?” Justin asked, brows raising with curiosity.

“Giving dick to the queen.”

Justin scratched his chin. “That does sound important. And awesome.”

Belphegor grinned. “I knew you’d catch up.”

The Pump N’ Go manager ran his finger around the rim of his mug, now empty, his eyes narrowing as he succumbed to deep, dark thoughts. Matricide. Regicide. Would he be strong enough to support Evie in her quest to kill her own mother and rule the—nine or so hells? Was that the life he wanted?

“What’s Hell like? For a human like me, I mean,” he noted.

“Oh, I wouldn’t worry about that,” Belphegor grunted gruffly, slapping his pretty drink on the table. “Evie will have the power to accommodate your comfort when she takes over—and we’re talking decades, maybe a century before she’s at the level to overthrow anyone.”

Justin blinked. “Well, that complicates things.”

“How so?”

“I’ll be dead,” he said, spreading his hands as he stated the obvious. “I have a human lifespan.”

Belphegor shook his head. “No, you don’t. You’re a Spartoi. Only a dragonslayer weapon or monster hunter from a consecrated bloodline has the power to kill you—well, that and anything that drains lifeforce, apparently.”

The gas station manager decided not to ask just how Belphegor came upon that bit of information. “Right,” he muttered.

“Point is, something like disease or old age won’t do the trick. You’re immortal.”

“So you’re saying… at least for thousands of miles, probably the one thing besides my girlfriend that can kill me is my best friend?”

Belphegor let out a surprise laugh like he was only piecing that detail together right at that moment. “Yes, that’s correct. How funny.”

“Guess I’d better stay on Trevon’s good side,” he said. Justin nodded at his empty mug, then at the mostly empty mochaccino across the table from him. “I’m getting a refill to go. My break’s almost up. You want another one, or—”

“No, I’m good. Help yourself.”

Justin walked to the desk and found himself feeling unusually light in the head. He had taken in so much horrifying and bizarre information in the last few days that he honestly thought his cranium might pop like a grape between an angry gorilla’s fingers. Evie was…apparently destined to overthrow Satan and Lilith and become the Queen of Hell, and if she had more than a crush on Justin, it seemed like he might be locked into that destiny with her somehow. Not that he minded.

As he took his new coffee from the young ponytail-wearing barista, a powerful, unshakeable urge made a home in his heart, and he knew he couldn’t leave without satisfying it. He had to know for sure. For some reason, the surrealness of it all had reached such a boiling point in his brain that the only logical answer was that he was dreaming. And how do you wake up from a dream?

“Listen, uh—” He looked at the girl’s nametag, “Hailey.”

“Um. Yeah?”

“I need a favor from you.” He pulled out a ten-dollar bill and handed it to her, and her eyes went wide.

“W-what’s this?” she squeaked.

“I need you to slap me,” he declared. “Right here, on the cheek, as hard as you can. I’m sixty-two percent sure that I’m dreaming, so—”

She giggled. “Is this a pickup line? Are you calling me the girl of your dreams or something?”

“What? God, no,” he grunted, and the woman instantly lost all sense of amusement. “No, I need you to literally slap me in the face.”

She looked over at her manager, who just shrugged. “I didn’t see shit,” he grunted.

With a sigh and a slight wince, Hailey drew back her hand and clapped it against Justin’s cheek as hard as she could, breaking three fingers. She screamed, which made him feel bad enough, but he didn’t wake up, nor did he particularly feel that slap in any meaningful way.

“Well, fuck,” he grunted.

But that wasn’t the half of it.

(Evie)

Evie was stunned. So stunned, so horrified by the depths of her own hatred and indignation that she literally froze, something inside her forever broken. Having finished up at the W-Mart, Anya and Evie dropped off the dog food and were set to be on their way to the Inhumane Society closest to her childhood villa in the Alighierian Abyss. It would be Anya’s first time in Hell, so she wanted to make sure she saw a good neighborhood with minimal torture.

However, before they did that, Anya wanted to visit her father and Justin—and, in her heart, Evie had to admit that she could use the excuse to sneak her man a smooch anyway. Maybe…maybe more than a smooch. So they headed to the Pump N’ Go, but Trevon informed them with some obvious dodginess that Justin took his break.

It didn’t take long to piece together where he’d taken his break when it became clear that he wasn’t in the break room. Justin had let it slip once that he sometimes took it at the cafe where they had their date, so she thanked Trevon for his time, making sure to be extra polite with her boss’s husband. She left Anya with her father, promising to come take the little girl back when she walked back with her lover.

And so, here she was, with her hand on the glass outside, looking inside, watching some filthy, disgusting, evil, human scum slap her property in the face. With more of a loud POOF than anything else, she went into her full-on demon form, now nearly as tall as Justin—taller if you count the horns, and she walked straight through the glass door to make sure she made the right impression.

It shattered, and the metal frame ripped off the hinges as she pushed her way through, scattering steel and glass everywhere within ten feet of the entrance to the Blue Swan Cafe. People shouted and screamed—most of all, the evil ponytail-wearing barista behind the counter, who clutched her hand, obviously suffering some karmic pain from touching Evie’s man.

How dare she…How dare she…

All eyes were on her, including Justin’s, who looked as though he was in a daze, utterly confused, maybe even traumatized somehow. “Evie?” he grunted. Her poor boy. Defiled by a common wench. It made her blood boil, every exhalation from her nostrils coming with hellfire.

Evie wanted to say this: “Justy-Baby! Don’t you worry, I’ll take care of everything from here, my love!” Instead, this came out of her mouth: “WHY ARE YOU LETTING HUMAN WHORES TOUCH YOU?!”

Before he could even answer her, she jumped and landed atop the business counter, wingspan on full display. With a roar, she breathed out hellfire. The barista dropped to the ground and rolled under some machines, thinking fast, but she did manage to light the manager’s head on fire. He probably deserved it. Probably.

“Evie!” Justin blurted out, snapping out of his stunned state. “Honey, please, this isn’t necessary!”

She turned to him, her eyes blazing with inner flames, her demon tail whipping pendulously behind her. Her wings outstretched as she jumped down from the counter and wrapped him up in them, shielding them from the rest of the world, giving them a moment of privacy.

“Why did she slap you?!”

Justin cringed. “I paid her to.”

Evie’s face twisted into several shapes unfamiliar even to her before settling on rage. “Why the fuck would you—”

“I thought I was dreaming,” he said, placing his hands on her shoulder. “Everything that happened these last few days…it’s all been so crazy and…nice, honestly. I thought it had to be a dream.”

Evie froze. “You thought…I was your dream?”

He nodded. “Yeah. I mean—look, everything that’s been going on has been so insane it’s just…well, but also…like a fantasy. A literal fantasy. I just couldn’t believe it was all real for a second, so—”

She shut him up with a kiss, pressing her lips against his and hugging him tightly. Her wings cocooned around him, and after a moment of confusion, he embraced her with just as much passion. “Dummy,” she squeaked in his ear, whispering it. “If anyone’s dreaming, it’s me.”

“Don’t kill the girl, though,” he said. She made a face at him, her eyes narrowing. “I mean, ideally.”

“Do you love her?”

Justin just stared at her for a second, like he was trying to decide if she was joking or not. “Uh. No, of course not. But it’d be really fucked up to kill someone I paid to slap me.”

Evie sighed and opened her wings, taking a step back. She noticed Justin looking behind him, like he was searching for something or someone but didn’t see them. She was so overcome with affection for him that she didn’t have the energy to ask why. “I won’t kill her. But I think I killed the manager.”

Together, they leaned over the counter and peered down at the floor. The manager, whose hair had been on fire, looked surprisingly none the worse for wear, all things considered. There was a steaming bucket of mop water beside him which provided a clue as to why.

“I’m sorry,” Evie said. “Well. Not really. But your cafe has sentimental value to us, so please forgive me and allow us to come back in the future.”

The man, who was shaking and shuddering on the ground, stared up at her with fearful eyes and flashed a brief thumbs up. “O-okay.”

Justin looked up at the clock on the wall since his watch hand was resting on Evie’s waist. “My break is over,” he muttered. “I need to head back. He looked at the girl on the floor—he already forgot her name—and frowned. “I’ll tip really well next time.”

“No, you won’t, or I’ll kill her,” Evie told him.

“Never mind, I won’t,” he sighed.

As they left the cafe, walking through the glass door which was now very broken, he put his arm around Evie’s shoulders, and she shrunk back down to her human-like form. He laughed as his arm sank lower to accommodate her much shorter height. “Don’t laugh, Dummy” she hissed, punching him in the chest, then blasting a fireball at the side of his head from her mouth.

It collided with his cheek, and he brushed off any lingering cinders and smiled at her. “So, where’s Anya? With Trev?”

Evie nodded. “Yes. Maybe don’t mention that I half-destroyed that cafe to them.”

“I’ll save it for boys’ night,” he chuckled. “And don’t worry, I’m sure insurance will cover it. The city is very aware of supernaturals. You guys pretty much get away with whatever you want, and it all ends up on the city’s dime.”

“It’s a nice little town,” she allowed, smiling. But then she stopped.

Justin walked a couple more steps forward and stopped when it was clear she didn’t follow. He took a big step backward and looked down at her pouting face. “I’m late for work.”

“You’re the manager, and Trevon is the only other one working.”

“True. So. What’s wrong?”

Evie’s cheeks puffed out and she made a pair of little fists that shook in front of her chest. “I don’t like that you let that girl touch you!” she blurted out. “That’s a boundary for me!”

He lowered his head and frowned. “You’re right. That was pretty dumb of me. I should have factored that in.”

“I…I forgive you,” she muttered. “And…there’s more.” Badump. Badump. Badump. Her heart was beating in her chest, because she knew what she wanted to say and it horrified her.

“Okay.” He looked into her eyes. “Hit me with it.”

“I really…really like you,” she whispered in a soft whine. “So…yeah.”

He smiled at her. “That’s sweet, but it’s not the first time you said it.”

She shook her head heatedly, her hair whipping this way and that. “You don’t get it, dummy. I…really, really, really like you. Dracula says…well, she says it might be more than just liking. And she says I should kill your roommate and—”

“Please don’t do that.”

“But it makes so much sense!” she huffed, stomping on the ground.

Justin shook his head. “She’s moving out in six months. She told me earlier.”

Evie blinked at him—this was good news at least. But… “She told you? As in—one-on-one? Alone?”

Justin put his hands on her shoulders, steadying her, then caressed her cheek with his left hand. “She’s moving in with her boyfriend, or that’s the plan, because their relationship is getting serious. That’s what she wanted me to know. So it’s really unnecessary to do the whole murder thing.”

Evie’s heart continued to pound in her chest, but not out of indignation. “I’ve never been like this before.”

“Like what? Jealous?”

She slanted her brows at him. “It’s your fault. You should be uglier so women won’t desire you.”

“I…don’t really want to be uglier,” he grunted.

She stomped again. “But—you’re my boyfriend! We had…we had S-E-X and everything! You saw me naked! But the whole freaking town saw you naked on the news!”

His face went on a journey of discomfort at the reminder. “I wish you wouldn’t bring that up. If you’re going to blame anyone for that, blame your dad.”

An ember of regret burned in her stomach at the look on his face. “I do blame him! But it doesn’t mean it didn’t happen. Now everyone knows what you look like and…that should just be…for me.” Tears formed in her eyes. “That should be something just for me to see. But now everyone knows how good you look, and how strong you are, and how brave and cool and—don’t make that smug look, you bastard! I’m trying my best to communicate openly here!”

His smile faltered and he grabbed her hands. “Sorry. You’re absolutely correct. I shouldn’t make light of that. Truth is, I absolutely hate it too, but at the time I couldn’t see a way out other than what I did.”

“You don’t have to explain! I’m explaining! I’m just—I’ve never loved someone enough to share my feelings and speak this openly with so—” She stopped mid-sentence when her words caught up to her. “I mean—like! Like! I didn’t say—I mean, I did say it, but I didn’t mean…no I…I did…I meant it, but…I’m so confused.” Burning lava tears formed in the corners of her eyes as she looked up at him, utterly helpless.

He smiled at her. “It’s so soon, Evie. I didn’t want to cheapen it, but I feel it too. It’s a freakishly fast connection, but I can’t…I can’t get around the way I feel either.”

“I can understand why I fell so fast.” She looked around to see who was watching as they stood about a block away from the Pump N’ Go, but there was no one around. “I’ve never, ever found someone who liked me—and the one time I almost thought I did, I killed him. I’ve been so…deprived, I guess, so of course I feel so strongly, but it’s not just that either. There’s something so perfect about you.”

“Perfect how?” he asked.

She closed her eyes, forcing the tears out. Justin caught them in his palm rather than let them drip onto her dress and flicked it onto the pavement, where it sizzled. “I don’t know,” she said. She held up her hand and caressed it. “It’s like you’re a glove made specifically for my hand—or, for my heart, I guess.” She blushed, her eyes bulging as she heard her own words. “That sounds so cheesy!”

Justin chuckled at her. “I get it, though. Evie, I’ve dated a lot of chicks, I won’t lie. I have…a type. I don’t know how or why I developed this specific type—the dangerous, unhinged, wild, toxic type—but that preference led me right to you. But the funny thing is that all those things that people call red flags…when I see those traits in you, they’re more like big, flashing, green lights.”

“Am I your favorite?”

“Oh, without a doubt,” he immediately assured her.

“Then…” She took a step closer to him and rested her head on his chest. Just as she’d hoped, his arms wrapped around her without her having to ask. “Then promise me we’ll be together forever.”

She felt Justin tense up a bit. Her initial internal reaction was to panic, to freak out, to explode, to cry, to shout, to blow fire on him—but before she could process it enough to say anything, his tension released, and he said, “I promise.”

“And you’ll marry me one day,” she added, her breath getting hotter, misting his face with cinnamon intensity.

Justin gulped. “I promise.”

“And we’ll have at least one daughter and one son. And—and you’ll kill any man who touches me, and I’ll kill any woman who touches you, and we’ll make love at least once a day—no, twice. No, five times! And—and—and I wanna use my magic to rip your rib cage open, and I’ll hug you from the back and reach inside you and sleep with my hand gripping your beating heart every single night.”

Justin nodded firmly. “I think there are a couple things in that last one we’ll have to mull over and put through the drafting process, but I’m more or less on board.”

Evie looked up at him and grinned, expecting to find a little fear or hesitation in his eyes, but what she found was…awe. Wonder. He looked like a man who just realized he’d won the lottery. Her. She did that to him. Her, Evie, the girl who hadn’t ever attracted a single man in over a thousand years, despite being a peerless beauty and a literal demon bred for seduction. “How late are you for work?”

“At least ten minutes by the time we get there,” he said.

“Check your phone. Has Trevon tried to call you?”

He checked and shook his head very slightly. “Nope. Why?”

“I want to have S-E-X with you so hard.”

Justin blinked at her. “What? Where?”

Evie’s face twisted in confusion. “Your penis. My vagina.”

“That’s not what I meant. Where would we do it?”

She shrugged, subtly leading him into something like an alley, where there was shade between two buildings. “The whole city has seen you naked before. How about I just…lay on the asphalt here and ride you with our clothes on? If people catch us, then that means I staked my claim, right?”

Justin’s eyes widened, and he cupped her cheek before planting a kiss on her lips. “Are you wearing panties?”

The succubus blushed. “I knew I was going to see you, so I slipped them off in the gas station bathroom and put them in my purse.”

Justin fell backward and landed on the asphalt with a thud, his starfish-like pose evoking the image of a person about to make their first snow angel. Evie actually laughed—right up until the moment when she was straddling his lap and she felt his hands on her ass and his bulge pressed against her pussy. “I won’t kill you this time,” she promised. “I’ve got it under control now.”

Justin nodded. “I’ve had a good run anyway.”


Chapter 17

(Justin)

Even the infallible Craziness Coefficient couldn’t account for this scenario. Something inside his girl had snapped the second she caught sight of another woman laying a hand on him, and her more bestial, monstrous side had taken over. Justin knew that there was only one man who could understand this relationship dynamic he was dealing with now, and that was Trevon Beaumont.

“I—I’m gonna put it inside,” she said, fishing his cock out of his pants with the ease that only a succubus could manage. Somehow true to her jumpy nature, it still felt awkward and shaky.

Justin looked around, his eyes wide with nervousness, but this was also just about the hottest fucking thing he could imagine. In all the confusion, he’d ended up abandoning Belphegor when Evie made her appearance, and part of him wanted to address that fact, but this no longer seemed like the time to mention that. His figuratively and literally horny girlfriend had pinned him to the ground in a shaded area between two buildings on their way back to the Pump N’ Go. People could, and likely would, see them as they passed by, and he sincerely doubted Evie intended to be quiet at this point. He was getting publicly ridden by a possessive succubus.

“Stop looking around,” Evie whined as his tip pressed against the outer folds of her womanhood. “It’s going in. Now’s your last chance to disappoint me.”

“Sorry, what?” he grunted in confusion.

She batted her almost comically long eyelashes at him. “To tell me you don’t want it.”

He almost ‘pulled an Evie’ and vomited at the notion. Justin was about as hard as a man could possibly be. True, nerves were high and his heart was beating out of control, but there wasn’t a single inch of his body that didn’t want her, that didn’t find the idea of fucking her here amazingly hot—no, being fucked by her, he realized, since she was the one taking the initiative.

“Did I frown? I’m down to pound,” he said. “Let’s go to town.”

“Stop subtly rhyming words,” she moaned as she pressed his cock inside her. The velvety folds of her nether lips parted, shockingly soaked and easy to slither inside, and soon his immensity was being cradled lovingly within her warm, wet pussy.

She was still fully clothed, and so was he, so there wasn’t much to look at other than Evie’s gorgeous face. His hands slid inside her blouse, and she let him do it—let him take hold of her breasts, pushing her bra out of the way as she writhed atop his lap. “Mmm,” she moaned, biting her lip. “Your hands feel so good.”

“Your pussy feels pretty fuckin’ good too.”

“Hngh!” she whimpered as he rubbed against just the right spot inside her. “So dirty. Don’t talk like that.”

“You’re fucking me in public,” he pointed out, brow quirked.

“Ahh! Ahh!” she gasped and cried out as he started bucking his hips upward to meet her. “Justy-baby! Oh, shoot, it feels so fudging good!”

She was right about that. Her pussy, now that he had the mental wherewithal to reflect on it, was superlative when stacked against every woman he’d ever been inside. The texture alone was incredible, but unlike any human, her inner walls moved, shifted, squeezed, and twisted with a very intentional caress. It was like she had complete control over it, like she was using her pussy to jerk him off—like mere sex wasn’t enough.

His eyes rolled back for a split second, but he shook that moment of distraction off as fast as he could. He wanted to see her. He wanted to memorize the expressions she was making as they fucked. Refocusing, he locked onto her face. Evie’s eyes were heavy-lidded, looking like they could close. She blushed as she noticed him staring at her and gently socked him in the jaw, which of course did nothing.

“You’re looking so intensely,” she whimpered shyly.

“You’re gorgeous. Where else should I fucking look?”

“You swear too much,” she giggled, then her breath hitched as she broke into more lewd sounds again. “Uhh! Uhh! Awwwahh! Nyah!”

Justin grabbed her by the wrists and pulled her down so that they were mostly parallel. She moaned as she fell against him, her lips landing on his, her breasts smashing against his chest. Justin doubled his efforts. Being on the bottom, there was only so much he could do, but he slammed into her as hard as possible, and she writhed against him with equal fervor as her tongue darted into his mouth.

“Ohhh, Justy-Baby,” she whined. “I can’t wait for you to get me in your bed again.”

“Me neither,” he replied.

“What are you going to do to me?” she asked with a giggle, then a moan. “Ohhh! Right there! Oh shit, what is this fudging angle?!”

Justin did not know which angle she was referring to. There was nothing special about his approach as far as he could tell, but he was pleased with the reception so he didn’t change a thing. “I’m going to do whatever you want me to do,” he said, answering her first question.

“I want you to kiss me. I want you to leave hickeys all over my tits and thighs. I—I want to leave one big hickey on your neck, so everyone will know that I’m yours.”

“I can agree to that,” he grunted. “I’m the shift manager so no one will—”

She cut him off with more needy demands. “I want you to lick my pussy, baby, and suck my tits, and—Ohh! Fudging fudge! Ahh! Ahh! AHH! I’m gonna cum!”

“Already?” he grunted in surprise.

She nodded as tears pooled in her eyes, glossifying them as she fell onto and singed his chest without doing any damage—well, except for burning holes in his clothes. “I love the way you fit inside me so much!” She kissed him with a decidedly desperate attack, her legs locking him inside as they wrapped around his thighs, and her arms looped around his neck. “Cum inside me.”

The last few words reverberated with magic—the powers of a succubus. Although he hadn’t been particularly close to climax, the fact that she commanded it, with her tail wrapped erotically around his leg, and her pupils forming literal hearts as she mouthed the order—he was there. He had arrived. He came inside her, a thicker load than it had any right to be, groaning as she watched him with a spreading grin.

“That’s it, baby,” she moaned. Plap, plap, plap, she bounced rhythmically atop him as her noises went wild. “Ahhh! That’s exactly it! Get me pregnant! Get me pregnant!”

“Oh, is that the goal?” he murmured, his eyes wide with shock. “I feel like that’s a big—uhhhh never mind!” The intensity of his growing, extending orgasm shut him up before he could voice any caution.

“Get me pregnant, get me pregnant! Never leave me! Never leave me!” She kissed his neck frantically. “You’d never leave your own child, right?”

“Child or not,” he muttered, gasping for air as she bounced on his dick without mercy, “I’m as stupidly insane as you are.”

She bent down and locked lips with him then, and though he felt a bit of his life essence go to her, it wasn’t at all like last time. This time, it was more invigorating than draining, like she gave something back in return.

After Evie came down from her own orgasm, she slowed until eventually grinding to a halt and laying atop him. How many people had just witnessed them having sex? It could have been a dozen; it could have been none. No one said anything, no one made their presence known, but it had definitely happened, and they hadn’t been particularly secretive about the volume level.

Evie’s face was buried in his chest. He caressed her hair gently, but she smacked his hand away, making him blink in surprise. “Evie?” he grunted. “What the hell was that?

“Don’t look at me,” she whimpered, shaking her head in shame. “I—I didn’t—I’m not like that, normally. I’m sorry. I just…We should go. Anya’s waiting for me.” She got up, letting his dick fall out of her pussy. Justin wondered at how there was nothing dripping out of her given the fact that she wasn’t wearing any panties, but he was willing to chalk it up to succubus bullshit.

Ah. So post-nut clarity affects succubi, too, he noted inwardly, sitting up. “It’s fine,” he told her. “You didn’t exactly notice me complaining, did you?”

She looked away and fixed her hair, tying it into a bushy ponytail. “I probably won’t get pregnant. I just—I got scared,” she said. “I don’t know what came over me.”

He stood, zipped himself up, reached around her, and squeezed her tightly in a hug. “Scared of what, exactly?”

“Scared you might…realize I’m…I’m a piece of shit.”

“Well, you’re not, so I won’t,” he said. “You’re stuck with me.”

Her lips bent into a look of sadness, though, her mood not recovering at all. “Justin—my whole life I’ve been the black sheep in my family. The weakest, stupidest, most pathetic of three sisters—my own mother hated me, and my father saw me as a doll to dress up and protect from anything resembling a destiny. They tolerated me out of familial obligation, and every man I tried to get close to in the last thousand years either hated me instantly or I ended up accidentally killing.”

“Did your sisters have problems with accidentally killing men? Fire breath, lava puke, things like that?” he asked, still holding her.

She shook her head. “They can control those aspects of their natures more easily than I can. I’m unstable—damaged from birth. Broken, maybe. You deserve better than me but—I’m selfish. I don’t want to let you go.”

“I don’t particularly want you to let me go,” he reassured her, his hands resting on her hips.

She smiled at him, but it lessened into a more embarrassed look seconds later. “You’re the only one who’s seen this side of me. It’s so…exposing. I feel so vulnerable around you. Do you know the power you have over me? If you called me pretty, I’d feel pretty. If you called me horrible, I’d feel horrible. No one can affect me like you. I’m telling you this because…” She grabbed his hands and looked up at him, biting her lip. After a moment, she continued. “...Because, I guess, I’m giving myself up to you. I’m in your care from now on. You have my trust, so…don’t abuse it, okay?”

He nodded, his heart throbbing in his chest as he looked at her. “I won’t,” he said. “I promise.”

“And if you talk to other girls I reserve the right to kill them and try to kill you.”

“Noted,” he muttered.

(Evie)

The sight of Anya and Trevon as Justin and Evie entered the Pump N’ Go together gave the succubus quite the start. It was like she had been in her own, private world for a minute there, but at any moment Anya could have gone out looking for her and found her like…that. With ‘Uncle Justin’. She doubted Dracula would be very understanding.

Evie jerked her hand away from Justin in a hurry, but he didn’t startle as he was probably having a similar internal epiphany. “Justin! There you are. It’s not like you to come back so late from your break.”

“Yeah, sorry about that, Trev,” he mumbled sheepishly, scratching his head as the former vampire slayer handed his daughter some chips to put on the shelves. “We were having a pretty good talk about some important things and, well, we lost track of time. You can take an extra break later, I’ll cover you.”

“That’s not necessary,” Trevon chuckled, patting Anya on the head. She looked up at her father with all the love in the world, then turned her gaze on Evie and Justin.

“What’s next?” Anya asked.

Evie shrugged. “I promised your Mom I’d take you to pick out a dog.”

Everyone else in the room just kind of froze. Justin looked at Evie in utter confusion, while Trevon’s jaw dropped. “You’re taking Evie to get a dog all of a sudden?”

“It’s a good idea, actually,” she insisted, showing her palms and shaking them. “I promise she’ll be safer this way. It’s good for a little girl to have a dog and learn some responsibility, too.”

Trevon chuckled. “Mira mentioned it to me last week. I didn’t realize she meant so soon. Anyway, it’s fine by me, I suppose. Just don’t take too long in getting her home.”

Justin crouched down in front of Anya. “Getting a dog, huh? That’s a big step.”

“I take good care of Constable and Popo,” she proudly reminded him, hands on her hips and eyes closed with a smug grin.

“Those are her bats,” Trevon explained, but of course Justin knew. “And, to be entirely honest, they take better care of her than the opposite. Evie—get her a rescue. Take her to a shelter rather than a shop, if at all possible. Those dogs are a bit easier to take care of—even better if it has some training”

Evie tapped her chin. “I know a spot. All breeds have their own quirks, though. Sometimes they vary wildly from dog to dog. It might be easier for her to get a puppy and raise it from scratch as it wouldn’t have too many powers.”

“Powers?” Justin muttered, seeming lost somehow. “Huh?”

Trevon shrugged. “Well, personally I don’t like the idea of buying purebreds when there are perfectly good pooches looking for homes at rescue facilities. I saw a documentary about it on YouTube not long ago.”

“The dynamic is probably a bit different where we’re headed, but I’ll take it under advisement,” Evie said. “Anyway, I don’t think we should be speaking so many words together so directly. Your wife will impale me if she realizes.”

“Understood,” Trevon grunted, taking a bag of chips out of Anya’s hand. “I’ll finish up here, sweetheart. You head out with Evie. I can’t wait to see what kind of dog you pick out!”

Anya jumped up and down excitedly, then wrapped herself around her father’s leg in a big hug until he pried her off. “Bye, Daddy! I’ll name the dog after you!”

“That would probably be confusing,” he muttered. “Evie, don’t let her do that.”

“Got it,” Evie replied, shooting him a thumbs-up. “Come on, kid, let’s get out of here. We need to find a wide-open space for me to summon a portal to Hell.”

“During this time of day there should be plenty of space in the W-Mart,” Justin suggested.

She looked at him and blushed. It was stupid to blush at this point, but she couldn’t help it. He was just so cute. “Oh…sure. What time will you be home?”

“Before seven,” he told her. “You’ll have to let yourself in.”

She smiled shyly at him and took Anya’s hand. Just as she was about to lead her out the door the little girl shouted, “Wait!” at the top of her lungs, drawing all eyes in the room. Evie looked at the child and cocked her head.

“What’s wrong?”

Anya pointed at a bag of Cheetos on the shelf. “I want snacks.”


Chapter 18

(Evie)

It felt weird being home. She hadn’t been gone all that long—not from Hell as a whole—but this was the first time she stepped into the neighborhood of her childhood in centuries. Well—aside from her visit to her mother that more or less kicked off her trip to Earth.

She idly wondered if she should pop by her mother’s ziggurat and say hi, but she didn’t want to seem desperate for her approval. Even worse, she didn’t want to be seen by her mother working as a daytime nanny. So, in the end, the only thing to do was stick to the job she’d been given.

She led Anya by the hand down Brimstone Road. The local Inhumane Society chapter was just around this next corner, so their journey was almost at an end, anyway. No time for distractions, only time for business.

Squeezing Evie’s hand, Anya pointed at a quaint little bistro whose tables out on the patio were crafted from the bones of lustful women. “What does that place serve?”

“That’s not—well, first of all, nothing you can eat, so forget about it. Aren’t you excited to get a dog?”

Anya looked up at her and nodded vigorously. “I want a girl dog.”

“Well, we’ll see what they have. I’ll give you all the choices I can, but at the end of the day, we’re looking for something trainable and good with kids—and that can be in short supply down here, so take what you can get, alright?”

The little girl nodded, pouting slightly but uttering no spoken complaint. Popo and Constable circled her head like a little spinning halo, and Evie fought the urge to swat them away as they occasionally veered close to her. She led Anya into the animal shelter—the plainest building on the block, constructed out of soulfire coal harvested from the hearts of the damned. It must have been about to expand, because there was some bone scaffolding on one side of the building.

When they got inside, they had a proper look around before approaching the front desk. There were a variety of animals in cages, and as soon as they opened the door, baleful howls rang out, the sound making Anya giggle.

“They sound kind of sad—but very cute,” she cooed, her voice a cherubic tone that made Evie want to retch at its sweetness.

“This is a no-kill shelter,” Evie told her, “and most of these animals live for centuries at least. Even if they’re sad today, I’m sure every one of them will find a home eventually.”

Anya smiled a bit to hear that. “Let’s see the pups, Auntie.”

Evie winced. She may be roughly three times older than America, but she didn’t feel old enough to be called that. “Maybe call me ‘big sis’ or something. ‘Auntie’ is really starting to grate on me as a title.”

A woman with reddish pink skin, sharp teeth, and thin black spikes emerging from a bald head greeted them with a sharp smile as they walked up to the front desk. “Hello,” she offered, “are you looking to adopt? Or are you trying to find a lost animal?”

“We’re adopting!” Anya declared, pumping her fist. Popo and Constable’s flying pattern fluctuated erratically with the little girl’s excitement.

“Awww—is that a little vampire?” the woman gasped as she took note of Anya. “We don’t get a lot of living vampires down here.”

“A dhampir, actually,” Evie said, a little pride in her voice. “Careful. You’re speaking to the daughters of Satan and Dracula.”

Anya looked up at her, eyes wide with a sudden realization. “Whoa! Are we cool?!”

Evie couldn’t help but snicker and squeeze the kid’s hand. “Yes, we are, Anya.”

“Ah, you must be Evie Satan, then,” the woman said, sizing her up. “I’m Beelzbula. It’s a pleasure to meet you.”

Evie didn’t bother to ask how the woman reached that conclusion so fast because she knew she wouldn’t like the answer. Evie looked weaker than most demons in this form, and she had a reputation for being weak, too, so it was only natural for people to assume she was herself and not one of her more accomplished sisters… But she would show them all one day.

Evie shook Beelzbula’s hand and nodded. “How many dogs do you have up for adoption?”

“At this branch? Only three, I’m afraid. This neighborhood is too good for there to be too many strays on any given day. Most dogs you see here were actually transited here for pickup by their new owners—or we’re trying to contact the original owners because some of them are lost but still have their microchips.”

Anya’s eyes widened. “Hell has microchips?”

“Ah,” Evie muttered, a bit disappointed. “Well, tell me about them. What are we working with?”

“We have a male Pit Fiend Terrier. He’s only ten years old, so practically a puppy, but as such, he isn’t fully housebroken.”

“What’s housebroken?” Anya whispered. “He can’t break into houses? That seems good.”

“It means he’ll pee on the castle floor,” Evie said flatly. She nodded at the woman again to continue. “Go on, what else is there?”

“Well, just two others. One is an eighteen-year-old Cerberus Retriever, and the other is a Malebolgian Imphound. We aren’t sure about the age, but probably around a century.”

“Seems old,” Anya muttered. “Older than Daddy.”

Evie chuckled at the observation. “What are their sexes?”

“The retriever is female, and the imphound is male. Would you like to see them?”

Evie turned to Anya and crouched down to get on eye level with her. “I used to have a Cerberus Retriever. They’re very special dogs with three heads, each having their own magical abilities that make them distinct from even other pups in their litter. They live to be around five hundred years old, too, and they’re very loyal to their masters and the people who care for and groom them. They’re protectors by nature—I think it’s a good fit.”

Anya nodded, eyes wide. She looked up at the demon lady and pointed, “We’ll take the Cer—surrr…bore-us. Please.”

Evie laughed, and so did the woman behind the counter. “Not just yet,” Evie corrected Anya. “But we’ll see her.”

“Yay!”

Beelzbula nodded and gestured to a door behind her. “Right this way, please.”

They were escorted into a hallway filled with barking, whining, fire-breathing monsters, but Anya didn’t so much as flinch. When one snapped at her, smashing its face into the cage in an attempt to menace the little girl, Anya pointed her finger at it and shouted, “Sit!” and the dragon-like creature slammed hard into the floor on its belly, its legs splayed out in all directions. “Good boy!”

“My my, she’s quite good with animals,” their escort noted, tapping her chin. “A little too good.”

Evie wasn’t so sure that’s how she’d frame it, but she nodded anyway.

Soon they were standing in front of a small room with a glass wall they could see through. There was a three headed dog with sharp ears and a droopy tail pacing the enclosure impatiently. When they stood in front of it, it stopped, seated itself, and looked at them with its tail wagging.

“Three heads!” Anya gasped. “So many faces to kiss!”

With that, the dog’s tail wagged even harder. “Oh, interesting. That’s a rare gift,” Evie observed aloud, her hands folding in front of her..

“What is?” their guide asked, smiling almost suspiciously.

“It seems to understand what we’re saying, doesn’t it?”

“My my, Miss Satan, you are very observant! Yes, this one only just turned eighteen, so she hasn’t fully revealed all her powers, but that is one we can confirm.” She cleared her throat and stood up a little straighter. “Tria, sweetheart, we have some people here who are interested in giving you a home. Important people, too! Do you want to come meet them?”

Woof! Woof! Woof! All three heads barked a confirmation in perfect unison.

“Seems like they’re synced up pretty well,” Evie noted.

“On the contrary, each head has a very distinct personality—even more distinct than the norm. But they do tend to share a lot of opinions.” The woman looked down at Anya and grinned. “It seems they agree on you, at least.”

***

Hours later, Evie found herself at the door to Justin’s apartment. It had been an eventful afternoon, picking out the dog, taking her to the dog groomer nearest to Dracula’s apartment, then enduring a rather brutal lesson on combat magic that wasn’t half as fun as she’d assumed it’d be. Even with the wand, Dracula utterly trounced her when they attempted a duel, but Evie could feel herself making progress, sense her body adapting to the way magic worked—and even she could tell her potential was vast now.

The Countess’s words echoed in her mind as she closed the door behind her and kicked off her shoes. “Very impressive, Little Evie. In less than a century, you’ll be at my level at this rate.”

Less than a century. It seemed such a short time compared to the thousand years of life she’d already lived, but it was also a longish lifetime for mortals. A lot could change in that lifetime. She had assumed Justin was immortal, given his power, but how immortal was he? Would someone manage to kill him by then? Maybe one of her sisters would be jealous of her power and happiness and seek to slaughter her lover in reprisal, or maybe her father would find a way out of his agreement not to harm him one day.

It didn’t matter. Evie wouldn’t let them lay a finger on her new toy. Even if she had to kick the ass of her own flesh and blood, she would, if only to keep her precious Justin safe.

Suddenly, she retched, disgusted by the overly sentimental and lovey-dovey thought. The sound of her self-disgust drew Kelsey out of her room—the goth girl roommate of Justin. She wandered out wearing nothing but a pair of booty shorts and a black and white sports bra. Evie’s eyes bulged at the sight.

“Jesus, are you okay? I thought I heard you throwing up,” the human bitch muttered, slowly crossing the room toward Evie.

“I’m fine,” she huffed, scowling openly. She felt some hellfire brewing in the back of her throat as the girl drew near. Now was as good a time as any. Dracula would certainly agree that killing this girl was necessary. But…Justin did ask her not to if at all possible.

Kelsey, for her part, was oblivious to her intentions. She even tried to strike up a conversation. “Evie, right? You’re super cute. Thanks for taking care of Justin. He’s a good guy. It’s not like him to take in a cute chick after one date, so you must be really special.”

Evie frowned. It was hard to kill her when she was being so nice. “Thank you.” It was hard, but certainly still doable.

“Justin’s a good dude.” Kelsey left her standing at the door as she wandered into the kitchen. “I was just going to cook something. Did you need anything? Have you eaten?”

“I ate on my way home,” Evie told, still standing barefoot by the apartment’s main entrance. She watched the back of the girl’s head intensely. “And I’ll drain a bit of Justin’s life force to top it off a little later, probably.”

“Oh, shoot. Well, I’m not much of a cook, so it’s probably for the best,” the human sighed as she pulled a plastic-wrapped cup of ramen out of the cupboard. “I actually already ate, too, but I’m still hungry, so I figured I’d offer since I’m in the kitchen anyway.”

Evie started to relax a bit. She wasn’t going to kill this girl here, in the apartment. First of all, that’d be a mess that she’d have to clean up, and Justin would be pissed at her for doing it at all, let alone in his own home. He wasn’t that desensitized to her ways yet to tolerate something like that. He might even…dump her.

No, probably not. But he’d be annoyed, and she didn’t like that either. Once again, she hated how worried she was over how he felt about every little thing—but she really did care, for better or worse.

“So what is it about Justin that snagged you?” Kelsey asked, filling the ramen cup with warm water. She set it into the microwave, pressed a button, then turned around and leaned against the counter as the device started humming behind her.

Shit. Now she was stuck in a conversation with her. Evie walked over toward the living room and leaned against the back of the couch, still facing Kelsey. “At first, I couldn’t tell you if I wanted to,” she said. “Just that I thought he was…attractive. But we went on a date and…being with him was better than anything I could remember in years. I’m really bad with guys—but Justin seemed to get me and take me for who I am.”

Kelsey smiled at her. “That’s awesome. I’m really happy for him. He’s lucky to have you. You know, I kind of have a little crush on him, too, but he never showed any interest in me. I’m in a reasonably serious relationship now, so it’s whatever, but you’re lucky.”

Evie’s eyes flashed open with alarm. “You admit to having a crush on him? Right in front of me? To my face?!”

The human whore shrugged. “So what? He’s an attractive guy who’s super down-to-earth and had a stable managerial job for years in a town where that’s about the best anyone can do. You bet I’d give him a shot if things ever lined up between us, but he never saw much potential in me, I guess.”

The succubus stared daggers at the woman, but she felt a mix of feeling stirring in her belly. On the one hand, the fact that this chick was being so forthright about the whole thing should probably earn her points. On the other hand—Justin was her property. Her lover. Her man. She didn’t like the idea of Kelsey—or anyone—shooting him googly eyes, or sitting around waiting for their turn while Evie had her way with him.

Yet at the same time, she couldn’t very well murder every girl that liked him. That’d be…a lot of girls. Dracula might claim not to see the issue, but even she didn’t kill that many women who ogled Trevon. At least, not anymore. Part of her wondered if the Countess asking Evie to do some slaughtering of whores was just her boss trying to live vicariously through her—or hoping that the same human sluts that wanted to seduce Justin would also be admirers of Trevon. In that case—was she just being coaxed into doing the vampiress’s dirty work for her unnecessarily?

“You wouldn’t try to seduce Justin now that you know he’s with me, would you?” Evie asked.

“I wouldn’t bother trying,” Kelsey sighed. “He never put out for me when we were both single, so he wouldn’t do it now that he’s obsessed with you.”

Evie’s heart pounded hard in her chest. “Obsessed?”

“Yeah, if you saw how high on Cloud Nine he was the morning after your first date, you’d probably dump him for the cringe,” she giggled.

“I wouldn’t,” Evie quickly said, waving her hands. “I never would!” Then she coughed, halfway to puking from mortification at the sudden admission.

Kelsey cocked her head as the microwave dinged behind her, regarding the succubus with curiosity. “You’re super into him, aren’t you?” she asked, grabbing the cup ramen and closing the door again. “Like, totally smitten.”

Evie blushed, but she nodded. “I’ve never had a connection with a guy like him in a thousand years.”

“Have you guys had sex yet?” she asked, then, when Evie started gagging out of nervousness again, she frantically apologized. “I’m sorry! Not my business!”

“No, no, it’s fine,” Evie muttered, recovering, half-covering her mouth with the back of her hand. “I’m a succubus. I should be less shy about S-E-X.” She whispered her little spelling lesson, not able to say it too loudly. “Yeah, we did it. He was really good.”

“As experienced as he is, he’d fucking better be,” Kelsey laughed.

Evie did not laugh. “Can you maybe give me a list of all the women he’s slept with?”

The human cocked her brow at Evie. “Why? Don’t answer that, actually—truth is I couldn’t do it anyway. Justin doesn’t tell me shit. I just know he had fairly regular Tinder dates before you came into the picture, and they typically ended with him getting laid.”

“I don’t like the idea that he has seen other women naked,” she whimpered. “Or…done that stuff with them.”

“Just don’t think about it. No one is in love with the fact that their guy has been inside other chicks. Sometimes, when I look at my boyfriend’s Facebook page and see his exes liking his posts, I can’t help but think…he said ‘I love you’ to these girls. He knows what their pussies feel like, taste like, look like—and they know all about his cock. My man.” She shook her head. “But that’s just the way it is. No point dwelling on it.”

Evie’s eyes almost popped out of her head to hear it put that way. “He…do you think…Justin said ‘I love you’ to another woman?!”

“He’s in his late twenties so I’d be fucking shocked if it never happened, as experienced as he is,” she sighed. “But you can’t guard against his past. You can’t take that shit away or erase it, you know?”

“No…I can’t,” she whimpered, realizing that cold, hard truth. “Even if I kill all of you wretched whores, it won’t take away what he’s already done—and the pleasure other women have taken from my man.”

“Yeah, but it’s not all bad,” Kelsey giggled. “At least he’s coming to you with some experience and stamina that he learned from those other girls.”

Evie scowled. “I’d rather him come to me as a clueless virgin.”

Kelsey’s face finally showed that she realized she’d stepped too deep into an uncomfortable subject for Evie. “Anyway, it is what it is. Don’t think about it too much, Justin definitely likes you a lot, so it’s no biggie, okay?”

“I like him too. But don’t tell him,” she huffed, crossing her arms. “That fudging dummy…”

The human girl snickered and slurped down some more of her ramen. After a moment, though, her expression reset. With a burp, she narrowed her eyes. “Hmm. I do hope you treat him well. He really is a good guy. He deserves a chick who will pamper him as much as he does her.”

Evie’s face twisted. “I—I’m the princess of Hell! Pamper?! He’s lucky to be allowed to kiss my feet!”

“He probably would agree with that,” she muttered. “Still, don’t be a bitch to him. If I ever hear you’re mistreating him, maybe I’ll make one more pass at him to punish you.” She winked at Evie, her words clearly meant as some kind of sick joke.

“Threaten me with acts of whoredom, will you?!” Evie shouted, taking in a deep breath. Her skin turned red, she gained about a foot in height, and her wings and horns expanded in size.

Kelsey predictably cowered and screamed as she sensed her oncoming demise, pressing her back against the pantry. Evie was set to murder this bitch after all when suddenly the door opened, and Justin walked into the room. He surveyed the scene, blinked a few times, then wagged a finger at Evie. “I asked you not to kill her.”

“But—she wants to seduce you!”

“Then she’s bad at it,” Justin said. “Let’s go to my room, Evie. We need to talk.”

Something about the serious tone of his voice sobered Evie up, and her eyes instantly started tearing up, too. “Y-y-you’re gonna…b-break up with m-me?!”

“No, I—”

“If you do it, I’ll kill her and every woman you’ve ever met. I’ll spend the next hundred years erasing their bloodlines from the face of the world, don’t doubt me!”

Justin clutched his heart. “Why are you trying to make me fall in love with you all over again right here in front of my roommate?” he muttered, shaking his head with a severe blush on his cheeks. “No, there isn’t any need for that.”

“So—we’re not breaking up?”

“You’d better fucking not, Justin!” Kelsey squeaked.

Okay, so this chick wasn’t all bad. She could live for now.

Justin sighed and pointed again at the door to his room. “Just…let’s fucking go, please.”

(Justin)

Justin sat on the floor in his room with Evie facing him, their knees touching each other. She reached out for his hand, and he let her take it, but his expression was serious. “Evie,” he began, his voice a bit dry, “I’ve been thinking about this all day. There is something I’m supposed to do behind your back, but I can’t. I can’t do it without you knowing.”

Evie’s brow furrowed and her cheeks puffed up. “What are you talking about? You’re freaking me out.”

“You should be freaked out. Your cousin Belphegor visited me today. For all I know, he might be in this room spying on us right now. I gather that he hid in fly form and watched us fuck. He was sent by your mother, first, to help you get laid.”

Evie nodded. “I know this already.”

Justin felt a pain in his chest as he prepared to tell her the full truth. “But she gave him another mission. That’s the issue,” he muttered. He paused, kind of for dramatic effect, but mostly because he hated that he had to tell her this at all. “Evie—your mother wants Belphegor to kill you.”

She cocked a single brow and smirked skeptically. “What? No fudging way. My Mom hates my guts, but she wouldn’t really kill me just like that.”

“Well, according to Belphegor, yeah, she would. She ordered him to kill you, or she would kill his daughters or something like that.”

“Why?” Evie asked, her eyes widening with horror. She let go of Justin’s hands, which made him feel like he’d done something wrong, but he ignored that feeling. “I don’t get it. Why would she do that?”

“Because—something about your powers. Our—uh. Our feelings for each other are going to unlock a level of power in you that is unprecedented. She predicts that you’ll become stronger than her—and with Dracula tutoring you in magic, the gap between you will probably level out sooner rather than later.”

Evie started laughing. “Me? Stronger than my mother? The Queen of Hell?”

“That’s what your mother said,” Justin told her.

That sobered her up again. “Impossible.”

“I’m just telling you what I was told.” He shrugged, his shoulders bouncing, and he reached out and took her hand. “At some point, Belphegor is going to make an attempt on your life. I don’t know for sure how earnest it’ll be. He might warn me, he might not. But I’m supposed to kill him when he does it. He figures that will spare the lives of his daughters, and save you.”

“It won’t,” she said, sobbing. “They’ll just send someone stronger next time!”

“The element of surprise will be gone then. I doubt they’ll keep trying in broad daylight. Eventually the Countess will get involved, and your father, too,” Justin reasoned. “I’m no expert in the royal family dynamics in Hell, but it seems to me that once it’s out in the open, we have some bargaining chips. Unfortunately, your cousin’s life will be the catalyst that makes everything possible.”

Evie’s eyes widened. “I almost visited her today. Can you imagine?!”

Justin shook his head. “I literally cannot. Not only have I never had a mother, but I’ve never had one that wanted to kill me either.”

“Well, it sucks butt,” Evie huffed. “But this just makes everything clearer.”

Justin felt his brow arch. “Oh? How so?”

Evie stood up, then looked down at Justin, crossing her arms. “How much do you like me?”

“A metric fuckton,” he quickly estimated.

That melted the serious look on her face into a brief but sincere giggle. She lifted her foot up and pressed it into his face, pushing him down onto his back. “Then you don’t want me to die.”

“Definitely not,” he muttered, though it was muffled by her dainty foot pressed against his mouth. He could see up her skirt from this angle, and he definitely dared to look. She was wearing panties again—he figured she must have put them on before going to Hell. Hell seemed like a place where underwear was a good idea.

“You’re peeking under my skirt, you perv,” she growled at him, slipping her foot inside his mouth. “But it’s fine, because if making L-O-V-E with you is what it takes to get me stronger, then we’re going to do it all night long, and we’re going to continue to do it multiple times a day, every day, until I can spank my mother’s ass into submission. Got it?”

Justin nodded, her big toe in his mouth.

“I’m going to suck your D-I-C-K now,” she told him, and the words alone were enough to get him hard as stone. She pulled her foot out of his mouth and got on hands and knees between his legs. “You’d better cum lots for me, or I’ll be pissed as all gosh-darn.”

“I’m sure I can manage that,” he groaned as she pulled his pants and underwear down in one easy motion, freeing his cock for her affections.

“Look how hard you are, you pervert. Gross,” she giggled, instantly sucking the head between her lips. “I bet you love this, don’t you?”

“Yep.” It was a simple reply, but it got the point across.

“Of course you do.” Her tongue extended and wrapped itself all the way around his cock and started stroking it off on its own, hands-free.

Justin’s eyes shut tight. “Fuck, that’s a neat trick.”

She reclaimed her tongue for a moment, switching to her hands. “Hmmph. You really do swear too much, you know.” Next thing he knew, she gobbled him down to the base, taking every inch into her throat, and she didn’t gag.

She didn’t…gag. That was almost weird. Justin had seen her vomit and almost puke so many times that the idea that she could blow him so masterfully seemed somehow strange. Just as he was having that thought, though, she popped off him and looked into his eyes with a furrowed brow and blushed cheeks. Her tongue uncoiled to speak. “Sorry, I don’t know what I’m doing exactly.”

He blinked at her. “Uh. Could have fooled me.”

“Really?” she asked, eyes widening. “Did it feel good?”

“I’m going to go out on a limb and just suggest you follow your heart. It’s probably your succubus nature taking over, but you started out with a lot of promise there until you suddenly gave up,” he said.

Evie’s cheeks only seemed to become more severely flushed. “I’ll do my best…to make you feel good…cuz I…I like you a bunch.” She locked her lips back onto his member with so much speed and force that he almost jumped, and it took him a moment to realize that the violence of the act was owed mostly to the fact that it was a retreat from the embarrassment caused by her own words.

His hands roamed her curly locks, and for now he fought the urge to grab her horns. It seemed so erotic, but she was doing just fine on her own and certainly didn’t need the help. At least, that’s what he thought.

A few seconds later, while she was deepthroating him with so much speed that he had to mind his own facial expression lest he make a profoundly dumb one, he felt her hands on his wrist. Justin opened his eyes and saw her guiding him to do exactly what he was so cautious not to do. Following her lead, he grabbed her by the horns and bucked into her throat, which she handled like it was nothing. In fact…

“Mmm! Mmm! Mmmf!” She was moaning with bliss at having her face fucked, her eyes crossing lewdly, her saliva soaking his crotch and thighs. She loved it.

Evie dug her nails into his thighs as hard as she could, but it couldn’t break his impenetrable skin. Once she realized this, Justin could sense the moment when she made the decision not to hold back. Her nails pressed so hard and deep against him but never penetrated his flesh—but he loved the sensation anyway. To him, her every touch was electric, the more violent and passionate the better.

Justin abandoned her horns to touch her face, which made Evie’s eyes open in surprise as she looked up at him, her pretty cheeks chipmunked full of his cock. As erotic a sight as it was, she still seemed so pure, so perfect, and so innocent to him, even then. It was something about how cute and big her eyes were when they stared up at him.

He was getting real close. He felt his balls tightening as Evie fondled them and reached up to caress his face while she continued to romantically throat him, making eye contact from that point on without stopping. She was so beautiful. So perfect. Behind the eyes wasn’t just innocence, lust, or love for him—there was some madness too. She would kill for him. She would kill because of him. She would kill him if he betrayed her. The danger aspect of their relationship and the sincere, passionate, unhinged love made everything about her a thousand times more beautiful.

“I love you,” he said, blurting it out. It had only been a few days, but he’d never been more certain of anything. This was the kind of feeling that made him want to pop in a classic Disney DVD.

Evie’s eyes, already wide, opened to severe degrees and went dewy with magma tears that sizzled on his thighs. She slowed for a moment, probably thinking about how to respond, but then her brow furrowed with purpose, her cheeks reddened considerably, and she dedicated one hundred percent of her focus to a single goal—making Justin, her man, cum in her eager, parched throat.

The texture of her lips and tongue massaging his cock was unlike anything he’d ever experienced. In some ways, it was even better than her pussy—though that perception might simply be colored by the fact that he died the first time he fucked it, and the most recent time was in a public place.

Evie popped off of him and opened her mouth, sticking out her long, long, tongue, ready to receive even more of his love, this time in thick, liquidy form. “Ahhh,” she said, like a girl opening up for a throat check at the doctor’s office, just much hornier and more eager.

Justin knew what she wanted, and far be it from him to keep her from it. His orgasm erupted out of him in waves of bliss as he imprecisely coated her face in cum, more or less missing the mark of her tongue completely. But Evie didn’t seem to mind.

With a giggle, her tongue extended further and wiped her face a few times in a clockwise swipe, collecting all the cum and drinking it down. Once she swallowed, her skin started to glow, along with her eyes, and her pupils vanished for a moment as her power deepened right before him.

Evie put her head on his stomach and lazily continued to kiss his penis a dozen times or more. There was silence for a moment. Then, she spoke. “I can’t believe you said you love me.” She nuzzled his belly affectionately, her grin audible in her shy voice that tried to demonstrate disgust. “Yuck. Like I’d ever be…absolutely, totally, completely, head-over-heels, obsessively, exclusively devoted to a loser like you…I love you too.”


Chapter 19

(Justin)

The following morning gave Justin a better idea of what it was going to be like being the long-term romantic partner of a psycho succubus hottie. The first thing he felt was the unmistakable sensation of lips. Both kinds.

Evie woke him with a kiss right as she impaled herself on his cock and started riding him like a cowgirl—far too roughly for anything that should be legal to happen at five in the morning. Even so, Justin was not inclined to complain. His arms pulled her body against him, her large, marshmallow-soft breasts pressing against his chest. He could feel her erect nipples rubbing against him ever-so-slightly with every bounce she did on his cock.

“Mm! Mm! Mm!” Her moans were restrained by the fact that her lips were pressed against his face, but they were still a constant. “Tell me again,” she whispered, drawing away from his lips to kiss his neck. When he didn’t answer right away, her tongue wrapped all the way around his throat, and he wondered if he was supposed to take that as a threat. Either way, it was awesome.

“Say what again?” he asked. “It’s barely morning. I haven’t said much of anything in, like, six hours.”

“Say you love me,” she moaned, her ass slapping his thighs on repeat as pleasure coursed through both of them with each fresh impalement. “Say it…say it say it say it say it—”

“I love you,” he chuckled.

Her eyes rolled back in bliss, and a bit of drool dribbled down her chin at the sound of his voice uttering those words. She gasped and squealed, then seemed to struggle for air for a second until finally she calmed down.

“...Do you want me to say it back?”

Justin’s hands landed on her hips, and his eyes locked on her bouncing tits as they jiggled as she sat up a bit and continued to ride him. “I don’t need you to love me,” he said. “I never needed that from anyone. I’d rather give it than take it. If you want it from me, it’s yours. If you love me, too, then great. I accept it.”

Her hands throttled his throat, and she picked up the pace. “Good,” she muttered, though she was clearly annoyed. “Cuz I’d never love a stupid, useless….sexy, strong, sweet, perfect…screw you!”

Justin would have chuckled, but he was getting unnervingly close to the coital finish line. His hands glided from her hips across her flat tummy until they landed on her extremely not flat chest. In his hands, her breasts felt insane. Breasts this perfect shouldn’t exist. The world didn’t deserve them—but if someone was going to have them, the succubus daughter of the Devil seemed a good candidate.

“Hey!” she shouted, snapping her fingers in front of his face as she continued to bounce in his lap, his cock throbbing inside her with every give and take. “Hey! Don’t you want to hear me—uhhh!—say it?”

“I don’t need to hear it to feel it,” he said.

“Well, I need to hear it. And I need to say it. So…” She slowed down a bit as she gathered herself. “Last night I didn’t say it properly, and—if you’re going to be my eternal companion and sex servant and the secret to my power, then I think you deserve to….to hear me…”

Justin grinned at her. “To hear you what?”

“Shut the fudge up! Like I’d ever say it to you!” she huffed, then started riding him so hard and fast that it properly wiped the cocky look right off his face. “Oh! Look at your stupid face! Are you gonna cum, you pervert? Go on. Cum your brains out. Fill up my privates!”

Justin winced—half from the sharp pleasure boiling inside him, and half from her use of the word ‘privates’. “You’re so close to mastering dirty talk. Just say ‘pussy.’”

“I do sometimes but—but that’s so dirty,” she whined, pouting as she ground against his groin. “Just let me stick to polite words when I want to!”

“Get over it.”

She bit her lip and picked up her pace again. “Fine. I’ll…I’ll try it.” Her voice went an octave higher and thirty percent shyer. “Do you wanna…cum in my…in my pussy, baby?” She instantly hid her face in her hands after uttering the dirty word, and Justin had to admit, it did feel more forced and awkward coming out of her mouth than he’d anticipated.

Even so, the answer was an emphatic yes.

“Fudge! I feel so gosh-darn needy,” she moaned, pressing her lips against his again. “Cum inside me. You should probably hurry, because I need to get dressed and go to work soon, and I want to carry a bit of you in my panties with me.”

Justin took the suggestion seriously and promptly filled her vaginal canal and womb with seed. She kept grinding on him until she’d drained him completely, though, going for another five minutes at least, until finally she also came. For another five minutes after that, they just made out in bed. Then, a phone rang.

Evie gasped and rolled out of the bed, landing on the ground with a thud. She got up and grabbed her phone, answering it—only to realize when another ring sounded out that it had been Justin’s phone the whole time.

Justin reached for the nightstand and answered it, putting it on speaker. “Yeah, Dustin, what’s up?”

“Hey man, could I ask for a favor?”

“Need me to cover for you?”

“No, actually—just the opposite. I lost some hours last week for my family thing in Fresco City, and I was just doing my bills and realized I’m not going to have enough to pay my phone bill. Could I take your shift today? You can have dibs on one of mine next month if you want.”

Evie’s eyes went wide with potential. She nodded her head and mouthed the words ‘say yes’ and ‘I can pay for all your bills’, which is something that Justin thought probably should have come up earlier, but he nodded his understanding. “Sure, man. I got you. Sounds good.”

“Thank you, dude. It’ll be interesting working with Trevon.”

“Oh, it always is,” Justin agreed, chuckling. “Last week he uncorked a bottle he thought was holy water, but it turned out to contain the ghost of his long dead uncle. So that was fun. Anyway, talk to you later. Call me if you need anything or want me to take the back half of the shift or something.”

“I should be good, but thanks.”

Justin hung up the phone and turned on his side to look at Evie, who was sitting naked on the floor. He couldn’t help but grin lazily at the sight of her. “So, what did you have in mind?”

“Come with me to babysit Anya!” she squealed. “Let’s take a shower and go together!”

His brows lifted. “Are you sure it’s okay?”

“Both the Countess and Anya said so, so yes,” she insisted. “We’ll get to spend all day together—and we can practice taking care of a kid together in case…well, you know…”

Justin’s eyes bulged, and he cleared his throat. “I’ll get the shower going.”


Chapter 20
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(Evie)

Evie let go of Justin’s hand outside the door to Dracula’s apartment, and it almost physically hurt her to do so. She’d gotten so fudging clingy in such a short period of time, but she couldn’t help it. She had a boy who was all hers, and more than that—he was perfect for her.

But now wasn’t the time to think about that. She unlocked the door and stepped inside, smirking as Justin ended up closing it behind him and locking it. She wasn’t sure how necessary it was to lock a house that was currently occupied by an immortal, unkillable super-warrior, a legendary vampire hunter, the daughter of the devil, and Countess Motherfudging Dracula, but it was a wholesome instinct, anyway.

Evie gestured at the couch. “Wait for Anya to get up and keep her out of the kitchen while I cook,” she said. “We’re running just a bit late, so she might get up before breakfast is ready.”

“Gee, I wonder who made us late?” Justin chuckled.

Evie’s cheeks burned. “Sh-shut up! I didn’t hear you refusing when I offered to suck you off one more time on our way out the door!”

“You’re insatiable,” he said, shaking his head. “If I said no, you’d probably try to kill me.”

Evie pouted as she started making batter for the waffles. “Would not. I’d just…be sad. Very sad.”

A few minutes later, Justin was watching Scooby Doo on TV, and Evie was busy mixing Anya’s blood syrup in the kitchen. “Do you need any help in there, honey?” Justin called out, looking back at her over the couch.

“Mind your own business, dummy,” Evie huffed. “I’ve got it covered. This is my job. I’ll never get good at cooking for Anya if I let you do it for me.”

“I’m just saying, after six years of knowing her, I do happen to have some experience with her tastes.”

“If you get over here now, I’ll probably end up making out with you, and that’ll quickly spiral to—”

“To what, Big Sis?” Anya asked, suddenly poofing into place in a tiny red cloud. She perched atop the kitchen counter and dipped her fingers right in the blood syrup. “Ooohh! You use even more blood than mommy!”

“Eh?! Do I?” Evie murmured, wincing a bit. “I hope that’s okay. I’ll try and adjust it a bit…Justin? Could you please take Anya into the living room while I plate the food?”

Justin laughed a little and stood up, walking over to the counter, where Anya awaited him with outstretched arms. “Aright, you bloodthirsty gremlin,” he muttered, “let’s leave ‘big sis’ to her own devices and watch some Scooby while she finishes up.”

“Which Scooby show is it?”

“Scooby Doo, Where Are You?” he said. “The best one.”

Anya furrowed her brow. “A Pup Named Scooby Doo is the cutest. Be Cool, Scooby Doo is the best one.”

Justin sighed as he plopped down on the couch, setting the dhampir girl on his lap. “I guess it figures that a little brat with a bloodsucking vampire for her mother and Death for her brother would be predisposed to speaking blasphemy.”

Countess Dracula sauntered into the room shortly after that with a big stretch that made her pajama top strain against her boobs. Her eyes widened when she noticed Justin was there, and she suddenly pulled her cardigan closed. “Oh. We have extra company this morning.”

Justin waved back at her without turning from the TV. “Morning, Vladimira. Sorry for dropping in. I ended up with the day off, so Evie asked if I could help babysit Anya this morning.”

“As long as you two can behave, I have no problem with it,” the Countess said. “How is everything since dying a second time and coming back from the dead again, Justin? All good?”

He shrugged. “Great, actually,” he admitted.

“Wonderful.” Dracula turned to Evie and nodded at her approvingly. “The blood syrup is a bit redder than I make it, but it looks fine. Good job, Evie. You’re becoming quite the nanny. Which is just as well, because Trevon and I are thinking about having another baby eventually.”

Evie’s face flashed to a pained expression for a brief instant, but she banished it and nodded. “Sure. Of course.” First there was the dog. Now this. Speaking of which… “Anya, where’s Tria?”

Anya looked over at her, then disappeared into a red cloud only to reappear on the counter again with another exasperating poof. “She’s at the dog boy’s place.”

“He’s a licensed dog and exotic pet groomer working in a pet store his family owns,” Dracula muttered. “Not too far from here. I’ll text you directions. Evie, you’ll have to pick Tria up after breakfast. And yes, bring Anya and Justin along with you.”

Evie nodded. “No problem. What are we learning in our lesson today?”

“I was thinking we need to circle back around to your first spell—the door one. Let’s see if you can unlock a door today without blasting it off its hinges.”

The succubus frowned in embarrassment, her tail swishing behind her back. “I’ll get it this time for sure.”

“No, you probably won’t, but we have to keep trying,” Dracula giggled, then turned to Anya, resting her hands on the girl’s knees since she sat on the kitchen counter. “How’s my little princess this morning?”

“Great! Big sis cooks pretty good, and Uncle Justin is here! Popo, Constable?” Anya called out, and her bats swooped down from the ceiling to circle her head. “Can you pull out my chair at the table please? I think it’s almost time to eat.”

The bats lifted Anya by the armpits and set her gently on the ground, then fluttered over to the table to pull out her chair as she had dictated. Evie watched this out of the corner of her eye, smirking. “What’s the story with those two, Countess?”

“Popo and Constable?” Dracula asked, eyeing Evie up and down as if she was taking note of recent changes. “I made them when Anya was born. They’ve been her friends since then, and they help her with many things, but mostly we just didn’t want her to feel lonely because we weren’t sure how safe it was going to be to have her around other children. Thankfully, she has only killed a few.”

“Impressive,” Evie noted, nodding her head with consideration. “In the short time I’ve been here I’ve killed my own boyfriend twice, and I didn’t even mean to.”

Justin chuckled from the couch, and Shaggy and Scooby on the TV echoed his laugh with their own. “It wasn’t a big deal. I can take a little death every now and then.”

With that, Death strolled into the kitchen in a white bathrobe, ducking to fit through the door. He grabbed some orange juice from the refrigerator and poured himself a glass, prompting Dracula to roll her eyes. “Death, honey, you don’t have to make-believe that you can eat and drink, you know.”

Death poured the orange juice into his mouth and it spilled through his rib cage and dripped onto the floor. “Hey Justin,” Death said.

“Hey Death.”

Death turned his attention back on the Countess. “By the way, mom, I’m going to the park to play ultimate frisbee with the guys this afternoon. Did you need me to pick anything up on the way home?”

Dracula frowned. “I suppose we’ve all but given up on discretion, then?”

The specter shrugged. “Yesterday Evie almost burned down the Blue Swan Cafe. Justin defeated a hydra in the nude in a W-Mart parking lot and ended up on the news. Demons and other Supernaturals are wandering through Wapa Lake pretty damn freely these days, you know. What’s the point in hiding? We own this town.”

The Countess looked at Evie, perhaps sensing her gaze out of the corner of her eye as the succubus served Anya a plate of pancakes, eggs, and bacon. Evie poured Anya’s cereal and peeled her orange for her too, waiting for the Countess to reply.

She sighed. “I suppose you’re right. I just worry for my baby girl’s sake. More supernaturals means more hunters. Anya can take any hunter out there, but not if she’s surprised. Evie, that’s another reason I wanted the dog—and hellhound to boot.”

Evie nodded silently.

Dracula crossed the room and crouched next to her daughter, who was already digging into her food and stuffing her cheeks. “Anya, my love, please be very careful when you go outside from now on. Always do as Evie says, or Uncle Justin, whoever you’re with.”

Anya grinned at her as blood syrup leaked from her lips. “No problem, mommy. I’m super good! Ask big sis!”

(Justin)

Justin had dozed off on the couch for five minutes or so when the ending credits of Scooby Doo woke him up. His eyes half-opened, and he stretched, still slouching on the sofa. Dracula had left, leaving just him, Anya, and Evie. He checked the time.

“Hey, Justin?” Evie’s voice called out from the dining area. “Are you going to eat? I made you some breakfast too...if you want.”

Justin’s eyes opened all the way, and he sat up, inhaling the aroma coming from the kitchen and dining table. “You made me breakfast too?”

“Of course,” she scoffed, though her cheeks reddened. “Not like I care if you eat it or whatever. You can starve if you want, but I thought you should eat something or I’d have to listen to you whine all morning.”

The truth was that Justin didn’t need to eat. That was something he’d very recently discovered and had pointed out to him by none other than the succubus herself. Obviously, she cooked for him because she wanted to. Justin stood and walked over to the table, patting Anya on the head a couple of times before taking a seat beside her. Evie brought a plate out and set it in front of him, but she failed to look him in the eyes.

Justin stared at the plate. The pancakes were perfectly formed into the shape of a heart and stacked three-high. The word LOVE was spelled out with a piece of bacon on top of the pancake bed, and surrounding it on all sides were fluffy scrambled eggs, seasoned to perfection with salt, pepper, and basil.

He felt his own cheeks get hot at the wholesome sweetness of the gesture. He looked up at Evie and grinned, but she squeaked and turned her head away completely, unable to bear his gaze. “Don’t look at me, dummy!” she huffed. “Just eat your stupid food!”

“It looks amazing,” he said. “And—the heart—”

Evie threw a knife at his face, which bounced off predictably, then shot a fireball out of her mouth, which engulfed his head in flames but cleared fast, leaving no marks. “Don’t talk about it, idiot!”

“Sorry,” he chuckled as he smothered out a fire that was starting on his shirt. “My bad.”

Justin caught Anya’s face staring at him with vacant eyes and a half-open mouth. She was six years old, but even she looked utterly disturbed by what had just transpired. “What is happening, big sis?”

“We’re flirting,” Justin told her.

“Are not!” Evie huffed, turning her back on them both, her tail flailing violently behind her as her wings cocooned her own body in a self-soothing fashion.

“Are too.”

“Mommy and daddy flirt too, but it’s not like this,” Anya muttered, looking down at her own food. “I’m so scared.”

After breakfast finished, they cleaned up together and walked out the front door to head outside. Evie checked her text from the Countess which had directions to the dog groomer where they’d need to pick up the new dog. Justin didn’t know much about it yet. All he knew was that there was, apparently, a new dog.

Evie and Justin each took one of Anya’s hands as they crossed the street while Popo and Constable fluttered overhead. It was still dark out, thanks to the Countess’s magic, so Anya relished in the comforting moonrays beaming down upon her.

As they reached the other side of the road, an older woman stopped them, perhaps in her fifties, to commend them. “Look at you, such a loving family,” she said. At this point, Evie had hidden her tail and wings and obscured her horns under a big hat that looked like something this woman might wear.

“Uh, I’m actually this child’s nanny,” Evie muttered, blushing.

“Oh?” the woman replied. “Well, who are you then?”

Justin smiled. “I’m a family friend of the girl’s and this beautiful woman’s boyfriend. I’m just helping out.”

“Still a very sweet and wholesome arrangement. You should go right on ahead and get married. It looks like you can handle a family. The birth rate is declining around here in a big way.”

“How pragmatic of you,” Justin commented with a chuckle.

Anya stared at the woman, her bats fluttering around her head. The woman finally seemed to take note. “Well, I suppose I’d better leave you to it. Tata!”

Justin laughed as the woman walked past them. “That was random,” he commented as they started walking again.

Evie was quiet. When she was quiet for a bit too long, he glanced over at her to find her making a very constipated looking face. She caught him staring and glowered at him. “What are you looking at?”

“Girl of my dreams, I guess,” he chuckled.

She pouted, her whole body language instantly changing. “That’s not fair. Don’t say something like that when I’m trying to be tough. It melts me!”

“Why did you look so grumpy there?” Justin asked.

Evie looked down at Anya. “I shouldn’t bother with this in front of her.”

“I can cover my ears!” Anya chirped.

“It’s not that bad,” Evie muttered. “It’s just…do you think we should get married?”

Justin blinked. “You mean, right now?”

“Not right now-now,” she murmured. “We just met! We have to pretend to be responsible and just date for a least a few months, right?”

Justin nodded in agreement. “Yeah, just so we don’t look crazy to my coworkers and your family, I guess. Give it a bit.”

Anya squinted, looking up at them, glancing from one to the other, back and forth. “Did you just meet like three days ago?”

Justin knew for certain that he had something special with Evie when a six-year-old murder-girl was the voice of reason bringing them back to Earth from Cloud Nine. They were like teenagers in high school, carelessly in love to a degree that most people never tasted in adulthood. And why? How?

As they continued their walk to the store, mostly in silence after that, Justin couldn’t help but start counting every little thing he loved about Evie. And that’s when he figured it out.

Her craziness, the whole reason he fell for her in the first place, was now just one item on a long, sprawling list. Now it was full of smaller details: the way her tail swished behind her when she was deep in thought or annoyed, the way her wings folded around her shoulders when she wanted to comfort herself, the pouty face she made when she got called out, the way she’d hold his hand when she thought he was asleep…and more. Her noisy giggle, her curly hair, the very scent of her. He was in love with every single thing—even her flaws. No—especially her flaws.

And he was made for her. Only he could survive the knife she hurled when she got casually defensive at breakfast, or the fireball, fire breath, punches in the face, whatever. Only he was strong enough to shrug off her abuse and take it for what it actually was to her—affection. Yes, toxic, weird, unhealthy affection from the point of view of normal people—but she wasn’t manipulative. She wasn’t cruel. She could be a bit controlling and homicidal, but honestly, who wasn’t from time to time? He would make excuses for her all day.

He loved her. If she wanted him to, he would marry her today. It was stupid. So fast, unrealistically fast, bizarrely fast—they barely knew each other. He didn’t know anything about her background. She was a thousand years old. It would take him a decade or more to begin to understand her history. But it only took them a day to understand each other’s hearts.

Instalove. Well, very nearly. In a romance novel, it was a cringe-inducing trope that made readers roll their eyes more often than not. But the truth is that it did happen in real life quite often. He remembered the other Pump N’ Go manager Dustin’s story of how he met his wife. He was at a class in community college when a girl walked in the room covered in bandages from a biking accident. She apologized to the lecturer and sat in the only open seat available, next to Dustin. She looked over at him and did a cute little wave, and Dustin immediately thought to himself, “That’s my future wife.” This shit did and does happen all the fucking time. And now it had happened to him.

They arrived at the location on the GPS. Justin looked over at Evie, studying her face as she read the signage. “Oh,” she muttered. “It really is just a normal pet store.” She looked down at Anya. “Did you meet the pet groomer guy yet?”

She shook her head. “Mommy called him late at night after I went to bed already and he drove over to pick up Tria.”

“Tria, huh,” Justin mumbled. “Interesting name.”

They walked into the pet store, and the person at the front counter waved at them. She was a chubby Asian American chick with a pretty face and ruby red glasses. “Hey! Looking for anything?”

“We have a dog to pick up,” Evie said. “Tria.”

The woman’s face suddenly paled. “Oh. Yeah. That one. Right this way.”

Justin’s brow arched as the lady led them toward the back, where a big window looked into the pet groomer’s workspace. He was a skinny, handsome, nerdy-looking guy with thick-framed glasses that seemed slightly too big for his face. He was tall, but not as tall as Justin or Trevon, and he was far thinner than either of them, but had a more or less masculine build. A cardio build, probably, not a lot of weight-lifting going on there.

The man looked up at them, his expression shifting from slight surprise to a warm smile. He walked over to a door, and they followed him there, and he opened it up and spoke. His voice was far deeper than Justin had been expecting, sounding confident and masculine and soothing in an ASMR kind of way. “Morning. You must be Vladimira’s daughter right?” the man asked, crouching down to address Anya. “She told me you’d be by to pick up your doggy.”

Anya nodded, tugging free from Evie and Justin’s hands. “Can I see her?”

“In a second I’ll bring her right out. You must be Evie, then?” he asked, standing right back up. “Please sign this form and I’ll go fetch her.”

He handed Evie a clipboard. “Uh, sure.” She signed her name, wincing a little. Noticing Justin’s curious gaze, she explained. “It’s just a bit weird to sign stuff for me. In Hell, signatures are only used for contracts, and you never enter one of those lightly.”

Justin smiled. “Makes sense.”

She blushed. So cute.

Justin’s eyes bulged moments later when the pet groomer came back out leading a three-headed hellhound by a leash. “What am I looking at, Evie?”

“That’s Tria,” she said with breezy nonchalance. “She’s a Cerberus Retriever. We picked her up from the pound near my home yesterday.”

“I was scared for my life for a while there, but she’s actually quite sweet,” the man chuckled. “I’m Joel, by the way. You’re going to be taking Tria here once a week from now on, I suppose, so it’s best if you know my name. And do you need my contact info?”

Evie frowned. “I have a boyfriend.”

“It’s fine,” Justin muttered. “Take his number. It’s part of your job.”

Evie’s eyes widened. “But—you’d let another man talk to me on the phone? Alone?”

Joel looked at Justin quizzically. “What’s happening here?”

Justin took the leash, his lips tensing into a thin line. “She’s very possessive of me, so she doesn’t understand why I don’t have the same boundaries.”

“I see,” he grunted, a judgy look in his eyes. “Well, your boss has my number, so you can get it from her if you need it.”

“Thanks,” Evie murmured.

Joel extended his hand to Evie for a handshake, but the succubus bristled, her eyes widening as she glared at Justin for his reaction.

“I’ll shake your hand,” he sighed, taking it on Evie’s behalf, then letting go.

Anya was meanwhile snuggling with the dog. She shifted from one head to another on repeat giving all three of them big wet kisses on the forehead, which the cerberus seemed to love as her—their?—bushy red tail waved happily. Justin observed this with a grin.

They started to walk toward the front door with Tria, Evie huffing with disgust. “Can you believe he wanted to touch me?! What a pervert!”

“It was just a handshake,” Justin muttered.

“But I’m a spoken-for woman,” she whined, stomping one foot indignantly.

“In Hell, if someone was dating someone else, would that stop anyone from shaking their hand?” Justin asked.

Evie paused. “It’s different.”

“How so?”

Anya groaned as she took the leash from Justin. “Can we not talk about how pathetic you are, big sis?”

Before Justin could do some damage control there, the front door blew up with an explosion, and the smell of sulfur filled the air—well, that and dog food, as more than half a dozen bags stacked near the front of the door exploded open in the process.

Justin instinctively grabbed Anya and Evie and pulled them to the ground, making himself something of a human shield as debris bounced off his impenetrable skin. “Are you alright?” he asked, wide-eyed, his gaze flicking from one girl to the other.

Evie nodded. “Is this what I think it is?”

Justin’s brow furrowed darkly. “Probably. You’d better run.”


Chapter 21

(Justin)

Anya peeked behind Justin, peering through the space underneath his armpit as he pulled her and Evie close. He could tell Anya saw the perpetrator of the attack that had destroyed the front of the pet shop.

Justin looked over his shoulder for a moment. The man, if he could be called a man, seemed to be something like a giant housefly. Surrounding him was a swarm of hundreds of other flies, their collective buzzing groans filling the room now that the sound of the explosion had died down.

“Did you hear me, Evie?” Justin muttered, turning back to the girls. “Get Anya out the back door—I’m sure they have one. From there, run, don’t walk, to Dracula and Trevon’s place.”

Anya huffed and puffed with indignation. “No way.” Her body disappeared into vapor, and she floated out of Uncle Justin’s grasp, landing in front of the monster facing them down.

“Anya!” Justin and Evie shouted in unison. Evie shot up to her feet, rushing to grab the little girl out of the jaws of danger, and Justin followed in hot pursuit.

The little girl extended her hand as the fetid monster breathed down upon her, goop dripping out of its proboscis. “Kneel!” Anya said.

The monster dropped mostly to the ground. “What power is this?!” it shouted.

“That voice!” Evie gasped. “Cousin Bel-Bel, is it really you?”

The voice didn’t respond. But what the monster did manage to do was shrug off Anya’s command, getting back up on its feet.

Anya gasped. “He’s tough! So cool!”

“Anya, get out of here!” Justin said as the worker at the front desk seemed to take that advice on her behalf, dashing toward the back. “Evie, go!”

When the two women didn’t show any signs of obeying, Justin dashed forward, swinging a futile blow into the face of the monster. It absorbed the shock of his punch like it was nothing, which he’d expected. This was a greater demon of the pit, a direct servant of Lilith, Queen of Hell. He shouldn’t be that easy to kill.

“Okay, how about this?” Justin began, thinking fast. “Anya, race home with Evie and get your father or at the very least some of his weapons. Can you do that? It’s the only way we’ll be able to take him out.”

Evie frowned but nodded, grabbing Anya by the shoulder. “If you get hurt, I’ll kill you,” she shouted before running off, Anya obediently following her.

Evie already knew what was happening, but she didn’t say as much, and Justin knew why. It wasn’t clear just who was watching. If Lilith was observing the fight, and Evie called Belphegor’s intentions out, she’d be putting his daughters in danger—as well as the whole plan, what little plan there was.

Justin didn’t expect it to happen so soon and so suddenly. Belphegor fired a blast of acid at him, which melted his shirt away, but thankfully left his pants intact. He knew what he was trying to do—put on a show. That told Justin, at least, that Belphegor was also concerned about the possibility of being watched.

They traded blows, one after another, tossing each other around the pet store, knocking shelves over, destroying them with magic attacks—but nothing Justin did could harm Belphegor, and nothing the demon did so much as put a scratch on Justin. It was a pathetic stalemate, yet neither was about to stop.

Several times, Belphegor made a show of trying to leave in the direction that Evie and Anya went, or even make a tactical retreat, but Justin sensed the half-heartedness in it and easily redirected him back into the battlefield.

“Should we be bantering?” Justin muttered at one point he and the demon were locked in a grapple, hundreds of flies trying vainly to nip at the Spartoi’s flesh.

“What would we even banter about?”

Justin just shrugged and socked him in the face.

With blow after blow, the pet shop was slowly reduced to rubble, pillars smashed, walls obliterated, products destroyed, and shelves toppled. It was pure chaos, and Justin eventually found himself hitting the ground from slipping on kibble just as often as he hit it from Belphegor knocking him down.

When the demon tossed him toward the back, Justin cheated a glance out of the corner of his eye into the room that previously had all the pets waiting to be groomed or picked up by their owners. With relief, he noted that Joel had managed to save them all and get them out of there. All that was left was for Justin to hope Joel’s insurance covered fights between demons and warriors born from a dragon’s tooth.

Each combatant gave their all to the battle, making sure to put on a good show for whoever might be watching. Even so, the fact that it was going nowhere probably didn’t look particularly good for Belphegor. Justin hoped that someone came back fast enough for him to put the poor demon out of his misery before things started to seem too blatantly suspicious.

As if his prayers had been answered, Evie returned bearing holy gifts, barreling through the gaping maw that once was the front entrance. She was holding a bag. “Here, baby!” She chucked that bag at Justin and he caught it easily. “I’ve got Trevon and Dracula on speakerphone!” she said, fishing her phone out of her purse and holding it up.

“Oh. Hi, Trev,” Justin called out as Belphegor pummeled him in the neck and jaw with four arms at once.

“Hey, sorry I can’t be there, friend, we’re in the middle of a movie,” Trevon explained casually. “I have work in a little bit, so what’s up?”

“Hi again, Justin!” the Countess said. “Are you treating Evie well, I hope?”

Belphegor finally spoke. “What is happening?”

“Evie brought a bag,” Justin said, peering into it, setting things back on track.

He could hear kisses through the receiver as Trevon replied, probably from the Countess to her husband. “Oh, right. There’s a bottle of Holy Water and a dagger made from the head of the Longinus Spear. If what you’re fighting is a demon, that should help.”

“Oh, nice!” Justin grabbed the dagger first as he jumped out of the way of another attack. “Any tips? Are you familiar with a demon named Belphegor?”

“Well, we met once, after all. But I read his name in bestiaries before that, anyway. He’s an agent of Hell, sent on missions to corrupt and torment the virtuous, typically. He is sometimes also sent as an assassin, known for his clever disguises, though I have to say I was unimpressed.”

Belphegor finally spoke, ceasing his assaults for a moment. Even most of his flies took a moment to land. “I mean, the disguises aren’t perfect, but I feel like they aren’t that bad, either.”

Justin brandished the dagger in front of him as the demon closed in for another attack, but it didn’t cower. The Spartoi warrior lunged, and though it felt a little graceless to him, he managed to finally puncture the demon’s flesh, spilling ichor onto the rubble-covered floor.

Belphegor let out a cry of pain that made Justin wince sympathetically. Knowing what was really going on here, a pang of regret filled him, but Evie was more important. He stabbed him again and again—in the chest, the stomach, the face, and all the while he heard strained cries behind him as Evie watched what he did to her cousin.

When Belphegor was reduced to a pile of organic matter on the ground, heaving labored breaths, oozing green blood everywhere, Justin fished into the bag one more time to pull out the holy water. “Anything you want to say before I finish this?” he asked. “Anything you feel comfortable saying?”

“I’m sorry,” he said. “And good luck to you. That is all.”

With that, Justin uncorked the bottle and poured it onto the demon, lighting him up in blue flames. The sounds of his agonizing cries were something Justin wasn’t going to forget anytime soon. Soon, there was just a pile of steam and ash there, vaguely assuming the shape of the demon that had once been Belphegor.

Well, that’s what he thought. But then it coughed. “Goddammit!” Justin growled. “How hard is this guy to kill?”

He felt a hand on his shoulder, startling him. Justin spun around and saw Evie standing much taller than normal, her skin red, her sclera black, her horns long and twisted, and the span of her wings vaster than ever before. “I should do it, Justin. Let me.”

He nodded and stepped aside, noting a lava tear dripping down her cheek. To Justin’s fascination, Evie pulled what appeared to be a chopstick out of her purse and pointed it in front of her. “Hei, usa! Deschide-te!’”

For a split second, it was like the fabric of reality warped, a violent ripple in space originating from the tip of Evie’s wand. Justin felt assured, based on certain context clues, that this was no chopstick but indeed a magical implement for casting spells, and Evie had just majorly flexed.

The impact of her spell hit Belphegor’s remains, erasing them and a solid 20x20 block of the ground from existence, leaving smoldering concrete behind. Evie put her wand back into her purse and sighed, wiping a tear. “Sorry Cousin Bel-Bel. I really didn’t want to hurt you. Why?” she whimpered. She knew why. Perhaps she, too, was putting on some kind of performance for the benefit of prying eyes—or maybe the question was intended for her mother.

Justin hugged her, but the building started to tremble. “This place is going to collapse,” he said. “We should go.”

Evie nodded her agreement. She turned to walk toward the exit, but Justin scooped her up into his arms, making her gasp in surprise. A moment later, she would realize why he did what he did, as a beam where she’d been headed suddenly collapsed.

Still keeping her in his arms, Justin walked out the gaping hole of the pet shop where the front door once had been as they headed in the direction of Dracula and Trevon’s apartment. “Justin, are you there?” Trevon’s voice said through the speakerphone.

“Yeah, we’re here.”

“It got noisy for a moment. All taken care of?”

“Yep,” Justin sighed.

Dracula’s voice chirped back at him. “Well, that was exciting. Why don’t you two take the rest of the morning off? We’ll watch Anya for a few hours. Just come back when we’re going to resume our training, Evie, and you can work the afternoon after that, alright?”

Evie cleared her throat, her eyes sparkling with tears. “Sure. Thanks.”

“Bring the weapons back, too,” Trevon chimed in. “Leave them on the kitchen counter.”

They hung up the call, and Evie slipped the phone back into her purse with a sigh. Justin set her down. “Where do you want to go next? We should probably get out of here before the police start bugging us. They’ll realize not to fuck around when they view all relevant CCTV footage.”

Evie blushed. “Can we go back to your room?”

“Sure.” Justin put his arm around her. “Are you alright?”

“If Belphegor’s sacrifice wasn’t in vain, then yes,” she said. “I guess it remains to be seen.”

(Evie)

Evie felt everything at once: relief that the immediate threat was gone, sadness that her cousin was gone with that threat, anger that her lover had been put in danger, betrayal that her mother wanted her slain…and love. As they walked toward Justin’s apartment, she reached out and took his hand, squeezing it. He squeezed back.

“If you can go to Hell safely, maybe we need to bring this issue directly to your mom,” he said. “Tell her we know what she’s up to. Tell your dad. He’ll sort it out. I get the feeling he wouldn’t let that kind of thing fly when it came to you.”

She shook her head. “She probably won’t try again anyway. If she sent Belphegor, it was a last-ditch effort. Belphegor is protective of me—"

“Or was, you mean,” Justin corrected her somberly.

Evie shook her head. “You misunderstand. If a demon is killed on Earth they’re just banished back to hell for a century.”

Justin blinked in shock. “I feel like someone should have told me this earlier. Then why did you cry so much?”

“Because we had to hurt him,” she said, shrugging like the question was silly. “Anyway, the only person who could give him that order and have him obey would be my mother. So right now, she knows I know, and I know she knows that I know. You know?”

Justin was still trying to catch up. “I guess. But does she know that you know that she knows that you know?”

Evie smirked at him and punched him in the shoulder, bringing her own shoulder up to wipe a tear off on her sleeve. “Screw you.”

Her lover’s gentle gaze remained locked on her. “I’m happy to see something resembling a smile on your face despite the insanity of all this,” he noted with a chuckle. “It gives me hope.”

She looked down at her feet. “Of course I can smile. I’m with you.”

Justin laughed and pecked her on the forehead. “You’re going to give me diabetes, babe.”

Evie quickly recovered, waving her hands in front of her, even relinquishing his hand to do so. “Not—not like I’m totally in love with you or anything!”

“Of course,” he snickered. He took her hand back, and the subtle insistence behind it almost melted her completely.

Next thing she knew, they were at his front door, then the door to his room. It felt different this time somehow. They’d turned every corner in their relationship already, hadn’t they? So why did this moment feel so profound all of a sudden? And why could she sense the realization behind his eyes, too?

Justin cleared his throat, his hand resting on the doorknob. “I’m going to marry you,” he said blankly.

Evie’s eyes bulged and she projectile vomited lava all over his bare chest, but he didn’t even seem to register it as she tried to clean it up, only for it to drop down and leave holes in the carpet. “Why would you say that all the sudden?!” she whined, pounding his chest like a drum. “You’re gonna give me a fudging heart attack!”

“I don’t know,” he muttered. “I just—I looked at you and I knew it.”

She stared right back at him, and she knew it too. She’d known for a while now. Evie stepped onto his feet, then onto her tiptoes to reach his lips, not even letting him bend his neck or back to accommodate her. She wrapped her arms, tail, and wings around him and breathed into his mouth before kissing him. “I will marry you whenever you think the time is right and it’s not too weird and fast and stuff. But not because I’m desperate to marry you or whatever…just cuz…you know…you make me more powerful and all.”

Justin chuckled. “Ouch. Really? Even in a moment like this?”

She looked up at him, pouting. “I’m sorry. I know I’m terrible. You deserve better than me.”

Justin’s eyes widened. “Don’t act like you’re breaking up with me out of nowhere.”

“What?!” she gasped. “No! That’s not what I meant! I was just saying that! If you try to find anyone better than me, I’ll kill her and you, and then when you go to Hell for cheating on me, I’ll marry you anyway, so don’t get any fudging ideas!”

Justin smiled softly and closed his eyes as if a gentle mist had just washed over him. “That’s the good stuff. You know what Daddy likes.”

She giggled. “What a masochist. Do you want me to call you Daddy, though? I’ll do it. If you’re into it, I’ll do it. I bet it’ll piss my real dad off a ton.”

“It’ll be awkward when we’re both reaching for the salt at family dinners,” Justin noted, tapping his chin. Evie kissed his chin—after all, it was right in front of her. She couldn’t help herself.

“Now there’s a thought. Justin?”

“Yeah?” he said.

“Let’s make love. In your bed, like a real, normal couple.”

Justin’s brow arched, but he nodded. He picked her up and set her down on the ground. Then, he opened the door. The room was clean—it now smelled more like Evie’s perfume than Justin, which she was a bit disappointed to notice, but at least it was clean enough for what they were about to do.

Justin eagerly closed and locked the door behind him. He kissed Evie passionately as he undid the buttons of her blouse, and she went for his pants. Rather than mess around with the fly, she just tugged down on the waistband, pulling pants and boxers down all at once, while he gingerly undressed her with all the care in the world as though he was a child dressing a doll.

They didn’t settle for half-measures. Justin undressed every single article of clothing on her body—her jacket, her blouse, her skirt, her bra, her nylons, and her panties, seeming to enjoy the journey as much as the destination. Evie was less patient. She just wanted him inside her now—but she had to admit that the slow burn would make it all the sweeter when the fateful moment finally happened.

When she was nude at last, he guided her to the bed and laid her on the mattress like she was fragile. She looked into his eyes, smirking. “Why are you so slow and gentle all of a sudden?”

Justin frowned at her and seemed to consider the question, chewing on his bottom lip. He let out a sigh as he stroked her hair. “I’m sorry. Must be a subconscious thing. Maybe seeing someone come after you shook me more than I realized.”

“Imagine how I felt with the hydra,” Evie huffed. “And seeing you throw yourself into a fight with an archdemon for my sake.”

“I’m fine,” he insisted, shaking his head.

“So am I,” she told him. “And I’m always going to be fine. So don’t be scared, okay?”

He nodded obediently, but she could tell it would take more than a few words to persuade him. That was fine. She had a long, long time to work at it.

Justin kissed her neck delicately, massaging her tender flesh with his lips. He started there, but he certainly wasn’t set on ending there, and before long he’d traveled down to her collarbone, then her breasts, and soon his tongue was swirling around her nipples.

Evie moaned, running her fingers through his hair. She started levitating slightly off the bed, her wings sprawling out as far as space would allow. “That feels good, baby,” she moaned. “Mmm…Daddy.”

Justin stopped for a second to chuckle. “Oh, are we really doing that?”

Evie blushed. “Um—I thought I’d try it.”

Justin got right back to work, this time slipping a hand between her legs as he continued to suckle from her breasts, so oversized on her tiny frame. Justin nibbled and suckled one of her nipples, making her grind her knees together and bite her lip. She trapped his hand between her legs as his fingertip dusted her outer labia, already so shamefully moist.

“Oohhh,” she moaned. “Yeah, go inside. Go inside, baby.”

He obeyed at once, slipping two digits into her pussy. Her inner walls clamped around him hungrily, writhing and twisting against his adventurous digits. It felt so, so good—like he knew just what she needed and was uniquely situated to give it to her. But…that couldn’t be true, because she didn’t need his fingers. She needed his cock.

“Stop that,” she whimpered, grabbing his wrist. “I want your dick. Stop it.”

Justin muttered an apology, which mortified her, because that wasn’t the point she’d been trying to make. She wasn’t saying stop because she was angry or anything—but of course she’d fuck even that kind of detail up.

“Don’t be sorry, dummy,” she moaned, blushing completely. “Just love me.”

Evie pulled her legs up so that her knees touched her chin, making her pussy as tight as she could for him. She wanted to provide the best feeling she could for his thick cock. Succubus magic was only one piece of the puzzle. She needed to use every advantage, even the advantages of the position itself.

Justin’s face screwed up a bit as tried to fit inside her, but it was a tight squeeze, made tighter still by the position. Still, with some effort, he managed, and Evie let out a moan of approval when she felt her slick pussy start to massage his cockhead. “So good, baby,” she moaned noisily. “That’s what I need. All mine, all mine, all mine.”

His eyes widened, probably wondering if she was about to go crazy again like she did that time she nearly assaulted him outside the Blue Swan Cafe. She wasn’t going crazy, though. She’d never thought more clearly, in fact. For a brief moment, everything she loved about him was on the tip of her tongue, so easy to articulate if she just gave it the effort. She kind of wanted to—but now wasn’t the moment.

“How’s my pussy feel for you, Daddy?” she moaned, trying the nickname out again.

Justin blinked a bit at the nickname, then answered by kissing her as he slowly pushed more of his immensity inside her.

“Must feel good then,” she said, her voice cracking. “Ohhh! Feels good here, too!”

Justin started moving slowly, then picked up the pace when he found a rhythm. He thrust into her on repeat, moving like an animal, feeling her pussy possessively grip his cock and not let go. She could see it on his face—the pleasure. The passion. The desire to please her. The adoration.

“Harder, Justy-Baby,” she moaned, grinding her hips up at him half-consciously, meeting his thrusts halfway. “Harder, harder!”

With that, it was like something snapped inside her lover, and next thing either of them knew, the room was filled with horny girl moans that could probably be heard throughout the entire neighborhood. “Ahh! Ahh! Ohh! Guhh!” The collection of indecent sounds she made for him was one way out of many she would find to voice her appreciation. Even if it always remained hard for her to be direct—she would find these ways to make him feel like a man, to let him know how much she desired him, needed him, worshiped him.

Getting back into character, she bit her lip for a moment before furrowing her brow. “Harder, dummy!” she moaned, swatting him on the shoulder. “And don’t make such a scary face at me! Just—ahhh! Fudge! That’s it, baby! Hoo, gosh!”

Justin had slipped his hands under her butt and lifted her a little, and that one little change made a world of difference. Evie squealed like a profane slut—then, sensing her orgasm coming, and in a violent way, she planted her feet on Justin’s chest and kicked him off.

“Wh-what?” Justin grunted in confusion.

“I’m—ohhh shiiiit!” she moaned as she started squirting a spasmodic fountain of female ejaculate, her hips jumping and bouncing as she unloaded it, soaking his bed. “I’m—I’m sorry!” What a freaking disaster. She kicked him out of her so she could squirt on his bed?! What the fuck?! The shame almost burned a hole through her, but she was too racked with mindblasting pleasure to process it all at once.

Justin spectated reverently, waiting for some kind of cue. Her whole body continued to quake even as the orgasm started to settle. “I’m…I’m sorry. You can go back inside now, please,” she whimpered, looking at him with a pathetic pout, her breasts heaving with labored breaths.

There was no need for her to repeat the suggestion. Justin crawled over the soaked sheets to get to her with no hesitation. He slipped right back inside and got back to work, but Evie’s eye went wide when he tried to use that position again. She breathed a powerful jet of fire into his face.

“Oh, you don’t like that?”

“I don’t want to squirt twice in a row, idiot!” she shouted, socking him in the cheek, doing more damage to her fist than his cheek. “I just want your cum in my guts!”

“I can do that,” he grunted. Justin started moving again, this time picking up the pace and choosing an angle that favored him. Evie started to get a little nervous as she sensed another climax creeping up, but at least this one probably wouldn’t include waterworks.

But then it happened. Justin’s jaw clenched, and Evie’s eyes rolled back in serenity as she felt something warm coat her insides. “Ahhhh,” she sighed. “One of these days, you’re definitely going to get me pregnant, you know.”

Justin didn’t even respond except to keep humping away. When he was finally done, he collapsed on top of her, and she lifted up his heavy head so that she could kiss it. She smooched his forehead, then his lips—just quick kisses, not the ‘bonjour’ variety.

After a few minutes of rest, Evie spoke in a soft voice. “So what’s next?”

“Next I guess we take a rest, and then you’ll have to head back to Trevon and Dracula’s place,” Justin murmured in her ear, his face buried in the blanket just next to her head. He was still on top of her, his arms holding her in an embrace.

“Not like that,” she giggled. “What’s next for us?”

Justin didn’t speak for a few seconds, which made Evie a little anxious. Finally, though, he found the words. “Next, we keep going. I’m going to prioritize getting to know you. Your past, your dreams, your family, your ambitions and…hobbies, I guess. I want to know everything about you so that when I walk you down the aisle, I don’t feel like a fraud.”

Evie giggled again, unable to help herself. “Right back at you. But also—I think I need to get a message to my mom. There might be a way to solve the drama between us after all. I realized it when we were at the pet store.”

“Oh?” Justin muttered.

Evie nodded underneath him. “A contract. If I sign an agreement promising not to usurp her, maybe I can get our own plot down in Hell for us to build our own home.”

“Would you really be okay with giving up that possibility?” Justin asked. “I don’t want to get in the way of your dreams.”

“If it means I can keep you forever and they’ll just let us enjoy our married life, then yes,” she said, surer of that than anything ever. “I’ll still learn magic—I still want to be tougher than my sisters, maybe have bigger domains than them one day. But I don’t need to be Queen of Hell.”

Justin nodded his approval, smiling. “I’ll support you in whatever you want, however I can.”

“And I’ll support you too,” she said. “I’ll help you learn whose blood fertilized the dragon tooth that—”

Justin laughed, cutting her off.

“What’s so funny?” she asked, scrunching up her face.

“I told you I don’t care about that at all,” he admitted. “You can forget about that. When you first offered to help me investigate, it was a convenient excuse for us to keep meeting. I don’t think we need that anymore, do you?”

Evie grinned, but tried to hide it by burying her face in his shoulder. “No, probably not.”

“So forget it,” he said. “If it comes up someday, great. If we move to Hell, I just want to be able to come back here and visit every now and then, and I want a job to keep me busy while you’re doing your work ruling your domain or whatever.”

“I’ll get you your own gas station down there,” she promised. “And we’ll staff it full of interesting damned people, alright?”

Justin laughed at the idea. “Sure. That’s a start.”

“And what about our babies?” she asked. “They’ll be half-demon, and since I’m a succubus, they’ll probably all be little half-succubi or half-incubi. Are you okay with that?”

Justin’s brow creased at the notion. “Let’s circle back to that at a later date.”

“Not too much later,” she muttered. “We have been having a lot of unprotected sex, and I don’t see that changing.”

“Well how do other succubi prevent getting pregnant?”

Evie shrugged. “They’re mostly all on birth control. Some use rubbers.”

Justin sighed and shook his head as he rolled off of her, but she took the opportunity to trade positions, rolling on top him instead. “Looks like I have a lot of stuff to learn about Hell before we move there.”

Evie kissed him deeply, then broke away to smirk and make a little quip. “Lucky for you, you’re dating a native.”


Epilogue

(Justin, 6 months later)

It was a perfect day in Hell, or so he’d been repeatedly told by his soon-to-be mother-in-law. The sky was the same crimson as the blood of a saint—whatever that meant. He gathered it was a good thing.

He had to admit, atop the strange pyramidal structure, the vast expanse of Hell that seemed to go on forever…it seemed kind of pretty in a ‘Mordor’ sort of way. Vast volcanic fields with veiny rivers of lava branched here and there in playful networks, and rolling ashen plains melted into the horizon further beyond. The ziggurat their ceremony was being officiated upon was certainly peerless in its craftsmanship, and exceedingly well-maintained.

It was beautiful in its way, he supposed.

He hadn’t thought much about what his wedding would look like when he’d been young, he realized only now, but with a chuckle he noted that if he had imagined it, it wouldn’t look much like this.

Satan and Lilith’s thrones rested on elevated platforms overlooking a dais. They were here, too, and after spending a few weekends at a cabin in the Wisconsin woods with Evie and Justin, seeing him put on his best Midwest Charm, they were both fully on board with the wedding. Admittedly, the contract Lilith and Evie signed may have had something to do with getting her invested. Satan, however, was definitely won over by the fishing trip, dubbing Justin ‘the son he never had' by the end of the vacation.

Lilith already sat in her throne, sobbing into a handkerchief. Satan finished up greeting a few guests and then joined her, holding her hand. Behind the dais stood a minister with a crown of his own. He looked mostly human but had yellowish eyes, small horns jutting from his head, and ruddy hair. On top of that, he was fit as a fiddle—like, a total gym rat bod. His wife also attended, wearing a tiara that flirted with a halo that seemed ready to drip blood onto her white dress at any moment. Her hair was pitch black and curly to an extreme, her eyes were red, and she had black feathery wings behind her. He wasn’t an expert or anything, but if he had to guess, she was some kind of fallen angel—a demon and a fallen angel, not a particularly surprising pair.

In the crowd, just about everyone from the Pump N’ Go was present, from Dustin to Tammy and of course Trevon and his family. With the exception of his former roommate and her boyfriend, that’s about all there was to report on his side of the aisle.

Evie’s side…well, it was a lot more colorful to say the least. Evie’s sisters were there, which was nice, and they were a lot friendlier than he’d been led to believe they’d be. Notably, Belphegor was in the crowd, too. Some of the demons and monsters in attendance whispered something along the same lines: “I just came to see if it was really happening. Evie found a man? How? Who would take her?”

Their loss, his gain, as far as Justin was concerned, though he was a bit tempted to sock them in the face for disrespecting his bride. He very well might once the ceremony was over.

Evie, of course, was as beautiful as anything ever had been in the history of the world—Hell or Earth. He’d snuck off with her earlier, when guests were still arriving, to get some smooches in before the ceremony. She’d already vomited on him three times today, but Lilith, who he now had to start calling ‘mom’, had foreseen that and prepared no fewer than six hundred and sixty-six suits and dresses for the occasion. Truly, they were fully prepared.

A choir of screeching imps signaled the big moment as organs played an odd variant of the bridal procession in a minor key. This was it. This was happening. There was no turning back now—not for him, not for her. In a few short moments, the girl of his dreams would emerge from the ziggurat stairs and proceed down the aisle toward him. It was the happiest day of his life.

Just when he thought maybe she’d run away and lost her nerve, she appeared, first her head emerging as she walked up the steps, her perfect face hidden by a black veil. Then he saw her in her dress. Well—that was a relative term. Her mother, being queen of succubi, insisted upon a suitably sexy wedding gown, and it ended up being a two-piece ensemble that showed a lot of midriff and thigh, with the ‘dress’ portion more similar to a loincloth than a wedding gown of any kind.

But she looked beautiful, and the gasps on either side of the aisle validated that fact. He was the luckiest man here. In a sea of succubi, sexy monster girls, the Countess, and some random hot fallen angel queen from a neighboring demiplane, Evie was the most beautiful—at least to him.

The slow, measured procession down the aisle as she walked arm-in-arm with Satan was the longest thirty seconds of his life, and yet he almost felt as though he’d blacked out and could recall nothing when somehow she ended up beside him.

They went through the steps in the process, his hands shaky the whole time. It was at its worst when he had to pull the veil back, and the sight of her face, so utterly cute and perfect, almost made him take a step backward in awe.

Evie looked up at him, then, her eyelashes batting sweetly, seeking his approval. He hoped he made it clear with the hungry look he fired back. It was everything he could do not to just make out with her then and there. Imagine that being the way the ceremony ended.

He was shaken out of his reverie when the minister cleared his throat, speaking in a confident, resonant voice. “Dearly Beloved, we are gathered here today to celebrate the unholy sacrament of marriage. Standing before me, Evie Satan, daughter of Satan and Lilith, the king and queen consort of this Earth’s Hell, both tremble not with fear but anticipation. I recognize it in their eyes. The look on young Justin’s face is much the same as the one I saw in the mirror on the day I married my Queen and my first nine or so concubines.”

Nine? That seemed like a lot to manage. Justin found himself lost for a moment, imagining just how that could work in terms of time spent and the physical placement of things in an orgy. Did he do them one at a time? All at once? Small groups? All of the above? He snapped out of this line of thought when he noticed Evie’s brow beginning to furrow across from him.

“It’s a joyful day, any day on which someone gets married. I’m a firm believer in the institution—in whatever form it takes, whatever rituals you follow, marriage is beautiful, because the commitment that comes with it is important. Crucial. There is nothing, and I mean nothing, more satisfying than giving yourself to someone completely—and I do mean completely. Let me give the bride and groom some advice if I may. Evie? Justin?”

They regarded him from where he stood. Evie was unable to stop glancing back at Justin in his suit every few seconds or so, but she tried.

“There will be times in your marriage when work, kids, or unspoken expectations will drive you apart and make you feel like your marriage is suffering. Maybe you’ll even feel like your marriage is in danger. If that ever happens. Just promise me one thing: be kind to each other. That’s it. Random acts of kindness. Compliment her every day. Do something for her without being asked—and Evie, that goes for you too. Find ways to show you care. Touch one another—never let a day go by that you don’t kiss. Look for things you love about each other and call them out loudly and proudly. Ease your spouse’s burden in chores, labor, or whatever stresses they have. Listen if your spouse talks to you. Tell them you love them—don’t let it be a question. And make sure you say it like you mean it every time. And yes,” he chuckled, “what happens in the bedroom is important too. Be available to her, Justin. She’s a succubus. You’re six months in, so I’m sure you know by now that her needs have to be met or she’ll get very hangry.”

Justin and Evie both blushed, and Justin found himself actively avoiding Satan’s gaze at that moment. The crowd behaved well.

“If the romance feels dead, bring it back. Make an effort. Your partner will see it, even if it takes months. Just be consistent, and eventually it’ll come back, and the love will be rekindled. Nothing is more sacred than the love between spouses. Protect that bond at all costs. Even from your own children when you have them,” he said, nodding at Evie’s visible baby bump.

The audience chuckled at that, and Justin did too. When he looked back at Evie he realized that her eyes had been on him for that entire speech.

“Now—I’d like to give both man and wife the opportunity to speak their vows. First, the basics. Justin Allen Goodman, do you take this woman, Evie Lilitina Satan, to be your wife, now and forevermore?”

“I do,” he said, nodding. Evie jumped a little once he’d said it, like she couldn’t believe he really went and did it.

“Evie Lilitina Satan, do you take this man, Justin Allen Goodman, to be your husband, now and forevermore?” the minister said.

Evie sobbed once, which got some “awww” sounds out of the crowd, and then she said, “I do!”

“Justin, when you are ready, you may state your vows.”

This was it. The big moment. Justin stepped forward to grab Evie’s hands and squeezed them. Her eyes were wide and locked on his, unblinking, never compromising her sight of him for one millisecond. “Evie, when I look back at our life together these past six months, a part of me thinks—wow, that’s a long time in my life, but barely a drop in the ocean of yours. What’s six months to a thousand years? And yet, even with only one two thousandth of your life spent with me, you’re ready to commit yourself to me. I want you to know I see what an absolute gift that is—the most flattering thing I can possibly imagine.”

Evie sobbed, lava tears streaming down her face. She mouthed, “I love you,” to him, but let him continue.

“When I first met you, it didn’t take long for me to realize you were special. I was in love with you from our first date. I knew I’d marry you just a couple days later. I promise, for the rest of my life, which I have it on good authority is going to be pretty damn long, I will do everything I can to support you, to love and cherish you, to protect you, spoil you, and be a good partner as we raise our twins together.”

“And all our other babies in the future?!” she added through sniffles.

“Of course,” he said.

“Good.” Evie realized that he was done, then looked up at the minister for his guidance.

He smiled warmly and nodded at her. “Evie, whenever you’re ready, you may recite your own vows.”

Evie pulled a piece of paper out of her top, looked at it, squinting, then pouted as she looked back into her lover’s eyes. “I’m too nervous. I can’t remember it if I don’t read it. I’m sorry.”

“That’s okay,” he chuckled, and the audience and witnesses all made similar sounds of amusement.

Evie looked down at her paper, squinting at it so that her nose wrinkled slightly. “Justin. I wrote probably a hundred versions of these stupid vows because I couldn’t think of what I wanted to say. You already know everything there is to know about me. You made it your mission to know it all, and you stuck to that mission faithfully over the last few months. And as a result of the effort you put into our relationship, I know you just as well. You are—” She froze, her lips quivering and legs shaking as she stared blankly at the paper.

“You okay, honey?” he whispered. “Take your time.”

She nodded and stuffed the paper back into her bra. “I’m so nervous I almost fainted for a second there and now I can’t see very well,” she murmured. “I’m just going to say a bunch of stuff from the top of my head, okay? I’ll read you the rest tonight.”

“Sure,” he said, smiling at her.

“Justin, I love you so much that when I think of you in public, sometimes I smile out of nowhere and people think I’m crazy. I love you so much that when I just see your name written down I lick my lips and feel my heartbeat go wild. I love you so much that every time I see a girl check you out, I make a mental note to spend an evening in a very specific room in Vladimira and Trevon’s apartment. You know the one.”

Justin gulped. “Yep. I do.”

“I love you so much that—that sometimes when I turn a corner in our own apartment and see you unexpectedly, it’s enough to make my whole day. I love you so much that even bad food tastes good when you cook it, and I doodle pictures of your hair on napkins when I drink coffee alone at the cafe. When I think about the fact that we’re having kids together, it makes me so happy because I know you’re going to be an amazing father, and because I love you so much, I’ll be a great mother, too. I know this because I’ll see you in their eyes—and that’ll make me love them unconditionally, even if I otherwise lack much maternal instinct. And finally—I love you so much that when I close my eyes, sometimes I just see you, plain as day.”

He felt tears welling up, and he squeezed her hands tightly. The onlookers cheered and clapped—some of them even cried. With a big, sweeping gesture, the minister shouted, “Justin, it is with great pleasure that I inform you that you may now kiss the bride.”

They kissed, and it was like a fire inside him exploded, then slowly churned, coalesced into a ball, and started making its way to his hand. He felt a brief but potent searing pain on his ring finger as a glowing brand burned itself into him from the inside out—a permanent mark of his marriage to Evie. When he looked down at their hands, clasped together, he spotted a matching mark in one of hers. According to the laws of Hell, they were officiated. Married. Man and Wife.

He scooped her up into his arms, princess style, and walked her down the aisle to the whoops and cheers of the crowd. He could hear Satan’s voice booming over them all. “Thank you, King Zaxdozaan, what an honor to have you come all the way from Horcross! And thank you everyone for coming. The reception will be held in the Searing Pits of Desolation. If you’re leaving now, please stop by the front desk at the base of the ziggurat. Tina will validate your parking if needed.”

Justin rushed down the steps to get his wife away from the crowd. Soon everyone would come pouring down to congratulate them on their way to the reception, and he was happy to greet them, but he needed a minute—just a minute.

No sooner had he reached the base of the ziggurat than did he push Evie behind a stony pillar and start making out with her. She did that sexy thing where she lifted one leg and wrapped it around him, and he wanted badly to take her here and now—but they still had another three hours of entertaining guests before that.

It didn’t matter. This would be enough for now. This would tide him over. The taste of her lips, the scent of her cinnamon sugar breath as it washed over him when he withdrew to kiss her neck—that would keep him going.

“Justin?” she moaned. “...Hubby?”

“Yeah?” he asked, laughing a little at how sweetly and suddenly she used that term. It sounded nice. He pulled back to see her plainly—his bride. His wife. The psycho woman of his dreams. He’d won the game of life.

Evie looked nervous, though. He wasn’t sure what there was left for her to be nervous about, but he listened intently as she cleared her throat and started to speak in her saccharine, lovey-dovey voice.

“So Dracula has been telling me it’s time to select my Token of Passion for my wand. I’m ready for my next step as a sorceress.”

Justin nodded, though he still couldn’t guess just where this was going. “Alright,” he replied neutrally, not sure what else to offer.

“And—I’m supposed to choose something important to me, something I’m passionate about to magically bind into the wand.”

“Ahh, I see. Do you want, like, a lock of my hair or something?” he asked, smiling softly.

She blushed. “Or, like, some of your cum?”

That caught him off-guard. Well, she was a succubus after all. Just so, all he could say is, “uh, sure.”

She renewed kissing him again, doubling her efforts, and he got lost in her lips for a moment until she started to talk again. “Oh, and Justy-Baby?” she asked as she peppered his lips with smooch after smooch.

“Yeah?”

“Thank you.”

He stopped kissing her. He cupped her hands in between his and squished her adorable face between them. “What a weird thing to say to someone after they marry you,” he commented.

She pulled his hands down and frowned at him angrily. “I mean it, dummy. Thank you for—for seeing something in me that you can love.”

“Right back at you,” he replied, grinning. “So what’s next?”

She appeared to ponder the question. “What’s next is we get drunk at our reception on pit-wine. Then, you take me back to our hotel room and ravage me in manly fashion, obviously.”

He rolled his eyes. “You know what I meant. We intentionally left next week wide open. After our honeymoon, what’s next?”

She smiled and fluttered her lashes at him. People were starting down the ziggurat steps now, so they only had a few more moments of privacy. “What else? We’ll move into our mansion in the Stygian Steppes, the domain my mother allocated for me. She already made sure you had your pick of the nearby gas stations to run as you see fit.”

Justin nodded and rubbed her belly. “And how about your job with Dracula?”

“I was talking to her about it. They’re going to be homeschooling Anya soon, so they want me on a different schedule. I’ll be a midnight-shift nanny from now on. Following that, I’ll attend to our domain every morning, and the afternoons and evenings belong to us.”

“Sounds pretty perfect,” Justin sighed contentedly. “Will you keep working the nanny job once we have our kids?”

“Dracula said that I could bring them along,” she noted, “but I’ll probably let them sleep while I’m gone, which means you’ll have to take care of them if they wake up. That or my mom can help watch them.”

Justin shook his head and snorted at the absurdity of the situation. “Yep, the same mom who once plotted to kill you.”

“That’s just family dynamics in Hell. She won’t do that to her own grandkids,” Evie said dismissively, swatting her hand. “We can talk about it later. The point is we’ve got everything figured out—and what little we don’t, we’ll work it out soon enough.”

Justin kissed her again as the voices of the wedding guests started to grow louder, competing with their own. “Alright,” he said. “Let’s do this.”

Evie nodded, smiling. She pivoted to guide him to the base of the ziggurat, then made a little, “Ahem,” throat clear sound to get his attention. “By the way, there was one other thing I suppose I should mention.”

“Oh?” Justin said, beaming at her.

“I had my doctor’s visit this morning, as you know,” Evie said.

Justin’s eyes widened, suddenly panicked. “Is everything okay with the pregnancies?

“Yep, all good. It’s just that—well. You know how we’re having twins?”

He nodded, still not entirely calmed down just yet, but he hoped that the next words out of her mouth would do the trick.

“Well,” Evie continued, anxiously playing with her curly hair, “it turns out it’s triplets.”

Nope. That didn’t calm him down either.
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