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Prologue


Trevon Beaumont, Former Monster Slayer

“Trev, my man, pass me some of that Holy Water,” Death said, earning three pairs of gazes, each with one elevated eyebrow a piece.

“You sure you’re good, man?” Justin asked as he shuffled the deck, his eyes flitting to Trevon warily. The former monster hunter was at least as pessimistic about the possible outcomes of such a decision as anyone else in the room.

Death swished his skeletal hand dismissively, like a bougie bitch to a waiter he might ironically call ‘Garçon.’ “I can handle my liquor, mom,“ he muttered.

Trevon’s brow furrowed. “It’s not liquor. It’s water blessed by the pope.”

“I’m not going to chug it, Dad,” Death insisted, his phalanges grasping expectantly—impatiently, really. “Come on, I’m just going to put a drop in my coke.”

Trevon sighed. It was one thing he could never understand about his stepson—his need to feel like he could drink things. He was a literal skeleton, so everything he poured in his mouth just ended up on the floor. Thankfully, Trevon’s wife had the foresight to put down towels on the floor around Death’s chair, so it was a trivial issue at best, but still.

Trevon looked over at the werewolf to his right. “What do you think, Bev?”

Beverly California was a forty-year-old lycanthrope with slicked back brown hair, a thick but well-groomed beard, an intense amount of body hair, and slightly pointed ears to denote his bestial curse. “Naw, boy, you leave me out of this. He’s your son.”

“Stepson,” Trevon quickly corrected him.

Death huffed. “Wooow, so it’s like that, huh?”

“You’re literally older than me,” the vampire hunter grumbled. “

“What does that have to do with you being my dad?”

“Stepdad.”

Death mumbled something under his breath as he poured a drop of Holy Water into the Solo cup in front of him. The four men were seated at a table in Justin Goodman’s man-cave in Hell, while Evie Satan and Vladimira Tepes-Dracula drank bloodwine and gossiped in the living room upstairs. It was a weekend ritual at this point. Sometimes it was at Trevon and Dracula’s castle, of course. Sometimes it was here, in Evie and Justin’s palatial estate in Hell. Occasionally it was at Beverly California’s humble hunting cabin just outside the Wapa Lake city limits.

Today was Justin’s turn to host, which meant a few things—first and foremost, he was responsible for snacks. Justin wasn’t picky because he didn’t need to eat. Neither did Trevon, and neither did Death, so you’d think that meant that all they had to concern themselves with was Beverly, but no—Death was the picky eater. Despite not having taste buds or, really, a tongue or throat or stomach at all, Death insisted upon the presence of Cheetos and Cheez-its at all gatherings.

And, although Trevon didn’t need to eat, per se, being bloodbonded to his immortal wife, he certainly enjoyed a good meal every now and then.

Justin had loaded up on snacks, buying everyone’s favorites, but especially loading up on cheesy crackers of all kinds to sate Death’s wicked appetite. To emphasize his sheer cruelty and indifference to human life, Death demanded white cheddar Cheez-its—the most accursed flavor of all.

Beverly was a good sport and ate just about anything they put in front of him—even the white cheddar Cheez-its. He was a great guy, save for three nights of the month. There’s a menstrual joke in there somewhere, Trevon mused, but he decided to let it go. For Beverly, the cycle he was on was external, tied to the full moon, but it was pretty easy to guess at his true nature just by the look of him.

Death met Beverly in his Hot Yoga class where they bonded over going there to pick up chicks. Death had limited success with it—but he found that he enjoyed the workout, or so he claimed, so he kept going. When Beverly joined the class, they hit it off, and the rest was history.

“Thanks for getting the white cheddar Cheez-its, Justin,” Death said. “I fucking love these sons of bitches.”

Trevon dealt the cards, eager to push through the bullshit. He loved Death, he really did, but he had all kinds of weird quirks. For the last few months, Death had been working up to asking Dracula to magic him a functional penis—it hadn’t happened yet. On several occasions, Trevon had offered to ask on his behalf, understanding that it was an awkward conversation for a boy to have with his mother—even if said boy was the Grim Reaper and said mother was history’s most notorious vampire demigod.

“Who goes first?” Justin asked, looking across the table at Justin and Beverly.

The werewolf scratched his chin, then raised a hand with dark, thick, sharp nails that were halfway to claws. “I can go first if it’s good with y’all.”

“Works for me,” Trevon muttered, looking down at his hand. Fuck. This was not the best hand he’d had all night, that’s for sure.

“Me too.”

“Yeah, go for it, Bev,” Death grunted as he sipped from his drink. The tiny bit of holy water made his bones smoke and glow as the liquid passed through his ribcage and onto the towels beneath his chair. “Ahhh that hits the spot.”

Justin smirked. “Does it, though?”

“Let’s see…Everyone got a good look at their hands?” Beverly asked.

“Yep. Initial bets?” Death muttered.

Everyone put ten dollars into the pot for the round. They had a simple system of gambling for their game nights. Each night they’d play many rounds of cards. For each round, people would look at their cards and feel out their odds based on their opening hand. From that, they’d put in an initial bet. The default was ten bucks, but it could be raised, at which point everyone else would have to agree to that raised risk as well—or they could check for the default price, but their winnings, if they won, would be cut in half.

Nothing so dramatic happened this time, which meant that everyone had middling hands. Not that hands made much difference in the particular card game Death had selected for them tonight.

“Uh. Trevon. Do you have a Three of Smallmouth Bass?” Bev asked, his brow wrinkling as the room of manly men put their game faces on.

“Go fish,” Trevon said, a devious smirk dimpling his right cheek. “To the pond with you.”

“Dammit,” the werewolf muttered, shaking his head. “Shit, and this one isn’t a match either.”

Justin laughed openly. “The game just started, dude. Relax.”

“Easy for you to say. I saw you already put down a pair and you haven’t had a single turn yet.”

The unkillable former Pump N’ Go manager grinned. “Got me there.”

“Alright, quit your bantering,” Death muttered. “Justin, do you have a Ten of Pufferfish?”

“Dammit, I do,” Justin replied, handing it over.

“Yeah, baby, that’s what I’m talking about,” Death grunted, pumping his bony fist. “Alright, Justin, it’s your turn.”

The round only lasted about twenty minutes before Trevon ultimately took the victory. Winning didn’t matter. The money was mostly spent on snacks, drinks, and new games for the next game night. Trevon had had his eye on one called Scrabble for a while. He hoped to use these winnings to splurge and pick up a copy from W-Mart.

Eventually the night escalated into buffoonery as it often did once Trevon had a comfortable buzz going and Bev was properly sloshed. Death was very adept at acting drunk, but Justin was unable to get drunk at all, so he ended up being the responsible one while the others wrestled on the floor, sang Karaoke with a USB microphone connected to Evie’s laptop, and then ultimately put on a movie. It was an action movie about a guy with a worrisome hairline and a bad relationship with his wife being a badass. Justin had seen it already, but Trevon quite enjoyed it, even with him spoiling the plot every ten minutes or so.

“Now this John McClane—now that is a man,“ Trevon observed. “No rippling muscles, nothing special about him other than the fact that he is determined to succeed.”

“Something no one in this room can really relate to,” Death noted with a laugh.

Something about that observation startled Trevon so much that he shot straight up to his feet, spilling his whiskey on the ground. Justin winced, but he ignored it. “Are we too detached from normal humans?” Trevon asked.

“What do you mean?” Justin said.

“I mean—look, I’m technically human, but I think we can all agree, between my papal blessings, my holy bloodline, and my bloodbond with the Countess, my experience as a man is pretty nonstandard.”

“Agreed,” Justin replied cautiously.

“Beverly has to wear a flea collar. He’s more werewolf than human even during his human time of the month,” Trevon went on. “You’re from an ancient warrior race spawned from the teeth of a dragon, and Death is—well, look at him.”

Death struck a proud pose, knuckles on his hip bones. “Hell yeah, look at me.”

Beverly nodded. “Maybe we should add a normal human to our group,” he suggested. “Four is a weird number for a weekly gathering anyway.”

Trevon snapped his fingers. “Yes! That’s what I’m trying to say! Justin, should we call Dustin and see—“

“Dustin is an alcoholic, so no,” he said. “Bad idea. Also, he’s real busy now ever since I quit the Pump N’ Go, and he likes it that way.”

“Fair enough,” Trevon sighed, his expression darkening with disappointment.

“There’s Tria’s vet. The guy who used to be her groomer.”

Justin’s face lit up with recognition. “Ah. Yeah, I met him a few times. Nice guy. Joel or Joe or something like that.”

“Joel,” Trevon confirmed. “He’s a bit…well, Tria is a bit too clingy toward him, if you ask me. Inviting him into our house means that we won’t be able to get her to stop nuzzling him the whole night.”

“It’s normal for dogs to love their stylists and groomers,” Justin said. “She’ll be fine.”

Trevon sighed, not quite convinced. “If you say so. I’ll run the idea by the Countess. Justin, you tell Evie.”

“Oh, she doesn’t like him,” Justin suddenly recalled. “He smiles at her when she takes Tria and she thinks that makes him a pervert.”

“Sounds like Evie,” Death muttered, shaking his bony head. “What do you guys say? It’s getting close to Beverly’s bedtime. Should we do one more Guess Who tournament and call it a night?”

Trevon nodded. “Excellent proposal. And this time,” he said, “I shall destroy you all.”


Chapter 1


Joel Barker, Veterinarian and Pet Groomer

The sky was pitch black as late as 8:50 AM as the young veterinarian’s footfalls crushed the gravel road. A distant werewolf howled from somewhere far away—but not too far—and dark shadows extended ominously from the alleyways.

Joel whistled happily as he neared the front door of his destination. He smiled wide, all by himself. A private smile—the sign of true contentment.

Not a lot of people in the world know the bliss of having your dream job. Joel Barker knew that feeling, though.

He fixed his hair as he approached the building up ahead, combing his fingers through it to coif it evenly. It was all he could do. There was a pretty girl waiting inside for him, after all, already hard at work. He couldn’t disappoint her. He stood outside the front door for a moment as he ran through his gratitude ritual in his head, grinning the whole time like a crazy person.

Joel had a lot to be thankful for.

Over the years, he’d worked pretty much every corner of the pet care industry. As a pimply teenager, he’d taken a gig part-time for a pet shop in his hometown, Bradford, WI. On his days off, he ran a dog-walking and dog-sitting service, too, which he used to save up money for starting his own business after university. He was a lucky bastard in the fact that his grandparents’ deaths funded his entire biology degree with his inheritance. Even so, he kept his side hustles going for as long as he could while pursuing his degree and volunteered at local animal shelters and veterinary clinics.

After university, though, he still didn’t have enough to go to veterinary school, and the debt he’d have to take on would have been a non-starter. At that point, he put his dream on hold and did what he could, using his hard-earned cash to buy up a failing pet store at a discount price.

The only place he could afford was the Paws, Claws, and Jaws in Wapa Lake, WI, where he moved just four years ago. Starting the first year, he took online grooming classes for fourteen months, ultimately getting licensed to be a pet groomer, expanding his business and making his shop more competitive. He had to drive to Fresco City to take the test, but it was worth it.

In the meantime, he also started taking some online courses from an accredited school of veterinary medicine now that he had some stable cash flow—but he was saving nothing.

And then a couple of years ago…the unthinkable happened. Literally unthinkable. Unthinkable because it was so fucking weird and could really only happen in Wapa Lake. An unexpected demon attack destroyed his pet store, reducing it to rubble.

It wasn’t all bad, though. He received a crazy settlement from the city and an insurance cashout to boot. He went back to school full-time and finally finished his veterinary degree, specializing in both dogs and exotic pets. He figured that combo might be useful given the identity of his most generous patron.

After the destruction of his pet store, Joel had half a mind to avoid Countess Dracula—yes that Dracula—when she reached out to him once more with an offer to take care of her daughter’s new Cerberus Retriever. As much as Joel loved animals, that one scared the doggy biscuits out of him at the time.

Why? Well, for one thing, it breathed fire when agitated and had three heads, each with its own personality. Separate, they might be manageable, but together, they were hardly much fun to wash and brush. At first, anyway. He and the pooch had certainly grown on each other lately.

More importantly, the amount Dracula was willing to pay quickly grew after he denied her initial offer. Then grew some more.

Where was she getting all this money? Yes, she was a legendary vampire, sure, but last he checked her husband worked at the freaking Pump N’ Go a few blocks east of here, just across from the W-Mart by the highway, right across the parking lot from the Weekend Inn. He had it on good authority from Justin, the likable former manager there, that Trevon wasn’t even a manager himself. So…what gives?

Even so, the sum of cash she’d offered, if regularly accepted, was life-changing. Not only did he use it to finish his veterinary degree with virtually no debt, but he was able to afford to use that money and the rest of his leftover insurance payout to buy the property his pet store had once occupied. He rebuilt it, bigger, better, more modern than before, but not as a pet shop this time.

As of last month, he was a licensed vet.

“Goddamn,” he grunted as he took his hand off the doorknob to buy himself one more moment of quiet pride. “You made it. Joel, you motherfucker, you did it, bud.”

Wapa Lake Animal Hospital outshined every other building on the block with its modern architectural design. The building found a balance between professional and cozy. Once inside, the setup was much the same—comfort met visitors with padded seats in the waiting area, tasteful W-Mart art prints adorning the walls, and the interior colors and layout just as tastefully inspired by an episode of Queer Eye for the Straight Guy.

Joel strolled inside and looked around at his handiwork.

Right through the front doors, the waiting area opened up, simple and welcoming. Seats were sturdy and spaced out for privacy under lighting that was soft yet bright enough to read by. The reception was just a step away. A fully-loaded pharmacy towered behind the front counter.

Beyond the welcoming front, the clinic was all business. There was a kennel area in the back for dropoff treatments. Exam rooms were equipped with the latest gear, clean and ready for whatever walked, crawled, or slithered through the doors. Each space, from the surgery suite to the recovery zones, was designed for easy cleaning and efficiency. Everything was up to code and AAHA-certified.

Tucked away from the patient areas, the admittedly tiny staff of two had their own retreat at the end of the hall, opposite the surgery room. A back door led to a quiet spot with lockers and a break room, providing a well-deserved escape for Joel and his trusty nurse.

The animal hospital was more than just a building to Joel—it was the culmination of everything he’d ever wanted. It was his proof that he was a success, a badge of honor that he waved in his own face and no one else’s.

That’s why he took a moment to himself outside. He didn’t like to be proud in front of…her.

The familiar musical tone announced Joel’s arrival to the gorgeous woman already waiting for him. There, behind the front desk looking as bright and adorable as always, stood Nurse Gabby. Young, vibrant, and sweet, with an energy much akin to her own golden retriever, Moxy, Gabby was in the midst of her morning ritual, prepping the clinic for another day of bestial chaos.

She sang a little song to herself before taking note of him, her bluetooth headphones on as she no doubt listened to ASMR tapping sounds, as was her usual pre-opening ritual. “La la la, la la la! Here I am, organizing shit. La la la…”

Joel laughed and waved her down, getting her attention. “Morning, Gabby,” he greeted her, hanging his coat on the hook behind the front counter as he joined her. “You look like you’ve been here a while.”

Her face shone with surprise as she removed her headphones, then she flashed a bright, welcoming smile, her eyes sparkling with the kind of enthusiasm that could make even Monday mornings seem somehow bearable. “Good morning, Dr. Barker! I know, I know, I just wanted to make sure everything was ready to go for the day.” she replied with her hands moving smoothly as she tidied up the front desk and set files back into their drawers. “How was your evening?”

“Quiet, mostly,” Joel chuckled, moving to assist with the morning setup. Most of it was digital, of course, but he liked to keep paper records as well just in case—and Gabby liked filing them. “Caught up on some reading. How about you? Anything exciting happen?”

Gabby’s face lit up with a story apparently waiting to burst. “Actually, yes! You won’t believe it—I met a freaking werepanther last night at the bowling alley!”

Joel paused, an eyebrow raised in amusement. “A werepanther? At the bowling alley? Those supernaturals are really just showing up everywhere,” he noted. “Pretty sure there are a few skulking around outside even now.”

“Yeah, it was wild! She was part of the group next to us. Didn’t transform or anything, but wow, the stuff I heard her say!” Gabby laughed, the sound bright and infectious, making Joel smirk in spite of himself. “Oh, and I found out I’m not too bad at bowling either! Though my friends said it was just beginner’s luck.”

He couldn’t help but smile at her enthusiasm. “We should go together sometime. I used to be part of a league, years back. During university, I mean.”

“Really? With me?“ Gabby paused, giving him a look of awe. “I’d love to go with you, Dr. Barker! Why did you ever quit bowling, if I can ask?”

“It was back when I started my first business. Had to focus,” he explained, a hint of nostalgia in his voice. “I do miss it.”

Gabby nodded, her gaze admiring. “That’s really impressive, Dr. Barker. It takes a lot of dedication to build something from scratch.”

He met her eyes, noticing the warmth there. There were unmistakable signs of admiration he wanted badly to do something about. He had half a mind to ask the pretty nurse out on a date for real right that moment, but the workplace dynamic they had was sacred to him, and his business had to come first, even before his own romantic happiness. He worked too hard to achieve this to risk messing it up with an ill-advised office romance.

“Thanks, Gabby. It’s been a journey, but I couldn’t have done it without my trusty team—which is basically just you.” He gestured around the clinic, encompassing the space they both contributed to, occupied by exactly them and nobody else at the moment.

She blushed slightly, the compliment apparently landing straight in the heart. “Well, I’m just happy to be a part of it. Learning a lot from you, sir.” She fanned herself with a clipboard when she thought he’d turned enough away, but he saw it, bringing heat to his neck as the desire to give into temptation only grew.

She’s so freaking cute, he thought to himself.

As the early hours ticked by in darkness, Joel mulled over the town’s unique situation, which Gabby’s little anecdote brought to the forefront of his mind. It was still dark as night outside, even at nearly nine in the morning. The long nights were characteristic of Wapa Lake, making the small Wisconsin town a haven for those who preferred the shadows—those that people had dubbed supernaturals, by and large. It was the country’s worst kept secret—something the government ignored, but everyone knew about nationwide, though there were still plenty of folks doubting the hype or refusing to believe it before they saw it for themselves.

Initially, only whispers and rumors circulated among the locals as entities like the Countess started to become a familiar sight around town. Gradually, more unusual fare started to visit and even move in. They hid at first, but as time went on, more and more dared to venture out in the open.

Even the aforementioned former manager at the Pump N’ Go was married to the daughter of Satan, or so he gathered. He met the girl in question plenty of times as she was the nanny responsible for Tria and her owner, Anya. Evie was her name and she was…very possessive of her man and therefore expected Justin to be equally possessive of her. She looked at Joel in disgust if he did so much as try to shake her hand.

Anyway, as the creatures began stepping out more openly, the whispers turned into loud conversations. Joel knew the community was split—some embraced the diversity and mystery these beings brought, while others, frightened by the unknown, wished for them to leave. Occasionally, such as in the case of his former pet shop, a battle between monsters would destroy a property or result in a weird death here and there. There would always be a bit of an outcry when that happened, but it was quickly forgotten, as though some sort of haze over the land made people move on from those tragedies unusually fast.

Then there was the economic side of things. He had to admit, the presence of such creatures turned Wapa Lake into a magnet for tourists and researchers fascinated by the paranormal. Still, this influx of outsiders brought its own set of challenges, not least of which was the growing tension between the town’s human and supernatural residents.

Lost in thought, Joel didn’t notice Gabby approaching until she was right beside him. “Dr. Barker? Is everything okay? You seem... distant this morning.”

He snapped out of his reverie, offering her a reassuring smile. “Yeah, everything’s fine, Gabby. Just thinking about some stuff. You know how it is.”

Gabby nodded, though her shimmering eyes reflected concern. “If there’s anything you need to talk about, I’m here… for you.”

He appreciated her words and flashed her a smile to let her know. “Thanks, Gabby. I might take you up on that sometime.”

The day began in earnest as the first patients started arriving, pulling Joel from his thoughts—about the odd Day-Night cycle in Wapa Lake, about his growing success…even about Gabby. It was time to put that stuff aside at last and put on his game face.

Joel’s day was moving smoothly until the shrill tone of his phone cut through the air. Glancing at the caller ID, his stomach dropped—the screen flashed with the Countess’s name. With a quick motion for Gabby to handle the new customer stepping through the door, he hurried into the nearest private room to take the call.

“This is Dr. Joel Barker,” he answered, voice steady despite his racing heart.

“Obedient Joel,” the Countess’s voice was crisp and direct, “My minion. I’m sending over Tria shortly with my children as her escort. They’ll be any moment now.”

Joel’s mind raced—the Countess’s son, the Grim Reaper, and her daughter, a homicidal child dhampir, were hardly your usual morning crowd anywhere but Wapa Lake. “Understood, Countess,” he managed to say. “But next time, a little more notice would be—“

Her light giggle cut him off. “Oh, my apologies, Joel. It’s just that Tria had a little adventure in the mud last night when Evie and Anya took her out. I would have had Evie wash her, but she needed some time to check in with her mother and her children. While we’re at it, she’s due for a trim. We might as well take care of that, yes?”

He sighed, resigned to his fate. “Of course, Countess. We’ll be ready for her.”

“Lovely,” she replied before ending the call. “They’re already on the way. They’ll arrive any second now.”

Exiting the private room, Joel caught Gabby’s eye, noticing the line of waiting customers had grown to three. “Gabby,” he said quickly, “the Countess is sending Tria over. I’ll need to take care of that for a while, so I might not be out front to help for the rest of the morning. Can you handle the morning crowd and just come get me if there’s anything you need me to take care of?”

Gabby looked back at him, her face going serious at the dog’s name. “Okay, Dr. Barker. I’ll take care of things out here. If it gets too hectic, I’ll knock on the door.”

He nodded, feeling a twinge of guilt. “Thanks, Gabby. I’ll jump back in if you need me.”

Anya Beaumont, Daughter of Dracula

Anya Beaumont’s face was the picture of childish glee. She skipped happily down the sidewalk, holding Tria’s leash as the Cerberus Retriever patiently trotted beside her, never letting the line go taut. On her other side, Anya’s big brother, Death, beamed down at her.

“You look pretty chipper today, little sis,” Death said.

“I like Tria’s bath days,” she giggled and snorted as Constable and Popo, her two bat followers, circled her head in a little dance. “She always smells so good afterwards, and she’s in the best mood.”

Death chuckled. “Is that true, Tria? Do you like your baths?”

Two out of three of Tria’s heads nodded with exuberance. They all had different personalities, so Anya named them each to avoid confusion.

Sadie was the most problematic of the three. She liked to bite and make trouble, but she was usually reined in by the others. Honey was the central head. She was sweet and affectionate, as her name hinted at. She adored the feeling of anyone scratching behind her ears, though she certainly had her preferences about just who deserved to scratch there. Cookie was…well, she was the dumb one.

It was Sadie who didn’t nod along with the others. She growled a little at the mention of her bath, even, her ears sticking straight up. The dog’s tail, long theorized to be more linked to Honey’s personality than Sadie’s or Cookie’s, wagged anyway, despite the visible indignation on Sadie’s canine face.

“I’m sure Dr. Barker will be gentle,” Anya said, patting Sadie on the top of her head, causing the growls and grunts to cease suddenly. “Don’t worry, Sadie. You like him, don’t you?”

Anya didn’t even look at her dog for confirmation. She knew it—all three heads were rather large fans of Dr. Barker. They were always excited to see him, even Sadie, and even when they took Tria to get her shots.

Owning a Cerberus Retriever was an interesting challenge, though. Collectively, the whole Beaumont-Tepes family referred to their dog as Tria, but in reality, the heads all seemed to have their own identities. It was…complicated. Even hard for Anya to keep track of, really, and she spent the most time with her doggy out of anyone.

Death looked at the dog in amusement. “We’re almost there. Now—Tria—especially Sadie—be nice to the nurse if she’s around.”

Anya’s smile faltered at that mention. She glanced down at Tria. “Yes, please don’t get Dr. Barker into trouble. Be nice.”

Sadie’s head growled in irritation, but she seemed to understand the request, at least.

A few scant moments later, they entered the modern veterinary clinic. Nurse Gabby was standing at the front desk with a line of two customers, each waiting for her to finish filling a prescription. Her eyes went wide at the sight of them. People gawked and gasped as they stared at Anya’s big skeletal brother. He was too cool, she guessed. They weren’t used to seeing someone so cool.

“Hellooo!” Anya sang, waving her hand animatedly at Nurse Gabby.

“Hi, Little Ms. Beaumont! Dr. Barker is waiting for you in Room 5. Please proceed there directly.”

Death waved at the girl. “Hey, Gabby. You look busy.”

Gabby smiled a bit and nodded. “A little, Mr. Death,” she giggled. “But busy is good! It means I can do my part to keep Dr. Barker in business one more day.”

Anya’s smile withered to a look of disgust as she detected the affection in Nurse Gabby’s voice. “Gross,” she huffed. “Human love. Come on, Tria, let’s go see Dr. Barker.”

All three of Tria’s heads yipped or woofed a sound of approval. Anya’s grin renewed itself on her cheeks as she walked down the hallway, disappearing into Room 5 a moment later.


Chapter 2


Joel

Joel put on his business smile as the door to Room 5 opened, revealing Anya and her brother, the towering skeletal figure known simply as Death. “Hey, Anya. Looking cool as always in your…layers of sunscreen and all black attire! How are your folks doing?”

Anya beamed at him. Her childish joy was amusing to behold next to the looming presence of her so-called brother. “Oh, they’re super good! Mommy’s been helping Big Sis Evie with her magic more and more lately, and Dad... well, he’s just always busy with his work.”

“At the Pump N’ Go?” Joel asked with a smirk.

“It’s an important job!” Anya said, making little fists by her cheeks. “People couldn’t drive their cars or eat cheetos without him!”

“Very valid points,” Joel agreed as he started scratching behind Honey’s ears. He turned his attention to Death, offering a nod of respect. “And how’s everything on your end, Death? Anything new in the, uh, supernatural community?”

Death’s presence was naturally imposing yet strangely laid back. He chuckled deeply. “Oh, the usual, Big J. Just the endless grind, you know how it is. There are always new folks in town, but I’m not too concerned with any of that these days myself. How’s business?”

Joel laughed as he turned his attention to Tria, who was already trying to sneak her heads around to greet him. “Business is good, thanks for asking. Keeps me busy, at least. Now, let’s see how Tria is doing today.”

As he spoke, Honey, the middle head, propelled Tria’s body forward, her tongue coming out as she attempted to give Joel a thorough face wash. “Ah, Honey. As sweet as always,” Joel chuckled, but the sound was halfway to a groan. With moderate success, he gently pushed her head away while grabbing a towel to dry himself. “We’ve talked about personal space, remember?”

Arf!

Cookie was apparently eager not to be left out of the fun. With her tongue already hanging out, she nudged Honey aside and gave Joel a gentle, affectionate nuzzle. “And how are you, Cookie? Yes, I missed you, too.”

Sadie’s greetings were a bit less sweet. She was the most troublesome of the trio, and she waited until Joel’s hand was close enough before playfully snapping at his fingers. Joel pulled his hand back with a mock stern look. “Sadie, we’ve discussed this,” he said, wagging a finger at her, which only seemed to encourage a round of panting and a mischievous glint in her eyes. “Is there any getting through to you?”

Anya laughed, watching the interaction with delight. “Tria missed you, Dr. Barker.”

“Well, she can miss me no longer,” he said, beaming at the little dhampir, resisting the urge to swat the pair of bats hovering around her head and coming dangerously close to his own face. “Constable, Popo, careful now,” he grunted.

Anya snickered. “I think they like you too, Dr. Barker.”

“I’m apparently very popular today,” he commented dryly. “Well, just to clarify, I’m doing a normal checkup, a snip, and a wash, right?”

“Maybe not in that order,” Death grunted, gesturing with a skeletal hand to the muddy pawprints left on the ground. “Sorry about that, by the way.”

“Please,” Joel laughed genuinely, winking at Anya, “with at least half a dozen pets peeing or pooping on my floor per day, cleaning Tria’s mud trail will be practically the high point of my morning.”

The Munsters rejects that were Anya Beaumont and Death saw themselves out, leaving Joel alone with Tria. He patted her on the central head as the dog sat and panted up at him with all three heads, her ears pulling back in a gesture of submission and affection. “Alright, Tria, let’s get started.”

Tria, A Very Special Cerberus Retriever

Tria wagged her tail tentatively as she watched Anya and Death leave the room, then turned her attention back to Dr. Barker. She could sense his professional demeanor and the kindness behind his eyes, even now as he prepared for her checkup. The humans always seemed so focused on their meaningless little lives, so focused on nothing, but even as busy as she sensed he was, Joel had a way of making her feel like the most important creature in the world just by the way he looked at her.

“Alright, Tria, let’s start with the basics,” Joel said, reaching out to examine her. He began by scratching under Honey’s chin, then Cookie’s and Sadie’s as each of them begged for his attention in turn. “Just at a glance, you look as beautiful and healthy as always.”

Tria wanted to respond, to warn him about her secret, but all she could do right now was let out a series of barks and woofs from her three heads. If only she could communicate the strange sensations that had been swirling inside her since the previous night, the feelings she couldn’t quite articulate even to herself, maybe what came next wouldn’t be such a shock to him.

She looked at Joel through Honey’s eyes, who was always the most patient and kindest of the three—and mostly the one in charge of Tria’s body. Her eyes tried to convey her excitement to him, hinting at an urgency that he didn’t pick up on. Then, Sadie, the more aggressive head, let out a low growl, not out of aggression, but frustration from not being able to communicate directly. Cookie stared at the doorknob and drooled on the floor, her eyes crossed.

Joel paused, tilting his head slightly as he looked into each of her eyes, but especially Honey’s. “Something’s different with you today, isn’t it, Tria?” he mused, more to himself than to her. “You seem... I don’t know. I know you’re smart. You can understand just about everything I say, right? It’s a shame I don’t have an easy way to understand you too. But it seems like something’s on your mind, isn’t it?”

Tria felt a surge of warmth at his words and nodded with Honey and Sadie’s heads. He did notice something was different—that was a relief. If he was expecting something, then maybe the feat she was about to pull on him wouldn’t come as a horrible shock after all.

Last night, after being informed that she would be taken to see Dr. Barker in the morning, Tria’s long-awaited power unlocked in the dead of night. Anya hadn’t seen it—nor had the Countess. For so long, she had had to consider the possibility that her full power may never manifest, or perhaps her ability to understand human language was merely the extent of it after all.

Being a Cerberus Retriever meant a few unique things were true about Tria compared to other Hellhounds. The obvious thing was that she had three heads. Another commonly known fact is that every pup in a litter is born with unique powers—some of those powers typically don’t manifest right away. She knew one of her litter sisters had the ability to read minds, and a brother had the power to shape his fire breath, whatever that meant. Tria was able to understand all human languages. But there should have been more than that—her own powers had never fully matured.

Until last night.

Tria panted happily as Dr. Barker’s hands ran over her body, inspecting her for lesions, ticks, or whatever else it was he did. His touch, to her, was electric. She’d always enjoyed being around him, but last night the mere mention of his name seemed to intensify her yearning to see him to a burning, unfamiliar apex. It was a feeling she didn’t know until then.

She focused, trying to harness whatever this new desire was to bring about that change once more, that power that she’d exhibited last night. She just knew Dr. Barker would love it. She just knew it was meant for him. And then she felt it—it was happening!

Joel looked down, his brow furrowing in confusion, then back up at Tria’s three faces. “Did you just...? Huh,” he said, bending down for a closer look. “Your fur seems to be receding.”

He wasn’t wrong. It started with that—her fur sinking into the follicles of her skin. Then, her skin smoothed and paled, her body elongated, hips swelling, a pair of breasts growing on her chest. Her body split—not painfully. It was almost seamless, almost ethereal, but still very physical. Tria continued to morph and change until she was not one dog, but three women, with only a few features lingering from her Hellhound origins.

First of all, there were her paws. Sadie’s right paw remained in place of a human hand, but the opposite arm was normal. Cookie was the same, but in reverse. Honey had their fluffy dog tail, and all three of them had their signature dog ears. They were still one entity—just separated somehow. They shared thoughts, they shared sensation, they shared feelings—but were of different minds.

“What the Hell is going on?” Joel sputtered. Of course he was upset. This was unusual. Humans did badly with unusual things. Joel was only human.

But he was a good one.

Where there had been one Cerberus Retriever, now stood three identical women with long red hair and piercing yellow eyes. The shapes of their bodies were womanly—lithe and lissome, with just enough curvature to make Tria’s newfound femininity impossible to ignore.

Joel stepped backward, colliding with his wall in a hard thud. His eyes were wide with alarm—but they wandered. He looked down at her breasts, then blazed a trail down to her flat stomach until he reached the mound of red hair atop Honey’s pubic region. His eyes darted between all three pussies in front of him, but only briefly, before swallowing a loud gulp and looking Honey in the eyes. “Tria?”

“Joel,” Honey moaned, launching herself forward like there was a spring in her heel. She mashed her naked form against his body and started licking his face—aggressively. “My sweetheart, Joel!”

Behind her, Sadie and Cookie made eye contact. Sadie grinned, nodding at Cookie with a wordless order. Cookie’s dumb but pretty face struggled to keep her eyes straight, but she barked a confirmation, and next thing Honey knew, her counterparts were picking Joel up and tossing him onto the metal examination table, slamming him onto his back.

“Look at that stupid, scared look on your face,” Sadie cackled as one of the nails on her paw traced his chin menacingly. “Are you gonna scream?”

“Uh—n-no?” Joel muttered. “Tria? Is that really you?”

The three women grinned and traded heated looks at one another, even Cookie seeming to share a moment of lucidity with the other two. “It’s us,” they said in unison.

Honey licked her lips. “Do you like it?”

Joel blinked. “Do I like…what exactly is happening?”

“We got our final power last night,” Sadie said, rolling her eyes as she continued to caress Joel’s cheek with her sharpest nail. “Turns out—it’s a humanoid form.”

“We should have expected,” Honey giggled. “We had signs.”

“What k-kind of signs, exactly?” Joel murmured as Cookie started taking off his shoes for some fucking reason. “Cookie, cut that out!”

“Guh-haha!” Cookie laughed. She peeled off his sock and started trying to tickle his feet—but thanks to a childhood full of horrible cousins, Joel was immune.

Sadie licked her lips and leaned close. “The first sign was the fact that we can understand human language and have a human level of intellect. That’s been there since the beginning.”

Joel nodded. “I’m going to get up now,” he grunted as he started to sit up, but all three Hellhound girls growled and pushed his chest so hard that his back slammed down into the cold metal table once more.

“You’ll get up when we’re done,” Sadie hissed.

Honey’s voice was much sweeter. “She’s right, sweetheart. We need you to relax as you hear this”

“Hear what?” Joel muttered, decidedly not feeling very relaxed at the present moment.

Cookie snorted. “Not ticklish. No fun.”

Sadie and Honey looked at Cookie with irritation before Sadie answered the question. “The second sign,” she continued, “was that when we were around you, we felt a strong…attraction, I guess.”

“It’s love!” Honey declared, her hands on her cheeks as she stared helplessly into Joel’s handsome eyes. “Blooming, new love!”

Joel blinked as he gaped back at them, utterly gobsmacked by the look on his face. Tria couldn’t blame him—even Cookie’s stupid brain understood why this would be disorienting. Hell, it was disorienting for the three of them, too. “I think I’d better call the Countess,” Joel muttered.

Sadie growled, showing sharp canines, pushing her nail harder into his neck.

Honey giggled sweetly. “But—we’re here. To be with you. Don’t you want to bathe us? Inspect our bodies? Maybe…give us a treat if we’re good?”

“I won’t be,” Sadie warned him.

Joel gulped. “As a veterinarian, I typically don’t pursue relationships with my patients,” he said.

Honey giggled, leaned forward, and licked his lips aggressively, repeatedly. She didn’t say anything at all—just sort of moaned. “Ohhhh…”

Sadie’s growl subsided and she joined the fun, nipping on Joel’s ear while Cookie took the opposite one. All three of them rubbed the crotch of his pants, feeling his already respectable bulge start to grow.

“Hey Siri!” Joel shouted. The tone sounded. “Dial Countess Dracula.”

“Hey!” Cookie shouted, whining. “No fun!”

“That’s not fair,” Honey whined too. “Why are you resisting? We just want to love you, I promise.”

“Speak for yourself,” Sadie said. “I mostly just want to bully him a little.”

Ring. Ring. Click. “Hello? Joel, is everything alright?”

“Countess!” Joel shouted, but then Sadie put a hand over his mouth. The subsequent few words he tried to say came out muffled. With some effort, he managed to roll himself off the table to Tria’s irritation, ripping himself free. “Countess, Tria turned into three naked redheads and now she’s trying to seduce me and it’s getting pretty physical!”

There was a rather predictable pause of confusion. After about five seconds, Dracula’s voice reemerged. “Tria, no! Bad girl! No assaulting your vet! No no no!”

All three of Tria’s avatars whimpered and backed away from Joel, letting up on him, finally.

“Thank you!” Joel gasped, breathing hard. “Tell her to transform back into her dog form.”

“Tria, do as he says. Transform back into your dog form if you can. I’m terribly sorry, Joel, I’ll send Death to pick her up and we can take a raincheck on this until after I figure out what’s going on.”

“Much appreciated,” Joel muttered, and Tria noted he must have meant it for the serious, wide-eyed look on his face. He didn’t…want her. Had she messed up? “Countess, would you mind staying on the line until he gets here?”

“Not at all. Tria, did you transform yet?”

“No,” Sadie growled. “Not yet, master.”

“Oh! Is that Sadie speaking? I can just guess from the hopelessly bitchy tone!”

Joel stood up and found his shoe on the ground, along with his sock. He gave Cookie a smoldering look of irritation. “It’s her alright. What were you three thinking?”

Tears flooded Honey’s eyes. “I—I’m sorry, Joel!” she sobbed.

He shook his head. “It’s fine.”

All three of Tria’s heads did not feel fine. They transformed for him—and were rejected? Was she not pretty enough? Were her personalities too boring? What did she do wrong? Whimpering and unable to stop, they transformed back into Hellhound form and watched with pain as the object of their desire breathed a sigh of relief at the sight.

Moments later, Death arrived to pick them up. Tria whined as she looked back at Joel one last time, and he smiled and waved goodbye to her like nothing had happened. His nonchalance had her halfway to spitting fireballs—at least Sadie.

And nothing had happened, after all. She failed. But she knew as she walked home that she would not accept that failure. She would do what she had to to understand what it was that Joel wanted and give that to him in a way that was authentic to herself.

As soon as she got home, she would learn—and as it so happened, she knew two beautiful women who were experts when it came to what great men wanted. Tria’s three heads panted happily at the thought.

He will be mine, she told herself. One way or another.


Chapter 3


Joel

The rest of the day wasn’t particularly exciting by comparison. Even so, Joel found himself distracted through the day, failing to keep a friendly conversation going with Gabby or the helpful volunteer high schooler who came by to help out in the afternoons.

Gabby was clearly worried, but Joel wasn’t. He wasn’t traumatized—this kind of shit was exactly the madness you expect when your last small business was bulldozed by a demon battle. Still, it wasn’t trauma or fear that wracked his brain as he continued to see patients throughout the rest of the day.

Tria’s three bodies were…incredible. Joel had dated his share of women back in high school and college, though he’d had quite the dry spell since opening his first business. Even in college, where he’d hooked up with some slamming hotties, he’d never seen a body like Tria’s—and there was three of her. Pressing up against him, begging him to…well he wasn’t sure exactly what the Cerberus Retriever’s endgame had been, but it seemed pretty fucking sexy.

There was something so weird, though, about the fact that she was literally a dog. She’d always had human-level intellect and the ability to understand language more fluently than even most people. It wasn’t that she couldn’t offer consent. She definitely seemed capable enough.

He almost lost it when he realized what it was that bothered him. “She’s my patient,” he chuckled to himself. “That’s all it is.” It felt unethical because of the professional relationship. It was then that the absurdity of the situation fully dawned on him.

“Is everything alright, Dr. Barker?” Gabby asked anxiously as she watched his face contort. He was holding in a laugh.

Joel nodded. “Yeah. Just a crazy day. Gabby, you can go home. You finished your shift half an hour ago. I’ll close here after eight o’clock.”

Gabby pushed herself to smile, but it was about the most forced thing he’d ever seen. She was worried about him, he figured—about how distracted he’d been all day. He didn’t tell her what happened. How could he? It was too absurd to say aloud.

“Oh yeah, Gabby, you know my highest paying client’s dog? Well, turns out she turned into triplet redhead supermodels and tried to fuck me on my own examination table.” See how stupid that sounds?

Gabby left about ten minutes later, changing out of her work clothes in the break room and putting on her street clothes. Seeing her in something other than scrubs was a treat and a half. She wore yoga pants and a crop top with a sports bra underneath. He knew that because the crop top was so small and yet loose that when she stretched, he saw the sports bra covering her underboob.

“Going for a run?” he asked

“Not right away,” she said. “I’ll be walking Moxy when I get home, then feeding her. I’ll crash for a few hours on the sofa watching reruns of the Bachelor while eating half a tub of ice cream, then take her out one more time before falling asleep.”

“Sounds like the single life is treating you well,” Joel laughed.

She frowned though. “I bet a different lifestyle would be a better fit for me.” Gabby sighed and slung her purse over her shoulder. Forcing one more smile, she said, “Good evening, Dr. Barker,” and headed out the door.

The next few hours dragged by slowly until it was time for Joel to close. He really needed to either open later or find another doctor to help with afternoons and evenings because as it stood he was working a twelve hour day six days a week. That’s the price of starting your own business of course, and it wasn’t that different the last time around. But this time? He was older by a few years and much busier.

Joel locked up the clinic and walked home. It wasn’t a long walk. One of the great ironies in his life was that he owned the building and the lot on which his business sat but still rented his apartment. He wanted to move into the second floor of the veterinary clinic but he’d run out of money and never was able to finish it. Some nights he camped out on the floor up there anyway if he knew he was going to have trouble waking up.

When he got home, the first thing he did was kick off his shoes and take off his pants, leaving them by the door. Following that, he shambled like a zombie to the refrigerator, pulled out a Pabst Blue Ribbon, downed it in two gulps, tossed the can into the recycling bin, and promptly faceplanted onto the living room couch.

And then the doorbell rang.

With a monstrous groan, he forced himself back on his feet. “Coming,” he called out. He reached the door a few seconds later and put his work pants back. He swung the door open as quickly as he could. What he saw there was enough of a shock to his system to wake him all the way back up. “Gabby? What are you doing here?”

The blonde cutie twiddled her thumbs, wearing her coat over the same sexy outfit she saw him leave the clinic in. “I, uh—I was just scouting out more routes for my walks with Moxy and happened to pass by your house.”

“On accident?” he asked, smirking with unhidden skepticism. She blushed. “Gabby, if you’re worried about me, I’m fine.”

She didn’t say anything for a while. She didn’t even look up at him. She closed her eyes for a few seconds, then opened them again. “Can I…come in?”

He looked at his watch. “It’s almost nine thirty at night, Gabby. We have work again in the morning. Whatever you want to talk about, we can handle it in the morning.”

She nodded, but she looked so sad by his refusal that he instantly backtracked.

“I mean, as long as we don’t take too long, I guess I can hear what’s on your mind. You came all this way.”

“I don’t live far,” she said as he guided her inside. Gabby took off her coat and her shoes, leaving them by the door. Her shoes looked comically small next to his, and she clearly took note of the fact as a smile lit up her face as she saw her shoes beside his.

Joel took her into the living room. “Take a seat. Did you want anything to drink? Water? Beer? Sun tea?”

She snorted. “Sun tea, huh? You really are from the boonies. I’m okay.”

Hearing this, Joel sat down across from her on the opposite end of the couch. Gabby eyed the space between them anxiously. “What is it you wanted to talk about?”

Gabby struggled to meet his gaze, licking her lips and batting her lashes shyly. She was breathing hard, too, like she’d just been running, and a sheen of sweat covered her pretty features. Still—she looked full of purpose, as though she was on a mission from God. The nurse cleared her throat. “I just—I had a moment today. When Tria was in that room with you, I was walking by at one point to get some stuff from the back and I heard…well it sounded like a woman’s voice. Maybe more than one woman. And that’s…that’s crazy. Because it was just Tria in there with you, right?”

He nodded, not sure what to say, but wanting to see where she was going with this.

“And I realized something,” she continued, scooting a bit closer to him. “How hot it would be if you…if you…” Her voice trailed off. He had never seen her eyes so wide, her cheeks so crimson. “Shit!” Gabby shook her head. “This is inappropriate, Dr. Barker!”

“It’s fine,” he urged her. “And when you’re in my home, just call me Joel.”

She nodded and bit her bottom lip, meeting his gaze. “I just—I have a weird…Do you kink shame?”

“Do I—sorry?”

“Kink shame. We don’t talk about this stuff, so if you don’t want to hear it, tell me right now, because I’m about to throw caution to the wind and tell you exactly what I’m thinking.”

He shook his head. “No kink shaming here.”

She nodded. “Maybe I will have some water, actually.”

Joel got up and poured her a glass, but she continued talking. “When I heard—well, hallucinated—that voice, I almost got indecently turned on. I think it was my pent up feelings toward you finally spiraling out of control. You have to know I’m crushing on you something fierce—I don’t feel that embarrassed to admit that.”

He returned to her and handed her the water. “I’ll admit, I saw some signs.”

She giggled and took a sip. “Well. The embarrassing part is that…I love a bit differently. You know how most girls like having their boyfriends all to themselves? Hoarding them greedily and not letting them get too close to other women?”

“Yeah,” Joel said, his eyes narrowing. “That’s just a normal relationship.”

“Right—I’m not like that. The hottest, most romantic thing to me—is watching my man fuck other girls. More than one at a time, if I can make it happen. I just—I wanna see my lover thrive.”

Joel almost gasped. “Jesus. Where were the girls like you back in Bradford?”

She laughed through her nose. “I just—I thought maybe you were fucking someone in there, and it turned me on. And that’s when I realized, Dr. Barker—”

“Joel—”

“Joel, sorry…I realized it’s not just a crush. I love you. I need you. I want to fuck you, and let you fuck other girls while I watch and touch myself from just a few feet away. And after it’s all over, I wanna cuddle up in bed with you, and kiss you right along with them.”

At some non-specific point in this conversation Joel’s penis had gone hard enough to bludgeon a baby seal with. He crossed one leg over the other to attempt to obscure that fact slightly, but it only drew attention to it. “You don’t say,” he hoarsely grunted.

Gabby scooted even closer to him, putting a hand on his knee. “It doesn’t mean I don’t want to make love to you myself. If you’re worried about that…”

“What are you asking me to do, Gabby?” Joel inquired gruffly. “Do you really think we should date? We work together, and I’m your boss. The power dynamic will—”

“I’m naturally submissive,” she said. “Go on, test me. Tell me to do anything.”

Joel blinked. “I’m not going to do that. Look—I’m not saying no, I just want to be sure you’re thinking clearly. If things get bad, then it ruins not just our love life but throws my business and your job into jeopardy.”

She licked her lips. He was not really getting through to her. “Dr. Barker—”

“Joel—”

“Let me kiss you.”

Joel’s whole body suddenly excreted a cold sweat. “Uh.”

She crawled into his lap.

“Dr. Barker, please. Let me kiss you. After that, I’ll be your girl, and I’ll do anything you say.”

She was so freaking pretty. Aside from being pretty, though, she was just—so here. So available. So right for him in so many ways. She was sweet, shared his passion for animals, even had a golden retriever—the breed he told himself he’d adopt as his first pet since boyhood when things calmed down at work. She was cooperative, clever, charming—and apparently she was extremely sexually interesting.

How could he say no?

Joel pulled her close to him, and she started moaning before their lips even met. He felt her hands claw at his back in desperate relief as she instantly started grinding in his lap, rubbing her crotch against the steely bulge in his pants.

At the same time, Joel savored her as well. He tasted her lips—sweet, like strawberries. Probably her chapstick. Her breath was cool and minty, and her tongue playfully wrestled with his as his hands began exploring her.

He spent a lot of time just awkwardly rubbing her back, but also ran his fingers through her hair. He’d forgotten how good it felt—being with a woman like this. He sacrificed his hottest, studliest years to the altar of his business, and he had no regrets, but with this potent hottie on his lap, proffering her body to him for the foreseeable future, he wondered how he’d ever gone without for so long.

“Dr. Barker,” she moaned. He didn’t even bother to correct her this time. She wanted him to be Dr. Barker? Sure. Now it sounded kind of hot all of a sudden. His horny brain—the pea-sized one in the tip of his cock—was doing all the thinking now, and having his new girlfriend call him by his professional title suddenly sounded like a swell idea.

He kissed her, his hands running up and down her back, cupping her ass, touching her breasts over her shirt. She let out a moan of irritation. “You can take off all my clothes if you want.”

Joel received the idea enthusiastically. He peeled off her crop top first, then the sports bra underneath. The breasts she kept hidden away under it were worth dying for—round, shapely mounds of flesh, each about the size of a grapefruit, with perky pink nipples already fully erect. He broke from their kiss to suck on one. Gabby threw her head back to moan, but quickly stood up and broke his lips from her body.

He watched in a trance as she peeled off her yoga pants. There were no panties beneath. As he’d expected, her pussy was completely bare. A bit of her girlcum dribbled onto the floor as she stared at him heatedly. “I’ve been waiting for this for so long, Dr. Barker.”

“We’ve only known each other for a month,” he chuckled.

Her eyes widened like she’d been caught in a trap of her own making. “Uh…yeah! Of–of course. It just feels long, I guess,” she said.

Joel was too horny to detect anything but fair reason in her words. “Get back over here,” he said.

She nodded and bit her lip as she walked toward him. “You gonna shove that big thing inside my pussy, Dr. Barker?”

“Something’s gotta plug that leak,” he teased her. “You’re dripping all over my carpet.”

Gabby blushed, her eyes widening, but she leapt into Joel’s arms again, pushing him down onto his back. She reached between them and fiddled with the zipper of his pants, making quick work of it and freeing his cock.

“Ohhh thank God,” she moaned when she felt it in her hand. “I was worried it might be too big.”

Joel blinked. “I mean. It’s pretty big, I think.”

She nodded exuberantly, eyes wide and grinning. “Fuck yeah it is. It’s huge! But it’s not like one of those gross ones in porn that are like twelve inches long, you know?”

Joel shrugged. “Could be…pretty close to twelve inches. I haven’t measured it in a—”

“It looks like eight inches to me,” she said. “I’m used to measuring tails, so I’m pretty sure that’s about right. It’s perfect.”

“I think it—it might be too big, though, right?” he murmured.

She shook her head. “No, no—I’m sure it’ll fit. We’ll have to work it in slowly, cuz there’s a definite size difference between us, but—wait, are you disappointed?!”

Joel shook his head. “No. No. I’m not. You may proceed.”

“Dr. Barker! Your cock is huge, like three inches bigger than average! I’m just saying—it’s not—you know what, fuck it.”

She bailed on that topic of conversation and speared her pussy with his cock as quickly as she could. She squealed with a noise between pleasure and pain as she forced it inside her. “Shit!” she hissed. “It’s in!”

Joel blinked. “Is it, though?”

She really was so tight—she was just so tiny in general, he should have seen this coming.

“Basically! You broke my hymen, so now I’m just—easing it down…”

“I what your what?!”

Slowly his cock sank inside her depths, and his protests melted away. He watched Gabby grind and then bounce atop his lap, the lewd sight of her drooling mouth and rolled-back eyes almost convincing him that he was in some sort of incredible dream.

“God, you’re stretching me so fucking much,” she whined. “Haa fuck! It’s worth it, though! Ahh!”

Joel bucked upward, meeting her bounces with his own complementary thrusts. The wet sound of her sweaty thighs and fit booty slamming against his body on repeat filled his modest apartment. All he could do was focus on the sensations and sounds. He didn’t have a single brain cell left for higher thinking—he was all caveman brain now—Pussy good. Feel nice. This fun.

Then, something interesting happened to Gabby’s voice. “Ahh! Ahhh! Aww! Fffffuuuck!”

The moans of pain had fully transitioned to those of pleasure. She was enjoying herself now, and it suddenly occurred to him that, if he played his cards right, he might actually make her cum.

Joel reached out and started fondling one of her breasts with one hand while he bucked into her on repeat, meanwhile using the other hand to strum her clit like the world’s pussiest ukulele. His efforts earned him gasps of shock at first, but soon she was on the brink of pleasure.

“Dr. B-B-Barker! I’m—I’m cumm—oohhhh holy shitfuck! Nyaaaah!”

Music to his ears. With that all taken care of, Joel decided to take responsibility for his own pleasure, picking her up and rising from the couch with his cock still inside her for a moment. Still, he had to set her down, and before she could ask what he was doing, he had her turned around and leaning against the wall.

Joel fucked her from the back, rutting her like one of the dogs they saw at work every day, reaching around to play with her impressive tits in the meantime. And then he felt the telltale signs—the tingling. The clenching. The urge to up his pace. He was about to burst.

“I’m going to finish,” he told her.

“G-good!” she gasped. “Do it inside! It’s fine!”

He nodded and obeyed her wonderful command, filling her womb up with his release. She almost came again in the process of his orgasm.

He pulled out, and the two of them collapsed backward onto the couch again, with him hugging her tightly. She giggled happily. “The best first time ever.”

“I wish you warned me it was your first time,” he noted. “It’s funny, I never would have guessed you were on the pill if you were a virgin.”

She froze. Joel tensed. “What do you mean?” she asked.

“I mean—you said it was fine to do it inside you,” he recalled. “I assume you’re on the pill?”

She shook her head. “Nope. Very fertile. I just—I just figured it was fine. No one gets pregnant the first time.”

Joel’s whole body broke out in a sheet of sweat. “You’re a nurse. You have to know that’s not true.”

Gabby turned around and pouted. “I’ll get Plan B on the way to work tomorrow.”

He shook his head. “No. Don’t do that. We’ll just…hope for the best.”

Gabby frowned. “Are you mad at me?”

Joel thought about it, chewing on the question a bit before answering. “No, I’m not,” he admitted. “But I’m definitely going to be wearing a condom from now on.”

She furrowed her brow. “Such a waste. No way. Just pull out.”

“That also doesn’t work,” he said.

“Then I’ll get on the pill. I’m not letting you wear a rubber when you fuck me. Other girls, maybe, but not me. What’s the point of dating, then?”

He chuckled and shook his head. “Got me there.”

Gabby sighed and stretched, and he watched her body tighten as a result. “I should get home and walk Moxy one more time before bed. I’d stay, but I also need to walk and feed her in the morning, too.” She looked around. “It’s funny—I just realized you don’t have any pets of your own, and you’ve basically devoted your life to pets.

He sighed. “One day,” he said.

“Well, you’ve got me,” she declared sweetly, kissing him on the lips. “I’ll be your horny little bitch from now on.”

Joel nodded, not really knowing what he could possibly say to that. Eventually they both dressed and he saw her to the door. She stood on top of a garden stool on the front stoop to kiss him at his level. “Goodnight, Doctor.”

“Goodnight, Gabby,” he said. “See you in the morning.”

She turned around and looked back at him over his shoulder just before walking off. “I guess we’ve got a lot to talk about tomorrow, huh?”

She was right about that.


Chapter 4


Tria

Dracula was busy with Evie for hours after Tria was brought home, in some distant chamber of the castle practicing Evie’s magic lessons. Tria shifted into her human forms, naked in the middle of the living room. It was just the three of her since Trevon had gone to work and Death quickly left for his Jazzercise lesson after dropping Tria off at home.

Even Anya was away at school. Her parents had recently decided that it was time for her to give it another try, and the Cerberus Retriever was grateful for that today. She wouldn’t want the girl to see her in this state.

Tria whimpered with all three heads, lamenting the prematurely terminated appointment with her beloved Joel. It went about as bad as it could possibly have gone.

The three bodies rolled onto their backs. Cookie rested her head on Honey’s stomach, while Sadie nipped at her shoulder. Honey let out a big sigh. “What do we do next?” she whined. “That didn’t go to plan at all.”

Cookie blinked. “We had a plan?”

“Not really,” Sadie chuckled. “I wouldn’t worry about it. He’ll come around.”

“Not if our mistress keeps us from him,” Honey pointed out. “Oh, Sadie! Cookie! I couldn’t bear it!” Her hands flew to her cheeks as she started animatedly sobbing. “If I don’t see him again soon, I’ll die!”

Cookie gasped. “Then we’ll die, too!”

“Relax. She’s being annoyingly hyperbolic,” Sadie growled.

Cookie’s eyes crossed as she tried to puzzle that big word out. “Hyper…bowel…”

“Definitely not whatever you’re thinking,” Sadie muttered. “Stop right there.”

“Okay, good, cuz it was gross,” the dumb one breathed out with a relieved sigh.

Honey was still crying. “How are you two so CALM?! He rejected us! He thought we were—were—”

“Relax, bitch,” Sadie impatiently rasped, scratching Honey’s cheek. “He just needs to find out what’s good for him.”

“How do we show him?” Honey whimpered, wiping her eyes. She stared at the crystalline chandelier hanging over their heads, trying to zone out, but all she could really see in her mind’s eye was Joel’s gentle smile. “We already tried our best hand at seduction!”

“We can just say, ‘Hi, Joe, I like you!”

“It’s Joel.”

“‘Hi, Joel, I like you!’” Cookie corrected herself. “And he’ll say, ‘Hi, Cookie, you’re so cool. I like you too. Mua mua mua mua—” she pantomimed kissing herself. “What were we talking about?”

Sadie snickered. “Dust-for-brains has a point.”

“I do?”

“She does?” Honey muttered skeptically, turning her head to look at Sadie. “You remember we want Joel to like us, right?”

Sadie grinned, showing sharp teeth. “Certainly. Seems to me that he just didn’t understand what was going on. We came on too strong—win him over slowly, with a mix of sadism, domination, and open communication.”

“Lose the first two,” Honey muttered. “I think you’re onto something.”

“Of course I am,” Sadie huffed. “I’m the smart one. Cookie’s the dumb one. You’re the horny one.”

“Oh, and you aren’t horny?”

“Not as horny as you,” Sadie teased.

“I can literally read your thoughts, you know.”

Sadie giggled. “And I can deny all the allegations, up and down. Cookie—are you still with us?”

Cookie squeaked. “Huh? Oh. I was just thinking.”

Sadie sat up and looked past Honey to see Cookie lying on her side, staring at Honey’s nipple. “What are you thinking?”

Cookie shrugged, a bit of drool dripping out of her mouth. It took Sadie a moment longer to realize she wasn’t staring at Honey’s nipple at all, actually—she was just zoning out again.

“Cookie? You there? Cookie?”

Cookie licked her lips and yawned. “I was just thinking about the plural for moose. It should be meese.”

Sadie and Honey gave each other weary glances.

“Meese makes more sense,” Cookie continued. “Goose, geese. Juice, jeese. Moose, meese.”

“The plural for juice is not jeece,” Honey said.

Cookie shot up. “The fuck you say?!”

Their conversation got cut short when they heard a pair of throaty, obnoxiously attractive female laughs reverberating down the nearby corridor.

“It’s Mistress Dracula and Evie!” Honey gasped. “Should we—”

But it was too late. Countess Dracula strolled into the room alongside Evie Satan, her eyes going wide at the three nubile redheads sprawled out in the nude on her carpet. “Poor Joel,” she noted with a grimace.

“Oh, don’t pity him,” Evie muttered. “He once asked me if I wanted his phone number. A man like that, not respecting Justin’s boundaries—”

“Pretty sure you’re projecting your cringey boundaries onto him,” Sadie said, still lying on her back even as Honey and Cookie rushed to their feet.

“Heavens and Hells,” Dracula giggled. “She really can talk—and she’s lippy, too.”

“Oh, great,” Evie muttered. “Like we really need one more lippy chick around here.”

“You’re the only other lippy chick as far as I know,” Sadie said.

Dracula made a tsk tsk sound with her tongue. “We can’t have you lounging around in the nude, Tria—that won’t do. I was planning to talk to you after Evie left, but I suppose now is as good a time as any. First of all, let’s cover you up.” The Countess swished her fingers and muttered something under her breath. All three of Tria’s bodies levitated off the ground, getting confused gasps and squeals out of them as a mysterious black shroud covered their bodies, conforming against their skins until they ended up forming a skin tight black dress with a white ribbon tied around the waist.

“It isn’t much, but I have one just like it, so it’s easy enough for me to conjure this for you at the moment. Sit, Tria.”

Sadie, Cookie, and Honey examined their bodies in a hurry, trying to get used to the feeling of fabric on their skin as they obeyed their mistress’s words and sat on the couch. They all said nothing in reply, just checking themselves out and waiting for further orders.

Evie squirmed a bit where she stood, her hands behind her back. “Do I really need to be here for this?” she asked. “Seems like I might just get in the way.”

“Nonsense, Evie, you’re practically family at this point, and you work with Tria often enough,” Dracula reassured her, pinching the succubus’s cheek. “This certainly concerns you—arguably as much as it does me.”

Evie begrudgingly nodded and batted away the Countess’s hand, earning a giggle from the vampiress. Dracula turned her attention back to the Cerberus Retriever in human forms. “So, I gather this is the final extent of your unique power?”

Tria’s three heads all nodded. Honey spoke first. “Mistress, I—we love Joel. We didn’t mean to make trouble for you or for him, but we have to be with him.”

Evie blanched. “What a weird situation.”

“It’s not weird,” Dracula giggled. “I once knew a zombie who fell in love with and married the living painting of himself. That was weird.”

“What happened to them?” Evie asked.

“Trevon’s ancestor killed them both. Holy Water. It was very sad.” She turned her gaze back on Tria, darting between her three faces one after another. “We need to set up some ground rules, Tria. First and foremost—”

Evie cut in. “Please don’t tell her to kill human sluts. That was such bad advice.”

Dracula’s confident smile flickered to sadness. “I—well—I…Okay, so maybe don’t kill them, but…Put the fear in them.”

Sadie grinned. “It’s a good tip.”

Cookie giggled and snorted. “I’m hungry.”

Honey bit her lip as she listened to the two women aimlessly push their way through this conversation. Forcing herself to be bold, she decided to inch the matter closer to her own interest. “How can we make Joel love us?”

Dracula and Evie both started to speak—but then their mouths froze in a half-open expression and they looked at each other. Dracula shrugged. “I just stripped naked a lot and rubbed myself up against him.”

“I just acted like my normal crazy self,” Evie added.

Honey sighed, fighting the urge to pout. “But Joel isn’t a repressed religious monster hunter bloodbonded to us, and he isn’t a mentally unsound magnet for damaged goods.”

Evie scoffed. “That’s about the rudest shit I ever heard.”

“Very true, though,” Dracula allowed with a pained sigh. “Look–after all, Tria, he’s just a human. If you want him, take him. I’ll lock him in the dungeon with your other toys. He’ll love you eventually.”

Sadie nodded. “That’s reassuring to hear, mistress. Thank you.”

Honey socked Sadie in the shoulder. “We are not doing that!”

Cookie cocked her head, her eyes crossing. “I can make my nose double.”

“Well, if you want to seduce him the old fashioned way,” Evie muttered, her eyes taking on a far off gaze as she fell deep into thought. “You might consider, maybe, something like…watching some romantic comedies and reading romance novels?”

“Can she even read?” Dracula asked, her brow arching. “Tria, can you read? Any of you?”

“Cookie probably can’t, but I can,” Honey said. “Sadie can, too.”

Evie stroked her chin. “How about you stay up all day and night watching romance movies on whatever streaming service you’re all subscribed to while Honey wears headphones and reads some romance novels? Cram as much as you can—try and understand just what it is that human men crave in a love story and make it come true for him.”

Dracula clapped her hands and giggled excitedly. “How amusing! That’s a good idea, Evie! But—before you do that, Tria, I have some questions.”

Sadie and Honey traded glances and nodded. “Ask away, mistress,” Sadie said.

“How does this form work? Can one of you be in another room? What happens if you try to transform back into your Hellhound form while separated?”

“We can’t go much further than about ten feet from Honey,” Sadie explained. “It’s a bit annoying, but it also means we won’t ever get lost or separated, so it’s not all bad.”

Honey looked over at Cookie to see if she had anything to add, but she had fallen asleep. With a sigh, Honey expanded on what Sadie said. “It’s not safe for us to try and push our limits, so we tend to stay pretty close. Getting us too far away from each other could work similarly to, say, cutting off one of our heads. I don’t think Sadie and Cookie can survive without me.”

“Fascinating,” Dracula giggled, clapping her hands. “But—with you being as articulate as you are, I’m a little afraid of what Anya will think when she learns the truth.”

“What do you mean?” Honey asked, frowning.

“Well, you’re not a pet anymore, that’s for sure,” Dracula said. “I suppose you’re another nanny.”

“Don’t you dare put me out of a job,” Evie hissed, crossing her arms and softly tapping her foot on the castle tile beneath her. “I need this gig.”

Sadie and Honey giggled. “Thanks for the promotion,” Sadie said. “I’m fine with being Anya’s friend, though. I’m pretty attached to her at this point.”

“The same goes for the rest of us,” Honey added, gesturing to herself and the sleeping, limp form that was Cookie. Cookie’s eyes were half open, her tongue hanging out of her mouth as she nuzzled a throw pillow on her end of the sofa.

“Well, if we’re going to do this, then we’re going to do this right. Evie?”

“Y-yes, mistress?” the succubus said.

“Take Tria to W-Mart. Pick out as many romance novels and movies as you can find and bring them back. We’ll study together!”

Joel

The next morning was a lot more awkward than even Joel had expected, but not for the reasons he’d anticipated. When he got to work, Gabby was standing behind the desk as usual. She beamed at him with a silent greeting, and he nodded back at her. Neither of them said anything right away—but that changed when he hung up his coat and joined her behind the front desk.

“I just want you to know—if you feel stressed from work, you can just take me into any room and use me for as long as you need, alright?” She grinned up at him sweetly, her innocent smile not exactly lining up with her depraved offer.

“Uh. Got it,” he hoarsely grunted.

This girl was going to be the death of him.

“And—I’m sorry, I can tell you’re still feeling weird about it, but I’d like for you to…uh…consider finding another partner or two for me to watch you romance and play with.”

Joel blinked half a dozen times in about two seconds. “I don’t even know where to start with that.”

“You’ll figure it out,” she giggled.

Well…now that Joel considered it, he did have one obvious option. But that option was his patient and, usually, a dog. Still—Tria’s human bodies had been attractive, even to an extreme degree. He chewed on the inside of his cheek as he mulled it over. What would the Countess think? Trevon? Good God, what would he tell Anya Beaumont?!

“That look on your face is pretty sus, Dr. Barker,” she giggled while filing the last of the previous day’s appointment data. “Are you already on the case?”

“Well…I’m going to tell you something, Gabby, and I need you to keep a level head and think logically and rationally about it.”

She nodded, her eyes widening. She set down a manila folder and pivoted toward him, offering her full attention. She licked her lips like a wolf staring at a haunch of meat. He couldn’t help but smile at her then. She was so adorable—even now that he knew what her insides felt like. Hell, especially now.

Joel cleared his throat. “Tria turned into three naked redheaded supermodels and tried to fuck me in Room 5 yesterday.”

The epic journey that sentence took Gabby’s face on was one for the books. First, her eyes bulged, but then they narrowed to leery crescents. Then, however, a smirk ignited, and she bit her lip, scratching her cheek thoughtfully. Then—right when he thought she’d settled on something, her eyes bulged wide open again. “Wait! Did you fuck her?”

“No,” he said.

“Why not?” she asked.

“Because she’s a dog.”

“But it sounded like she’s three women now,” Gabby asked. “Could her three bodies talk? Did they seem sapient?”

“Definitely,” he admitted.

She shrugged. “Then she passes the Harkness test.”

“The…what?” Joel blathered.

“It’s from a TV show…Look—she’s an adult in her species—and over eighteen actual years of age to boot, according to her file. She can speak and understand language and offer enthusiastic consent. And, she’s intelligent. She always has been. So—why not? If she’s offering, I mean—”

“Hang on,” Joel muttered, waving his hands in front of him. “I doubt the Countess would adore the idea of me railing her daughter’s pooch.”

He had her there. She let out a sigh and nodded. “It’s a thought, anyway. Let’s see where the pieces land. The ball is in the Countess’s court, I suppose, yes? You informed her, I take it?”

Joel confirmed it with a nod, his face a mask of stress. “Yes. I let her know on the spot.”

“No sense worrying about it, then. If it’s meant to be, it’ll be.”

“But—”

She put a hand on his chest. “Joel, I realize that I love you much more than you love me, and that’s totally fine. I don’t want to be on equal footing with you. I don’t even want to be your favorite—that’s boring. I like watching love stories play out, not being part of them. So if you want to make me happy…I’d really appreciate it if you’d could just…fuck other women, please. Even if it’s just one other woman. Marry her, make her dreams come true, give her a family—and let me join you as your obedient side piece. That’s all I’ve ever wanted out of life. That treatment from a guy like you.”

Joel’s whole body was stiff as a board as he listened to this, his shoulders so tense they almost touched his ears. “What the fuck kind of unrealistic fantasy girl are you?”

She grinned, wrapped her arms around his neck, and pulled him down until his lips were touching hers. “The kind that likes you a bunch.”


Chapter 5


Tria

Honey let out a harsh sob as she watched the credits roll on the screen. “She did it,” she whimpered, embracing Sadie, much to her counterpart’s distaste. “She’s part of his world!”

“Did the priest at the end have a boner?” Sadie asked, her eyes narrowing as she stared at the ending credits in disbelief. “Also—is the message of this film ‘Don’t listen to your parents and you’ll find the guy of your dreams’? That’s a pretty weird message for a family movie, right? I mean, I’m no human but—”

“Fuck, you’re right!” Countess Dracula shrieked. “And her mom was…dead or something? Before the movie even started? Why make that decision?”

Evie snickered from the recliner kitty-corner to the couch everyone else was seated upon. Her curly hair covered her shoulders as she muted her giggle by pressing her tiny knuckle to her tiny mouth. “All Disney cartoons from the nineties were like that.”

Dracula cleared her throat and stood up, pointing at the TV screen with a long, pedicured black nail. “Okay, ladies, listen up! What did we learn about romance from this one?”

“You know your soulmate the second you see him!” Honey cooed, placing her hands on her cheeks and sighing happily at the lesson.

“There is no harm in stalking the man you love and manipulating him into loving you back,” Sadie added, steepling her fingers as a devious grin split her pretty features. She licked her chops.

Cookie was the last to offer insight. “Fish can talk!”

Dracula cleared her throat as she started pacing from one end of the living room rug to the other. “Hmm. Aside from the last one, these are good lessons that resonate with my experience with Trevon,” the Countess said, tucking a long, black strand of perfect hair behind her ear. “Evie?”

“Oh, definitely. I didn’t have to do much stalking of Justin when we were starting out, but sometimes I watch him using scrying magic for hours on end! No harm in it.”

“None at all!” Dracula agreed with a fanged grin. “And it’s true—love at first sight is the norm in my experience as well.”

“And mine,” Evie said, beaming her agreement.

Tria’s three entities looked at each other with searching eyes. “Did we…love him when we first met him?”

Sadie bit her lip and shook her head. Cookie whimpered. “No!” she wailed. “I just thought he smelled nice!”

Evie and Dracula both tensed up. “That’s bad news,” the Countess said. “If it was true love, then you would have at least started fantasizing about him the second you met him.”

“Wait,” Evie muttered, holding up one finger. “Maybe it’s different for her. After all—she was just a dog until a day ago. A smart dog, but she would have no reason to think she could be attracted to a human man.”

“That’s right!” the Countess said, wagging her finger with determination as she already walked back her last statement. “That’s a good point! Plus, Tria, don’t worry, darling—remember, your powers activated when you were thinking about him. It must be a unique case, right?”

Honey lifted up a romance book she’d been reading called the Barmaid’s Bodice. “But they fell in love at first sight in this book, too!” Honey started crying, tears flowing down her cheeks like a skinny river. At that point, the front door open, and Trevon, still in his work uniform, walked in with Justin, making friendly conversation. “And that’s when I said, ‘Madam, I have seen plague witches strip the flesh from a baby goat using a rusty spoon—you won’t scare me with your expired coupon.’ Oh—everyone’s here!” The last bit was directed at the gathering of women in the living room.

Trevon and Justin strolled in, looking suddenly tense. “Why so nervous, baby?” Evie asked, her brow arched with suspicion.

“Nothing,” he said, smiling at her. “It’s the first time I’ve seen so many women gathered in the—hang on a fucking second, is that Tria?”

Cookie and Honey waved, though Honey was still crying and Cookie was actively drooling. Sadie only offered her middle finger as she took the book from Honey and paged through it herself, not sure what she was looking for.

Trevon laughed. “Our household suddenly got much more complicated.”

Dracula smirked and strolled over to Trevon, biting her lip as she crossed the gap between them in a matter of seconds. She threw her arms around his neck, stood on her tiptoes, and kissed him on the lips. “I missed you so much, darling. When will you ravage me next, I wonder?”

“When we don’t have company standing half a foot away from us,” Trevon muttered with a brisk retort. “That seems like a good opportunity.”

Evie stared intensely at Justin. “Justy-baby. Agree or disagree—love at first sight is real.”

Justin scratched his head, falling deep into thought. He even set a bag down as though it required great mental energy. “I mean—definitely real. It happens. I know plenty of people it happened to.”

“You know plenty of people?”

“To be totally honest, babe, I was interested in you when we first met, but it wasn’t until I realized just how toxic you are that I knew you were the one for me. I think—right after you killed me the first time. That was my moment.”

Evie’s face melted into a lovey-dovey smile. Sadie let out a sickened groan.

“How about you, Trevvy?” Dracula asked.

“Love at first sight? No,” he laughed, spitting the answer out with confidence. “Lust at first sight, certainly, but it took me a while to fall for you.”

Dracula giggled. “I’ll happily take ‘lust at first sight’.”

Evie snarled. “Did you lust after me at first sight?”

Justin smiled at her like she was giving him the most romantic expression imaginable. “Oh, definitely.”

The succubus smirked and crossed her arms, letting out a “Hmmph!” of self-satisfaction. “Pervert.”

As Tria’s three heads observed the banter between these pairs of husband and wife, she felt somehow even more confused than before. What was the takeaway, exactly? Love at first sight wasn’t the only form of true love? Then why did most of the movies and books they’ve read so far seem to imply it as such?

Sadie stood up, losing patience. When she spoke, fire snaked out her nostrils. “How do we make the vet fall in love with us?”

Trevon nodded. “Joel. Right. I heard a little about this from Death. We really need to invite him to the next game night.”

“Oh, shit yeah. Scrabble?”

“God willing,” Trevon muttered.

Sadie stomped her foot. “Answer me!”

“Sadie!” Dracula shouted, pointing one finger at her while the other arm continued to hug Trevon. “Bad dog! No barking in doors!”

Tria’s three entities collectively whined. At this point, though, Honey and Cookie were on their knees on the couch, looking back toward the door where everyone else had gathered.

“It’s fine,” Trevon said. “I don’t know how to make Joel fall in love with you—but I suspect it’ll be a challenge for him to see you as anything but a dog. For the last couple of years, that’s all you’ve been to him, don’t forget. A smart dog, sure, but the idea of a romance with you wasn’t exactly on the table as far as any of us ever knew.”

“But—with time,” Sadie muttered, her brow slanting angrily.

Justin sighed. “Look—nothing is impossible. Assuming he isn’t gay, I got the vibe from his nurse that they might be dating, so—”

“They aren’t,” Honey quickly said. “We can tell. Their smells are very separate. If they were dating, I’d expect to smell her all over him when he pets me, but I don’t.”

Cookie nodded. “I don’t know what we’re talking about.”

“In any case—Tria, welcome to the family as more than just a pet,” Trevon said. “I don’t know what the plans are, but I’m all for treating you as sort of an adopted daughter from here on. I simply can’t fathom going back to the way things were.”

Dracula clapped her hands together excitedly. “Another daughter?!”

“Kind of three,” Evie noted, a sculpted brow arching curiously at the peculiarity of the family dynamic now in play.

“So exciting! Tria, honey, do you want Mommy to teach you everything there is about being a woman?”

Tria’s three heads nodded in perfect unison—something that the men in the room seemed to both find amusing as they strained not to laugh.

“That would be so much fun, mistress!”

“And useful,” Sadie added with a more devious note.

“Excellent! We’ll start with the basics—how to braid your hair, how to dress... But first,” she leveled her gaze back on her husband and bit her lip. “I need to have a conversation with your father about something…unrelated. And very boring. You won’t want to be a part of it.”

Honey and Sadie’s ears perked up, and they made eye contact.

“Oh, that’s right,” Evie said in a similarly sensual tone, walking over and grabbing Justin by the collar like she was about to lead him somewhere. “Justin and I have to…discuss our plans for later in the guest bedroom.” Dracula winked at her, all but confirming Tria’s initial suspicions.

Tria watched them go, then each of her entities turned to face one another. “They gonna fuck,” Cookie said—for once not entirely clueless.

Honey nodded, her eyes shining with renewed purpose. “And we’re gonna watch.”

Joel

That night, Joel returned from work to an apartment that felt somehow emptier than usual. When he kicked off his shoes and left them by the door, he walked right past the kitchen area and faceplanted onto the couch. That—was a mistake. He could still smell her on it.

“I should call her,” he muttered, his mind going to Gabby’s lust-inducing figure and the bizarrely submissive way she gave herself over to him just last night. He reached for his pocket and touched his phone—and at precisely that moment, he felt a buzz. A vibration.

He got a text message.

Rolling onto his back, Joel rolled his shoulders and fished the phone out of his front pocket, then held it up to his face. The latest push notification, appearing only mere seconds ago, was from Trevon Beaumont of all people—certainly not who he expected to broach the topic of Tria with him first.

It made some sense, he figured. The situation was certainly fucked up enough to justify the Countess recusing herself from it altogether. A man-to-man discussion suited him better. Certainly Trevon would understand the weirdness of it all, but he felt less comfortable asking the former monster hunter for permission to bone his dog than he did Vladimira Dracula.

“Fuck,” he muttered. He tapped the notification to make more than the first few words visible, unlocking his phone and opening up the messaging app they all used.

> Joel, hi. Heard about the whole situation with Tria. That’s crazy. Do you have anything going on Tuesday nights? Justin and I host a boys’ night and we were planning to add a fifth. Let me know. Hope you’re doing well.

The look of surprise on Joel’s face when he read that must have been so fucking stupid that even he wished he could see it. That was what the text message was about? He brushed right over the thing about Tria. Did he even know what happened? Did they not care? His daughter’s dog turned into a trio of nubile scarlet-haired waifus and were three quarters of the way to an irredeemably sexy situation.

Was he the weird one? Was Joel wrong, here? Did no one even give a shit? First there was Gabby, egging him on—now this. Would Dracula even follow up?

Joel texted back.

> Hi, Mr. Beaumont. Thanks for thinking of me. Honestly, I’m pretty busy Tuesday nights until nine o’clock. Can I ask your take on the Tria situation if I’m not being too presumptuous?

Trevon left him on read for a solid hour. Eventually, Joel fell asleep with his phone balancing on his forehead, only awaking when it finally buzzed with a reply.

> We’re all nocturnal, so we tend to be just getting started around nine. I’ll buy you coffee Wednesday mornings if you can make it for a couple hours. As for the Tria debacle—it’s certainly quite the buzz around here. The women are amusingly excited. I myself try not to get involved in other people’s business.

Joel blinked. The women are excited? What women? Dracula and Tria? Were there other women? Evie, maybe—the nanny? His brow furrowed as he tried to decide what to type next. Part of him wanted to leave the muscular bastard on read as punishment for his own abandonment.

> I’m planning to start opening at ten AM starting in a couple of weeks, so Tuesday nights might actually be manageable. Trevon. Man to man—is Dracula pissed?

He could almost hear Trevon’s laughter in the reply he got.

> Man to man, my wife and nanny are planning to spend the rest of the evening schooling Tria in the ways of human love. It’s going about as badly as you’d expect.

Joel’s heart started thudding in his chest at that juicy tidbit. So—they weren’t opposed to the idea. Or at the very least, they weren’t opposed to Tria dating human men, even if it wasn’t him. He figured he wasn’t out of the running yet, in any case.

> Well, let me know if you need to reschedule Tria’s checkup once you get things figured out. Or if you or your wife need to talk to me about anything else.

Trevon replied quickly, his response the soul of brevity.

> k.

Fuck, he just got the “k” reply. What did that mean? Well—Trevon was a dude. Probably it meant nothing, but he still had PTSD flashbacks to Kimberly Wheeler back in college who responded with “k” exclusively when she was pissed at him—usually for shit he didn’t even do.

He looked at the time in the corner of his home screen, chewing restlessly on the inside of his lip. It was already well after ten. Gabby should be in bed by now, or getting ready for it, since she was due to open the clinic again in the morning. Still—there was no way he was falling asleep without telling someone what was on his mind. Who was he going to call? His fucking dad?

He decided to test the waters with a text message. He settled for a time-honored classic.

> U up?

It took a minute, but he did get a reply. It…wasn’t what he expected. It was a photo—a very dark one, and grainy, extremely hard to make out. He squinted, narrowing his gaze on it and bringing it up to his nose. A clarifying text appeared a few seconds later.

> Sorry. That was my boob, but the lights are off.

He cocked his head.

> Why did you send a picture of your boob?

> Also, never mind, If you’re in bed I can wait until tomorrow.

She had other ideas.

> No, don’t go. Whatever you want, the answer is yes. Just let me know now which holes it involves so I can get ready before I come over.

Joel actually shook his head as he stared at the screen.

> It’s not about that. I was thinking about what you said. It sounds like Dracula isn’t mad about what happened with Tria.

He could see that Gabby frantically typed and deleted several draft messages before finally landing on one to send to him.

> Awesome!

The inclusion of three dog face emojis in a row made Joel feel rather upset, but he shook it off.

> Anyway. Trevon invited me to join their boys’ night starting Tuesdays—and I decided to pull the trigger on a schedule change. I think we can handle it.

Her text came almost instantly.

> Can I call you?

He laughed at himself. He ended up calling her, and she answered immediately. “Sorry,” he told her. “Yeah, this makes more sense.”

“We can do video chat if you want to see me,” she suggested.

“Let’s do business first, and then we can do that. I’m thinking of opening the animal hospital at ten in the morning. What do you think?”

“Your only competitor opens at eight in the morning and closes at four. I think you should open it at noon and close at eight at night to catch the people he misses. Then you wouldn’t have to work absurdly long days. Your business is slow in the mornings and late at night, anyway—and we wouldn’t need to eventually find another vet to split hours with you. Even when we’re ready to expand, two nurses, myself included, would be enough.”

Joel considered it. “Twelve, huh? That would leave the whole morning. But I didn’t work my ass off for so many years to—”

“Dr. Barker, you made it, baby,” she said, giggling. “You reached your goal. What are you still trying to prove by working yourself to death?”

His lips fluttered and fumbled for a quick riposte, but he failed miserably. With a sigh and a begrudging nod only he could witness, he admitted defeat. “Twelve to eight it is. We’ll end up cramming more people in a shorter period of time, but you might be right. It’ll be better for us in the long run.”

“And it’ll get us on the same schedule,” she giggled. “That has lots of benefits. Wanna see my camera now? I turned on the light.”

“Sure,” he muttered, pulling his phone away from his face and pressing the video call button. The image displayed for him from the other end of the call made his jaw open so wide it clicked.

Gabby was squeezing her naked tits together between her elbows and smiling at him coquettishly. Her hair was all the way down, her pink pajama top open and pulled down her shoulders. Her enticing body was laid bare, and she stared right into the camera to give him the impression she was looking into his eyes. “Want me to come over?”

Joel’s mouth shut, and he nodded. “Moxy can come too.”

She started buttoning up her shirt and turned off her camera. “We’re on our way.”


Chapter 6


Tria

Tria watched her masters and their guests file off into their respective rooms, knowing with unerring certainty just what sort of liaisons they had in mind. As the Countess jumped on Trevon’s back and was piggybacked down the corridor to their quarters, Tria could already practically smell the sex dripping off them.

And then there was Evie and her husband Justin. Tria hated to pry in the sexy business of her masters and their guests—people who were always fair and kind to her—but she was desperate. As Evie and Justin excused themselves, leaving Tria alone in the living room with her three selves, the Hellhound determined that it was probably lower stakes to begin with spying on them.

She waited for the door to close—audible from the sofa, but just barely. She turned up the volume on the TV, letting an infomercial about some kind of vacuum cleaner with a snaky neck blast into the living room, filling the space with its cacophonous noise.

That extra bit of noise would give Tria the advantage she needed to remain undetected. Thankfully, Tria knew all the secret passageways and spying devices in the castle. There was none that led to the master bedroom, but the guest room? You bet your ass there was.

She took the passageway to Trevon’s training room about halfway down the hall, then abruptly turned left into a painting of Dracula and Trevon holding baby Anya. It was Tria’s favorite painting in the castle—but tonight, it was also the most important.

Two pinhead sized holes could be found in Trevon’s eyes. Tria first noticed them when Death once crashed in the guest room while experimenting with marijuana with some pothead he apparently met hitchhiking years ago. The experiment had certainly been a success, at least for Tria, as the tiny bits of aroma that seeped through the holes in the paintings led her to discover them.

“Let me see,” Sadie hissed as Honey pressed her eyes to the painting. Seeing Honey’s face pressed against an image of Trevon, Sadie was suddenly very glad she knew that their mistress would be indisposed for a little while at least, because the kind of misunderstanding this could lead to would be one for the books.

Honey scoffed. “You can look through my eyes anytime you want, but I can’t do the same,” she said. “Be reasonable for once in your bitchy life!”

Cookie cocked her head. “Why are we whispering?”

All three heads focused on Honey’s vision and senses. Pressed so close to the painting and the unusually thin wall behind it, they could also make out the words Evie and Justin were saying as they hastily disrobed.

Honey licked her lips as Evie slipped out of her skirt and shirt, revealing an erotic red lace set of lingerie with a thong exposing her perfect ass, the material transparent in the front so that you could see her nipples and pussy before she even finished stripping down. “Evie has such a nice body for such a short chick.”

“She’s a succubus, dumbass,” Sadie hissed. “It’d be kind of ridiculous if she didn’t.”

Cookie remained silent.

They listened intently, trying to make out what they were discussing as Justin reached around Evie’s back to unhook her bra while they kissed. “What do you think about the whole situation with Tria?” Evie asked.

Justin shrugged. “Not really my business.”

Evie seemed annoyed by that. Tria kind of was, too.

“Just because it’s not your business doesn’t mean you shouldn’t care. She’s a family friend, you insensitive jerk.”

Justin didn’t waste any time in peeling off Evie’s panties and getting on his knees in front of her. “Sorry,” he said moments before his lips pressed against her crotch. The talking stopped for a while once that happened.

“Holy shit,” Honey said. “He just went right for it!”

“Do you think Joel will do that to us next time we see him?” Cookie gasped.

Sadie chuckled to herself. “Not without a bit of prompting. But I think he can be trained.”

Honey turned her head away from the hole in the painting to scowl pointedly at Sadie. “Joel doesn’t need training. He needs our love.”

“Says you. Get your eyes back on the prize, bitch, or none of us can see.”

Honey huffed and did as she was told, looking into the room again. In that short span of just a couple of seconds, not much changed. Justin’s hands were reached around Evie’s buxom, naked body, resting on her ass as he drank from her pussy like it was his one true passion. It probably was.

“Ohh, fuck, Justy-Baby,” Evie moaned as her fingers rubbed his scalp, running through his hair. “I love you so much.”

Justin didn’t respond with a spoken reply, but Tria thought his feelings were made clear with the nonverbal response, which was to move his hands back around and run them up Evie’s tummy until they were holding her heavy breasts, rubbing and pinching her nipples gently as he continued to suck pleasure out from her pussy.

Evie faltered for a moment, her knees buckling from bliss, and Tria watched with awe as Justin took note and lifted up one leg, resting it on his shoulder. It seemed to give him even more direct access to the demoness’s opening. He didn’t miss a beat either, continuously massaging her massive breasts even as his lips fed on her tiny pussy.

“Justin!” she shrieked, biting one knuckle. “I’m gonna cum!”

Justin pulled back for half a second, but only to remove one hand from her breast and insert it in her cunt, using two fingers to scoop out her love as his lips refastened themselves to her clit.

“No!” she squealed, writhing against his stubbly face. “Justy-Baby, I’ll make a mess!”

“I’ll clean it up,” he muffled.

“Make a mess?” Honey muttered. “What does that mean?”

“Based on Evie’s ridiculous face, I’d say we’re seconds away from finding out.”

Her words were just short of prophecy. A few seconds later, Evie started howling with pleasure as she came. “Ahhh! Fuck, Justy—I fucking love you, baby! I love you so much!”

Justin managed to grunt out an “I love you too” before continuing his task, seeing it through to the end. As his fingers and tongue laid waste to her womanhood, Tria found her own pussies soaking as well, dripping onto the castle floor underneath them. Note to selves: Tria needed panties.

“This is hot,” Sadie muttered.

Honey nodded. “I feel a little guilty watching.”

Cookie was equally horny but also much more confused. “What is her hoo-ha doing?”

Honey refocused and realized what she was referring to. When Justin pulled away a little, using his fingers even more aggressively as his tongue took a break, a stream of fluid, in several bursts, erupted from the succubus’s vagina, drenching the face of her love as she moaned all kinds of lewdness. “Ahhh Gaaahhh, fuck, baby! I’m cumming my brains out!”

The ferocity in Justin’s eyes was something to behold, too. Sadie in particular was impressed with the look. “Do you think Joel will look at us like that when we cum for him?” she rasped, her throat suddenly dry.

“I don’t know, but I hope so,” Honey whimpered.

They continued to watch, and things only got more intense. When Evie recovered, she used her foot to push Justin’s back against the bed, though he remained seated on the floor. Evie got down on hands and knees and crawled her way toward him, practically ripping off his pants. She didn’t leave a single moment for them to speculate about her intentions once Justin’s cock was free.

She descended on that thing like it was the only thing in the world to do. Her lips wrapped around the head of his cock at first, but she wasted zero time in taking the meat shaft down to the base—with an ease that only a sex demon could manage, surely.

“Holy shit,” Cookie whispered.

“There’s nothing holy about this, Cookie,” Honey commented. “She’s using her mouth! I didn’t even know that was a thing! I thought it was basically just one entrance only!”

Sadie gawked. “I—I’m learning so much.”

“Quiet! Pay attention to her technique!”

The unmistakable voice of Death interrupted them. “To whose technique? Why are you rubbing your face against that painting, Honey?”

All three of Tria’s bodies closed their legs with otherworldly urgency and hopped around to see the Grim Reaper standing in front of him with a pickleball paddle in hand.

“Uh—I just wanted to examine the painting up close—and try to understand the painter’s technique!” Honey said. “We’re thinking about taking up painting as a hobby.”

Cookie gasped. “What?! That sounds so fun! We are?”

“Yes, Cookie, we are,” growled Sadie, biting her lip. “Anyway—Death, I didn’t know you were still around.”

“Yeah, I’m meeting up with Beverly California. I just forgot my water bottle is all,” he said, gesturing toward the end of the hallway, where his room was somewhere on the right side.

“Well, you’d better take care of that,” Honey chirped. “Don’t want to be late!”

Death stared at her intently for a moment or two. Tria couldn’t decide if she was under serious suspicion or not, but she froze anyway, which probably made her seem even more suspicious. “Well, whatever,” Death grunted, turning around. “Don’t do anything I wouldn’t do. You must be really curious with that new form of yours.”

Sadie and Cookie let out breaths of hot relief as Honey answered on their behalf. “Oh, definitely! Very eager to explore my new senses and perspectives! Don’t mind me!”

“Sure thing.” Death disappeared into his room, and the three of them exchanged a look of wide-eyed horror at the closeness of that very close call.

“We should see about the Countess and Trevon,” Sadie said. “We won’t be able to see, but we can listen at the door.”

“Better than nothing,” Honey agreed. “They should still be a while.”

They skulked to the other end of the castle, tiptoeing the whole time for a reason that none of them could particularly articulate. They knew that they’d be in deep, deep trouble if they were caught spying on their mistress and master getting fucky. It also was a little bit weird since, as of today, Trevon had declared her more of an adopted daughter than a family pet.

This act was one of betrayal—but Tria had her agenda and made no secrets about it. She needed to be schooled in the art of lovemaking so that when she finally had Joel at her disposal, she didn’t fuck it all up. The only instinctive concept of sex that she had was that she should get on all fours and wait for him to sidle up behind her and put it in. When she tried to seduce him in the clinic, that was the endgame she was headed toward, and after watching Evie and Justin, she realized just how out of her depth she was about human mating.

All three Hellhound girls—or all one—pressed a doggish ear to the door of the master bedroom. They weren’t disappointed.

“Trevvy, darling, that feels so good, baby! Yes, that’s right! Ohhh fuck, stick that thing inside me!” Kissing sounds followed, then a series of moans that followed a rhythm. “Ahh, awww, nyah!” Each moan seemed to be paired with a slapping sound whose origin Tria could only guess at.

“Is he smacking her?” Honey asked.

Cookie nodded. “Must be.”

“I think he’s…no, I have no idea what that sound is, but I doubt he’s hitting her.”

“Ohhh, Trevvy, yes! Yes! Yes! Harder! I love you I love you I love you I love you—”

“Mistress is a chatty lay,” Honey noted, her brow furrowing.

“So noisy,” Cookie muttered, nodding her agreement. “Are we that noisy?”

Sadie cocked her head. “How would we know? We haven’t been fucked before.”

Cookie stroked her chin, her eyes narrowing as though in deep thought. “Makes sense.”

They continued to listen until the Countess’s voice became a rapid staccato and then erupted into a loud, droning whine. “I think they’re finishing up,” Honey noted. “We should get out of here.”

“After you, bitch,” Sadie muttered, and the three of them skittered back to the living room, resuming the vacuum infomercial where it left off.

“So what did we learn?” Cookie asked.

“A lot,” Sadie said. “People use their mouths in sex more than anything else, it seems—either for talking a bunch or for pleasuring their partner.”

“Can you make a baby that way?” Cookie asked.

“No!” Honey said. “At least—I’m pretty sure not. Then again, Evie and Justin have a bunch of little kids, and they do that…”

Countess Dracula sauntered into the room wearing a luxurious red robe and an absurdly smug smile. She sat on the couch, squeezing in on the edge, beside Cookie. “Well, that was a nice break,” she said. “What have you two been up to this whole time?”

“Listening to you have sex!” Cookie declared confidently. “So noisy!”

Sadie and Honey hid their faces.

Lester the Infernal Wrangler

Lester was proud of his work. Keeping unregistered Infernal entities from staging incursions into the human world was an important job, and one afforded to him by the Heavens, Hells, and Purgatory. He was one of fewer than a dozen such professionals, and he took this shit seriously. Much more seriously than that dickhole across the hall, Greg.

In his gray office in the Steppes of Remorse, Lester sat at his desk, stapling together case files from his most recent catch—an imp named Lazenby who snuck into Las Vegas for a gambling weekend. Now that imp was back in the burning pits of Hell, right where he belonged, and serving a stern sentence for willfully and knowingly fleeing his post.

As he tucked the files into an envelope, and stuck it into a cabinet behind him, Lester’s head turned when his phone started ringing. Another case? Already?

He answered it and cleared his throat. “Yes, Necronique?”

“Hi, sir, I just got a call from the Stygians. Apparently there’s an update on that Hellhound case from a couple years back—the one you were looking out for.”

“Oh?” he said, kicking his feet up on his desk. “Interesting. They finally got a bead on her?”

“Apparently they’ve known this whole time but refused to divulge the truth. You won’t believe it sir.”

That piqued his interest. He pulled a cigarette out of his desk and tucked it between his narrow lips. Snapping his fingers, he conjured a flame and sucked in a breath as he lit the cig. “Don’t leave me hanging, Nikki.”

His secretary giggled. “Wouldn’t dream of it, sir. The dog’s name is Tria. She’s been adopted by one Anya Beaumont.”

“Anya…Beaumont,” he muttered, his eyes narrowing as he sucked in smoke. “Beaumont. Beaumont. Why is that name ringing bells?”

“She’s Trevon Beaumont’s daughter—as in, Trevon from the clan of famous monster hunters who almost went extinct.”

His mouth opened so wide that he almost dropped his cigarette. “No fucking way.”

“Yes fucking way, sir,” she said, more seriously now. “And get this—Anya’s Mommy? Countess Dracula.”

Lester shot to his feet. “No fucking way!”

“Yes, sir, I’m afraid there is a fucking way because that’s exactly the truth. And get this—Anya’s nanny?”

“Yeah?”

“Evie Satan.”

“The black sheep brat of Lilith and Lucifer?!” he spat, his cigarette falling out of his mouth and onto the glass sheet over his desk. “That Evie Satan?”

“The same, sir,” she said. “But she’s not a black sheep anymore. You’ve been out of it for a while, but she’s actually the prized child now. Her husband is a Spartoi, a legendary warrior spawned from a dragon’s tooth. He defeated a hydra in the nude.”

“Where did this happen?!”

“In Wapa Lake, Wisconsin, sir,” she said.

Lester had a whole-ass file on that fucking town. Dracula was mentioned in it, but he never put it all together until now. “Wait a moment. I’m processing this,” he grunted.

“Standing by, sir.”

Lester was what you called an Infernal Wrangler—a specialist sent by agents of Heaven, Hell, and Purgatory to capture rogue demons and supernatural entities with no registration, documentation, or permission to be in the human plane. Notably for the case at hand, those who violated the natural order too egregiously were ripe for judgment. When caught, their punishments tended to vary based on intent, the severity of the crime, the number of people caught in the crossfire, and the level of blame one deserved when it came to revealing the secrets of Hell or the other divine planes to mortals.

From what he recalled, Wapa Lake, WI was rumored to be subject to longer than usual nights, which made it something of a hub for supernatural entities to lurk in the shadows—demons were only one of many types of people living there. Humans made up over 98%, of course, but that remaining 2% was a very visible 2%. He had to assume they were being cautious and not outing their secrets to the public or anything, but still, it was a major headache for Cerberus, Bob Sagat, and St. Peter—the guardians of Hell, Purgatory, and Heaven’s immigration departments, respectively. There was much ado made about Wapa Lake all the time, but it was hard to blame any one person for it all.

But…if Dracula was there…and in possession of a Hellhound—by extension, Countess Dracula had just fallen into his jurisdiction. Could he pin blame for it all on her? He would be willing to bet she was responsible for the long nights. She pulled a similar trick back in Transylvania centuries ago. And if he could prove that, could they one day restore Wapa Lake to what it used to be and banish all the supernaturals? Imagine the accolades he’d get if his case resulted in that!

Lester doubted it would be quite that easy, but it was a start. This would be his ticket to getting noticed by the big man upstairs—maybe even a promotion, or at least a better selection of jobs.

“Still need more time, sir?” his secretary asked with an audible grin in her voice.

“No, I’m good,” he grunted. “I’m fine. Tell me everything you know.”


Chapter 7


Joel

The next morning Joel felt refreshed and a little more optimistic. With Gabby on his side, he was going to have everything he could possibly want and more. Not only could he manage to run his own veterinary clinic like he always dreamed, but he was finally having some luck with women after all these years of forgoing them—at least from a romantic perspective.

He still wasn’t sure just how to navigate this weird dynamic with his nurse, though. Her predilections were odd to say the least, and he didn’t even particularly want that kind of relationship to begin with. Even so, it was one of those things—his late grandpa would call it a “Why the Hell not?” situation. If you never asked for it, but it’s better than what you wanted in the first place, well, why the Hell not?

Gabby wanted to be his girlfriend—fair enough. She was pretty, sexy, helpful, capable, and loyal to a fault. Those were all features that he and any red-blooded man with a lick of sense would be thankful for. He had no issue with that part of the equation. Gabby was fine girlfriend material.

True, he already started to notice some less-than-perfect things about her—she wasn’t particularly tidy, whereas he was. He noticed this when she decided to lay out all her various assorted shampoos, lotions, body washes, skincare products, conditioners, and so on right on the side of the tub rather than using the perfectly good shower rack. Joel’s own hygiene routine was way simpler, to be fair—it involved a bar of soap and a 3-in-1 bottle of Pert Plus.

Gabby also mentioned in passing that she wasn’t much for cooking—not that he expected her to cook and clean for him but, well, it would have been a nice perk of the relationship. None of that really mattered all that much because Joel was low maintenance and didn’t take up much space and was perfectly capable of cooking and ordering in himself.

But there were other signs that, despite the fact that he was attracted to Gabby and was indeed quite fond of her—she wasn’t ‘the one’ for him. She was all about being submissive and giving, giving, giving, always giving—awesome on paper. But sometimes it just felt like there wasn’t much else to her. He appreciated her, but it didn’t challenge him or keep him on his toes. It brought him peace like you’d hope a partner would, but he lacked the satisfaction of being able to give much back to her. She just didn’t want it. She didn’t want backrubs, footrubs, or anything from him. The only thing she wanted was…

Well, she wanted him to fall in love with and fuck another girl.

It was the weirdest precondition to a relationship he’d ever signed on for—but it was the crux of his grandpa’s “Why the Hell not?!” principle echoing in his mind whenever he looked at her. But there was at least one reason why not.

What the hell kind of girl would agree to sharing him with Gabby?

Yeah. He didn’t think that part through. And now it was a source of some anxiety, knowing that he’d never be able to fully satisfy her, and he’d be stuck in this relationship with a person he’d grown to depend on at work and now for his sexual contentment and unable to find his real soulmate until he left her. And if he did find that person? He was going to have to break Gabby’s heart and create turmoil at work.

“Fuck,” he seethed to himself as he organized the prescription pick-ups for the morning. Several customers had already called ahead and let him know they’d be coming in and what time. It wasn’t standard in this part of Wisconsin to fill prescriptions over the phone for such new customers, but Joel was willing to take the risk. He hadn’t had people flake on him yet, and given the fact that one of the prescriptions was related to a dog ingesting rat poison, well, he doubted the owner in question would leave him hanging.

“Did you say ‘fuck’?” Gabby asked from the front desk area. It was quiet at the moment. They had pets in the shop resting from treatment, waiting for pickup, but no owners.

“Yeah, sorry,” he muttered, his shoulder tensing. “It’s nothing.”

“I can close up if you really want to,” she said. “We can just leave up the ‘Back in ten minutes’ sign.”

He looked at her over his shoulder, his eyebrow lifting in confusion. “What are you talking about?”

“If you want to fuck, I mean,” she said, tugging at her collar to show off some cleavage.

He gulped. “That’s not what I meant. Let’s keep work stuff at work, and home stuff at home.”

She nodded and sighed as she returned to her own work. “If you say so.”

It was a good thing they didn’t try to close up, because not two minutes later the door opened, and a very important customer strolled through it.

Countess Dracula showed up, her skin practically as white as snow, her raven black hair spilling down her back. She wore a red hairband and a black dress with small white polka dots. It hugged her impeccably sexy body in all the ways such a dress was designed to, exposing a lot of leg as well. She wore high heels, making her appear taller than Gabby, and carried a black umbrella through the door, closing it as soon as she went beyond the threshold. Her blood red lips bent in a familiar smile as she saw Joel just as he walked out of the pharmacy closet.

“Uh—Countess,” he sputtered. “Hello. Good to see you.” A sudden layer of sweat seemed to cover his body in the space of a single instant.

“Obedient Joel!” she chirped, then turned to Gabby and looked her up and down with a little disdain. “And Nurse Gabby.”

“Hello, Countess!” Gabby greeted her, bowing a little. It was an odd gesture but certainly fitting for their present clientele.

Dracula turned her head back to Joel. “Dr. Barker—would you mind sparing me a moment of your time? If I could trouble you.”

“Is this about—”

“Yes,” she said, but to Joel’s relief her smile didn’t waver.

Joel nodded at his nurse and assistant. “Gabby, you know what to do. I’ll be in Room 2.”

“Got it, Dr. Barker, you can count on me!” she said, grinning, winking, and shooting them both a thumbs up.

The Countess snarled and rolled her eyes at Gabby as she followed Joel down the hall. They didn’t go far. It was the first room on the left.

Joel opened the door for her and gestured for her to go inside. She nodded at him and he followed after a moment later, closing and locking the door for extra privacy.

The Countess looked around the room idly, her smile vanishing. “Is this the room where it happened?”

“No,” he grunted. “That was room 5. I figured it’d be too strange to bring you in there.”

She giggled a little at that. “Joel—Dr. Barker, I mean. Forgive me, I’ve known you too long.”

“It’s fine,” he said. “Don’t keep me in suspense, ma’am.”

“I won’t. And I won’t mince words, either. What happened with Tria was not something any of us expected. I’m very sorry I put you in such a potentially dangerous situation.”

“D-dangerous?” he grunted.

“Yes, of course—she is a Hellhound after all, and one who didn’t really understand until last night what human sex even was. It scares me to imagine what she was going to attempt to do to you, but you acted quickly and bravely. Good for you, Dr. Barker. Really, nice work.”

He gulped down a lump that had appeared in his throat. “I see.”

“We gave her the talk last night after we found her listening at our door when—well, you can guess. I never thought I’d give the talk to another woman before Anya. But now we’re in this situation, and we have to figure out how to proceed.”

Joel lowered his head sheepishly. He felt her gaze remain on him. “I understand,” he said. It was a lie. He had no idea what she wanted or what she was going to say, command, or suggest. It just felt like the right thing to say.

“Good,” Dracula said. “I sensed a great degree of sexual energy connecting you and your nurse. That’s new. Then again, I haven’t been here in a while myself.”

Joel shook his head. “You’re very perceptive, Countess. You’re right, that is new.”

She smirked. “Thought so. You’ll have to navigate that yourself. Whether Tria will demand her blood or not, that’s up to her. I expect you to respect her wishes.”

Joel’s toes curled. There were two bombs dropped in that last sentence. First, it was implied that Dracula gave her blessing for Joel to pursue some kind of relationship with Tria. Second, however, she also seemed to see Gabby’s murder as potentially being a necessary precondition of said relationship.

“I—I don’t know how to explain the situation with Gabby, but she—”

“Not my business,” the Countess said, holding up a hand to silence him. “But I expect you to figure out how to explain it to Tria, if you’re interested. I understand that the last time she was here, she left you quite overwhelmed, but when Trevon texted you, he said you seemed to warm up to the idea.”

Joel nodded. “It would make Gabby happy. Basically, her fantasy is watching me fall in love with another woman.”

Dracula’s brows raised. “How hideously perverse. In any case, if you’re willing to give Tria—my newly adopted daughter—a chance to explain herself, well…let’s just say you should go for a walk tonight when you close up and end up at, say, the Blue Swan Cafe. Tria often goes for walks around there with Anya, but tonight I was planning to tell her to walk herself.”

Joel’s heart rate surged at this development. Tonight? “Sure,” he said, nodding slowly. “I think I can manage that.”

“Good mortal. Don’t break her heart, please, or—well, I don’t know what I’ll do!” Her giggle was a bit too creepy for him to just brush off.

The Countess left shortly after that, and the rest of the day went by in a haze. All the veterinarian could think about was that evening, the Blue Swan Cafe, and Tria. He couldn’t get over how weird the whole fucking situation was, and how Gabby and now the Countess, all weirdos in their own right, had convinced him that dating a patient was something worth considering. He was a vet! For most vets, that’d mean dating a hedgehog or a turtle or a dog!

But…then again, Tria wasn’t any of those things. She was, if not human, then certainly as human-adjacent as Evie, the Countess, or any of the other supernatural chicks he saw wandering around town. Hell, maybe he really should give Tria a fair shot. What’s the worst that could happen?
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Joel and Gabby closed up the shop and parted ways. Gabby went straight home to walk her dog, Moxy, but he promised to call her when he got home to update her on whatever took place. She kissed him on the lips and left him there alone.

Joel checked his watch out of habit—he already knew what time it was—and started toward the Blue Swan. It was a cozy little spot close to W-Mart and Dracula’s apartment, a bit of a walk from his office, and certainly out of the way, but nothing was all that far on this side of Wapa Lake.

Supernaturals were out and about, so most people were indoors. That’s just the way things were. Nights were long and belonged to only the bravest humans and various monsters. Joel, due to his familiarity with so many of them, really wasn’t all that intimidated, even when he heard some suspicious howls in the distance.

He arrived at the cafe and looked around but didn’t see her anywhere. He peered inside, and with the big glass windows it was easy to see that Tria wasn’t in there either. He could wait thirty minutes or so without any problem, so he resolved to do so, and if no one had showed up by then, well, he could just call Trevon and ask for the latest buzz.

Joel started pacing, feeling increasingly nervous as the minutes ticked on. He felt his palms growing sweatier with each passing moment and started composing a text to Trevon, but he didn’t hit ‘send’. When he was fully absorbed in his phone, though, he collided into something soft.

“Nyaa!” a trio of womanly voices cried. Books flew, and next thing Joel knew, he was looking at Sadie, Honey, and Cookie sitting on the pavement, flat on their asses. Honey was hissing through her teeth in pain, Sadie was clutching her ankle, and Cookie was—playing dead?

“Shit, I’m sorry!” Joel said, bending over to gather their books and help them all up. It took a few rounds to get them all back on their feet. “How the Hell did this even happen? This space is wide open.” He gestured to the open parking lot surrounding them.

“We were reading,” Honey said. “We weren’t watching where we were going!”

“Fuck, my ankle!” Sadie whined, snarling at him. “I don’t think I can walk on it.”

Joel cocked an eyebrow at her. “Really? Here—I can carry you to a place to sit and then I’ll go inside to ask if we can get a bag of ice for it.”

“That’d be great,” Sadie said, her face suddenly going from pained to almost predatory.

Joel picked up Sadie in his arms and carried her to a nearby bistro style table, setting her down.

“Me too!” Cookie said, holding her arms out. Joel looked her up and down.

“Are you hurt?”

“No, why?” Honey nudged her. “Yes, why?”

Joel failed to hold back a chuckle and picked her up, too. Honey, mercifully, simply walked to the table and sat down between her counterparts, giving Joel something of a break. Joel picked up the pile of books he’d made from those that Honey had dropped and set them on the table as well, then, lastly, went inside to get the bag of ice that he’d promised Sadie.

“Well, that was exciting,” he said, smirking at them as he sat down. He extended his hand, and the three girls gave it a funny look, then smirked at each other like he was doing something embarrassingly cute. “Sorry,” he laughed at himself, withdrawing his hand. “I just felt like we were properly meeting for the first time all of a sudden, but I guess from your perspective it isn’t like that at all.”

Honey reached across the table and put her hand on his. “I’ll shake your hand, Joel,” she said.

He let her, but now it felt awkward. Clearing his throat, he nodded at Sadie and the bag of ice she’d already stopped pressing against her ankle. “Feeling better?”

“Much,” she said, her voice kind of cold, but her stare certainly hot.

Joel swallowed. “Anyway, I’m sorry about bumping into you. I guess I got too nervous.”

“Oh, that’s fine,” Honey giggled.

“Yep, we planned it!” Cookie said, earning murderous looks from Sadie and Honey. The former slapped her in the back of the head. “Ouch! Hehe. Why did you hit me?”

“It won’t work if you tell him, dumbass,” Sadie hissed under her breath.

Joel looked between them in confusion. “What won’t work?”

Honey smiled at Joel, blushing. “In a lot of romantic movies, the female main character, or the FMC, meets the male main character, or MMC, through an accidental collision with a minor injury.”

“It’s called a meet cute—when the couple first meets and becomes romantically interested in one another because of a sudden attraction, sometimes brought about by adrenaline or an unusual circumstance,” Sadie continued to explain through her teeth. “Pretty sure if we explain it, it won’t work though.”

“You think?” Honey giggled. “I guess it is like a magician revealing her tricks.”

Joel stared for an ungodly long time, fumbling over words, until he finally burst out laughing. “Well, you’re creative, I’ll give you that,” he said.

Honey let out a sigh of relief. “I think it’s working anyway.”

Cookie rubbed her palms together. “Let’s do the accidental nudity trope next.”

Joel shook his head. “I have literally no idea what you’re talking about,” he said with a chuckle. “Enough tropes, though—do you want a drink? I really want to get to know you.”

“Puppuccino, please!” Honey cooed, clapping her hands.

He pointed at the other two. “You as well?”

“Only Honey needs to eat or drink,” Sadie explained, rolling her eyes as the black nails of her paw-hand tapped on the metal table. “You already know this.”

“Oh, yeah,” he muttered. It had come up before. When he fed them treats at the clinic, only Honey typically ate them, but the others would sometimes if it was something she didn’t care for. “Guess I forgot.”

Sadie grinned a sharp grin. “I’ll punish you for that later.”

Joel didn’t know how to reply, so he didn’t. He headed inside and bought himself a decaffeinated premium blend. He also ordered a puppuccino for Honey, just as requested. It was a drink that cafes recently started making just for dogs. The fact that Honey ordered it made him wonder if she’d still be eating kibble in her new form. The thought made him cock his head.

Over the course of the conversation, a strange thing happened to Joel. The more he spoke with Tria, all three of her, a warmth seemed to expand in his chest. The antics of her three heads proved infinitely entertaining, and although to him it was their first real conversation together, it felt strangely…familiar.

This…this was what he was missing with Gabby. Sadie teased him under the table, wrestling his foot with hers while Honey gazed amorously into his eyes, her cheeks in a constant state of blush. Cookie was simpler than the pair of them, but she was such fun, even keeping the other two parts of Tria on their toes.

“Cookie, no!” Honey squeaked in shock as Cookie started licking the bistro table. “That’s not sanitary!”

Sadie snickered, using Honey’s momentary distraction to kick off her sandal and lay her bare foot in Joel’s lap under the table. His eyes widened as he looked down at it, resting atop his crotch, her toes curling and uncurling in a weirdly…flirtatious way.

The first mention of heading home had been at ten o’clock, when the cafe closed for the day. They postured a bit and moved as though planning to stand but…it didn’t happen. Instead, they kept talking. For someone who had only been vaguely human for such a short amount of time, there was so much about Tria that he managed to learn—body language, mostly.

Every single time Honey looked away from one of her counterparts and her eyes settled on Joel again, her face split into a warm smile and her cheeks reddened. Her eyes even dilated. When she stared at him for five seconds or more without speaking, she’d lick her lips. It was incredibly sexy—and somehow cute, too. She just had so much affection to give him.

Sadie was a bit harder to read. She’d occasionally snort at something he said as though reacting in disgust or displeasure, but she never stopped her game of footsie. Whenever his hand ventured too close to her face, such as when he reached over to ask about the book she’d been reading, he took note of her fighting the urge to bite him. It made him want to laugh.

And…well Cookie fell asleep and her tongue was hanging out of her mouth as she leaned back in her chair.

“Can I ask you a question?” he said, his gaze flicking between the three of them as Honey caressed Cookie’s head.

“No.”

“Yes!” Honey was the one who answered in the affirmative.

Sadie rolled her eyes and shrugged with a ‘whatever’ look on her face. “Fine. Ask.”

“The three of you have such different personalities—but you’re all one creature somehow. How exactly does that work? What do you share, and what is distinct?”

Honey and Sadie looked at each other. Rattling her knuckles on the table, Sadie spoke up. “It’s like—Trevon’s Church thingy has a concept. The Holy Trinity. You know it, right?”

“Yeah,” Joel said.

Tria shrugged. “It’s like that, I guess. Three beings in one. We share literally everything—I feel what she feels, whether it’s emotion, sensation, whatever, but our heads—or in this form, our bodies—act like a filter through which we express ourselves uniquely.”

“That’s fascinating,” he said, smiling at them dreamily though he tried to keep some of his cool.

The three of them were somehow even more beautiful this time than they had been the last time he’d seen them. Whereas last time, their hair was down and messy and they were naked, now they wore figure hugging dresses and had their long locks tied up in high ponytails. They were so beautiful.

“So…what would happen if I kissed one of you? You’d all feel it?”

Honey’s tail stopped swaying, sticking straight up in the same way that all their ears just did. “K-kiss us?”

“Yeah.”

There was a prolonged and uncomfortable quiet until Sadie started growling.

“Sorry,” he muttered, confused by the reaction given just what they’d try to do to him last time. “I guess I overstepped.”

“N-no! You didn’t!” Honey gushed. “Sadie?! What are you doing?!”

Sadie shook her head. “Now he flirts back? What an asshole.”

Joel frowned. “You have to see what happened last time from my perspective,” he defensively offered, holding up his palms. “I was confused more than anything. Afraid, even. You came on pretty strong, and to me at that time I was used to thinking of you as just—well—”

“A dog?” Sadie growled. “Just a dog, right?”

He shrugged. “I mean, that’s what you were. Not just to me, but to everyone as far as I understand.”

Honey nodded as she put a hand on Sadie’s shoulder. “It’s true. You have every right to have felt that way. Sadie isn’t really angry—she’s just defensive and processing some of that…uh…pain.”

“Don’t oversell it as pain,” Sadie growled, crossing her arms. Her foot, which was back in his lap again around this time, started grinding its heel against his crotch. Not in an uncomfortable way.

She had a curious method of punishing him.

He shifted a little and reached down into his lap to grab her foot, making her gasp slightly as he started to massage it. Joel could tell by her contorting face that she was a little ticklish, and it made him even more eager to get back at her.

“To answer your question, Joel,” Honey cooed as she leaned in. “If you kissed me, all three of our heads would feel the pleasure together. If you kissed all of us, it’d send our heads spinning with confused bliss.

Joel froze. “Can you feel what she’s doing with her foot right now?”

Honey turned her head to Sadie in confusion, then narrowed her eyes. “I wasn’t paying attention, but yes. Sadie, you’re so naughty.”

At that moment Joel’s phone vibrated. He looked down at the screen and felt his heart lurch in his chest when he saw Gabby’s name with a text message.

> Are you back home? It’s midnight and I didn’t hear from you.

Sadie’s eyes narrowed. “Who’s messaging you at this time?”

“My nurse,” he said. “That’s the last thing we need to talk about. I—”

Sadie and Honey’s nostrils flared suddenly as they started sniffing. Their eyes shot open in surprise. “Her smell is all over you!” Honey gasped.

Sadie withdrew her foot altogether and growled, saying nothing but snorting out a bit of hellflame.

“Right,” he muttered. “Before we take this one step further…I guess I should explain.”

Tria

Joel explained everything. Honestly? Not being human, Tria didn’t really give a shit. So Nurse Gabby got to him first? Well, so what? It wasn’t the end of the world. As long as she got her piece of the biscuit too, she could coexist with Gabby. She actually quite liked her.

Gabby worked at the old vet before Joel opened his animal hospital. She was the best thing about that place and gave Tria a lot of her shots. She was very sweet and, at least from her perspective, they hit it off right away.

“As long as it’s just Nurse Gabby, that’s fine,” Honey said. Joel had walked them all the way back to their home, standing with them just outside.

“Only Gabby,” Sadie growled. “A pack of us three, and no more. Got it?” She tugged violently at Joel’s collar, making him break out into a sweat.

“Three?” Joel muttered, struggling to interpret the math.

“You, us, Gabby. Three,” Honey cooed with a sweet grin.

“Right.”

Cookie yawned. “I like Gabby. She’s nice and her boobs make for a good place to hide when we’re getting shots.”

“Hide?” Joel asked with a chuckle.

“Cookie thinks that if she can’t see it, it isn’t real.” Honey explained, grinning sweetly at him. Her fingers interlaced with those of the opposite hand as she looked at Joel expectantly, biting her lip. “Can we kiss you goodnight?”

Joel’s eyes seemed to widen to almost perfect circles, but he nodded.

All three heads leaned in together, and Honey’s lips pressed against his while Sadie and Cookie licked his face and neck. Joel’s hands rested on Sadie and Cookie’s waists as it all unfolded, wet slurping sounds probably a bit louder than they strictly needed to be.

Joel’s kiss back was purposeful and gentle. It set all three heads moaning as they continued to kiss him back, their hands and paws running up and down his chest.

“I have work in the morning,” Joel whispered into Honey’s lips after perhaps five minutes of this.

They pulled back, their eyes glistening with desire as they looked at him. They wanted sex. With him. Badly. “We’ll be doing this again,” Sadie growled. “Soon.”

Joel nodded a token of his agreement and beamed at them. “I enjoyed this, Tria,” he said, addressing them all together. “Goodnight.”
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“It went so well, Countess—”

“Call me Mommy,” Dracula said. She was wearing a red robe that left little to the imagination, seated in Trevon’s recliner as Honey, Sadie, and Cookie rolled around on the rug with glee.

“Mommy, I think he liked us!”

“Of course he did,” the Countess said, grinning. “And? Did the topic of his nurse come up by chance?”

“She did,” Sadie confirmed in a neutral tone. “You knew?”

“I smelled her on him, yes,” she said with a sigh. “You asked for the slut’s head, I hope?”

Tria’s three heads shook in shock. “We like Gabby!” Honey said plainly.

“Well, sure, but a whore is a whore, Tria, darling,” the Countess said. “She wants to share him with you and—”

“We already will share him with each other,” Cookie pointed out. “Who cares? Not me!”

The Countess looked stunned. Horrified, really. She studied the faces of all three of the Hellhound girls and shook her head in disbelief. “It’s different when it’s just you, though. You share an identity, even if it’s a bit muddled. Nurse Gabby is—”

“We’re not killing her,” Sadie growled. “Shut up about it.”

Dracula’s eyes widened as her lips pulled back in a snarl. She rose slowly, but nodded. “I see,” she said. “So that’s how you think you should talk to me, Sadie? Bad dog. The apple really fell far from the tree this time, I suppose. Congratulations on your successful date. I guess I’ll check on Trevon.”

Sadie whimpered with regret. Just as Dracula was about to leave, though, Evie wandered into the room, holding her own daughter in her arms—well, one of them. She had, like, a few, at least last Tria checked, and she only brought them here when Queen Lilith ‘needed a break’. “Tria, I just put Anya down for her midnight nap. I think she’d sleep better if you could be there with her for a bit.”

Tria nodded and stood, walking toward the corridor with Anya’s room.

“Countess? Is something wrong?” she could hear Evie ask as she opened the door.

“Nothing. It’s nothing. Just—I’m fine.”

Shit. The Countess didn’t understand, and Sadie’s outburst really upset her. This wasn’t over, that was for sure. In any case, though, Tria’s goal was in sight. She had Joel’s interest and would see him again soon.

Tria crawled into Anya’s comically large pink bed and snuggled up against her, Honey hugging her from the front, and Cookie from the back, while Sadie cozied up against Honey.

“I miss your fur,” Anya muttered through a sleepy yawn, her eyes still closed.

Honey giggled. “Did you want me to turn into my dog form?”

“No, no,” Anya said, shaking her head and nuzzling her cheek against Honey’s chest. “Nope. I’m comfy already. And you can talk to me.”

“What do you want to talk about?” Sadie asked.

Anya thought about it. “Can you…sing?”

Honey kissed the top of her head. “I can try, if you think it won’t bother Constable and Popo.”

Anya giggled. “They’ll be fine.”

She was wrong. They woke up and made a lot of noise. Also, they learned that none of Tria’s heads were any good at singing.


Chapter 8


Joel

The weekend came soon, and Joel didn’t really know how to get a hold of Tria. He was still on his brutal work schedule that saw him working twelve hour days, so the only person he really saw, aside from his clients, was Gabby.

He called Dracula at once and it was like he was back in junior high school again in the weirdest way when she handed her phone to Tria so they could talk.

“Mom says she’ll get me my own phone this weekend. She wants to talk to me about some—Ouch! Sadie OUCH!”

Joel chuckled as he listened to Honey explain. The long and short of the situation was that next week, Joel was changing his schedule to be from twelve noon until eight in the evening, six days a week. It was still pretty busy, and he would be on call for emergencies with VIP clientele, but it was a huge improvement from the “No Life” itinerary he’d been keeping until now.

He spent Friday and Saturday cold calling his entire list of clients to inform them of the schedule change, while doing normal duties, making it one of the busiest days of his working life. While trying to juggle notifying his customers, he ended up having to induce vomiting on yet another rat poison eating dog, putting one cat to sleep while Gabby comforted the inconsolable owner, detecting cancer in a fourteen-year-old husky, and saving the life of a chihuahua that got a bad diagnosis from a rival vet in town—thank God the owner thought to get a second opinion.

All in all, it was an emotionally taxing, busy day, and when his Sunday off finally came, all he really could do was lie in bed and let Gabby spoil him.

“You’ve got that thing with Dracula’s husband on Tuesday, right?” she asked as she spoonfed him chicken noodle soup in bed like he was a sick child. He wasn’t sick, nor a child, but he didn’t hate the attention.

“Yeah,” he said.

“And you’ll see Tria again?” she asked.

He nodded. “I’m actually hosting it here. It’ll be a bit crowded, I guess, because the Countess plans on coming over with Evie while Evie’s mother babysits all the kids in Hell.”

“Evie’s mom is, like, Satan’s wife, right?” Gabby asked, her perfectly trimmed eyebrow arching with wonder.

Joel smiled. “Yeah. Pretty crazy who we’re rubbing elbows with, isn’t it?”

“Well, you,” she said. “Not me.”

“Nonsense. You’ll be there, too. I want you to keep Tria company and bond with her.”

Gabby’s eyes bulged. “Are you sure that’s a great idea? I got the feeling that the Countess wasn’t my greatest admirer the last time we saw her.”

He had to own up to agreeing with that. “True,” he said, slumping his shoulders. He took a break from his sentence while he slurped another spoonful of soup, and Gabby kissed him on the forehead—adding to the rather motherly impression. “But I think that’s a bandaid the Countess knows she’s going to have to rip off eventually, and I’d just as soon establish that you’re a fixture here as early on as possible. I doubt she’ll actually kill you or anything. I doubt she’d ever kill anyone.”

Gabby shrugged. “You’re probably right. If that’s what you want, I’m happy to be here and take care of Tria. Maybe I can put in a good word for you with her and make her even more heads over heels for you.”

“Here’s hoping,” he laughed.

The fated day arrived much sooner than he thought it would. Work just flew by on Monday and Tuesday, and he felt comparatively full of energy when his guests started to arrive.

Gabby answered the door in a Don’t Kiss the Cook, She’s Taken apron, greeting Justin and Evie as they showed up first. Justin was wearing a tight-fitting navy blue polo and skinny jeans that fit his muscular body snugly while Evie wore a miniskirt underneath a Kirkland brand hoodie she clearly stole from her husband.

“Come in!” Gabby chirped. “I think everyone remembers me, right?”

She shook their hands as Joel rushed to the door to help her. “Hey, Justin! Hey, Evie!”

Evie’s eyes narrowed at him. “Pervert. Speaking directly to me like I’m not already married.”

Justin apologized for her and shuttled his wife into the living room.

“It’s no problem,” Joel laughed, though he had to admit her routine was a bit grating on him.

Next up was the very, very hairy man with pointy ears that Joel had been warned was actually a werewolf. “Hey,” Joel said, extending his hand, and they shook hands quickly before ushering the newcomer inside. “I’m Joel. This is Gabby, my nurse at the clinic and—”

“His side chick,” she cooed with a big grin.

Beverly nodded. He was wearing a hemp cardigan and pants that were way too tight and appeared to be covered with fur he probably shed. “Well, that’s interesting,” he grunted. “Nice little place you’ve got. About the same size as my cabin.”

He came inside, and Joel sighed with relief when the guest fell into easy conversation with Justin and Evie in the living room. Joel sidled up beside Gabby, helping her out in the kitchen with the chili and pulling the blood bags for the Countess out of the fridge.

“Okay, the Dracula household is next. Don’t be weird.”

“I wasn’t planning to be,” Gabby giggled.

“Keep the PDA to a minimum, too. I don’t know how Tria or the Countess will react.” The doorbell rang once more, and with a clenched jaw, Joel pecked her on the forehead and headed to the door.

“Come in,” he said, looking the Countess in the eye—Trevon had coached him in advance that his wife needed explicitly to be invited inside. “Welcome!”

Trevon, Death, Dracula, and Tria came together, with Tria in the back, Honey’s tail wagging excitedly as she stared at him over Trevon’s shoulder.

Gabby sauntered over as well. “Does anyone have any coats or anything you need taken?”

“We’re fine. It was a short walk so no one bothered with them,” Trevon said, smiling. “Good to see you, Joel.”

“Yeah, nice to see you, my man,” Death agreed. “Nice pad, I dig the humble vibes.”

“Thanks,” Joel said, stepping aside to let them in.

The first red flag was just how pointedly the Countess avoided acknowledging Gabby’s presence. His body went so tense at that revelation that he felt a little sore all of a sudden.

Tria, however, was much warmer. As Trevon, Death, and Dracula made a beeline to the living room, Tria lingered by the door with them, Honey and Cookie throwing arms around Gabby, who hugged them back. Sadie issued a curt nod but focused her attention on Joel, hugging him but covertly biting his neck hard enough to leave a mark behind. He winced, not from the pain, but from the realization that she had more or less just marked him, and everyone was sure to notice.

The evening started out with a dinner that included everyone. Not so much a boys’ night just yet, Joel noted, but he’d had the evening’s proceedings explained to him in advance. First would be dinner, served by the host family—that was him and Gabby this time. Then the ladies would do their own thing while the lads played games, watched movies, drank alcohol, and ate snacks. Tonight Trevon was providing snacks since he apparently won the most money last time.

Dinner turned out to be a success. The chili was a hit with everyone. Gabby seemed relieved, and Joel could guess why…she wasn’t much for cooking, but that particular recipe was a family specialty, so she was confident enough in it. Death made quite a mess pretending to eat it, but Joel had been forewarned about that as well, so they set up a placemat on the table for him and a tarp on the ground under his chair—no harm done.

The Countess, of course, didn’t partake in Gabby’s cooking due to her dietary restrictions. She drank from her blood bag unceremoniously, seeming neither impressed nor annoyed by it. She was fairly cold toward Joel and Gabby, but warm toward everyone else.

“So, Joel,” Justin said as he sipped some of the cheap wine that Joel picked up at the W-Mart on his way back from work. “How’s work treating you?”

“Pretty good, actually,” he said. “Evie and the Countess already know this, but I switched to more manageable hours starting just yesterday. We’re thrilled about the change.”

Dracula cocked a brow and looked his way. All three of Tria’s heads were playing footsie with him and Gabby under the table, which made it really hard to focus on the conversation.

“‘We’ meaning you and Nurse Gabby, I assume?” the Countess asked.

Joel nodded, smiling proudly at Gabby. “She’s been a great employee.”

Gabby sat up straight and withdrew her tiny foot from Joel’s ankle, leaving him in Tria’s exclusive care. “Yes, that’s right. I couldn’t stand seeing him overwork himself for such long hours each day, so I kind of twisted his arm and made him make the change for his own mental health.”

“Good thinking!” Honey cooed. “He’ll have more free time in the morning to—to go on walks!”

“Or play frisbee in the park,” Sadie suggested.

Cookie clapped her hands together. “Or fuck!”

Trevon and Joel had both been sipping drinks at the moment and ended up spitting it back into their cups. Trevon cleared his throat after a little coughing and Justin slapping his back. “Well! Change of subject, anyone?”

“I’m fine with this one—speaking of fucking,” Dracula said, “I understand Nurse Gabby and you have something of an intimate relationship.”

Beverly California nodded and answered before Joel could. “She’s his loyal side chick or something like that.”

“Side chick?” Dracula muttered, her eyes narrowing. “What does that mean, exactly?”

Gabby grinned at her, then turned lovingly to Joel. “It means, put simply, that Joel’s my soulmate—but I know I’m not his. And the only thing in the world that could make me happier than I currently am is seeing him find love with the right woman—just as long as he gives me some attention every now and then.”

Trevon nodded as he swallowed down some chili. “I once encountered a caravan of gypsies with similar ideas. They typically had more women than men in their group for whatever reason, so such arrangements were common. A man would have a wife and also a second wife who loved and was devoted to him, but who wasn’t his first priority. It takes a selfless sort of person to commit to that kind of role.”

Dracula blinked as she stared at Gabby as though she was seeing her again for the very first time. “Curious.”

Honey giggled. “I can tell we’re going to be amazing friends, Nurse Gabby!”

“Please, just call me Gabby, Honey,” the blonde nurse said.

Joel’s muscles relaxed. The whole explanation phase of their relationship just passed by without him having to say a goddamn word. Talk about your best case scenarios. Even the Countess seemed somewhat placated if not entirely sold on the arrangement.

“I couldn’t do it,” she said as she dripped blood from the bag into her champagne flute.

“Couldn’t do what?” Justin asked.

“Couldn’t share Trevon with another woman—even a lesser side chick,” she said, tongue clicking, enunciating the term as though it revolted her.

Trevon’s face flashed to an unreadable but unpleasant look as he regarded his wife for a moment, then returned to his chili after reaching across the table to squeeze her hand. It seemed to calm her a bit.

Evie muttered something under her breath. “What was that?” Bev asked.

The succubus cleared her throat and spoke much more loudly. “I said if I ever caught Justin with another woman, I’d kill her and personally spend the next century ripping her soul to shreds.”

Justin laughed like she’d said something adorable, then kissed her on the cheek, nuzzling his nose against her. “Good thing I’m so well-behaved,” he teased.

“Good for the world of human sluts, for sure,” Evie agreed.

“Now, Evie’s reaction is more my speed, even if her response is a bit tame,” the Countess said with a sigh.

“Tame, huh?” Joel grunted, returning to his own chili.

The meal had its awkward moments, but it was mostly pleasant. He got to know everyone in attendance a bit better, but hadn’t had an opportunity to sneak away with Tria—not yet, anyway.

After the meal ended, everyone helped in cleaning things up, and the women migrated into the guest room to do—whatever it was they planned to do. In the meantime, Trevon pulled a still-shrink-wrapped copy of Scrabble out of a plastic W-Mart bag and clutched it in front of him like it was his pride and joy.

Joel smirked at it. “Scrabble, huh?”

“Is there something wrong with this game?” Trevon asked, suddenly looking at the back of the box.

“No, it’s fine. We can play it—but just so you know, I do collect retro editions of Dungeons and Dark Lords.”

Death and Beverly let out a pair of soft gasps. “How retro we talking?” Beverly asked.

“As retro as you want it, baby,” Joel said. “Want to take a look?”

Trevon cocked his head and set the Scrabble box aside, quickly forgetting it altogether. “Tell me about this game—Dungeons and Dark Lords? Is it a board game?”

“It’s a tabletop roleplaying game,” Joel told him. “The first to really define the genre. I’ve got minis and maps galore for us to play with, and I have seven campaigns memorized better than the back of my hand.”

“Well,” Justin sighed, “I was kind of looking forward to Scrabble, but this sounds really interesting.”

“Scrabble can wait until it’s my turn to host again, Justin,” Trevon offered, wiggling his fingers like jazz hands. “This is Joel’s house, I think we should try out his game.”

Joel cracked his knuckles. “I’ve been waiting to run another game of D&DL for years. One moment, gentlemen. Let me go get my sourcebooks and dice.”

Tria

Wow. The boys sure sounded like they were having fun. The women started the evening watching Eleven Things I Hate About You, but now their ears were pressed to the door as they tried to make sense of what exactly the fuck their dudes were doing.

“I wish to make an Investigation check, Dungeon Lord,” Trevon said, the sound of something clacking and rolling across the table just barely audible. “This wizard fellow seems suspicious.”

“If you’re trying to get a read on Cornellus the Mage-Mind’s intentions, that would be a Sense Motive check. What do you have for that?”

“Ah—a negative one. I guess I should have put more into Wisdom.”

“It’s fine,” Joel said. “Give it a whirl.”

Something rolled across their table, Tria was sure. “Huzzah! A natural twenty!”

“That’s your second one tonight!” Justin shouted. “Fucking awesome!”

“You know why it’s even more awesome?” Joel said, the grin audible in his voice even behind the cheap door. “I wasn’t going to tell you anything at all—but on a perfect twenty, I kind of have to.”

“Fuck yes!” Trevon shouted. “This game is incredible!”

“I’d like to seduce Cornellus—”

“Death, hang on, let me tell Trevon what he learns and maybe he’ll relay that to you before you try—”

“I said what I said.”
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The boys kept playing until two in the morning. It only ended when Dracula and Evie convinced Gabby to go out to pretend she needed to use the bathroom and casually remind the men of the time.

“I suppose I do have work in the morning,” Trevon grumbled. “However—I see no reason why we couldn’t pick up where we left off next time.”

Joel held up a notebook full of cursive scrawlings. “Works for me. But what about Scrabble?”

Trevon’s brow furrowed. “Joel, I would rather die than play Scrabble while I live in a world where Dungeons and Dark Lords exists.”

“Agreed,” Justin said. “I have to know if Death’s bard will successfully marry that tavern girl.”

“Who needs a penis when you can fuck chicks in tabletop RPGs!” Death declared.

“Wait, what?” Gabby muttered, cocking her head.

By the end of the evening, the weekly game night evolved into a twice a week commitment—however, for next time, the women decided to maybe stay in Evie’s mansion instead of following the boys to wherever they ended up.

As Joel shook the hands of the other men on their way out the door and received their praises with a big grin, Gabby waited behind him. She also waved goodbye, but when Tria made to leave with Dracula, Death, and Trevon, she called out. “Wait! Tria, don’t go! Joel was hoping he’d get a moment together with you.”

Sadie, Honey, and Cookie looked at Dracula and Trevon, pouting. “Please, Mommy?” they said in rare unison, matching each other’s tones perfectly.

The Countess looked Gabby up and down suspiciously, but nodded. “Fine. Go for your walk, and then you can sleep here for tonight, but I want you back in time for your morning walk with Anya before she goes to school. Got it?”

“Thanks, Mommy!” Honey cooed as Sadie and Cookie kissed her on the cheek, making Dracula giggle in spite of herself.

“I’ll stay here and clean up,” Gabby said, winking. “Enjoy your walk, you two—or…four.”

“Actually,” Honey muttered, her eyes dilating as she stared at Joel while Sadie and Cookie watched the rest of their family walk away. “We just went on a walk before coming here.”

Gabby’s eyes went wide. “I see. Well—maybe you all can…relax together in the living room while I finish tidying up. I need to take out Moxy for a quick pee, but that shouldn’t take long. Even so, I can stay out of your way if you need me to.”

“Fuck that,” Sadie said, growling at her. “We’re going to need your help.”

Joel blinked, his warm smile giving way to a paling mask of bemusement. “What kind of help are we talking about, exactly?”


Chapter 9


Tria

“We want to be a bit more exploratory—explorative? Explorational?” Honey muttered, struggling through the English language. “We just got these bodies, and they’re so full of drives and wants and needs and—most of those drives, wants, and needs revolve around you right now.”

Joel sat on the sofa in complete silence, his eyes helplessly flitting between the Hellhound’s three gazes as each one stared at him like a fatty haunch of meat. He said nothing as Honey slid into his lap, and Sadie and Cookie pressed their bodies into his from either side.

Sadie grabbed his left hand, interlocking her fingers with his before bringing it up to her breast. She laughed—quietly, maniacally, halfway under her breath, but it was probably all Joel could hear because she made sure to do it right in his ear as she bit it. She drew a little blood.

Cookie far less gracefully assailed him, rubbing her whole face against his cheek, giggling impishly. “I like your pricklies,” she said, referring to Joel’s stubble.

Honey kissed his lips as her legs straddled him, instinctively grinding and undulating as she allowed her dress to hike all the way up until her lacy black thong was fully exposed. Joel couldn’t see anyway—not that she minded. It’s just that he was too busy getting his face artlessly sucked by Honey’s hungry lips to partake in the view.

But he must have known.

“I’m so wet,” she whimpered right into his mouth. “I can feel your cock getting big for us.”

“So big,” Cookie giggled, reaching between Honey’s legs from the back to give his dick a stray pat.

Joel tried to look down, but Sadie covered his eyes, cackling. “Nuh uh uh, focus on pleasing us. You’ll have plenty to look at later on.”

“S-sorry,” Joel grunted.

“Don’t apologize,” Honey whined as she pressed her lips back into his. “Just let us have you.”

Joel didn’t seem to offer much in the way of protest. When Sadie and Cookie reached for the waistband of his pants, he raised his hips, wordlessly offering his blessing. Honey gave him one last peck on the forehead and dismounted, opting instead to kneel in front of him as her counterparts pulled his pants and boxers to the floor. Honey tugged them off the rest of the way, but froze halfway through for just a moment as her eyes glorified his impressive cock.

“Whoa,” Honey giggled. “So big. Can I kiss it?” She looked up at Joel for permission, and he nodded, but she burst into laughter at the sight of his face.

“What is it?” he asked, smiling with her.

“Our lipstick is all over your face,” Honey informed him before giving him a lip-biting smirk.

Gabby chuckled, walking up behind him, standing at the back of the couch. She rested her hands on Joel’s shoulders and shook her head at Honey. “Mistake number one—when his cock is out, it’d better not be neglected. If you’re going to take it out, don’t just let it sit in the open air. Kiss it, pump it in your hands, lick it, suck it, fuck it—it’s all fair game. But the one thing you can never, ever do is neglect it.”

Honey’s smirk faded. “S-sorry!” she said.

“We’re on it!” Cookie squeaked.

Sadie let out a low growl rather than respond with words. She lowered her head into his lap and started sucking gingerly at the tip of Joel’s turgid shaft. Meanwhile, Cookie inelegantly pumped the base of his cock and Honey leaned forward to lick his balls. “Tasty,” she moaned.

“Much better,” Gabby giggled as she started running her fingers through Joel’s hair, giving him something of a scalp massage as he stared ravenously at the three identical bodies servicing him. “If you’ve got free hands, use them. Touch him however you want to, but touch him.”

Sadie reached up and put her more human hand around his throat, squeezing gently, like she was making an erotic threat as she continued to swirl her tongue around his tip. Cookie used her free hand to pat him on the back for a few seconds, but when Gabby flicked her ear as a gesture of disapproval, she started rubbing her hand all over his face.

Gabby sighed. “Marginally better.”

Meanwhile, as Honey licked and sucked his balls, her hands rode up and down his legs from his knees to his inner thighs.

“It’s all coming together,” Gabby giggled as she watched. “Very good, Tria. Now—stop getting in the way of yourself and really let him have it.”

Their motions slowed down as they looked up at her in confusion. Joel still said nothing, but Honey noted a puzzled look on his handsome face as well.

“Let him have what?”

“Right now,” Gabby began, “you’re trying too hard. You’ve got the basics down. Now add your feelings into the mix. Seek his pleasure not like his sluts but like his lovers.”

Understanding glowed behind Tria’s eyes as she heard the words. It was hard for her to articulate what had changed between that moment and the moment before Gabby offered her sage wisdom—for all intents and purposes, they were doing mostly the exact same thing. But there was something different about it.

The lust and hunger had been replaced by a yearning to please him. She didn’t want to just make him cum—whatever that meant. She wanted to make him feel good. She wanted him to be grateful to her for her ministrations, and more than that, she wanted him to feel how strongly she adored him.

“Get out of my way,” Sadie growled at the other two, shoving Honey’s head away from his balls while peeling Cookie’s hand off his cock. Her intentions were clear.

She throated him down to the base without a second’s hesitation. She choked, pulled off, coughed a bit, and shot an angry look at Joel like it was his fault, but before he could conjure up an apology she tried again. A slurry of her spit and his precum formed in her mouth, dripping down his length and probably staining the couch, but not one person in the room seemed to give much of a shit about that—Joel least of all.

Sadie’s head bobbed in his lap repeatedly. Joel watched her work until Cookie turned his head in her direction and promptly stuck her tongue in his mouth. It was a mechanically graceless and nasty kiss, but the tongue-heavy approach worked due to the lewd and messy nature of what was going on.

Meanwhile, Honey stood. She peeled her dress off down to the waist, exposing her round and perky breasts, her cute pink nipples erect and proudly standing as she sank back to her knees. Joel hadn’t seen it yet—but he would soon.

“Are you gonna cum for us, Dr. Barker?” Gabby whispered in his ear, hugging him from the back.

“I’m doing all the work,” Sadie growled during an air break. “What the fuck do you mean ‘us’?”

The nurse giggled sweetly and patted Sadie on the head. “My apologies. Cum for them, Dr. Barker,” she moaned as though she was the one getting pleasured. “Mmmm…Let me hear your cute voice groaning with pleasure for these girls who love you so much.”

That apparently did the trick. “I’m gonna cum,” Joel warned Sadie, tugging on her ponytail.

“Do it on her sexy titties,” Gabby giggled, pointing at Honey’s naked breasts. Joel only just now seemed to notice.

Sadie pulled off, and all three of the redheaded Hellhound girls offered one hand to pump his cock, aiming it squarely at Honey’s chest. He came in several waves, and the girls all moaned and gasped at the display like it was their first firework show. Hot, thick, goopy beads of pearly cum clung to Honey’s breasts, slowly dripping down her body. It was so…erotic.

“Very good,” Gabby cooed. “Clean up time, girls. Cookie, Sadie, eat it off her body.”

Sadie shot a weird look at Gabby, but ultimately both she and Cookie obeyed, leaning in to lick Joel’s tasty cum off of Honey’s nipples and breasts, sucking at her skin to make sure they got every drop.

They swallowed it down, and Honey rose to her feet and started shedding her dress the rest of the way—but Gabby put out a hand to stop her.

“Why?” Honey asked, pouting.

“You’ve got all the time in the world. The three of you just got a taste of what it’s like to worship Joel’s yummy dick. I want you to go home obsessing about the taste, remembering his flavor,” Gabby explained. “If we go any further, you won’t have the time to properly let your newfound love for it sink in. Joel deserves all of you, but at the right pace.”

Sadie bared her teeth at Gabby. “Fuck that. Joel, I’m going to take off my panties and get on hands and knees, and if you aren’t mounting me by the time I count to five, I’ll beat the shit out of you all.”

“You will not!” Honey gasped. “Don’t say that!”

“It’s a figure of speech.” Sadie started to turn around but Gabby’s cackle stopped her.

“Sadie—patience, sweetheart. I know you burn for him, but don’t cheapen things by doing it all in one night. Besides—Joel, baby, you have work tomorrow, and you’re going to be hungover for sure.”

Joel frowned at Sadie. “But…I really wanna fuck her.”

“See?!” Sadie barked. “His body, his choice.”

“But…” Joel let out a sigh. “I think she is probably right, as much as I hate to admit it. We should probably spread this out over a couple dates at least.”

Honey whined and kicked her feet, making her perfect breasts jiggle, drawing the eyes of everyone in the room. “It’s not fair! We were really looking forward to this!”

Joel rubbed his hands together. “Executive override. No sex—but, I’m going to eat one of your pussies while the other two finger themselves. Gabby, you can teach them how to touch themselves.”

Gabby patted him on the head, giggling air out through her nostrils. “Alright, Dr. Barker, we’ll have it your way. Okay, cuties—dresses and panties off. Switch spots. You three are on the couch, and Joel and I are on the floor.”

All three of Tria’s bodies hastened to obey, stripping down until nothing remained. Honey cleared her throat. “Sadie and Cookie are more directly linked to me than to each other. Therefore, to maximize sensation for everyone, Joel should suckle my vagina.”

“The preferred nomenclature is ‘eat my pussy,’” Gabby said without missing a beat. “Noted, though. Joel?”

“I’m ready,” he said as he watched the three identical beauties sit on the couch and shyly spread their legs. “Good freaking Lord, am I ready.”

Joel got to his knees in front of her, and Honey felt her heart rate accelerate twofold in the span of a few seconds. Her mouth opened in preparation for her inedible big gasp as she watched his body lean toward her and his lips home in on her sensitive little cunt.

“Oh, shit,” she whimpered as she felt that first point of contact. She slouched back, feeling her tail pinned into the couch behind her, yearning desperately to wag with happiness. “Suck my vagina, Joel!”

“Eat your pussy, you mean,” Gabby corrected her.

Joel looked up from her immaculate cunt to offer a thumbs up and a grin. “I am A-Okay with ‘suck my vagina’. However you wanna say it.”

He got right back to work, and her eyes promptly rolled back as she felt his skillful, doting tongue run up and down the thin, lewd line of her pussy again and again. She knew the second her clit appeared because he found it and locked onto it instantly, sucking and slurping at it while his finger delved inside her folds to take his tongue’s place.

Meanwhile, Cookie used both hands to rub her pussy, spreading her legs so wide and shamelessly that Joel could probably also see her asshole if he looked her way. Sadie groaned in pleasure from the sympathetic connection she felt with Honey, but her own hands struggled to figure things out.

“This is where I come in,” Gabby giggled, sliding between her legs. She reached out and touched Sadie’s pussy gently. “I’m going to show you how it’s done. Try to recreate the feeling yourself, okay? Moving forward, this little box should only be touched by Joel and yourself.”

Sadie nodded, looking uncharacteristically shy. “G-got it.”

Gabby showed her two fingers—her index and middle finger—then pressed them against Sadie’s moist slit. She rubbed them up and down slowly at first. “You’re really soaking wet, Sadie,” she giggled.

“That’s Honey’s fault,” she muttered.

“I know. Your pussy is very pretty. He’s going to love it.”

“If it’s anything like Honey’s, yes I will,” Joel grunted as he continued to service the middle girl.

Sadie bit her lip as she watched Nurse Gabby’s fingers probe her entrance. “Yeah—I think I get it now.”

“Oh, there’s more,” Gabby said. She pressed her fingers into Sadie’s mons pubis, about an inch above the pussy lips, and pulled upward. “This will expose your clitoris by raising the clitoral hood. From here, it’s smart to penetrate your pussy with one hand while scooping up toward your G-spot and going wild on your clit with another hand. You try.”

Sadie nodded and bit her lip. She delved inside her cunt with her left hand’s index finger, doing a scooping gesture until she found the spot Gabby had mentioned. Then, she used the other hand, more of a paw, to start strumming on her clit.

“Oh, fuck!” Sadie gasped, accidentally spitting a little on Gabby’s lip, which the nurse instinctively licked away. “Oh, shit. Ah!”

“Holy fuck, that suddenly feels so much crazier,” Honey moaned from the middle, her legs impatiently wrapping around Joel’s head and pulling him into her crotch.

He tapped her leg several times. “Mmmf! Mmmf!”

“He can’t breathe!”

Honey relaxed a bit, and whimpered an apology. “I’m s-sorry! It just feels so—Ahh! Just a bit more, Joel! Sadie! Cookie! We’re so close!”

The three of them groaned, growled, and whined in bliss as an orgasm finally came crashing down. Unfortunately, Joel and Sadie were both a little overzealous with their efforts, overstimulating the G-spot and the clit at high speeds at the same time. She came harder and messier than even Joel had, blasting him in the face at the onset so much that he stumbled backwards, ending up caught in Gabby’s arms.

All three of the Hellhound trio shot blast after blast of girlcum squirting onto Joel’s couch and carpet, making an impressive mess.

“Shhh…” Gabby said, scratching Joel’s head. “I’ll shampoo the sofa and carpet tomorrow morning, baby, don’t you worry.”

Joel shook his head. “You shall do no such thing. That couch is a trophy now.”

Gabby giggled at him and pecked his cheek. “If you say so, boss.”

Joel

Joel was generally a positive person with a sunny outlook on life, but the next morning there was an extra bounce in his step. After the oral exchange with Tria, Joel walked her home while Gabby walked Moxy one last time before bed. When he finally crashed at the end of the night, he fell asleep immediately and had the most blissful rest of his life, with Gabby acting as his big spoon.

Joel slept from three in the morning until about eleven in the morning, still managing an eight-hour slumber. He was a little hung over, but with the breakfast Gabby cooked for him, composed of french toast, bacon, eggs, and freshly sliced tangerines, he managed to chase the hangover away pretty quickly.

And then…he went to work. For only eight hours! Could this day get any better?!

As they were enjoying a quiet period in the afternoon, a man came in looking more than a little nervous about the pooch tucked under his arm. Joel could guess why.

“I don’t suppose you serve customers with Hellhounds here,” he said, patting his dog on the rump.

“As a matter of fact, I do have some experience with Hellhounds,” Joel beamed. “You might even say I’m extremely familiar with one.”

The guy blinked at him for a moment, perhaps trying to decide if Joel had made a weird innuendo or not. He offered his hand, and they shook. “Pleased to meet you. Quintin Ashfield. I adopted a Hellhound off of a demon guy a few months ago and, boy, it was a pain to get it registered. I now need to get its shots updated and get it microchipped.”

Joel nodded. “I can handle that, no problem.” He bent down to see the dog more closely. It was definitely not the same breed as Tria. It had only one head, and it was much smaller. Its tongue hung out of its mouth, and tips of its ears appeared to be perpetually on fire. Its fur was black with red stripes, and it was about the size of a dachshund. “Do you happen to know the breed?”

“I didn’t write it down but I’m still in touch with the guy who sold it to me. He’s actually friends with a Hellhound.”

Joel perked up. “Friends with a Hellhound? I assume it can take human shape and has human intelligence, then?”

“Human intelligence is common in certain breeds, yeah, or so I gather. I opted for one as dumb as rocks because, well, getting one too smart seemed a bit iffy to me.”

“True,” Joel muttered. “And about the human shape—”

“Well, it’s an in-between sort of shape. Furry body, wolfy snout.”

“So basically a real life furry,” Joel grunted.

“Yeah. Wait until the actual furry fetishists find out about these things.”

Joel nodded. “Would you mind asking your friend if he’d like to stop by? I would really like to expand my understanding of Hellhounds. You might say I’m…uniquely motivated.”

The man blinked. “My guy, are you fucking a Hellhound?”

“It has a human form. Three, actually.”

“Ahh. Cerberus-based?”

“Yes,” Joel said, grinning. “But in all seriousness, I really would appreciate it if you could put a word in for me. I’ll microchip your pup on the house. You’ll have to pay for the shots, though.”

“Seems fair,” Quintin said, nodding slowly like he was still trying to make his mind up. Then he stopped. “I mean, sure. Why not? I can pass your business card onto him at the very least and ask him to have the Hellhound girl in question give you a call. I think her name is Frolic or something.”

“That’s all I ask,” Joel replied, smiling broadly. “Now, let’s get your doggy sorted.”


Chapter 10


Joel

The weather this morning was brisk, and Joel was up an hour or two earlier than he preferred, but pragmatism won out in the end. It was too tempting of an offer–meeting another Hellhound girl, that is. True, she might not have all that much in common with Tria, but it was definitely worth a bit of investigation. Maybe they could be friends, if nothing else.

He had half a mind to invite her, but the invitation had come abruptly through a text message at seven in the morning. He almost literally rolled out of bed to reach his phone to silence its infernal beeping, but when he saw the screen, he groaned and, with an air of duty about him, sat up and returned the text.

So here he was. Feeling nervous, actually. Now that he thought about it, it kind of felt like a date. True, no one dates at eight in the morning, but the selfie that the Hellhound girl, Frolic, sent him was a little bit suggestive, and she asked him for a selfie back. She, of course, at least made the pretense that it was so she could identify him, so that was fine. It was what she texted him afterwards that worried him.

> Nice.

He decided not to read into it for now. Maybe she was commenting on how shiny the light made his hair look. It was a decent photo. It was the selfie he took on the day of his grand opening just about five weeks ago.

Joel looked around, zipping up his jacket as he shuffled from foot to foot. She wasn’t here yet–and she wasn’t the kind of person you might not notice.

He sent her a text after he took a seat outside the deli just in front of the W-Mart cash registers.

> You almost here?

She sent a message back in a jiffy.

> Walking in now. Raise your hand in the air so I can spot you.

Joel did as he was asked, but he spotted her right away. If Tria was a sexy human with a few doglike features, well, Frolic was somewhere on the other end of that spectrum. She was covered from head to toe in fur and her bestial feet were too big and clawed to wear boots or shoes. Her fur was sort of a chestnut brown with black spots like a hyena.

Frolic definitely had a sort of feminine shape about her–slender waist, wide hips, big ol’ titties, the works. She wore a crop top and a pair of khaki-colored denim shorts, but he didn’t feel like she bothered with a bra.

Her face was the most animalistic part of her, all except her eyes. The eyes were very intelligent—very human.

Joel cleared his throat as she approached him, rising to his feet. He outstretched a hand for her to grab hold of and shake, and as she reached him, she obliged, grinning. Her grin exposed quite a selection of sharp teeth. “You must be Joel Barker. You’re the guy I’m supposed to meet, right?” she said, her voice oddly pretty if a bit husky.

He tried not to stare at anything unusual about her, but then he didn’t know where it was safe to look. He settled on her eyes. “Yeah,” he said, a bit hoarsely. “That’s me. And you’re Frolic.”

“Guilty as charged,” she said. “Have you eaten breakfast?”

“Yeah, actually—but if you’re hungry, I’ll cover you, no problem. Least I can do for your time.”

She smiled. At least, he was pretty sure that it was a smile. “Let’s have a seat. I’ll order later, but first I want to hear about you.”

Joel led her back to his seat and pulled out her chair for her. “Not much to say. I feel a little silly saying this to you, but I’m a vet, as you probably know—”

“Why is that silly?”

He almost froze. “Uh—Well, because I love dogs, and as a sort of dog-adjacent person yourself—shit this sounds really offensive.”

She laughed and slapped the table. “You’re hilarious. I’m not offended. I’m not really a dog, though. Hellhounds in general resemble dogs, we call them dogs, but in reality it’s like calling a wolf a dog or a hyena a dog. They’re not the same, and depending on which one you’re talking to, it can vary a lot.”

Joel nodded at this, leaning in with interest. “I had no idea that there were Hellhounds like you.”

“Hades Hounds? Yeah, we’re rare, don’t get it twisted. It’s not like all Hellhounds are like this. So, if I had to guess, you have a Hellhound patient at your clinic and were hoping to pick my brain for information on how to treat it?”

He shook his head, his hands gripping the edge of the table. “I do have a Hellhound patient, but she’s recently graduated from patient to—well, love interest, I guess. It’s complicated.”

“Ah, so she’s another Hades Hound?”

“A Cerberus Retriever, actually,” Joel clarified, his brow furrowing as he waited for her expression to change. It didn’t.

“Huh. That’s a bit odd. Must be her unique power, right?”

“Yeah, that’s right!” he said, snapping his fingers. “You really do know your stuff!”

“I mean I lived in Hell for most of my life, so yeah. I picked up some basic knowledge. So what does her morphed form look like, if I can ask?”

Joel felt himself start to sweat as he recalled her. “She’s beautiful—there’s three of her, for one thing.”

“Oh, so not three heads?”

“No,” he grunted. “Thank God, no, she appears as three separate women, but they have some restrictions. I gather they can’t get too far away from each other, for one thing.”

“Can she speak English?”

“Yes,” he confirmed. “That was the power that manifested in her before she could change shape. I’ve actually known her for a couple of years, but the shapeshifting into hot pseudo-triplets is a new and exciting development.”

“Sounds like,” she agreed with a laugh. “Walk me to the counter? I’ll order my breakfast now.”

Joel agreed, standing and heading into the deli with her. He watched as she ordered a roast beef sandwich and then grabbed a coffee from the machine nearby. While they waited in line for her food to be ready, they continued to talk.

She was pretty nice, all things considered. She had a bit of a tomboy thing going on, which made Joel find her less intimidating. She seemed entirely uninterested in him physically, so the ‘Nice’ on their messaging app had probably been a red herring.

“Can I ask why you agreed to meet me so soon?” Joel asked.

“I thought you’d never get curious,” she said with a sigh of relief. “It’s actually kind of embarrassing. I found a flea in my fur yesterday. I was wondering if you could help me out.”

He laughed at it, having expected just about anything but that kind of reason. “So a bit of quid pro quo?”

“I’ll pay, but I need a good vet I can trust,” she muttered, her face tensing with anxiety. “It’s so embarrassing but—well, you’re a vet. You can handle it, right?”

“I’ll get you on some Heartgard and sell you a flea collar at cost that you can wear like a choker. Sound good?”

Her head bobbed exuberantly. “Sounds amazing! Thanks, doc!”

After she finished her meal, they continued to chat about Hellhounds, and it became clear to Joel that he wasn’t going to learn much from her that he could actually use in his relationship with Tria. It didn’t really matter to him all that much, though, because it turned out that he made a new friend—and, hopefully, a customer.

Lester

Lester fucking hated taking portals into the human world. Even worse, the portal service into Wapa Lake, WI had been suspended, so he was forced to hop a bus from Fresco City and sit for hours, counting cornstalks and lakes. For the first five minutes it was kind of beautiful, but it didn’t take long for the harsh sameness of it all to grate on him.

He wasn’t here to see the sights of a backwater midwestern shit-stain on the map. He had business to do. He pulled out his case file and looked it over again.

Tria Beaumont. Cerberus Retriever. Unlicensed Entry, Unregistered Pet. Linked to Countess Dracula herself. More intriguingly, Countess Dracula had a daughter, who was arguably a forbidden entity all her own.

Dhampirs were frowned upon enough, and exceedingly rare, but the fact that her husband was a noble warrior from a holy bloodline consecrated by popes in times gone by? That just made it so much worse.

In just a couple of weeks, he’d have everything he’d need to pass judgment with the confidence of Heaven and Purgatory. Given the presence of Evie Satan in town, he’d made the decision to leave Hell out of it for now.

But once he had his judgment approved? He’d pin Dracula, her husband, her brat, and her dog down and banish them to Hell. They’d probably kick and scream, threaten him, maybe even lash out—but with Heaven’s power on his side, they wouldn’t be able to touch him. That kind of power trip made this job worth it.

Being an Infernal Wrangler was otherwise a thankless job, but it was important. There were all kinds of demons, angels, and other creatures from outside the realm of men that forced their way in and broke the cosmic laws. In his tenure, Lester had wrangled more than a thousand supernatural entities, sending most of them to Hell where some of them still suffered their deserved fates.

Without people like him, Earth would have been overrun already.

Well, at least that’s what he thought. But as soon as he saw the first Welcome to Wapa Lake Sign, he noticed something. It was dark—midnight dark. And it was, according to the clock at the front of the bus, no later than noon. High noon. The sun should be at its apex now, but it was still visibly night, for all intents and purposes.

As soon as the bus crossed into Wapa Lake’s territory, something else peculiar happened. The old woman across the aisle from her started shuffling in her seat.

“Well, finally,” she croaked, and he watched her, almost ready to ask her what she was talking about. He decided to wait it out when she grabbed her face and…promptly ripped it right off.

Underneath the fake human mask that had been there moments before was a red-skinned imp, complete with beady little eyes, jagged teeth like ivory-colored pocket knives, and even a pair of tiny horns protruding from her forehead.

Lester’s mouth hung open wider than that time Beelzebub got drunk at the Halloween Mixer and got his speedo stuck in the door. Meanwhile, though, strange sounds continued to persist all around him. Scratching, gushing, squeaking, groaning…you name it, every manner of nasty noise was represented.

Slowly, the Infernal Wrangler stood up, his gaze hanging over the people on the bus. Not all of them, but certainly half of them were all in the process of shedding their own disguises.

“That’s more like it,” a werewolf said as he shifted halfway into his bestial form.

“Home sweet home,” a zombie sighed with relief as he removed some makeup from his rotten face.

“What the fuck is going on here?!” he whispered for only himself to hear. He did the sign of the cross and sat back down, staring into his lap. He’d heard the rumors and read the files, but nothing prepared him for this. Was this what Wapa Lake was like now? Surely the Countess was to blame for it getting this far out of control. She had been the one to cast a spell of perpetual night over this town, thus creating a home for the damned to retreat to—a sort of oasis for monsters and demons of all kinds.

Lester felt sweat pooling on his neck and forehead. He dabbed at it with a handkerchief his secretary gave him for Solstice last year. The thought of his adorable Necronique soothed him ever-so-slightly, but not by much.

He was surrounded. Did God know about this? I mean—He had to, right? He was omnipotent. There were rumors that He’d been taking a backseat lately, but for something like this, He had to know just how out of control it had gotten, right? He had to be aware. If not Him, then surely someone in the High Heavens had some fucking idea that there was a hub for monsters where they could walk around freely just about twenty-four hours a day and no one batted an eye anymore.

His gut sank as he imagined the bedlam that he was about to see as the bus drove into town. Burning buildings, monsters ripping men apart in the streets, demons defiling holy symbols…

Well. Maybe not.

As the bus came to a halt outside the Wells Fargo Bank, Lester had a look around to see what he could see. The answer? Not that much. It was dark, for one thing, but the streets were pretty quiet. There were a few folks walking on the sidewalk. A family of demons was waiting for the old lady across the aisle, apparently, holding up a sign with a name written in Infernal.

But…it looked like a pretty normal town, all things considered. Somehow, he thought, that seemed even worse than the alternative.


Chapter 11


Tria

Honey and Cookie gamboled happily down the sidewalk, while Sadie strolled more evenly beside Evie. “So,” Evie said, trying to strike up a conversation. “How are things going with the whole—uh…having a humanoid body thing?”

Sadie smirked at her. “Do you miss not having to talk to us when you take us on walks?”

“Oh, definitely,” Evie sighed. “Still—it’s not all that bad. Now it feels like I have more girlfriends than just Drac. Though I’m not sure whether I can count you as three friends or just one.”

Sadie bristled at that. “To be honest, neither do I.”

“Look, there’s W-Mart!” Cookie said, pointing at the enormous building that was impossible to miss on their route.” Tria hoped that Evie knew what she meant by pointing it out.

“Yep, there it is,” Evie sighed. “See that rubble beside it? The building that was there’s been bulldozed, but my husband defeated a hydra with just a hubcap and a very conveniently placed barrel full of explosive chemicals.”

“Oh!” Honey gasped, clapping her hands. “The Countess said his penis was on the news for days afterward.”

Evie growled a little. “I still feel kind of raw about that, so maybe don’t bring it up.”

Sadie rolled her eyes. “You’re the one that brought it up.”

“Not his penis!”

“Yes, but—never mind.”

Evie cleared her throat and ran her fingers through her curly hair. “Whatever. It doesn’t matter now. Only I have that dick locked down at this point. Now—am I correct in assuming you wanted to visit that W-Mart?”

All three of Tria’s heads nodded as they turned to face Evie, stopping in their tracks. “Oh, pretty please! The Countess gave us an allowance, and we’re dying to spend it on some doggy treats!”

“Has it occurred to you that you could probably just eat people food now?” Evie asked, cocking her head at what she must have assumed was a quirky request.

Sadie growled. “We can’t. We tried a chocolate bar with Anya last night and spent the whole night puking in her wastebasket.”

“I can’t believe she slept through that,” Honey giggled, her tail wagging with amusement.

Cookie tapped her chin. “I can’t believe Constable and Popo slept through that.”

The four of them (or two of them, depending on how you count it) headed into the W-Mart’s business entrance and were promptly greeted by an elderly woman with a nametag no one bothered to read. “Hello!” she chirped at them, “Welcome to W-Mart.”

Evie winced as they walked past and looked at Tria, her eyes settling on Honey last. “Thank God I’ll never look like that.”

“That’s mean!” Cookie squeaked. “We will!”

“Will you?” Evie asked, cocking her pretty head. “I guess when I adopted you, the lady did say your lifespan was limited to around five centuries. But we don’t know how you’ll age.”

“How old do we look?” Honey asked, beaming at Evie like she didn’t really care what the answer was.

The succubus shrugged. “I’m not the best judge of human ages.”

Sadie growled at a random passerby as they entered the store. “Hey! You! Human! How old do I look?”

“Uh—I dunno, about twenty?!” the man stammered before running off.

“Well, that makes sense,” Honey giggled, her tail wagging continuously. “That’s pretty close to our actual age in human years!”

Evie nodded. “That’s pretty common—aging to maturity at normal speed, then slowing down the aging process after that, I mean.”

“Hey, look!” Cookie squealed happily. “Is that Joel?!”

Tria’s other two heads whipped to face the direction in which Cookie was pointing. Honey’s tail went wild at the sight of her lover, while Cookie’s tongue flopped out of her mouth and she started to pant—but Sadie’s reaction was different.

“Wait a fucking second!” she shouted. “Is he with another Hellhound?!”

Evie gasped. “No way! Not Joel! I knew he was a pervert, but I didn’t think he’d sink to such a low point so soon in your relationship!”

Cookie and Honey turned to each other, their jaws dropping. Honey spoke first. “Could it really be?”

Cookie nodded. “He’s—I mean, this…is…”

All three constituent parts of the Hellhound girl known as Tria joined hands and started to jump up and down. “Awesome!”

Evie’s mouth closed. She blinked at them half a dozen times before uttering, “Huh?!”

Honey turned to Evie, jumping for joy, but grabbing her by the hand. “We have to get out of his way! We’re not ready for this!”

“Ready for what?!” Evie squeaked. “What is happening?”

“Evie, you dumb, dumb fool,” Sadie laughed coldly. “Don’t you get it?”

Cookie snorted. “This is, like, love story 101!”

All three heads shrieked their happy declaration together: “We have a love rival!”

“A love rival is a surefire indicator in a romance novel that the heroine is going to end up with the guy of her dreams—”

“And when she gets him for good, it’s a happily ever after,” Sadie said. “Oh, we’ll punish that bitch if she tries anything—and probably Joel, too, but in a sexier way.”

Evie squinted at them like she was trying to make sure she was seeing what she thought she was seeing. “But—that’s fiction. This is real life.”

“But you said love at first sight is real in fiction and real life,” Honey muttered, cocking her head. Her ears folded back in confusion, and her tail stopped wagging.

“That’s different! Of course some stuff will be real in both. It’s based on real life, or we wouldn’t be able to relate to it! But—it’s bad if your guy is seeing another girl behind your back! Even worse if it’s a Hellhound!”

“Why is it even worse?” Cookie asked as she wiped her nose on Sadie’s shoulder.

“Because—well—Okay, if Justin cheated on me with a human woman, I’d kill her and erase her entire bloodline from existence. But if I found out he fell in love with another succubus?! Or even a demon of any kind?! I’d send her to Hell. I’d destroy everything in creation connected to her. Anything that woman ever saw, touched, tasted, thought of, or even ventured slightly near—I’d level cities, topple mountains, erase everything she ever loved or even kinda liked from existence—and then, I’d skin her alive and wear her face when I had the make-up sex with Justin.”

Sadie nodded her approval. “That’ll teach him.”

“He wouldn’t do it, though,” Evie giggled, her tone suddenly dramatically shifted toward something much softer. “He loves me.”

Honey smirked impishly at Evie. “That’s all good and well—but that’s your love story. You didn’t need a love rival, but maybe we do!”

Cookie nodded. “Oh! Those green dental chewy bone thingies are on sale! Look!”

Evie grabbed Cookie by the shoulder and shook her. “You have to kill that Hellhound and punish Joel. You can’t let them get away with this—it’s a terrible precedent to set, Tria!”

Cookie giggled as her tongue flopped around the more Evie shook her. “My boobs are bouncing. Boing. Boing.”

“We’re not going to kill a stranger!” Honey gasped. “We have to get to know her. We’ll run into her at the bookstore or something, and we’ll pretend we don’t know who she is. Maybe she’ll ask us for tea, and we’ll accept, thinking we can understand her and try and see what Joel sees in her, but then! Then, she’ll turn out to be really amazing, and we’ll become friends—but all the while, our love for Joel will grow, and the pain of knowing that his heart is split between the two of us will swell in severity with each passing day! And then, she’ll accidentally pick up our diary—”

“We don’t have a diary,” Sadie muttered.

“Shh! She’ll accidentally pick up our diary, and she’ll see that we’ve been taking notes about her, and she’ll see a photo we printed out of her and Joel together. And she’ll realize we both love the same man! That’ll lead to an epic confrontation with Joel, and he’ll have to choose between us once and for all!”

“Choose us, Joel!” Cookie squealed, undulating her chest to keep her boobs jiggling even though Evie had long since stopped shaking her. “We’re the coolest!”

Sadie cocked her head. “What you say makes sense, Honey.”

“How does that make any sense?!” Evie screeched, her hands forming tight little fists at her side. “This is insane! You’re demented!”

“Maybe I’m demented,” Honey dramatically said, faking tears, “but I know what love is. Joel will choose correctly in the end. We just have to see how this plays out.”

“You really read too many romance novels.”

“We watched The Notebook last night,” Sadie growled, her hands making fists. “I want to try that kiss they did, but how would it work with three of us?”

All three of Tria’s heads cocked and took on a pregnant pause that endured for about five seconds as they tried to puzzle that one out. In the end, Honey heaved a great sigh and put a hand on Sadie and Cookie’s shoulder. “Let’s pretend we didn’t see anything for now. The correct thing to do would be to walk away with a disbelieving look of hurt on our faces, then bottle this up and give him the cold shoulder without explaining anything to him or engaging in a constructive conversation that could clear up any misunderstandings.”

Evie blinked, her wings folding behind her back. “That’s—literally the one option that makes no sense at all.”

Sadie furrowed her brow, raising a hand to draw attention to herself. “No, no. Honey’s right. That is the correct thing to do.”

“I don’t wanna ignore him,” Cookie whined. “I wanna give snugglies!”

“So do I, Cookie, but we must be strong! For the arc!”

“Yes, for the romance arc to play out, there is a certain playbook we must follow,” Sadie agreed. “As much as I hate to admit, this bitch is right.”

“No, she’s not! She’s—ugh!” Evie let out a squeal of horrible frustration and shook her head so violently that her hair whipped a passerby in the chest. “Whatever. Do what you want.”

“Hmm. What we…want,” Honey murmured. “Maybe there’s a compromise.”

“What compromise?” Sadie asked.

“We could ask the Countess to track the Hellhound and see what her deal is while still being sweet to Joel’s face, but secretly pretending to harbor a quiet grudge in our hearts. And then, in the eleventh hour, it might turn out that they’re just friends, or maybe she’s just another patient of his, and we worried for nothing, and then the passion of our reconciliation will make for a very spicy chapter!”

Evie let out a groan. “That’s fine, but don’t be surprised if the Countess kills her.”

“Oh, I hope she doesn’t,” Cookie whined. “That’d be so sad!”

The succubus turned around and started for the front door. “I’m going back to your place. You can walk yourself home.”

All three of Tria’s bodies turned back and chased after her. “Wait! We didn’t get the dental bone thingies!” Cookie squealed. “Waaait!”

Dracula

Hers. All hers. Forever and ever and ever. Trevon lay on the bed beneath her, gazing up at her with a smile. That smile was enough to make an average human whore go mad with lust—even she barely preserved her sanity at the sight of it.

Her pussy already soaked just from sitting on his lap, Dracula tore off the lacy red lingerie she conjured for tonight in one smooth motion, exposing her luscious form to the former monster hunter turned doting husband. She bit her lip as she saw the affectionate smile on his face turn to one of lust. He craved her. Wanted her. Even after more than eight years of nonstop sex and passion, he still stared at her like it was the first time.

That was why she was so into him. True—his strength, his physique, his courage, his competency all played their part, but at the end of the day, Vladimira Tepes loved Trevon Beaumont because he was so very good to her.

“I love you, Trevvy darling,” she whimpered as she ground her soaked slit against the bulge that pressed into her. “I love you, I love you, I love you!”

“I love you too,” he assured her as his hand reached behind her head and pulled her down. Their lips met with enough force to make a sound, and the Countess hissed with bliss as she felt their bodies practically merge. One benefit of their bloodbond was this—their connection with each other made every little interaction that much more pleasurable.

“I’m so glad we found each other,” she cooed before dragging her wet tongue up the side of his neck. She whispered in his ear. “I thank both Heaven and Hell for you every day—just because I don’t quite know who’s responsible.”

“It’s a tossup,” he agreed with a chuckle as his fingers ran through her dark tresses. “I’m grateful too.”

“I know you are,” she cooed. “You would never dirty your cock in the cunt of some vulgar human trash. You reserve your body for me and me alone. If I ever found out that another woman—”

Trevon silenced her with a kiss, making her moan. “There’s no need to say such things anymore, Mira,” he reminded her. “We’re well past that.”

“I know,” she whimpered as she reached between her legs and began to fish her husband’s heroic member out of his undies. “I can’t help it. I just—you’re literally everything to me.”

“No, I’m not,” he said. “There’s Anya.”

“True,” Dracula cooed. “And now there’s Tria, though that’s definitely different—I still care for her. But Trevon, as far as I’m concerned, it’s always been me and you—then everyone else. I’ll never change how I feel about that.”

“I understand,” he whispered, embracing her against his bulk. Her breasts mashed into his chest as her body went parallel with his, and soon he felt her hand guiding his cock into its happy place.

The insertion was always incredible in a way that was almost—sharp, for lack of a better word. Mira moaned whorishly as he filled her up in only a couple of thrusts, his impressive length and girth burrowing inside her. “Oh, Trevvy,” she whined, grinding her hips in lewd circles. “Gaahh—fuck, that’s so good inside me, baby.”

Trevon didn’t add any color commentary for the time being. He just held her tight and met her grinding motions with an equal and opposite reaction.

“Aww, shit baby,” she whined. “I’m going to bite you.”

“Help yourself,” he told her, bracing, lifting his head to allow her in.

The Countess’s fangs emerged with a snikt sound, and she bent down and sank them into the warrior’s skin. It burned them both a little—her because Trevon’s blood was consecrated and it sometimes had an effect on her. Him because—well, obvious reasons. But for all the pain, the connection it gave them was far more important.

She drank from him, and he held her tight against his body as he did, bucking upward. She felt his cock ram itself deeper inside her pussy than she thought it could get—but she always felt like that. Every time was a surprise.

“Trevvy,” she groaned, “Let’s try again tonight, darling.”

“For a child?” he asked. “I’m happy to, but Mira—”

“I know the odds aren’t good, but I want one, baby. We’ve tried for a second for such a long time—I’ve cast all the same fertility spells as I did when we conceived Anya, and I’ll make sure to maintain them.”

He nodded, his pace slowing. “But—if there’s another accident—”

“I promise, I won’t miss a single day,” she said, though her heart broke slightly at the reminder. The last time they conceived, the Countess had failed to renew one of the spells keeping her uterus alive. She miscarried, and they hadn’t tried since then. It was still painful for them both to think about.

“It wasn’t your fault,” he told her. “You didn’t know you were pregnant at the time.”

“I’ll be more careful,” she muttered.

They had stopped moving then. He was still hard inside her, still filling her up—but they were talking now, fully invested in the conversation. It was a hard one, or at least it should have been—but somehow, even a conversation like this felt easy with him.

Trevon kissed away the tears that had started flowing down her cheeks, leaving bloody streaks on her face. She smiled at him, even though she cried. “I just—I want this with you, baby. I love Anya, but I want another.”

He nodded at her and caressed her face. “If that’s what you want, we can make it happen. I want it too—but I didn’t want to ask until I thought you were ready to try again.”

She nuzzled his chest and started moving her hips once more. “Then let’s make this a good one, darling.”

“Every one is a good one,” he chuckled.

The Countess bounced in his lap like a lewd slut, letting her tits bounce so hard they slapped her rib cage, giving Trevon an extra show. “Cum for me, darling,” she whined, every slap of her ass on his lap growing louder and wetter. “Cum inside me, my love. Let’s do it. Let’s make another baby.”

Trevon’s hands gradually moved from her hips to her breasts and he fondled them, an intense look on his face as Vladimira rode him like a bucking bronco. She made sure to not hold back any moans from him, knowing how much he liked it when she went all out. “Nyah! Ahh! Ahh! That’s it, darling! Fuck! Your thick cock feels so good!”

Trevon punctuated the session with a series of grunts and upward thrusts as he emptied himself inside her. The Countess felt her insides growing full of her husband’s seed. With this much, she hoped, it might happen.

When it was over, she collapsed onto the bed. With a yawn and a stretch, she recovered quickly enough, then crawled between his legs. She kissed his penis on repeat, sucking up any stray drops of seed, tasting her own wetness all over him.

“If we have another baby—I’m thinking of moving us,” she said. “With your approval, of course.”

“Oh?” Trevon asked, watching her worship his cock. He ran his fingers through her hair. “Why’s that, exactly?”

“Because Anya really struggles to not kill human children, and I don’t know if I think it’s good for her to be entirely homeschooled with so little exposure to other kids. Even her dog is likely to move on, too—and I want our next child and Anya to be able to enjoy a more normal life together.”

Trevon appeared to think it over as she peppered his dick with a hundred more kisses. “Hmm. I’d have to think about it. Where would we go?”

“I haven’t figured it out either,” she said. “Just something on my radar at the moment.”

Trevon nodded gravely, his expression suddenly serious. “There’s one more thing I need to put on your radar, actually.”

“Ohh?” She came off him, her lips making a popping sound.

“Yes. I heard customers mention at work that a suspicious individual has been poking around the neighborhood, asking about you, Tria, and me—among others. But our names in particular seem to come up in just about every conversation.”

The Countess’s brow arched in curiosity, her red eyes gleaming. “Oh? That’s intriguing. I hope you’re not worried.”

“Not really—but I don’t like not knowing what’s going on. I tried to do some digging back, but quite predictably, he doesn’t show up on any security footage I have access to, and people even seem to have trouble agreeing what he looks like. It’s like they all forget.”

“So someone powerful, at least,” the Countess sighed. “This town is such a mess.”

“It’s your mess,” he chuckled. “You’re the one to blame for Wapa Lake becoming what it is.”

“True,” she sighed, though there wasn’t a hint of regret in her heart. “Very true. But I prefer to think of it as our little mess together, darling.”

“Well, I’m your husband, so your mess is my mess,” he agreed. “Come up here and let me hold you.”

Dracula abandoned his cock and crawled up his chest until she could lay on top of him, using his powerful body like a bed. She practically purred as she felt his arms go around her.

She was shaken out of her blissful state of mind when the pounding of a tiny fist made itself known on the door to their room. “Mommy! Are you done hugging Daddy yet? Tria wants to talk to you.”

“No, Anya! Don’t bother them!” Honey’s voice shouted in mortification. “Get away from that door!”

“Are they really just hugging?” Cookie muttered.

“Let’s…go with that for now, Cookie,” said Sadie.

Trevon and the Countess made eye contact and sighed deeply. “Finish this later?” Trevon asked.

“The bloodbond must be getting stronger, because you just read my mind, darling.”
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“So what was so important you had to interrupt my precious time with my husband, Tria?” Dracula asked in a falsely sweet voice as they sat together at the kitchen table.

Sadie and Honey gulped together, but Cookie was too dumb to be intimidated. She just panted happily, her eyes crossed as she seemed to be staring at her nose.

“Countess,” Honey murmured, “we have some good news.”

“We have a love rival,” Sadie said.

Dracula’s brow arched, then quivered. “First of all—what?! Second of all—how is this good news?!”

“We saw him meeting with a breed of Hellhound girl that exists in a sort of hybrid form, looking part human and part dog,” Sadie mumbled.

“I wouldn’t have thought Joel a two-timer,” Dracula sighed. “Don’t worry, dears, I’ll take care of it.”

Honey clasped her hands over her heart, grinning broadly. “Oh, Countess, you will?”

“Yes, I shall have him drawn and quartered in the W-Mart parking lot by a quartet of pit demons, you have my word.”

Sadie actually growled at her. “No you fucking won’t!”

“Sadie!” Dracula gasped, hand clutching her throat. “I’m disappointed in you, talking back like that. Bad dog-daughter!” Sadie whimpered sorrowfully in reply.

“But she’s right, Countess,” Honey explained. “Having a love rival is good—it usually means that the first girl—that’s us—eventually gets him for good.”

Dracula’s face probably betrayed the fact that she had no idea what was going on. She couldn’t even speak for about five whole minutes. “You mean to suggest you want him to cheat on you?”

“I don’t think he’s cheating, per se,” Honey said, pressing the tips of her fingers together as her ears folded back. “First of all, we’re not officially dating as far as I know. Besides, in movies, it usually starts off innocent—maybe she needed his help with something, or maybe he hit her car and offered to buy her coffee while they waited for a tow truck.”

“You have an active imagination, I’ll give you that, dear,” Dracula sighed. “Very well—what is it you want me to do?”

“Just—could you maybe find some time to help us spy on them?” Sadie said. “If they actually do look like they’re going to have sex, you can find a way to stop them.”

“I’ll rip her spine out for you,” Dracula offered, smiling kindly. “Not a problem.”

“Maybe call us first?” Honey suggested.

“Wait! Can we have a phone?!”

Dracula giggled. “I suppose it makes sense for you to have your own cellphone. As a matter of fact, I have an old one from a long, long time ago that should still work—it was the one that Trevon bought me when we first came to Wapa Lake. You can use that one. I’ll have Death pick up a sim card for it.”

“Thank you, Countess!” Honey cooed, clutching her cheeks. “You’re the best Mom!”

Dracula touched her belly and smiled, suddenly feeling emotional. “I try to be.”


Chapter 12


Joel

Joel and Gabby walked through the front door of his apartment at the end of a long day at work. Joel’s spring jacket was scarcely off before his devoted nurse had started working on his belt. His eyebrow raised, and he smirked, but he shook his head.

“No?” she asked, pouting slightly, her perfect ponytail somehow still straight after the stressful ordeal they both endured dealing with a rottweiler who wasn’t Joel’s biggest fan. It was that doggy’s day to get his shots, and the old adage was true—every dog has his day.

“I’m too tired,” he told her. “Probably later, after you walk Moxy and I cook us some dinner.”

She nodded at that, a more hopeful expression cresting her features. “Will you meet up with Tria later?”

“Not tonight, but soon. I will probably call her up though and check in. We have to nail down our plans.”

Gabby stood up on her toes and kissed him on the cheek. “If you’re going to start cooking, I’ll wake up Moxy and take her on her walk now.”

Joel chuckled at that. The golden retriever was the only dog he knew of that didn’t rush to the door when her owner got home because she was such a deep sleeper and partially deaf. Moxy was certainly up in her years for a golden, so it wasn’t all that strange.

He headed straight to the kitchen and set a pot of water on the stove. He set the heat to medium high on the burner while he grabbed a jar of store-bought marinara sauce and a brick of parmesan out of the fridge. When Justin was here, he’d made fun of him for that: “What kind of psycho has jarred spaghetti sauce but grates his own cheese?”

The answer was a man who knew how to prioritize. Joel set the ingredients aside on the kitchen counter, then opened a new box of spaghetti. In his internal monologue, he almost called them noodles, but thanks to a short form video he’d watched just earlier today on his break, he now knew that pasta wasn’t a noodle. Little things like that helped justify his addiction to his phone in his mind for one more day.

“Coming along alright, baby?” Gabby cooed as she stepped out of the room where the golden retriever had been sleeping, Moxy attached to her line and panting. The dog rushed Joel, her tail and backside wiggling excitedly at the revelation that he was home.

Joel knelt down to scratch Moxy behind the ears and kiss her on the forehead. “All going good here. If you walk her for twenty minutes, I’ll probably have dinner about ready by then.”

“Spaghetti and a salad?” she asked.

“Spaghetti and a salad,” he confirmed.

“Maybe call Tria while I’m gone? So you have a little privacy, because once I’m back I won’t want to let you out of my sight, you know.”

He chuckled at that. “Fair point. Only trouble is I have to call her home phone and ask if she’s around. Reminds me of when I used to have to call my friends about school projects in fifth grade.”

Gabby winked at him and clucked to Moxy, who suddenly remembered she had been on the way out the door for a walk and was excited again for an all-new reason. Joel watched the pair of ladies go and smiled in spite of himself.

The peculiarity of his arrangement with Gabby was still a nagging thing in the back of his mind, but he had grown to accept it. It wasn’t exactly a bad deal for him—though he wondered how he’d explain it to his family come Thanksgiving time, what few of them he still connected with on the holidays. His very Presbyterian grandmother would no doubt have strong opinions about him dating a Hellhound—much less three of them rolled into one. As far as the old woman would understand, he’d be hooking up with triplets and his own employee. That’s a pretty sinful life even before you factor in that Tria was a literal demon.

He let out a forlorn sigh at that. That was the kind of madness he signed up for. He’d have to dance around it, making Gabby the girl he took home. If things got serious with Tria and she moved in with them eventually, then they could introduce her as extra roommates when people came to visit. But, wow, he wondered how well he could pull that off, considering how amorous all these women were. He doubted Cookie’s impulse control was up to the task.

Joel dropped the box of spaghetti into the boiling container and called Tria’s home on his phone. He felt his heart lurch with nerves as it rang. Then a soft click and a sigh answered on the other end of the line, and he recognized the voice immediately. “Hello? Tepes-Beaumont residence, this is Evie Satan.”

The nanny. Didn’t she have triplets of her own to deal with? And maybe another baby? He remembered her being pregnant for a second time not long ago. In any case, she was the worst possible person to pick up his call. He cleared his throat and got right to it. “Is Tria there?”

Another pained sigh. “Tria, it’s the two-timing pervert.” Joel thought nothing of this, assuming it was a reference to Gabby, so he did nothing but smirk.

“Coming!” he heard an excited voice squeal in the background, and he figured it belonged to Honey. After a few moments, there was the sound of shuffling as she fumbled with the phone, then, “No! I’m the one with two hands and no paws, so I handle the call!”

“That’s so far from fair, I—“

“Hi Joel!” Cookie shouted so loudly into the receiver that her voice came out distorted. “You’re handsome!”

Joel smirked and leaned back against this counter, keeping one eye on the boiling pasta. “Hey girls. I just wanted to call and...see how you were doing, I guess, and maybe nail down our plans for the next date?”

“Wait!” Honey said. “We got a cellphone today! Take down our number?”

“Oh, sure,” he grunted. “Let me grab a pen.”

Joel actually thought better of that and put her on speakerphone, adding her number to his contacts in real time as she rattled it off. “Got it,” he said. “Want me to call you back there?”

“Yes! Could you?”

“Sure thing.” Joel hung up the call and tried again, this time dialing the new number. A few seconds later he heard heavy breathing followed by Cookie’s voice. “Why did it make that sound?”

“It rang. Joel’s calling,” Honey said.

“Oh, he’s handsome!” Cookie giggled as though they hadn’t just been talking. “What do we say?”

“Give me that. Hello? Joel?”

“Yeah, hey, it’s me,” he said with a chuckle. “Nice to hear your voices. Is Sadie there?”

“Where the fuck else would I be?”

“Good point. Are you all on speaker now? I can hear you perfectly.”

“Yep!” Honey chirped sweetly. “We missed you so much!”

“I missed you too,” he said. It came out automatically, but he more or less meant it. He’d had a blast with her the last time they met—she was basically all he thought about in quiet moments. Sure, some of that was because of the oddness of...well, her, but it didn’t make the statement any less true.

“Really?” Honey sighed. “No—wait. We’re supposed to be mad.”

“Why?” Joel asked, his head cocking. He stirred the pasta and turned down the boiler. It was almost done. As he fished the colander out of the cupboard below the counter, he waited for their response. He could tell they were whispering something to each other—in infernal, probably. The demon tongue. That kind of made him anxious.

“No reason,” Sadie said. “Something we’ll punish you for when the time is right.”

“Punish me, huh?” he chuckled.

“Don’t laugh!” Honey squeaked at him indignantly. “It’s super serious, and I’m furious.”

“Did that rhyme?!” Cookie gasped. “Who are we talking to?”

“It’s Joel,” Sadie reminded her.

“Oh! He’s handsome!”

Now they were going in circles. Joel tried to stay focused on what the more focused of the girls had been saying though. “If I did something wrong, just let me know. As far as I know, I’ve been very truthful about everything. I hope it’s not about...us fooling around with Gabby before. Did you feel somehow...pressured?”

“What? No, it’s not that,” Sadie huffed. “No—in fact I’m kind of mad we haven’t done anything like that since then.”

Honey whined a little. “I mean, to be fair, it hasn’t been that long since that happened.”

“So what’s the problem?” Joel asked, feeling the sweat of frustration settle on his nape.

“Nothing!” Honey said. “Forget it! We aren’t really that mad, but we feel like we definitely should be, so we’re letting this play out to its natural conclusion.”

“I have...literally no idea what you’re talking about.” He strained the pasta and kept it in the colander, heating up the sauce on the stove next. Setting out the cheese grater, he waited for one of the girls to say something.

“Joel?” Honey cooed. “We snuck into Death’s room. He’s on a date right now, so it’s the only place we could hide.”

“Okay?” he said, his brow arching. “Are you going to tell me what’s wrong now?”

“Huh? No. No way. Can you say something sexy?”

He blinked. “Sorry, what do you mean?”

“I dunno,” Honey whimpered. “Just say something in that voice you spoke with when you were getting frisky with us. That deeper tone. It was so hot.”

“Why?” he muttered.

“Because we wanna fuck ourselves to your voice, dude, what the Hell are you so hung op over?” Sadie growled—literally growled—into the line at him.

Sputtering and feeling suddenly rushed, Joel looked around the room for inspiration, his eyes settling on the discarded pasta box sticking out of the wastebasket. “Spaghetti,” he muttered in the sexiest voice he could.

“Awww fuck yeah, baby,” Honey whined. “Sadie, you do me, I’ll do you—Cookie, you’re on your own.”

His eyes opened to saucers as he realized what that probably meant. “Rigatoni,” he rumbled—no doubt the most erotic pasta name. Shit. He should have saved that for later. From here on, he’d be stumbling through this. “Angel hair. Macaroni alfredo pesto pizzeria.”

“Yeah, that’s fuckin’ doing it for me, baby,” Honey whimpered, and he could hear complementary moans erupting on either side of her as the other two parts of the Hellhound girl trio apparently also got equally aroused. “Say it harder.”

“What are you doing, exactly?” he muttered.

“We’re touching our wet pussies,” Honey whispered. “Sadie’s so soaked. It’s so sticky.”

“You’re not much better,” Sadie growled. “Hypocrite.”

“Joel, say more noodles!” Cookie squealed.

“Uh—uh—ravioli, fettuccine—sorry, these are actually pasta, not noodles,” he grunted.

“More pasta, then!” Honey screamed. “More pasta!”

“Uh...” Joel was running out of pasta. He turned off the stove to focus. “Elbow.”

“Elbow?” Sadie growled. “Did you just say ‘elbow’?”

“It’s a pasta shape, I swear,” he muttered. “Oh! Penne!”

“Yeah, baby, take out that fat penne and stroke it for me.”

“Lasagna...fusilli...”

“Fuck, Joel, we’re gonna cum! Keep it going!”

“Say penne again! That one really got me!”

“Penne,” he grunted, his brow furrowing. He decided to lean into it. “Penne, penne, penne...and shells?”

“Nyaaah! Awww shit, baby! Sadie’s squirting all over! I’m—oh fuck! Now it’s my turn!” Honey moaned. “I’m cumming! I’m cumming my face off!”

“Ahhhh!”

“Awww fffffuuuu—“

The fact that Joel was somehow erect was something he’d have to self-examine later with deep and serious consideration. He waited for the women to calm down, but it took...a fucking while.

“We were really pent up,” Honey explained with a sigh. “Sorry about that.”

Joel inhaled deeply as he started to make the caesar salad he’d promised Gabby. “Sure thing,” he said. “No...problem.”

“Learn more pasta shapes,” Sadie growled at him threateningly.

“I mean—with a bit of prep, I could probably come up with something hotter to say,” he mumbled. “You good?”

“Oh, we’re very good,” Honey giggled.

“Super good!” breathed Cookie. “Will Death be okay with what we did to his rug?”

An awkward pause followed.

Joel started setting the table. “So, actually, I was going to ask you when you wanted to meet up this Sunday.”

“Is six in the morning okay? You can walk us!” Honey suggested, and he thought he could hear her tail thumping against the floor.

“Yeah, I think we can do that,” he said, beaming. “Until noon, say?”

“Until midnight,” Sadie said. “Or—until Dracula makes us come home. Maybe until never. You’d be fine with that, wouldn’t you?”

Joel laughed. Fuck it. He was all in. “You can stay until the Countess asks you to go home, sure. Don’t put too much pressure on me to come up with all the activities, though. A full day is a lot to plan for.”

“We’ll be happy as long as we have you close!” Honey giggled.

“Sounds like a plan.” Joel heard footsteps behind the door. “I think Gabby’s back, and I almost finished setting out dinner. I should get going for now, but text me later if you want.”

“We’ll text you now!” Honey sighed. “No—wait. We’re still technically mad at him, right?”

“Technically,” Sadie agreed. “Just technically. We can just...add an angry emoji to all our cute selfies, though. That should be enough to pay lip service.”

“Good idea!”

Joel laughed as they wrapped up the call, and right in time. “Dinner is served, my dear,” Joel said with a smile tossed in Gabby’s direction.

She grinned right back at him, her cheeks dimpling cutely. If not for Tria, he could probably find some kind of happiness with only her given time—but that wouldn’t be fair to Gabby. She wanted more than just a one-on-one arrangement, and to be fair to her, the idea was becoming more and more appealing to him every day.

“Something smells wonderful,” she said. “Let me heat up some food for Moxy and we can eat.”

Joel frowned a little. “I was going to handle that for you, but I ran out of time. My call with Tria was very...distracting.”

Gabby’s eyebrow arched. “Oh? Sounds like a good time.”

Joel nodded. “You aren’t wrong.” Then he slapped his face as something dawned on him. “I should have said linguine.”

Gabby blinked as she unhooked Moxy’s leash from her collar. “Huh?”

Tria

“Tria, honey?” Dracula’s voice came through the door as the Hellhound girl’s three independent parts tried to fit Death’s rug down his laundry chute. They made fearful eye contact, but just managed to shove the rolled up thing down the hatch and slam the little door shut. “Yeah?!” Honey called out, wincing at how loud and obviously nervous she sounded.

“Why are you in there? That’s not your room.”

Honey was quick on her feet with an excuse. “Well, we don’t have a room of our own, so...we thought we’d look around at Death’s to get some ideas for when we do.”

“Oh! That’s a good idea, darling, but I hope you cleared it with him.”

“Ha! Ha ha!” Honey nervously forced a laugh. “Of course we did, Countess.”

“Tria, call me Mommy now, darling,” the vampiress giggled from the other side of the door, though that giggle also felt forced. “May I come in?”

The three of them winced in unison. Even Cookie comprehended the shamefulness of what had just transpired. “Better yet, let’s go out to you!” Honey chirped.

They exited through the door and quickly closed it behind them, Honey forcing a sugary smile at the Countess. “So, mom, why were you looking for us?”

“Oh, no reason. Anya’s taking a nap. Evie just put her down, so I had some free time while I wait for Trevon to finish his shift. I just thought I’d check in on you and see how you’re...” She shrugged. “Coping?”

Sadie crossed her arms. “We aren’t children.”

“But your concern is appreciated!” Honey quickly corrected her, elbowing Sadie suddenly.

“I just wanted to talk about...what you discovered about Joel. I’m so sorry, dear, I’ve been thinking about it a lot, you know. If I knew this would happen, I never would have put so much money into making sure he was your vet and groomer.”

“Oh, it’s fine,” Honey said, waving her hand dismissively. “We’ll figure it out. Actually? We were just talking to him on the phone.”

Dracula’s brow raised. “You...but he...He’s cheating on you. With Gabby, and now another Hellhound. Am I wrong? Is there new information?”

Tria’s three bodies shrugged in flawless unison. “We’re not worried about it,” Sadie said. “We just spoke with him on the phone and he seemed genuinely puzzled when we mentioned we were mad, so it’s probably nothing, but…here’s hoping it’s enough of a scandal to complete our romantic arc. We’re trying to be mad, though.”

“Technically mad,“ Honey corrected her, raising her finger in the air. “Look—our love story is playing out beat for beat like it should be. Now the love rival enters the fray—but we’re destined to discover that it was all a terrible misunderstanding, and he never meant to hurt us.”

Dracula cocked her head. “I could just impale him on a spike and let him slowly die. Are you sure you don’t prefer that?”

“Very sure, but thank you so much, Mom!” Honey said. “Right, Cookie?”

“Joel is nice,” she giggled. “He said noodles to make us cum.”

Sadie and Honey’s bodies clenched together, but thankfully the Countess was used to ignoring Cookie already. “Right, well—if you say so, darling. I just don’t want him to break your heart.”

“We know. And we appreciate that, really.” Honey looked at Sadie for some help.

“But...I think we’re doing alright for ourselves at the moment. If he ever really does hurt us, we’ll let you know, and you can impale away,” Sadie offered—a Hell of an olive branch, Honey thought, even if they had no intention of making good on it.

“That’s all I ask, dear,” Dracula cooed as she pulled the three girls into a hug. They hugged her back, looking at each other in confusion behind her head as Cookie and Honey’s chins rested on their so-called mother’s shoulder. “You three are the answer to a quiet prayer Trevon and I had for a very long time. This whole thing happened much too late, but I’m doing my best.”

“What do you mean?” Honey asked.

“Trevon and I—for years we accepted that Anya was our little miracle, that we’d probably never get another child like her. We still plan on trying again, but now…I don’t know if it’ll ever feel quite the same with you as it does with her, but being able to call someone else my daughter fills a hole inside me that has been empty for a while. I just want you to be happy because you’re my family, no matter what.”

Honey started sobbing openly, burying her face in the Countess’s breasts as Sadie squeezed her back. “Mommy!” Honey screeched. “Mommy, I’m so sorry! We masturbated on the phone with Joel and ruined Death’s carpet and shoved it in the laundry chute in the corner and now the room smells like our pussies!”

Dracula took a step back, her eyes wide. “I have to admit, you caught me by surprise just now, but it’s much better than when we had to potty train Anya. I’ll clean it up with a little magic and recreate his rug, don’t you worry.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Honey whimpered.

Cookie giggled. “I’m still so sticky.”

“Aaand let’s not talk about this any longer,” Dracula said as she took another step backward. “I plan on investigating the Hellhound girl soon, in any case, so we’ll see what we discover. Is there anything else I can help you with before Trevon gets home?”

“Maybe not right this instant,” Sadie said, grinning. “Unless you want to teach us more about impaling?”

Honey rolled her eyes. “Hard pass.”


Chapter 13


Lester

Madness. Sheer insanity. He’d heard rumors and been briefed on the shenanigans going on in Wapa Lake, WI, but nobody prepared Lester for this. Not even close!

In broad fucking daylight, a man walked down the street with a floating painting of a beautiful woman, the two of them engaged in playful conversation like it was the most natural thing in the world. A group of teenage friends hung out in the cinema parking lot, passing a cigarette around, not that unusual of a sight at first until you realize that one of them was a goddamn zombie in a wheelchair with his legs missing below the knees. His name was Tyler.

It just went to show how up their own asses everyone in Hell, Heaven, and Purgatory had gotten—himself included. How had he been stuck doling out the equivalent of afterlife parking tickets to randoms in Bulgaria and Sweden for the last ten years when this shit had been going on just under his nose? How wasn’t anyone else freaking out about this?

Was he the crazy one? Was he simply the last to know, and the verdict had come in and…no one cared?

With his hands in his pockets he took a walk around town, just soaking in the sights as completely as he could. For long stretches of time there wouldn’t be anything that unusual, but then he’d see something like a gargoyle scratching his ass on top of the local Methodist church, or a goblin walking out of the free clinic with a guilty look on his face as he held the hand of his husky human girlfriend.

Man. He needed a drink.

Right on time, Lester arrived at the side of town where Dracula’s apartment was said to be. Indeed, the big W-Mart sign was lit up in the distance, and just across from it was the Pump N’ Go where so many events in his folder had apparently transpired.

How did he want to play this? “I can’t exactly just knock down Dracula’s door with my pants around my ankles,” he muttered to himself. He needed to do some fact-finding. Just what was there to be done here? What could he actually do? What would be the consequences of letting this small town fester the way it is? Could he really turn a blind eye?

And, most importantly, what was he going to do about Dracula and her daughter’s dog?

Lester decided to march his way into the Pump N’ Go, not even bothering to make himself look fully human—cuz why bother? Who cares in this town?

Sure enough, the young manager stocking shelves close to the counter when he walked through the automatic doors barely blinked when he saw him. “Good afternoon, sir, welcome to the Pump N’ Go.”

“Uh. Yeah,” Lester murmured. He glanced at the guy’s name tag. “Dustin, huh?”

The Pump N’ Go employee stood up and smiled. “Can I help you with something?”

“Uh—Nah. Well, I’m new in town. What can you tell me about this place?”

Dustin looked him over once or twice, apparently deciding if he wanted to address the fact that Lester seemed to be not entirely human. In truth, he was human—at one point. Now, though, he had grayed-out eyes and alabaster white skin like most denizens of Purgatory. He figured that, although he looked magical enough to this random dude, the guy probably couldn’t peg him for what he was.

“I mean. It’s not bad. There’s a really great local ice cream parlor downtown.”

“Oh, yeah?” Lester said. He started casually rifling through the shelves like he was looking for something. “Cool. Cool. Anything special about Wapa Lake?”

“Honestly, pretty regular little town, aside from the obvious stuff,” Dustin shrugged. Lester fumed internally. Couldn’t this fucker just go right out and say it? Did he really have to pry it out of him?

“Anything interesting ever happen around here?”

“Well, sure,” the man said with a laugh. “Not in a while, but a demon blew up a pet store a few blocks away a couple years back. And this Pump N’ Go has seen a bit of action, too.”

“Oh?” Lester muttered, trying to sound only vaguely curious. “I didn’t see a pet store when I was walking around.”

“It’s an animal hospital now,” the man said with a sigh. “Same owner, though, I think. One of my coworkers is friends with him.”

Going from the file folder in his bag, Lester assumed that the coworker in question was Trevon Beaumont. The fact that the legendary monster slayer was being introduced in such a ho-hum fashion as ‘the guy who knows a local vet” did little to convince the Infernal Wrangler that this town wasn’t already too far gone.

“You don’t say,” he grumbled. “Anything else going on around here?”

Dustin shrugged as he continued sorting the shelves. “Not really. Oh—do you know Dracula, by chance?”

“Of course I know her,” he muttered. “Doesn’t everyone know Dracula?”

Dustin laughed at that and rolled his eyes at himself. “Sorry, yeah. I figured a supernatural like you might be introduced already. Anyway, if you know her, you know my coworker. He’s a big guy, really friendly. More muscles than most people have hair follicles.”

“Ah, yes, Trevon Beaumont!” Lester chuckled, taking the opening. “Yes, I am familiar. We’ve met. They’ve sure done a number on this town, haven’t they?”

Dustin chuckled. “I guess? I don’t know. I don’t pay attention to all the weird stuff, really. My wife and kid are one hundred percent human, and aside from occasionally seeing Dracula and their kid at barbecues and stuff, I don’t know that many supernaturals. A few, though. Another former manager married one, too.”

That must be Justin, Lester noted.

“Interesting. Did you say ‘supernaturals’? Is that what people like that are called around here?” Lester inquired.

Dustin shrugged at that and turned his gaze back on the shelf in front of him. “Yeah. It’s just a word we use as it doesn’t seem to offend anyone. Hope that’s cool. Would you mind if I ask where you’re from?”

“Oh! Sure. I’m a Noxian from Purgatory.”

“Oh!” Dustin said, beaming. “I’ve never been there. Is it nice?”

“Famously, no,” Lester answered.

“Well, welcome to town, then,” the gas station manager laughed. “We’re actually hiring if you’re looking for work. The city lets us hire supernaturals without social security numbers and stuff, so don’t worry about that.”

“I wasn’t going to worry about that,” Lester said, almost smirking in spite of himself. “Tell me—Dustin, right?”

“Yeah.”

Lester looked around surreptitiously before leaning in. “Has Dracula been up to any trouble lately?”

Dustin’s brow raised, his shoulders tightening against his neck. ‘Trouble?”

“Well, it’s just that I know she can be a bit much.”

The manager hesitated. “Well, when they first moved to town, she freaked us out, but I think she’s grown on a lot of us. In some ways, she’s sort of a local celebrity now, but people know better than to acknowledge her in public. Trevon and Anya, too.”

“Interesting,” Lester said. It genuinely was interesting—hilariously intriguing, but it wasn’t particularly useful information. If he wanted to build some kind of case, he needed to do more digging than this. “Tell me, Dustin—what time do you get off work?”

Dustin went from polite to visibly shaken in the span of a single instant. “Sorry, what?”

“When do you finish work?” Lester asked again. “I’d like to continue this conversation in a more relaxed setting.”

“I am both straight and married.”

The Infernal Wrangler felt his cheeks burn. “No, wait—that’s not what I meant. I’m just trying to—never mind,” he muttered, suddenly storming out of the Pump N’ Go in retreat, his hands firmly in his pockets.

That started well but ended badly. Still, it was far from a total failure. He was starting to understand the scope of things now. There was no doubt in his mind that Dracula must have done some pretty ridiculous nonsense to make Wapa Lake take on quite this unique shape. What’s more, as an undead individual whose soul was condemned, he had direct jurisdiction over her for any little violation he could come up with.

Tria? Pshaw. Meager pickings. He’d wrap her up in this too and send them back to the pits of Hell together, along with the kid and the hubby. But sending Dracula down there? Now that would get him noticed.

Lester walked out into the night, setting his sights on the veterinary clinic in the distance.

No, wait. It was one in the afternoon.


Chapter 14


Dracula

Countess Dracula hadn’t been reduced to this level of snooping around since she and Trevon first arrived in Wapa Lake. Back then, when Trevon was being pursued by Bloody Mary, she of course had to protect him by sending magical eyeballs after him to make sure no human sluts overstepped her boundaries.

Never mind the fact that they weren’t officially dating at the time. She knew even back then that they were soulmates and she was more than prepared to make Bloody Mary live up to her name. That whole episode had a rather dark resolution, but in the end everything worked out. Even the Bloody Duchess was a productive member of society—her heart acting as the battery to power much of the magic in Dracula’s castle.

This…was different. She had complex feelings about the situation at play in the current moment. First of all—she quite liked Joel. He was a good man. She used soul-reading magic to find someone trustworthy to become a part of her routine once they got a dog. She didn’t like the other dog groomers in town, but Joel was truly decent and dedicated to his craft. He was exactly the sort of person she could expect to be reliable and a good investment for the future of her family.

She didn’t think his contribution to the future of her family would be so literal, though.

Even worse, now she was left to doubt if she really had made the right call in trusting him. There were few things that revolted the vampiress more than a two-timer. It turned out, at least, that Nurse Gabby was the engineer of the rather peculiar arrangement Tria was now tangled up in, so Joel didn’t bear all the blame. It’s not like he obscured the facts from anyone.

Still…She wasn’t entirely sold on the matter.

But then there was her. The Countess’s floating sentry eye followed the Hellhound girl into Joel’s clinic. She had even taken extra precautions to listen in, too, having had Evie stop by to pick up Tria’s prescription while leaving behind a burner phone under a stack of items on the reception counter. The Countess waited just outside, wearing a pair of overly large black sunglasses, a black bonnet, a black trench coat, and high black boots. She didn’t bother to wear anything else under the trench coat because Trevon had his break at the Pump N’ Go in fifteen minutes.

“Alright,” she mumbled to herself, fidgeting with the listening app on her phone with one of her earbuds already in her left ear. “Let’s see what they’re talking about.”

The sound of static was replaced with voices speaking in an echoing room. The first voice was Joel’s. “Oh, hey there, Frolic. Good to see you. Sorry, I forgot you were coming in this morning. Would you mind giving me a minute to handle this?”

“Sure, no problem,” the Hades Hound said—that was Frolic’s breed. Dracula did her homework, tracking her down, listening in on her at home. She hadn’t once met with Joel since the deli incident or done anything particularly suspicious at all. She was staying in an apartment with a Mexican American retired couple who let her sublet their spare room. They didn’t speak much English, and Frolic didn’t speak any Spanish, so it was kind of painful to listen in on their exchanges.

“La la la, organizing stuff. La la la, filling prescriptions…”

“You okay?” Frolic asked Nurse Gabby.

“Oh, I’m fine. Sorry—it’ll just be another minute.”

Joel came back quickly enough that Dracula hadn’t yet gotten bored. Bonus points to him for that, at least. “Alright—here you go. That’s three months’ supply of Ivermectin—that’s Heartgard. And here’s a spare flea collar. You can wear it as a choker.”

“How about bathing?”

Dracula gasped. Was she asking Joel to bathe her? How lewd!

“Oh, I don’t think you need a flea and tick shampoo for your case—unless you’re in a hurry. If so, I’d recommend shaving your head and fur and—”

“Super not doing that,” Frolic grumbled.

“Fair enough,” Joel replied, his voice crackly on the other end of the listening app. “Thanks for coming in—and thanks a lot for your Hellhound tips.”

“Do you think I could meet her someday?”

Dracula heard Gabby giggle. Joel spoke with a clear grin in his voice. “You mean Tria, I guess?”

“Yeah. You made her sound pretty amazing last time we spoke.”

“Well, I’m still getting to know her myself—but she is pretty special, that’s for sure. I can ask her for you, though. I certainly don’t have an issue with it—well, after you get those fleas taken care of.”

“You bastard,” Frolic grumbled.

“Sorry,” Joel muttered. “I meant it as a joke.”

“Yeah, I got it,” the Hades Hound replied, snickering playfully. “Relax. I was just messing with you. If I need any help with this, can I call?”

“Ideally inside of work hours, but sure,” he said.

“Oh—you just client-zoned me, didn’t you?”

They laughed together and next thing the Countess knew, Frolic was leaving already, and Dracula had to make herself even more scarce to avoid detection. She would have turned into a bat or something but she still wanted the earbud to fit.

“Was…that it?” Dracula watched Frolic walk up to her mountain bike and hopped on, riding away with the plastic bag of medicine hanging off her wrist. There was…nothing untoward happening whatsoever! It was entirely chaste! Boring even! She even asked if she could meet Tria!

Could it be true? Was Joel truly still the good man she pegged him for those two years ago when she first adopted Tria and brought them together? Humans can change a lot in two years, but what the vampiress just witnessed almost entirely restored her faith in Joel.

But then…there was Gabby. Vladimira wasn’t certain how she felt about that, but it wasn’t cheating because all parties knew the arrangement. She couldn’t fault Joel for that much. It seemed to her that there had merely been some terrible misunderstanding—that Joel wasn’t sneaking around with another Hellhound girl behind Tria’s back, but it simply hadn’t come up because she was just a patient.

Despite this, the Countess had to admit that she still didn’t like it. Joel was a man—his comeliness wasn’t even in the same universe as her darling Trevon’s, but he wasn’t entirely unfortunate looking, so human whores would inevitably pine after him. He was a man with a good career and education, a compassionate and dedicated heart, and a lot of potential. Even Hellhounds were apparently into him.

That’s right—even if Joel wasn’t into Frolic, Dracula wasn’t ready to write off the possibility that she might have been attracted to him. Which meant that she was still a threat. Joel was just a mere mortal. He was vulnerable. A woman like Frolic could easily pin him down, overpower him, and have her way with him as much as she wanted. It would break her heart to see Joel endure this—and it would break Tria’s heart to know that he had been forced to be unfaithful to her.

So…she turned into a vampire bat and flew toward the Pump N’ Go, leaving the burner phone behind. The battery would die soon, and Evie would call this afternoon to ask if she left it. They wouldn’t suspect a thing.

But as the Countess hurried in the direction of her lover, an uncomfortable question nagged at her. What would she tell Tria? The truth was the obvious answer—but was that what was best for her to hear? Tria was so, so naive. She was too full of trust, not really even daring to be upset when she found out that Joel was potentially cheating on her.

Vladimira needed to tell her more than just the truth—she needed to hear the risks, too—and for that, Gabby needed investigation, not just Frolic. She just hoped that she could toe the line in a way that left all parties off better.

Gabby

“I’m heading out, Dr. Barker,” Nurse Gabby chirped, standing on her tiptoes to peck him on the cheek. He grimaced at the brazen act of affection.

“Gabby, we’re still at work.”

“It’s empty,” she sighed in self-defense, giggling in punctuation. She licked her lips as she continued to look at him, pulling a bit of hair out of her face that had come loose from her ponytail throughout the day. “It’s just you and me.”

Joel glanced around and cracked his knuckles, nodding calmly. “It is,” he agreed. “Even so—I have to insist on some work and home boundaries. It’s a slippery slope from playful kisses goodbye to railing you on an operating table.”

“I like the sound of that,” she moaned teasingly, touching her crotch. “Slippery…” She moved a hand to her breast. “Slope.”

“Just go,” he groaned, cutting his hand through the air in a brisk gesture of dismissal. “Hit the post office or whatever it is you need to do and I’ll see you at home in a little while.”

Gabby smiled at him, clutching her chest, her hand folded over it. “You just said ‘see you at home,’” she noted. “Like—our home.”

Joel scratched his head. “Let’s not skip ten steps forward so soon,” he pleaded in a weak voice. “I’m just saying, you spend more time at my place than not these days.”

“Is that a problem?” Gabby asked sweetly.

“No,” he said, shaking his head. “So far, no. It’s nice having someone else around. And I love Moxy. You don’t get in the way, and you’re—well, you’re very comforting to me, and I do appreciate it.” He looked her up and down, his gaze lingering on the way her scrubs clung to her breasts. “You aren’t all that rough on the ol’ eyeballs either.”

“I’ll take that compliment,” she said, lifting her purse off the counter. She zipped up her jacket and beamed at him one last time. “I’ll see you at home, Dr. Barker.” She winked, and he nodded at her, and she headed out the door and into the night.

She grinned a private grin to herself, her heart so full at the fresh memory of him. She could smell a little bit of him on her lips from the stolen kiss. What a guy…

Gabby trekked toward the post office. She had a birthday card to send to her mother down in Fresco City, and if she wanted it to arrive on time, she had to send it today to be safe. Normally she wasn’t so bad about sending out mail at the last minute, but this year she’d been a bit…distracted.

A lot had happened in the last couple of weeks especially. She was still getting use to all the new things in her life—new job, new boss, new boyfriend, new friends, new living arrangements, new home life. She was so, so close to having all her dreams come true. Thanks to Joel and Tria, Gabby nearly had everything.

As a little girl, Gabby wasn’t like her friends. She would get crushes on guys just like the rest of them, but her feelings manifested in a rather interesting way. Instead of wanting to pursue a relationship with the boy she desired—she wanted to experience love with him as the third person. She had a very hard time making sense of these feelings at all until a party during her senior year where Gabby watched her friend make out with her boyfriend in the corner.

Gabby also had a crush on her friend’s boyfriend, and she adored her friend dearly. When it started happening, she thought she was going to feel upset, hurt, or neglected—but she felt nothing but lust and affection welling up inside her.

For years she took her lessons from that experience and tried to apply it, but it never really happened. For one thing, she never really found a guy that she thought was worth the legwork she’d have to put in to make something like that work.

But then she met Dr. Barker when he first moved to town. Back then, Moxy was much younger, and she almost had him wash her, but the moment she met him she knew she needed more time before they interacted face to face.

So she watched him, admiring from afar. It was all she could bring herself to do for the longest time. When his pet store was taken out by a demon, she almost thought she’d lost her chance to be with him, but he stayed in town—so she did too. She waited. And waited. And the second he posted a wanted ad for his brand new animal hospital, she applied with her years of experience as a veterinary nurse and was hired the very same day.

Somehow she knew that he would be the one. She wasn’t sure how she knew, but she saw his potential right away. It all played out very differently from how she expected, but none of the developments of the last few weeks surprised her. She always knew that he’d be the man to accept her advances and satisfy her passion.

Watching Joel with Tria was the hottest, most romantic thing she’d ever seen in her life. And now? They were all on the path toward real happiness together. It felt to Gabby like an arrangement with exactly the people who could make her dreams come true. No other woman she knew would accept this kind of deal with her—but Tria did, due to her rather unique background, maybe. Whatever it was, it was perfect.

And Joel—well, he seemed hesitant about things sometimes, but Gabby took it for a good sign. If he was too eager, then it meant he only cared about the carnality of it all. But he valued everyone’s needs, feelings, and the sense that he wasn’t doing something wrong. It reminded her of the historical fact that the most hesitant kings often were the best rulers. It also turns out, apparently, that the most hesitant guys to enter a harem-like arrangement make for really good lovers and providers.

“Nurse Gabby.”

That unexpected voice stopped her dead in her tracks. She froze, then turned her head slowly in the direction of the voice.

Gabby’s brow quirked curiously as her eyes beheld the fair sight of Countess Dracula wearing a black trenchcoat and just-got-fucked hair, crouching in a bush beside Sweet Snips salon. “Countess?” she murmured. “What are you doing?”

“Waiting for you. I thought you’d be leaving with Joel, so I was planning to hypnotize him and merely abduct you, but it seems that won’t be necessary.”

The nurse blinked several times in bemusement. “Okay…”

“I need to speak with you.”

“Oh,” Gabby muttered, turning her whole body to face the vampire Mommy now. “Sure, how can I help you?”

Dracula looked both ways before standing and walking out of the bush. “I’m so glad no one else saw me do that.”

“Why don’t you just use magic to make yourself invisible or something?”

“I use a lot of my daily expenditure to train Evie these days. Just out of habit, I try to be sparing when I’m outside the home so I can really give her my all. She’s a quick student.”

“I see,” Gabby said, smiling. “So Miss Satan is learning magic?”

Dracula’s nose crinkled. “I forgot you didn’t know that.”

“I don’t pry too much,” Gabby said. “I’m mostly focused on work and keeping Dr. Barker happy, hydrated, and…well, you know.”

“Actually, that’s why I want to talk to you,” Dracula said, standing up a bit straighter. “I want to understand your intentions for my daughter.”

“Tria?”

“Yes,” she said.

Gabby nodded. “I just want Joel and Tria to be happy together—and I want to be a part of that. Not in the way…just…there to support their love. But I love Joel, too. I won’t lie. If Joel and Tria broke up amicably one day, I’d probably stay with him and try to help him move on to another girl. But I don’t believe that will happen.”

Dracula’s eyes raked over her with a look of puzzlement and disbelief. “How does someone end up this off?”

Gabby found that rich coming from the Countess given some of the stories she’d heard Joel tell her, but she didn’t say as much. Instead, she said, “I played with dolls a lot, I guess.”

Dracula bit her lip and nodded slowly. “Gabby—I feel like you’re not the worst human whore around. Tria is very naive, and she doesn’t understand the need for jealousy or possessiveness, I think. But maybe she can avoid getting hurt if she has someone like you to guide her through her relationship with Joel. I just want her to be happy.”

“So do I,” Gabby said. “I really like Tria so much. All three of her are very fun to be around. When I first heard what happened between her and Joel at the clinic, I was immediately on board. Call it a sixth sense, maybe.” She shrugged.

The vampire woman shrugged right back at her. “It’s still so odd to me. Tria is family, so I am very concerned for her. All this makes me fear when Anya starts dating.”

“I don’t think the world is ready for that,” Gabby giggled.

“Hell knows I’m not,” the Countess agreed with a forlorn groan, but in the end both women transitioned into a laugh together. “Gabby—Can I be honest with you?”

“Sure,” the nurse said.

“I don’t have any idea what I’m doing.”

Nurse Gabby snickered into the back of her hand and shook her head. “That’s the dirty secret. No one knows what they’re doing. We’re all just figuring one thing out after another.”

Dracula smirked. “Life was easier when I used the monsters in my castle to wage war against the Church and prey on Romanian peasants.”

“But now you’ve got Trevon, Anya, and Tria—it’s a lot harder,” she noted.

“Much,” Dracula sighed.

“And if you could change any part of that equation?” Gabby asked, cocking her head.

The vampiress beamed at her and bit her bottom lip as she considered it. “I wouldn’t change a single thing.”


Chapter 15


Tria

Tria had a different kind of date today. Last night, she was woken up from her nap just after Evie put Anya to bed. Countess Dracula—or ‘Mommy’—had an update regarding the situation with the Hellhound girl.

“She isn’t your love rival, darling,” the Countess said, smiling softly as she ran a few fingers through Honey’s hair.

Honey blinked. Sadie and Cookie remained entirely silent. “What do you mean?” the middle head asked as she rubbed the sleep out of her eyes.

Tria’s three entities had been curled up spooning each other on the couch when they were awoken with the back of a hand caressing Honey’s ear. It was a nice way to wake up, and the Countess’s happy, relieved expression added to that impression. But her words…

“Frolic isn’t dating Joel, and he clearly isn’t interested in her. He’s her vet. He even went as far to request that further communication between them be done during work hours,” Dracula said. “Isn’t that good news, sweetheart?”

Sadie’s brow furrowed as she muttered her reply. “Sure. Uh. So we don’t have a love rival? You’re sure?”

“I mean—“

Cookie squeaked out something in a hopeful tone. “There’s still Gabby.”

“Oh, don’t worry about her either,” the Countess said. “I had a good talk with Nurse Gabby, and she’s no competition for you, that’s for certain. I get the impression that she would never put her relationship with Joel above yours, so you have my approval to pursue your happiness with Joel, sweetheart.” Dracula leaned in and popped a kiss on each of their foreheads.

Honey was…catatonic. For a moment she just stared off into space, gathering her thoughts, not reacting to her mother figure’s cool, soft kiss. But then…something snapped.

She shot up to her feet and growled, making even Sadie react in surprise. “You’re lying!” Honey said, her tail pricking up and standing straight up behind her back. “Frolic loves him, and he’s dating her secretly behind our backs!”

“What? No, he—“

“He is! We have to have a love rival!” she said. “We need to defeat her, fair and square, and for him to realize—“

Sadie stood up and slapped Honey across the face. Both of them winced from the impact. “Get yourself together. We don’t need that.”

“We do!”

“No, we don’t! Joel already likes us!”

“But he doesn’t love us!”

“Not yet,” Sadie growled. “But he will if he knows what’s good for him!”

Honey looked down. “But our love story isn’t much like the ones in books or movies. Are we really doing it right?”

Dracula chuckled softly and stood up, putting her arms around the two of them, pulling them in for a motherly embrace. Her chuckle stopped when she had a realization. “Are you…taller than me?”

“...Mom?” Sadie muttered.

“Sorry. Listen, darling—your love story is yours and yours alone. Trevon and I had a particularly special one as well. There aren’t many books out there in which you’ll find a heroine quite like me, I promise.”

Tria wasn’t so sure about that. She had always imagined Dracula with a long, white dress on, swaying in the breeze, standing at a balcony window, calling out for her hero to rescue her. Of course, intellectually she knew that Dracula had been Trevon’s nemesis before they met face to face. But even that was book-friendly. Enemies to lovers is a common trope.

But Tria and Joel…canine customer and vet to lovers? That wasn’t a thing. “Mommy,” Honey began, trying to put her heart’s pain into words. “We need more tropes on our side to make ours a love story worth retelling—to let Joel know that this is a relationship with value, fit to be interpreted as destiny. Right now it’s just…raw attraction and basic romantic chemistry. There’s nothing special about it.”

“Raw attraction and some chemistry can get you pretty far, my love,” Dracula cooed as she stroked their ponytails. Cookie rose up from the couch and awkwardly squeezed into this embrace, and Dracula bit her lip in focus as she began a two-hand rotation to caress all three heads in front of her. “Look—eventually there will be a fork in the road.”

“Like a dinner fork?”

“No, like a metaphorical fork,” Dracula said. “Joel will have to make a decision one day whether you represent his future or not. If he chooses yes, then I expect you’ll be in it for the long haul, darlings.” Dracula punctuated the hopeful remark with a playful giggle as she continued to pet her girls.

“And if he chooses no?” Sadie muttered, leaning harder into her mother’s touch.

“Then I’ll rip his guts out and hang him with them, of course,” Dracula sighed. “Don’t worry about—“

“Please don’t do that,” Honey murmured. “Even if he decides that he can’t be in love with us, I don’t want him to get hurt.”

Dracula let out a soft gasp. “Then it can only be true love, Tria.”

Sadie blinked. “Not wanting him to be strung up with his own intestines seems like a pretty low bar for true love, if I’m being honest here.”

Dracula shook her head frantically, taking her hands away from Cookie and Sadie’s scalps to cup Honey’s face between her cheeks. “No, it’s true, though. You love him, don’t you?”

“Since…” Sadie, Honey, and Cookie looked at each other. “Well, for a long time now. Before we had this human form, probably.”

“Then have faith, darling,” Dracula urged her, smiling more vividly. “Joel will pick up on it eventually, and if he has any idea just how lucky he is, well—he’ll come around. Just wait and see.”

“Thank you, Mommy,” Honey muttered as she threw her arms around the Countess’s shoulders. “I feel a little better.”

“So do I, Tria,” she said as she pulled all three into an embrace with her. “So do I.”

Joel

Nervous was definitely the emotion Joel was experiencing right this moment. Once again, true to what he felt when he used to have to call Tria on her home phone and wait for Death or Dracula to hand the phone over to her, he felt like he was back in school again.

Tria had invited him over to her place to see the new bedroom the Countess had made just for her. What’s more, he’d been promised that Anya was out on a Girl Scout camping trip with Death driving the bus and Trevon filling in for the Pack Mother, who was sick, and Dracula and Evie were in Hell having tea with Queen Lilith and Evie’s kids.

That meant, in theory, that they had the whole castle interior to themselves. Whether it would actually play out like that was anyone’s guess, but he was optimistic. They were supposed to spend the whole day together—that was the original plan. But Tria’s family commitments got in the way, so they only ended up having the evening together.

But the evening was the best part.

He knocked on the door, hiding a bouquet of flowers behind his back. He wasn’t really a flower guy, per se, so he couldn’t tell you whether the arrangement had pansies or lavender or whatever—but he knew that there were roses in there. And carnations! He knew carnations too.

With a creak, the door opened, and Honey, Sadie, and Cookie answered in matching black minidresses that showed off a lot of thigh and cleavage. They were barefoot too, and he quickly caught up to that fact when his eyes combed over her body from the tops of her doggy ears down to her feet. Cookie was so excited to see him that she panted and hopped from one naked foot to the other, back and forth, repeatedly.

It made him smile.

Joel produced the bouquet and offered it, feeling his heart thrum and thump in his chest. “I know it’s corny, but I felt like I should do something to commemorate tonight.”

Honey blushed intensely as she took the flowers from him, her yellow eyes wide and questioning.

Sadie growled with suspicion, however, showing her teeth. “What’s happening tonight?”

“Nothing,” he muttered. “Just…the first time I see your room is all.” That wasn’t the whole story. Joel had had some time to think about things, and he had a question to pop later on in the evening—so a bit of buttering up was in order.

Honey leaned in and kissed him on the lips, then Cookie, then Sadie, and they took his jacket and his shoes and ushered him inside. Next thing he knew, they were on the living room couch where an A Pup Named Scooby Doo DVD was playing on the TV set. Joel ignored it. He figured that was the whole idea. Calculated background noise was dating 101 and, if he had to guess, one of the other denizens of this castle apartment probably clued her in on the concept.

“Did you have a good week?” he asked her, pushing forward with the conversation.

Sadie growled at Honey as she opened her mouth to say something, then stopped. Cookie giggled. “Yup!”

Joel felt his lips tug from smile into grin the longer he looked at Tria. “That’s great.”

“We missed you,” Honey whimpered, licking her lips as though they had yet to kiss and she was still waiting on it.

“I honestly missed you too,” Joel confessed.

“We missed Gabby as well, but I have to say, it’s nice to have a night that’s really just the two of us,” Sadie muttered.

Joel was momentarily confused by “Just the two of us” before he remembered that Tria was pretty complex when it came to her sense of identity. “Right,” he said.

It didn’t take long for the three of them to shed their minidresses and pin him down on the couch. Joel treated himself to the absolute luxury of their licking tongues and kissing lips.

Sadie repeatedly gave him love bites on the ear and shoulder, leaving behind red imprints of her teeth, even drawing a little blood, but it was more than worth the pain. Cookie repeatedly lapped at his face and neck like it was the only option ahead of her, and Honey, of course, occupied herself mostly with kissing his lips, but she also occasionally broke from them to kiss his neck or collarbone.

Joel’s hands roved the absolute gentlemen’s playground that was their bodies. He took it slow and innocent at first, not wanting to push them into intimacy they weren’t ready for—but that was insane since they had already stripped nude.

Eventually he got the courage to do more than just caress their backs or cup their asses in his hands, and he reached down to insert his hands between Honey’s legs, making her gasp as his fingers slid into her wet pussy. “Joel!” she moaned, grinding back against him, urging his fingers inside. “Oh, fuck, Joel!”

His other hand found Cookie’s breasts and squeezed, occasionally moving his fingers to tease her areola. “Nyahh-uh!”

“Should we move this to your bedroom?” he whispered, suddenly thinking better of the situation. “I realize people aren’t supposed to come home anytime soon, but—“

“Good idea,” Sadie said, gathering up the girls’ dresses. “Get your fingers out of Honey’s honeypot and then we’ll show you the way.”

Joel obeyed and allowed the three of them to guide him into their bedroom. Sadie and Cookie each took a hand, dragging him as Honey led the way. Honey’s fluffy tail swayed pendulously in front of him, her bubbly ass on display just beneath. He stared at that tail and ass so intensely that he doubted he could find the way back to Tria’s room on his own if they started this journey over and asked him to lead.

Honey pushed the door open. Joel actually gasped at what his eyes beheld—it was large. Larger than his whole apartment. It had an enormous bathtub and shower in one corner, shelves full of three dollar romance novels, a play area full of doggy toys, and at the center of the room, the biggest doggy bed that Joel had ever seen in his life.

“What do you think?!” Cookie asked excitedly. “Pretty cool, huh?!”

“Very cool,” Joel agreed, his eyes wide so he could take it all in at once. “Wow. I might just have to move in here myself.”

Honey giggled and snorted a bit, endearing her to him even further. “You’re funny. If you did want to move in, I bet we could convince mom—not sure about Gabby though.”

“We’ll cross the bridge when we get there,” Joel said, and he pulled the three women back in.

Joel migrated them toward the bed, but Sadie growled in protest. “We’re overdue for a bath, actually,” she said, gesturing at the enormous tub in the corner.

“Seems like it’d take a while to fill that huge thing up,” Joel noted.

“Not really,” Honey said, sauntering over to the tub. Sadie and Cookie instinctively followed, and Joel figured it was because they knew they couldn’t get too far from her. “Look, see?” She tapped a button, and in a brief flash, the bath was full of steaming water. “The temperature stays perfect, too!”

Joel’s eyes widened. All three girls climbed into the tub, and he didn’t wait long at all to join them. He removed what was left of his clothing and tossed it into a pile by the door beside the black minidresses that had so very briefly been worn by the Hellhound girls when he arrived.

With a sharp intake of breath, Joel stepped into the tub. The water was hot—almost too hot, but not quite. It was perfect, just like they said. He sank into the water slowly, sitting on a sort of jutting bench in the side of the tub. In less than a second, all three of Tria’s bodies were clinging to him again.

Honey sat on his lap, straddling him, while Sadie and Cookie embraced him from the side.

“Can you fuck my pussy, Joel?” Honey whispered in his ear as she kissed it. Sadie was already getting him primed for her, jerking him off while Cookie pulled his hands to her breasts once more. “I want you to make love to my wet pussy, baby.”

Joel cleared his throat. It was time for him to do what he came here to do. “Wait,” he muttered, his heart beating like a jackhammer. “Before we do that, I need to say something.”

Sadie’s hand stopped moving, and she started growling, showing teeth. He expected that. Honey’s eyes filled up with worry, but Cookie hadn’t been paying much attention, apparently, and was still rubbing his palm into her boob.

Joel swallowed. “If we’re going to do this again, I’d like to be clear on just what this is.”

“What what is?“ Sadie asked, brows slanting angrily.

“Are you—saying this is meaningless to you?” Honey whimpered. “That it’s just for fun?”

“The opposite, actually,” Joel muttered. “I’m not the kind of guy who hooks up with chicks without an end goal in mind. If we’re going to have sex, then to me it means we’re officially dating. So I want to be clear—from here on, aside from the side arrangement I have with Gabby and that you already know about, I’ll be exclusive to you and see you as my girlfriend…girlfriends?”

“Girlfriend,” Sadie corrected him. “We’re still just one girl.”

“If you say so,” he chuckled.

Honey squealed with delight and threw her arms around him, pulling his face into her chest. Joel resisted the urge to suck the nipple that was currently pressed into his lip. “Yes! Yes, Joel! We’d love to be your girlfriend!”

Cookie giggled. “Happy happy.”

“Are you cool with the whole thing going on with Gabby, though?” Joel asked anxiously. “I know so far it didn’t seem to bother you much—but I depend on Gabby for a lot in my life, and she and I started that arrangement before you and I started dating so—“

Sadie bit his shoulder—hard. “Shut up. Yes, we’re fine with it. As long as she knows her place.”

Joel let out a sigh of relief, already used to Sadie’s teeth breaking his skin. “Great. Then—I’m ready whenever you are.”

Honey got the hint and grabbed his still-erect cock by the base, guiding it into her folds. He sucked in air sharply as his tip penetrated her, his eyes rolling back for a moment as the heated wetness of her Hellhound girl cunt welcomed him back.

“I love you,” Honey whispered.

“I—hesitate to use that word so soon,” Joel muttered, tensing up. “But I really feel something special here, I’m not going to lie—and it’s not just your awesome pussy.”

Honey giggled and kissed him as she resumed grinding her hips. He felt his cock grow even harder inside her, exploring every dark corner. Meanwhile, Sadie and Cookie moaned along with Honey, grinding their own sexes into his hand or leg.

“Does my pussy feel good for you, baby?” Honey hissed with pleasure. “Is it nice and wet for you?”

Joel didn’t know how to dirty talk all that well so he just sucked on her neck and nodded.

“I heard Evie talking to Justin like this when they fucked, are you okay with it?” she muttered.

“Very okay,” Joel grunted hoarsely.

“Good,” Honey cooed. “Cuz this pussy is all yours, baby. Every inch—ahh!”

Sadie picked up where she left off. “Every inch of our bodies is your sexual domain. Got it?”

“Got it.”

“Don’t take it lightly,” she growled.

Joel had every intention of taking it very seriously. His hips bucked into Honey’s insides, meeting her grinding motions with his own efforts. Before too long, helped along perhaps by the fact that Sadie and Cookie were sharing their bliss with her, Tria’s three heads melted into a noisy orgasm.

“Guh-haaa!”

“Nyah-hoo!”

“Ungh!”

Joel wasn’t far behind. “I’m going to finish too,” he warned her.”

“Oh—in my pussy, baby?” Honey whimpered. “Wanna fill up my pussy, please?”

“Not sure how good an idea that is. Can you get pregnant?”

“I dunno—fuck. Okay, just hang on.”

Honey popped off him, and the loss of sensation was almost enough to make him weep, but then he felt his cock pressing into an even tighter hole. “What are you—“

“Thrust as hard as you can!”

Joel obeyed, and before he knew it, he was inside Honey’s asshole, the tightest hole he’d ever fucked by far. “Holy shit,” he grunted.

“Ahh!” she screamed. “Hurts! But just—just keep going!”

Joel didn’t want her sacrifice to be in vain, so he nodded and continued, trying to be gentle. It didn’t take long for him to wrap things up from there.

Once he finished, the room quieted down, the only sound being all the panting breaths. Joel reached for the shampoo and gave into temptation as he pulled out of Honey’s asshole.

“What are you doing?” she asked.

“I’m going to wash that tail if it’s the last fucking thing I do,” he muttered.

Honey giggled and got off his lap to hang herself over the opposite end of the tub. Her ass was out of the water, her tail up in the air, and his cum was leaking out of her hole. It was the lewdest thing he’d ever seen in person. He went over to her with Sadie and Cookie and lathered up her tail while they used their hands to stroke him off, offering words of encouragement.

Joel let out a sigh of bliss. This was going to be a very good night.


Chapter 16


Lester, Weeks Later

Heck yeah. Lester had worked his butt off—interviewing, asking around, stalking, and collecting intelligence from every source he could. He observed the denizens of Wapa Lake and put together a care package full of data and evidence, which he sent to Purgatory.

The powers that be were not impressed with Dracula. But him? Oh, they were impressed. Just as he suspected, no one had been paying much attention to the situation in Wapa Lake, WI, and he was the one to blow this fucking case wide open. It had been lucky that it landed on his lap first. He certainly owed Necronique a bottle of Wisconsin’s best boxed wine to thank her for snatching this gig before that asshole Greg down the hall got to it.

Fucking Greg

But now? Hoo boy, he had a rock solid case and all the powers of Heaven and Purgatory at his disposal to dispense justice. It was the most divine energy he’d ever been infused with to issue a judgment. It had to be! Dracula was about the biggest fucking fish in the littlest fucking pond that Lester had ever had to send back into the correct ocean.

Lester had carefully waited for this moment for days. Dracula and Trevon were meeting with Evie and Justin for a double-date. Anya and Death also attended, but there was only a brief window of opportunity as they picked up a latte for Death, then planned to head to the park. He couldn’t get Tria in on this at the same time—not if he wanted the element of surprise. Her judgment would have to come a bit later. But this was as good as he was going to get.

The Purgatorian Infernal Wrangler straightened his tie and took in a deep breath. He could feel the power he’d been blessed with firing on all cylinders. He was ready for this. After weeks of preparation, he was finally making it happen. Once this was over? He’d have his pick of jobs. He’d be the cock of the walk, the bee’s knees, the coolest of the cool. Belzial in accounting wouldn’t call him Cuntface Lester any longer. He’d call him “boss” soon enough—just before Lester canned is ugly ass.

He snickered to himself, pulled up his trousers, and strolled through the glass doors of the Blue Swan Cafe, setting his sights on the Countess, who was sitting with her party in a booth by the window.

With his most booming voice, he shouted out his command. “Attention Patrons of the Blue Swan Cafe! You are all encouraged to leave for your own safety. Do not worry—your mind will be wiped as soon as you exit the building! Only those affiliated with Countess Vladimira Tepes-Dracula are required to remain.”

The girl behind the counter looked at her boss, then at Lester. “Can I go too?”

“Yes,” Lester grunted. “In fact, you must.”

The girl tugged off her apron and nodded her approval. “Nice.”

She and the other human patrons of the cafe—plus a random werewolf dude Lester had never seen before—exited without much fuss. At this point, that didn’t surprise him. This probably wasn’t the weirdest shit they’d seen in Wapa Lake even this month.

Lester turned his eyes on the Countess once more and found her, along with Evie, Trevon, and Justin, all staring right back at him, their brows askew. Upon making eye contact with him though, Dracula’s eyes flickered with recognition.

“You’re from Purgatory! You’re one of those wranglers!”

“An Infernal Wrangler—in this case, my investigation has been supported by both Heaven and Purgatory,” he said. “I come to you with powers granted to me by both.”

“Well, have a seat,” the Countess said, grabbing a chair and pulling it toward the head of the table. “Anya, honey,” she called out, pointing at the front desk, where Death still lingered with the little girl by his side, “It looks like you’ll have to go to the park a little bit later, darling.”

Lester tried not to sadistically grin. “I’m afraid no one will be going to any parks today. As you might have guessed, Countess, I’ve been investigating you.”

Trevon cut in here. “I’m sorry—who the fuck are you, talking to my wife like that? Investigating her? What kind of pervert—”

“Oh, wait,” Justin grunted. “I know who you are. Tr3evon, this is the guy. Dustin mentioned you—the weird pale guy who tried to ask him out at—”

“No, I didn’t—I was investigating the Countess,” he muttered.

“Again, I ask ‘why’?” Trevon growled.

Dracula giggled impishly. “If we’re being honest, my darling, I believe we already know the answer. I’d say that the changes to Wapa Lake that happened when we moved here were too much of a reversal of the status quo that was established in the human world since you and I disappeared from your time, Trevvy.”

“So what?” he muttered. “How is that this guy’s business?”

“It’s my business because the divine planes say it is,” Lester said. “Countess Dracula—you are being charged with the following crimes: seducing a man of a consecrated bloodline, tampering with day and night cycles, inciting demonic and monster infestations into human-inhabited lands, giving birth to an illegal hybrid that is active during daytime hours, disrespecting the will of Heaven, Hell, and Purgatory, and—”

Dracula’s resulting eye roll was so dramatic that it actually slowed Lester down, giving her an opportunity to interrupt. “Honestly, this is embarrassing. Why make such a fuss? Wapa Lake’s crime rate and death and birth rates are basically unaffected, and most people in the world just pretend it doesn’t exist anyway.”

“Besides—If anything, there is more diversity here than ever before,” Justin added. “Used to just be mostly old white people here, but I saw a whole pack of black werewolves just last night.”

“Black as in African American?” Trevon asked, brows askew.

“Well, black fur, anyway,” Justin muttered. “Sadly we still don’t have many African Americans around here, but that’ll change eventually.”

Lester’s brows shifted. “Huh? How do you figure?”

Justin shrugged. “Admittedly I don’t have any reason to say that. But we can be optimistic, can’t we?”

Evie leaned against her husband’s shoulder. “Is this going to take long? I told my mom and dad that Justin and I were meeting them for lunch. Also, how is it that my dad didn’t warn me about this?”

The Infernal Wrangler frowned. “Admittedly, I didn’t seek Hell’s approval for this case because you were involved. But I still have the power to condemn all the same.”

“Condemn?” Dracula’s smile seemed to wither. “What are you saying?”

Lester slapped a folder down on the table, wincing as he noticed the tip of one of his protruding documents soak up some condensation that someone’s coffee had left behind. “In this folder I have enough evidence to pass judgment on Countess Dracula. By extension, her entire family will also carry her punishment.”

“What punishment is that, exactly?” Trevon growled. “I don’t take kindly to threats to my wife and daughter, I’ll forewarn you.”

“Currently we’re looking at about a century of torment in the pit. After that, you’ll receive a fresh judgment or, more likely, be allowed to get back to your lives on Earth since Miss Satan’s father would be the one who decides your fates at that point.”

“A century of torment?” Dracula said, her voice disbelieving.

Evie put a hand on her shoulder. “Don’t worry about that, I’ve got the power to turn that into a house arrest. You can stay in our mansion and roam our neighborhood freely. We have a spare wing that you could set up a new castle inside of.”

Lester grumbled a bit. “Uh, hang on—”

“Oh, thank goodness,” Dracula sighed. “Are there any good schools down there for Anya?”

“Oh, yes! There’s an amazing elementary school just across the road! We’re planning to send the triplets there in a couple years.”

Justin nodded. “I toured it. The campus really is beautiful. They have some really state of the art stuff.”

“W-wait,” Lester whimpered. “You can’t—”

Anya sniffled sadly. “We’re moving? But I like my school. Can I take Jackie Barnes to Hell with me?”

Death patted her on the head with a gloved hand. “I can kill her if you want, kiddo. Her parents never baptized her, so there’s a real good shot you’ll see her down there.”

Anya grinned and wiped a tear away. “Thank you, big brother!”

“Maybe don’t do that,” Trevon grunted. “We can just have Evie open a portal for playdates. It’s no trouble.”

Lester’s face had shifted into something forlorn. “Never in my years have I seen a group of people so unimpressed by a sentence to a century in the Pits of Perdition.”

“What, did you want them to fight you on it?” Evie asked. “Please—everyone in this room has been to Hell on vacation at the very least.”

Trevon frowned. “We really did enjoy our cruise on the River Styx, but I have to confess, I’m not loving the trajectory of this conversation.”

Dracula grabbed his hand and squeezed it. “I’m sorry, darling—I should have known this might happen one day. We really are pretty high-profile, aren’t we?”

Her husband sighed but held her hand. “As long as I’m with you and our family? I wouldn’t have it any other way.”

Justin rubbed his hands together. “If Trevon moves in with us, babe, then we don’t have to take so many portals back to the living world to visit. You’ll have way more energy to practice magic, and we’ll both have more time with the kids and your parents. We’ll still have to go back sometimes, though.”

“Of course,” Evie said. “I know.”

Justin sighed. “Probably once a month will be enough, just to check in on Dustin and—”

Death gasped. “Beverly California!”

“You can keep hanging out with Beverly California, Death,” Lester muttered. “I have no jurisdiction over you. You’re literally the concept of Death incarnate.”

“Oh, what a relief. Still—it’ll be lonely up here without my mom and dad.”

“Stepdad,” Trevon corrected him gently, a finger raised in the air.

Dracula looked at Lester, placing her palms face down on the table. Her face bore a pleading look. “I know when the wranglers get involved, there isn’t always much room for negotiation, and I’m certainly weak against the powers of Heaven, so I know not to try anything…but—a century is a long time for a little girl to be stuck in Hell. Is there anything we can do about that? She deserves the option to come back to Earth and pursue a normal life one day. She may not be fully immortal like me—she’s too young for us to know for sure.”

“You’re taking this better than I thought you might,” Lester muttered. “I’m sorry, though, I’m not prepared to make that kind of deal.”

“Is this a ‘can’t’ or a ‘won’t’ situation?” Death asked.

“I can’t come back to Earth for that long?” Anya said. “This is the worst day ever! How will I walk Tria?!”

“Tria will be going with you,” Lester said. “I haven’t even finished reading off all the charges. That’s the one that kicked everything off, actually. Should I—”

“Wait, what?!” Dracula shouted, standing straight up. “But Tria just found true love, and her lover is human and mortal and too good to go to Hell!”

“Joel,” Lester muttered, nodding. “Yes, Joel Barker. I did my homework. Sadly, Tria was transported to the human world without a license, so she’ll also face the same sentence. Joel will certainly die of old age before she is allowed to see him again—I’m sorry, that’s just the way it is.”

“That’s unfair!” Evie shouted, her skin going blood-red, which made Lester scoot back in his chair a bit. “I don’t like Joel much, but love is love! You can’t separate them! They might be soulmates! Doesn’t the soul mean something to Heaven and Purgatory?”

“Well, sure, but—”

Death cut him off. “Lester, isn’t it?” he muttered, stepping forward, leaving the little girl at the counter behind him. “Listen up, bucko—Tria is going to be allowed to stay. Not only that, but Anya will be allowed to come back to Earth when she’s eighteen. Until then, she can return to the surface to walk Tria at least once a day. Those are my terms.”

Everyone looked at the Grim Reaper like he’d grown a dick between his eyes. “Why the fuck would I grant that deal?” the wrangler grunted.

“Because we’ve met before. You didn’t mention your name—you know how I know it?”

Lester gulped. “Uh. No.”

“Because a few decades ago, you were on a mission to hunt a pit fiend who escaped from Hell and got a job in radio. While on that mission, you had a bit of a complication.”

“Shit…”

“You cheated me. I tried to reap you, and you refused to die. It’s an ability all natives of Purgatory have, but it’s still cheating—meaning you owe me your soul, and I’m not going to go through the usual channels if you make me claim it here and now. Just a little heads up for ya.”

Lester couldn’t bear the wide looks of surprise on the faces of everyone else in the room. He looked down at his own lap and frowned, his toes curling in shame. “So. Tria will be allowed to live her life normally here. I can fabricate a license for her, I guess. Dracula is the real prize so… Anya will be given some limited rights to come and go to walk Tria and visit friends. And—as a bonus, I won’t complain about whatever loopholes or house arrest arrangements you work out amongst yourselves when you all arrive in Hell.”

Dracula let out a sigh of contentment. “Perfect. We’ll need to see it all in writing, of course. Death, honey, I’m so proud of you!” She looked at her son with eyes slitted from the width of her grin. “You just made Mommy very proud.”

Death suddenly choked up. “That’s…that’s all I ever wanted, Mom. But there’s…one more thing.”

Lester audibly groaned and turned his body to face the spectral reaper. “Yes, what is it?”

“I challenge you to a game of Guess Who.”

Lester’s brow furrowed. “For what stakes?”

“What?” Death grunted. “No—just for fun. I figure we need to call Tria, Beverly, and Joel so everyone can say goodbye, right? So—this can kill some time while we wait, assuming the written terms Mom just asked for are something you can just conjure up and don’t have to write out in detail.” He reached into the front pocket of his black hoodie. “I’ve got the travel edition of Guess Who right here. It uses magnets.”

“No, it doesn’t,” Justin muttered. “Other travel games do, but—”

Trevon put a hand on Justin’s shoulder, reaching across the table. “Let him have this. He earned it.”


Chapter 17


Tria

All three of Tria’s heads were equally, totally in love with Dr. Joel Barker. Over the last few weeks, they’d really gotten to know each other. Things slowed down for a while, at least physically, because the two (or four) of them went out on so many public dates that there wasn’t much space for hanky-panky.

Her favorite date was probably the picnic they shared in the park. Joel drove her out of town for that one because he wanted her to see real sunlight for it. It felt good—the heat on her skin, washing over her like a hot solar bath. Gabby wasn’t much of a cook, but she packed them both a variety of picnic-friendly foods—chips and salsa, uncrustables sandwiches, a baggie of kibble just in case it didn’t agree with her tummy, and more.

And when they got home, Gabby had somehow already printed a dozen photos of their date and put them in portrait frames all over the house. She didn’t come with them on the date, but she hid in the trees and bushes to take pictures with an expensive camera so they could be alone and not worry about things like selfies. It was very selfless of her. Also weird. But selfless, sure.

She also enjoyed the movie date—well, two thirds of her did. Joel had to sit between Cookie and Honey, so Sadie was all by herself. But Joel managed to save it in the end by switching seats with Honey after he came back from a bathroom break. She made sure to reward him with lots of deep lovebites.

But today was a bit different—they were bowling with Gabby. The pretty nurse was more than happy to stay behind, but Joel had been promising her for weeks now that they’d all go bowling together eventually, so this was it. This was the big day.

And it felt like a big day to Tria too. Somehow, she sensed a little tension in her lover that wasn’t always there. Sometimes he could be a bit nervous at the start of a date—worried that she might not like it, he explained, but that was silly. As long as it was with him, making new memories, she’d love it. She even loved the time they watched those super loud and scary fireworks.

Well, okay. No, she didn’t. She fucking hated that.

“Strike!” Gabby shouted, jumping up and down, her impressive breasts jiggling adorably. Gabby always looked to Tria like a succubus when she was in streetwear. Her form was so voluptuous. She thanked Satan internally that Gabby used her womanly powers to uplift Tria and Joel’s relationship rather than be a direct competitor. But even so, Tria thought she might win in the end if it had come to that. They just had more of a connection.

“Good job, Gabs!” Joel said, clapping his hands. “You’re catching up to Cookie!”

No one expected Cookie to be the best of the women at bowling, but she was. Sadie was the worst, and she got worse and worse with every successive turn, letting her temper get the best of her.

But now it was Honey’s turn. Sadie and Cookie followed Honey, never letting her get too far away, as Honey grabbed her ball. She pretended to kiss it for good luck, taking aim and setting her sights down the aisle. “I’ve got this,” she declared. “If I get a strike on this one, Joel has to brush my tail for an hour tonight.”

“Deal,” Joel said, rubbing his hands together.

“I’ll make him do it anyway, so no pressure,” Gabby chirped as she sat down. “Honey, you need at least a spare to catch up with me. You can do it!”

“You’re damn right I can!” Honey galloped down toward the lane, Cookie and Sadie staying close, then let it rip, launching the bowling ball forward. It…immediately hit the gutter. “Shit!”

Sadie snickered into the back of her wrist. “Pathetic.”

“Oh? Was it?” Honey grumbled. “And who has the most gutterballs so far? Honey put her hand to her ear like she was straining to make sure she heard the incoming answer.

The fur on Sadie’s ears pricked straight up and she growled. “Shut up.”

“You shut up!”

“Ladies, stop, please!” Cookie declared, holding her hands up. “You both shut up!”

Gabby stood up suddenly and squeaked out something in a hurry to defuse the situation. “Hey! How about I go refill everyone’s drinks! Doesn’t that sound nice?”

Honey nodded. “I’ll take some cold water.”

“Just a beer for me,” Joel said.

“Any specific kind?” Gabby asked.

Joel shrugged at the question, chuckling lightly. “It’s a bowling alley, not a bar. I have no idea what they’ve got. Just a beer is fine.”

“Sure thing! I’ll be right back!”

Gabby scampered off, and her gambit seemed to do the trick. Honey took her second throw and managed to knock down seven pins—it wasn’t a spare, but it was better than a gutterball at the very least. That was something.

Sadie and Cookie took their turns while Gabby was away, too, but when it got to Joel, he actually turned his body in his seat to face Tria, sitting on the other side of the table from him. “There’s something I want to get off my chest while it’s just us.”

All of Tria’s pairs of eyes went wide. “What is it?” Honey asked, her voice raspier than she meant it to sound.

He grabbed one of Sadie’s hands, and one of Cookie’s, as he looked into Honey’s eyes. “I just want to say—ever since you appeared to me in your current form, I’ve never been happier in my adult life. Probably my whole life. I worked hard to get where I am, and I was feeling pretty fulfilled even as a single man, but now that I have you?” He shook his head. “There’s no turning back for me.”

“What are you trying to say?” Sadie growled. “Just spit it out.”

“What she said, but sweeter,” Honey muttered, her eyes glistening at him. She couldn’t believe the intensity of his gaze there and then.

Cookie nodded. “I’m so hungry.”

Joel chuckled. “We’ll fix that soon, I promise,” he said. “Tria—there is no doubt in my mind that I’ve fallen for you. So…I wanted to ask something. How would you feel about moving in with me?”

“Joel!” Honey gasped, clasping her hands to her lips. “Are you serious?!”

“I’ve thought about it,” he muttered. “Gabby’s fully moved in, too. We canceled her lease and everything. But it feels empty, not really a home, with only her and not you. It’d make me so happy—you could still visit Anya when I’m at work, but every night you’d go to bed with me, and every morning you’d wake up next to me. What do you think?”

“We have to ask mom,” Sadie muttered. “But…yes.”

“Yes!” Honey squealed.

“Yes, and I am sooo hungry!” Cookie added emphatically!

Honey climbed onto the table to reach him, throwing her arms around her lover as she embraced him. Sadie and Cookie were a bit more measured in their reactions, standing up and walking around the table to join in the embrace.

“Then as soon as you get Countess Dracula’s approval—and your dad’s—let’s get you moved in. Do you think they’ll agree?” he asked.

“I think so,” Honey said. “Mom is very much in support of true love.”

“Dad is a bit more cautious,” Sadie growled. “He can be annoying about that stuff sometimes. And he likes to send us to our room when we’re in trouble, so he might be hesitant to sacrifice the ability to do that.”

“But you’re adults,” Joel said with a laugh. “You have a right to make your own decisions in the end.”

“Pissing off our parents is probably a bad idea for you, though,” Sadie pointed out somewhat sagely.

She wasn’t wrong about that.

Gabby joined them with a tray holding their drinks, her face all smiles. “Looks like I missed something.”

“I asked Tria to move in with us,” Joel explained.

With zero delay, tears flooded Gabby’s eyes, and she very nearly let go of the tray, adjusting her grip at the last second. “You—did what?”

He turned to her, beaming, placing a hand on Gabby’s shoulder. “She said yes, Gabby. We have to ask her parents if—”

Gabby hurled herself into the hug, sobbing violently and loudly. “Now kiss!” she shouted. “Please do it! Kiss!”

Tria was happy to fulfill Gabby’s request, even if Joel was a bit shyer about public displays of affection. She pressed her lips into his, Honey perching on Joel’s lap while Cookie and Sadie lapped at his cheeks and neck from either side. This time, he didn’t resist. He didn’t complain.

“This is the happiest day of my life,” Gabby sobbed, grabbing a clutch of Joel’s hair to wipe away her tears. “I’m so, so fulfilled.”

“Love that for you,” Joel grunted as he feverishly kissed Honey back. “We’re going to get kicked out of the bowling alley at this rate though.”

Tria glanced around even as her three heads continued to kiss and lick her attentions on Joel, but he seemed correct. People behind the desk with all the shoes were pointing at them and whispering, and the family of five in the lane beside them looked fairly unamused. Especially the wife.

With a groan, Tria’s three parts pulled off of Joel together, though they weren’t particularly happy to do it. Gabby was apparently less in control of herself.

“I’m the happiest girl in the world,” she kept sobbing, pressing the back of Joel’s head into the space between her breasts. “My handsome man—my amazing man, I’m so proud of us.”

Joel made eye contact with Honey, looking amused. “We should probably finish the game, shouldn’t we?” he said.

“Why bother?” Gabby said—a sharp reversal from earlier. This was her idea to begin with. “Sadie will get last place, then Honey. Either Cookie or I will get third, and you will win.”

Joel chuckled his sexy chuckle at that. “Someone’s suddenly eager to get out of here.”

“Let’s go celebrate at home,” Gabby moaned. “Please, please, baby, I wanna watch you make her cum for me.”

“Oh! That sounds great!” Cookie declared. “Right after we get some food, let’s do that!”

“That sounds like a good compromise to me,” Joel said. “We should definitely fill up Cookie’s belly before we head back because I’m not really in the mood to cook and I don’t have anything microwaveable left at home.”

“Kibble would be fine for us, you know,” Honey said, smiling.

“For you,” he grunted. “I’m hungry too. I just don’t feel the need to say it every thirty seconds.”

“Dr. Barker’s cum is all I need in my belly,” Gabby sighed happily.

“Sounds like a recipe for malnutrition,” Sadie muttered.

Suddenly Tria’s phone rang, vibrating loudly in her purse. “Oh, hang on!” Honey squeaked as she rummaged through it. “Hmm.” She looked at the name on the Caller ID and frowned.

“Who is it?” Joel asked.

“It’s mom,” she said. “She’s probably telling me to go home. Should I answer?”

“Yes, answer the phone,” Joel sighed. “I don’t want her to end up blaming me for that.”

With three perfectly united groans, Honey answered the call. “Hey Mommy, what’s up? I’m with Joel and Gabby now and we were planning to—”

“Tria, darling, listen,” the Countess’s voice was urgent. “I need you to come to me straight away—I don’t care what you’re doing, this cannot wait.”

Honey’s eyes went wide. “What’s wrong? Joel and I were going to—”

“Joel should come too,” Dracula said. “Trevon and Justin will want to say goodbye.”

“Good…bye?” Tria muttered, locking eyes with Joel. “Why would they want to say goodbye?”

“Something came up, darling. I’m sorry, we don’t have much time. I think Death is going to end this game of Guess Who any second now, and then we’ll be forced to wrap things up. Are you near the Blue Swan Cafe?”

Honey covered the receiver. “Are we near the Blue Swan?”

“About five minutes in my car,” Joel said. “Maybe less if traffic is good. Why?”

“I’m on my way, Mommy. Just—is everything okay?”

Dracula let out a long sigh. “Everything will be okay. But your family needs you here now. Please hurry.”

“We’re coming.” Click. All three of Tria’s heads stared into Joel’s eyes with identical serious expressions. “We need to go. Something is wrong.”

Joel grabbed his keys off the table and stood. He nodded at Gabby, then looked back at the Hellhound girls in front of him. “Let’s roll.”


Chapter 18


Joel

They made it to the meeting spot in three minutes. Dracula texted him directions to a spot that was very clearly the W-Mart parking lot, and the traffic was good, so Joel gunned it and got them there as quickly as he could. The whole time they all sat in silence, Gabby sitting shotgun while Tria’s three bodies took up every spot in the backseat of his car.

He saw Trevon and Justin standing off to the side of a gathering with their hands in their pockets. Justin was smoking a cigarette, the pair of them watching as Evie, Death, Dracula, and Anya spoke with an unnaturally pale individual dressed in a gray suit that looked about a century out of fashion.

“The fuck is going on here?” Joel grunted, his voice low and sounding embarrassingly clueless even to himself.

“That’s a Purgatorian, I think,” Sadie growled. “Never thought I’d see one of those in Wapa Lake.”

Joel moved his car toward the spot that Justin and Trevon were standing beside, apparently holding it for him. Sure enough, as he started to pull in, they stepped aside. Justin waved. Trevon nodded at them. They looked very tense.

With a groan, Joel parked his car and looked back at Tria. “You okay?” he asked.

“How should I know?” Honey answered instantly. “It depends on what exactly is about to happen, I guess.”

“What she said, but bitchier,” Sadie growled.

Cookie whimpered a little. “We should pick up some green dental bone thingies while we’re here.”

Honey patted her on the back. “We’ll see, sweetheart.”

They got out of the car, and everyone broke away from the so-called Purgatorian to greet them. There were a lot more hugs than Joel expected—none of them for him, but quite a lot for Tria. “What’s going on?” he asked. “Where’s the fire?”

Dracula and Trevon looked at each other. Trevon cleared his throat and apparently took responsibility for the explanation. “This man is what is known as an Infernal Wrangler. He is here by the edict of Heaven and Purgatory to pass judgment on our family. Tria—Dracula and I will be banned from walking Earth for a century. Anya will go with us, but she can come back every day to walk you and play with you and some of her friends. “

Honey, Sadie, and Cookie all looked at each other. “I don’t understand,” Honey said softly—her voice so weak it almost broke Joel’s heart.

“This is goodbye, sweety,” Dracula said, stepping forward. She threw her arms around the Cerberus girls, pulling the three of them into a group embrace. “You’re welcome to visit us often, please, but we can’t be here with you as you take the next step in your journey with Joel.”

Joel stepped up beside Tria and put a hand on Honey’s back. “We did just talk about you moving in,” he said. “That offer still stands.”

“Of course,” Honey sniffled, but then she wailed. “But—I just got a mommy and daddy, and now I have to say goodbye?! It’s not fair! Tell this Wrangler guy to go away!”

“We’ve pushed as far as we possibly can, bud,” Death said. “Believe me, we got the best deal available.”

The mysterious figure nodded and crossed his arms, looking a bit irritated at those words. “You really did. Don’t make this any more unbearable than it already is.”

Evie smiled at Tria. “I enjoyed walking you, for what it’s worth. Your mom and dad will be staying in our mansion. You’re going to have to help dismantle the castle heart and bring it with you next time you visit so your mother can build a new castle in Hell.”

“Also, my board game collection—don’t forget that,” Trevon added. “And there’s a pair of jorts I really like.”

“I’ll conjure you new jorts, darling,” Dracula said through bloody tears.

“It’s…not the same, but alright,” he muttered.

Dracula walked up to Joel. “Death will also stay behind. I won’t ask you to let him live with you. I think he’ll be moving in with Beverly California.”

Joel nodded. “Beverly California is a good dude.”

“Indeed,” Dracula agreed, smiling weakly. “So he’s in good hands. Even so, I would appreciate it if you checked in on him every once in a while.”

“Mooom,” Death murmured irritably, kicking the ground. “Stop.”

“A mother can’t worry about her precious baby boy?” Dracula huffed with indignation, scowling at Death. “Just let me say what I need to say!”

Joel smiled. “I promise, Death and I will stay in touch.”

“And Beverly California,” Death added.

“Yes, and Bev,” he agreed. “And we can all still visit Hell for some game nights, right?” Joel asked.

“Absolutely,” Justin said. “Should be no problem to conjure the occasional portal. Just as long as we keep Trev, Vladimira, and Anya from going through it, it’ll be fine.”

Joel scratched behind Honey’s ears. “See? That’s not so bad, right?”

Honey nodded, but Sadie growled. “Why is this happening? I don’t understand. Can’t we just kill that guy and be done with this?”

“Sadly, no,” Dracula giggled. “He’s got blessings of power from two divine planes, Tria. There’s no way we could take him on right now.”

“Nice to know that’s the only thing holding you back,” the man grunted. “Sheesh.”

Everyone ignored him. The goodbyes that Joel got from Trevon and Justin were about as heartfelt as men who’d only been hanging out for several weeks could offer each other. Of the three of them, none of them were particularly sentimental. There were handshakes, back slaps, some grunts and grumbles, and a “See ya when I see ya,” but that was about it.

Tria, however, had known her family for years, and only recently grown much closer to them than before. This was agony for her. It was softened somewhat by the fact that it wasn’t a permanent farewell, but this was a big change, and knowing that her family was locked away in a mansion in Hell, unable to see her all the time like they used to—it made sense that it was so painful for her to take in.

The Purgatorian was visibly growing increasingly impatient, however, and Joel knew that time was running out. “Countess, were you satisfied by the written terms of your extraction?” he asked.

The Countess nodded. “Everything is in order. It is as we said, and those are the best terms I think we’ll get.”

The man stepped forward and opened his arms, and a red portal spitting flames appeared behind him, causing the wind to howl loudly. A sucking force emanated from the portal, and he raised his face when he next spoke like he was trying to speak over a helicopter. “You know,” he shouted, “If I can just say something—you’ve got something special here. All of you.”

Everyone looked at him, curious to see where this was headed.

He went on when all eyes were on him. “In all my years as an Infernal Wrangler, I’ve never seen quite as much love in one place as I’ve witnessed today. Countess Dracula, Trevon Beaumont—your unflinching loyalty and devotion to each other has left an impression on me. I never would have thought a pure-hearted Beaumont and a vampiress demigod would be a match made in Heaven, but I’m happy to be proved wrong. And the care you clearly have for your children is obviously just as impressive.”

He turned his attention to Evie and Justin. “I’m impressed by the bonds of friendship you two show them as well, and though I haven’t spent much time with you, I did observe you carefully over these last few weeks. I can confirm that the love you two share is just as strong.”

“Almost as strong, anyway,” Dracula corrected him with a slight growl in her voice.

“And finally—Joel and Tria. I spent plenty of time observing and investigating you as well. Though your relationship is new, I can say with confidence that you’re on the right track. Tria—let Joel take care of you from now on. Joel—let her do the same. Gabby…” His voice trailed off. “Honestly, I don’t know what the fuck to say about you, but I am impressed.”

Gabby blinked, standing back by the car still. “Thanks?”

There was a short break in speaking, until finally the Purgatorian took the last word. “Also, just to be clear, I wasn’t asking Dustin at the Pump N’ Go out on a date. That was a misunderstanding.”

With that, the portal flared wide open, and all knew that it was time. With a final round of embraces, Those returning to Hell formed a single-file line and followed the Infernal Wrangler into the pit, one-by-one, but each held hands as they entered.

“Goodbye, Tria!” Anya sobbed, turning around to wave to her former dog. “I love you!”

“I’ll see you soon, cutie!” Honey shouted back.

“First thing tomorrow morning, don’t forget!” Sadie said.

“Arf!” Cookie apparently reverted back to being a dog in her head because of all the pressure.

Joel held Gabby and Tria’s hands as he watched until their friends were through the portal. Moments later, the portal closed, and the parking lot was serene once more, save for a married couple around thirty feet away arguing about detergent coupons that the husband allegedly forgot at home.

And just like that, Tria’s family was gone—and Wapa Lake suddenly felt so much emptier.


Epilogue


Joel

Today was fit to be Joel’s biggest and best day in a very long time. For starters, it was the day before Tria and Joel’s fifth wedding anniversary. It was also the fourth anniversary of the day Death got a magical detachable penis from the Countess, but everyone agreed they’d stop celebrating that after last year’s debacle. Joel was relieved he didn’t share calendar real estate with that occasion anymore.

To celebrate his special day with Tria, Joel left Gabby, now a veterinarian in her own right, in charge of the animal hospital. They booked a vacation cruise on the River Styx in Hell, and they were bringing all their friends along for it too.

“It’ll be so nice to see everyone for more than just a few hours at a time,” Honey cooed, seated with her counterparts on the edge of their bed as Joel finished packing the last of their bags. “Are you sure you want to bring Dungeons & Dark Lords, though?”

Joel cocked a brow as he looked back at her. “Why?” he asked. “Trevon would be sour about it for the whole trip if I didn’t.”

“Mommy says he got custom dice made from the spine of a Ridgeback Pit Behemoth,” Sadie muttered. “It’s unhealthy.”

“Men have to have their hobbies,” Joel said with a chuckle. He zipped the luggage shut, patted it down, and set it upright. “All set! You ready? Evie should be here with the portal any minute now.”

“Leave it to you to save things for the last minute,” Honey giggled. “Cookie, stop sucking your thumb.”

“Sorry. I dipped my hand in the peanut butter jar earlier and I can’t stop licking it.”

“Have you tried washing it?” Joel asked.

She looked at him like he was the weird one. “Then it would taste like soap, baby.”

“Good point,” he said, beaming.

Knock, knock, knock. Three strikes sounded against their front door just a minute later. “It’s time,” Sadie growled. “I’m nervous. You’d better be ready to comfort me if I get seasick.”

“It would be my honor,” Joel said, grinning brightly at his adorable wife. “Now—Gabby said she’d watch Henry and Thomas with some help from Frolic and Beverly California since they decided not to go on the cruise with us.”

“Oh!” Honey squeaked. “I didn’t realize Beverly was helping too! That’s great news. Are Beverly and Frolic engaged yet?”

“Not to my knowledge,” Joel said with a shake of his head, “but I wouldn’t be surprised if it happened while we are gone.”

“Beverly California is a good dude,” Sadie sighed, a bit of relief in her voice. “Having him and Frolic looking after the kids will be such a load off Gabby’s shoulders. They’re both so good with the boys.”

“We should have had Anya babysit with them,” Joel muttered. “That girl needs some responsibility.”

He hoped that there was cross-dimensional Wi-Fi on the cruise because he wanted to call his sons in the evening once they were all settled on the ship and in their rooms for the night. Henry would be fine—he was always such a good helper for Gabby, his mother. Joel and Gabby conceived him the very first time they had sex, as it turned out, and with Tria’s blessing they opted to keep him. He would be seven years old this year.

Tria’s son, Thomas, was a three-in-one much like her mother—but his personalities were compassionate, aggressive, and overly analytical with very little emotion. It was unfortunate that the aggressive personality was the central one, but no one said parenting was easy, and at least he wasn’t a total psychopath.

Joel took the luggage and rolled it out of the bedroom, through the living room, and up to the door, where Gabby was waiting on the front stoop with Evie and Anya Beaumont herself.

“Hey, Joel,” Anya said, chewing on some bubble gum. She blew a huge bubble, let it pop in her face, and then turned her attention to her former dog after offering him a meek side hug. “Hey, Tria. Do you want walkies before we go?”

Honey’s tail wagged excitedly. “Oh! Do we have time?!”

“We most certainly do not,” Evie huffed. “I’m not holding this portal all morning, people. Justy-baby and Trevon will probably end up burning down the gas station they just opened if we leave them to their own devices long enough. Hop in the portal. Let’s move it!”

Thomas and Henry were at school, and Gabby was already at work, so the goodbyes were out of the way. They lined up together in front of the portal, and Joel ended up standing next to Anya, the teenage goth dhampir princess. “I like your hoodie,” he chuckled, tugging on the bat ears shooting out the top of the hood.

“Thanks. Mom says Dad bought it for her when they first started dating. I told her it’s mine now, and she didn’t complain.” She smirked at her own brattiness.

Joel smirked too. She was a spunky kid. She liked to think she was tough, and sure, she’d murder you for looking at her sideways, but she was a sweetheart at the end of the day. Maybe he was a little biased, though, since she was kind of his wife’s sister and they always got along.

“Oh! I never heard, Anya, is your brother coming with us?”

“Hector? No, he’s got a Chemistry Fair thing he couldn’t miss.” She scoffed. “Nerd.”

“Chemistry Fair?” Joel murmured. “Isn’t he, like, five?”

Anya rolled her eyes and nodded, blowing another bubble and popping it. “Isn’t he the freaking worst?”

Together, they went through the portal and arrived instantly in front of Evie and Justin’s mansion. The western wing belonged to Trevon and Dracula, and it had grown so ripe with magic over the years that that section of the structure had started to appear like a castle on the outside as well as the inside.

Rather than be greeted by Countess Dracula, Justin, or Trevon, two tiger-sized bat-hounds shrieked and roared upon their sighting. They pounced, tackling Anya to the ground and nuzzling her affectionately.

“Constable, Popo! Cut it out!” she laughed. “You’re too big for this!”

Joel shook his head in quiet disdain. He wasn’t a fan of their growth spurt at all. Cookie, however, tried to hop on Popo’s back, only to be bucked off. Joel managed to catch her and set her back on her feet. “You know by now that that’s a bad idea.”

“I have to try every time, just in case,” Cookie solemnly oathed.

“There you are!” Trevon’s voice was heard before the man belonging to it could be seen. He barreled out the door of the gas station across the street that he and Justin co-owned. He was dressed in khakis and a Dungeons & Dark Lords muscle tee that had a picture of twenty-sided dice on each of his pectorals displaying the twenty. Above them was the text, ‘Yes, they’re natural.’ “Did you bring it?!” he shouted.

“Yes, I brought the D&DL books. Well, the relevant ones.”

“Even if you didn’t, we’d be fine,” Trevon proudly stated, hands on his hips. “I’ll have you know that I packed some of my own collection for this trip.”

“Importing RPG sourcebooks into Hell must be a pain,” Joel muttered, clicking his tongue as he pondered it with a grim look fixed to his features.

“Actually, no—the United States Postal Service has an office down the street. Infernal addresses work perfectly.”

Justin wandered out of the gas station next, wearing a red bathrobe and pink flip flops. Evie’s face instantly fell at the sight of him. “I really hope you didn’t check in on your workers at the Brimstone Gas Stop wearing that.”

Justin leaned forward and kissed her on the cheek, but Trevon’s averted gaze was confirmation enough.

The Countess joined them a few minutes later. She was wearing a black jacket over a black dress with black sunglasses and a black hat. On her feet, she wore black flip flops. Her nails on both her fingers and toes were painted…red, actually. She launched herself onto Trevon’s back, instantly assaulting the back of his neck with a dozen kisses. Anya pretended to vomit. “Can we go, please?” she groaned. “Mom, stop! That’s so nasty!”

If she thinks that’s nasty, I hope her room isn’t next to theirs, Joel thought. Last year for Satan’s Christmas party, Joel and Tria ended up sleeping just across the hall from them. Well—rest assured there was very little sleeping occurring on that particular night, and it wasn’t because they were up late waiting for Santa Claus. Trevon and Dracula were the loudest couple Joel had ever known. They put Steve and his girlfriend Monica from his university days to shame.

A jumbo van pulled up to the curb, and one-by-one they filed inside, Trevon sitting in the front. The driver was a pretty standard looking demon. Red skin, red horns, et cetera. Joel wasn’t an expert, so he wasn’t about to try and guess just what kind he was.

They took off, and the drive was short, less than twenty minutes before they arrived at the port. The sparkling red river was a sight to behold, and they all took a moment to admire it as they exited the shuttle and made their way toward the pier.

“Thank you so much for footing the bill for this, Evie,” Tria gasped. The ship was beautiful, far more luxurious than Joel had imagined. It was red with black trim and rails, with at least three stories of rooms and entertainment venues sitting atop the ships deck. Already, they could make out the distant hum of live jazz music, and most of the demons boarding the ship looked friendly.

“Oh, Vladimira’s paying for it,” Evie corrected her with a whisper. “She didn’t tell you?”

“Where does she even get her money?” Joel muttered. “I always wondered about that.”

“That’s her secret, I guess,” Evie snickered, careful so that Trevon and Vladimira wouldn’t hear them speculate. “My guess? She conjures it out of thin air.”

“That sounds like counterfeiting,” Joel noted, wincing at the idea.

Evie shook her head. “It’s not. Don’t ask me how I know, but it’s definitely not.”

“Fair enough,” Joel said, bobbing his shoulders with a noncommittal shrug. Cookie looped her arm around his bicep, and Sadie did the same. Honey walked provocatively in front of him, letting her tail brush up against his chest. She knew how much he liked that tail of hers.

“We have to do something special for Mom’s birthday this year, sweetheart,” Sadie said, tugging Joel’s sleeve. “We should get her an iPad or something.”

“That’s really not on the same level, but sure,” he grunted. Looking around, he couldn’t help but feel like they were very nearly ready to go. “Who’s missing?” he asked.

“Death wanted to come, but we never did find a way for him to cross over into Hell for long enough to justify tickets on the cruise ship for him. Last I heard, he had a Tinder date lined up for the weekend and was going to see where that led. He might swing by your place with Beverly California and Frolic at some point when they babysit for Gabby.”

“So is this everyone?” Joel asked.

“Mom and Dad are already on board the ship,” Evie said. “Mom is still kind of annoyed at you for beating her in cribbage last time, Joel, so just…tread lightly.”

“That was a sketchy victory,” Dracula agreed, her eyes narrowed on Joel with clear suspicion as she continued to kiss Trevon’s neck. “No one has a comeback like that in cribbage.”

Joel frowned. “Sorry. I’ll make sure to lose next time.”

Evie crossed her arms. “No, don’t do that. She’ll sense that you’re sucking up to her and be even angrier. Probably just steer clear.”

“The old man and I will definitely do some fishing if we get the chance,” Justin said. “You can hang with us.” Joel quietly wondered if Justin knew how messed up it was that he referred to the literal Devil as his ‘old man’.

“Oh, she’ll be nice,” Sadie said with a dismissive wave. “She knows this is our special weekend and she wouldn’t ruin it by torturing our husband.”

“You’re probably right,” Evie agreed, looking up as she considered it. “Yes. I think she’s come a long way with her pettiness.”

Justin nudged Trevon. “Elvis is performing on the ship. Did you hear?”

“No,” Trevon muttered, “nor do I know who Elvis is.”

“Ah. Fair enough.”

They boarded the ship and went to their rooms. Joel and Tria had the Deluxe Bridal Suite, and everything was dressed with gold and lace. It almost looked like a room you’d find in a luxury resort on Earth until you squinted and noted the details—like an upside down pentagram carved in a bas relief onto the front of the bed, or demonic gargoyle statues perching on the balcony rail.

Tria, all three of her, dressed in a white dress and strolled over to the balcony, looking out. A loud horn sounded, and an announcement in Infernal sounded out, announcing the ship was leaving port. Joel joined her there, hugging Honey from the back while Sadie and Cookie sidled up against them. The view was utterly spectacular—the orange and red sky, the blood-red water, the distant valley beyond…it was all breathtaking.

But it paled next to his woman. “I love you,” he said, kissing Honey’s neck from behind. All three of Tria’s entities moaned a little in response.

“I love you too.”

“Are you excited?”

Tria seemed to think about it. Eventually, Honey nodded. “I’m…at peace more than I’m excited. I’m happy.”

“Even better,” Joel grunted.

That evening, they joined their friends on the deck in the entertainment hall. Justin hadn’t been bluffing—Elvis Presley was indeed performing, and he went through all his greatest hits.

They enjoyed fine dining, good company, and laughter galore, but Joel could tell that Trevon was getting impatient and wanted to duck out soon and play some D&DL, leaving them womenfolk to socialize amongst themselves. Joel was fine with the idea, knowing that tomorrow was the couples’ date day and the date of his actual anniversary anyway, but when they stood up to leave, the King himself singled them out.

“Whoa, hey now pardner—it’s not often I see so many normal-looking humans in the crowd. Where you off to in such a hurry?” he said in that classic voice.

Joel looked at Justin for leadership in this instance. “Uh. Nowhere.” Justin sat back down, making Trevon’s whole body clench with frustration. Joel was fine either way, so he just followed suit. The girls all laughed at their expense. Even Anya had a giggle.

“Well, hang on, now,” Elvis said from a wide stance that looked as though he was about to start shaking his hips any second. “I’ve got a few words I’d like to say. See—I’m a bit of a romantic, and I can see a lot of beautiful couples out there in the crowd tonight. Clap your hands, folks, if you’re here with someone you love—no, I’m sorry. Someone you’re in love with.”

A lot of clapping ensued, including everyone in Joel’s group aside from Anya, who fished her phone out of her purse at this development. Sadie and Honey leaned on Joel’s shoulders, Evie kissed Justin on the cheek, and Trevon and Dracula made indecent eye contact.

“I can feel the love, baby,” Elvis Presley crooned. “I can feel it to my core. It’s beautiful. Before I launch into my next song, I’d like to say a few words if that’s alright with you. I said, ‘Is that alright with you, ladies and gentlemen?’”

People cheered and whistled to offer their blessing, Joel included.

“Thank you. Thank you very much,” he said in his signature way. “I’ll keep it short and sweet. Love is a simple thing, people. They tell you it’s complicated, but it’s not. They tell you it’s good, but it’s not. They might tell you it’s bad—it ain’t that either, baby.” Laughs rang out. Joel could see why he was the so-called King. The guy was dripping with charisma and had him hanging on every word.

“Love is a hunger that never goes away. Everyone feeds that hunger in different ways. People will tell you that there are good ways and bad ways to love—I don’t buy that. Love is love, baby. It’s selfish—and it’s selfless too. And I think that’s the rule. Do me a favor, folks. Those of you who clapped when I asked that question earlier, turn to the person you love and look them in the eyes.”

Joel had this part tougher than anyone else in the room. In the end, he focused on Honey’s eyes, but Cookie and Sadie also stared into his.

The King paused for a sip of his water and went on. “That’s right. Look into those big, beautiful eyes of the one you love. I just want you to ask yourself two questions—and if you answer yes to these two questions, the congrats, darling, your love is real. Are you ready to find out?”

“Yes!” some people in the crowd called out.

“I asked a question, people,” Elvis cajoled the audience, rocking his hips back and forth. The band played music behind him, backing him up.

“YES!” Many more people shouted that time.

“Would you sacrifice more for their happiness than you would for your own—protect, nurture, and care for them at your own cost?”

Joel knew in an instant that the answer was yes as he started into his wife’s yellow eyes. She mouthed it back to him. “Yes.”

“And do you believe and know in your heart that they would do the same?” He let it hang for a minute. “If you answered yes to both questions, then congratulations—that’s all there is to it. Fuck everyone else, because your love is real.”

Anya peeked up from her phone with interest at the sound of a swear word. Joel tried not to notice.

“You hear that, baby?” Joel said. “Our love is as real as it gets.”

As Elvis launched into Can’t Help Falling In Love, Tria launched her body against Joel. They embraced, and as Joel looked around the room, he saw dozens of couples doing much the same thing as them. Evie was sitting on Justin’s lap, straddling him, as they heatedly made out, and Trevon was kissing Dracula while actively trying to stop her from putting her hand down his pants.

He smiled at the sight of it. How lucky they all were. In the end, the King was right. It really was that simple.
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