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      On this dog hot day at the Jersey Shore, the wide expanse of clear blue ocean was the plate, and the wisps of clouds above the horizon were the whipped cream, so the sunset: the perfect cherry sundae for the eyes.

      Just like the perfect cherry sundae I was waiting for.

      But right now I savored the sight of the ocean lapping up the beach with waist-high waves pounding away at the fine white sand. There were more than the usual few castles, but none of their designs could withstand the onslaught of that crystal blue water and its short foamy waves – except one.

      A multi-towered masterpiece befitting a medieval epic.

      Never mind this long stretch of beach was nearly as flat as the chest of my little tween cousin Zoey and many several times as long as her whiny rants about anything and everything i.e. perfect for beach bumming with scrappy towels and plastic thrones. The endless beach umbrellas still turned the place into a shroom forest of brightly colored, cheesy design.

      All this place really needed now was some plastic pink flamingos.

      Really.

      And I was far from the only one watching and wondering when that multi-towered master piece of a sand castle would meet its untimely end.

      It did help that this stretch of beach was more than several few times longer than those shallow ramps for wheelchairs gramps wheeled himself up and down on all the time nowadays – despite me trying my best to do the wheeling for gramps, gramps was still badassed enough to out race me whenever I reached for the wheelchair.

      And here at the beach, the roar of the wind here was like the silly taunts the old fart tossed at stupid me for being outraced by an old fart in a wheelchair.

      But judging by the fresh pine planks of this patio and the restaurant whose back it was connected to, wow, Cherry Day Bar had suffered a similar fate as those castles not so long ago.

      When my phone range.

      With a ring tone I never put in there.
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      My phone was having an orgasm on the little round table right beside me.

      The table’s big-ass umbrella flapped loud and whiny in the wind. Louder than the seagulls squawking at each other. On top of that racket and a glass sliding door dividing this patio from the indoors area, how anyone could still hear the sizzle of burgers and fries from here.

      But I could. Even with my bright red phone buzzing its digital orgasm.

      And wow, that smell, the smell of a heart attack worth having … at least according to gramps.

      (From the hospital bed earlier today. Sheesh.)

      (Yet I … was still going to risk ordering one to go for gramps and one for myself.)

      It was my day off so why not let the phone ring ring ring?

      That ring tone … that red tint and yeah, it was my phone, but that number … unfamiliar.

      Fuck it. I turned the phone off.

      Truly off.

      Since how better to enjoy the sight of the sunset than in a plastic lounge chair as soft as the fresh soft-serve custard ice cream Cherry Day Bar was renown for?

      This lounge chair was the kind you laid down on and sank deep onto its plastic strappings deep and cozy. Even better, you could adjust the angle for the back anywhere between utterly flat and nappy all the way to a broom-up-the-ass straight up.

      So I choose the best angle: thirty degrees.

      It was a good bit above napping but not too high or else what’s the point of a lounge chair?

      All for the coming supposed feast – once I could order it. If this waitress ever came.

      Big if.

      She was taking for-fucking-ever to come and the place wasn’t exactly busy. Rumor had it was someone I’d really like to meet too so maybe first date jitters.

      Whatever.

      I was supposed to be here to enjoy myself, as my Boss Man ordered me to, as the occasional rest, very much needed, by anyone, even me, Captain Staker, so don’t worry about any demons. Or vampire vipers whether in their humanoid form or dragonoid form.

      Boss Man would not be happy if I saved the day on my day off.

      And reason I was in a speedo. Not my usual getup, which could definitely cause a panic.

      I also had a necklace with a pair of shrunken bolt slingers I could use in a pinch. Just snap them off and they’d grown to usable size.

      Even better, they had an auto-reload of their cylinders. All magical so once I ran out, I was really out, so in a sense, a double-edged sword right there.

      Lucky for me, I could transform my speedo into my usual getup. A trick enabled by one of my three Divinities, weapons that chose their wielder and allowed them to fight the demon menace.

      And the serpent one too.

      Never mind the little round table right to my right. Its big-ass umbrella flapped loud and whiny in the wind. Louder than the seagulls squawking at each other. On top of that racket and a glass sliding door dividing this patio from the indoors area, how anyone could still hear the sizzle of burgers and fries from here.

      But I could.

      And the smell of a heart attack worth having … least according to gramps.

      (From the hospital bed earlier today. Sheesh.)

      (A softie I was. If that’s how gramps wanted to go … who was I to deny him? Eighty years was a good long life so why torture him to stretch it out a couple more years.)

      And sure, with my brawny build, I weighed more than most guys my age. Sure, I was so brawny even my pecks and abs were bodybuilder sharp – and not from steroids.

      Sigh.

      But … that doctor …

      There were absolutely no worries of heart attack anything anytime soon, no matter what some doctor said about some disease so unpronounceable and obscure that even Google couldn’t find anything on it.

      So no worries.

      Like the seagulls. Despite the crowd further down on the beach, the seagulls had already settled down a volleyball spike away from this patio, and cackled like crazy. A lot like Zoey cackling her scrawny ass off so hard at me losing to gramps in a wheelchair she often toppled over.

      Too bad I couldn’t make any top heavy jokes at her.

      Not when her chest was nonexistent.

      But don’t sweat the small stuff.

      It all came down to the fact my mom abused her Divinity. It gave her vampire powers to use against the demon menace, but she also used it against devils like the serpent menace, especially rival vampire vipers of the succubus serpent kind.

      Add to the fact that my paternal grandpops was a unicorn and plenty of weirdness ensued.

      But only those chosen by a weapon known as a Divinity could become as an Exorcist Templar and fight the demons plaguing mankind, and sure, I, Captain Staker, one of the best, against the demon and serpent menace, but the catch was serpents were sneaky bastards. They fought against the demon menace as well.

      Mostly serpent girls of the succubus serpent sort.

      To give them good PR. Scare less shit out of humans. Make more human sympathetic to those slaving bloodsuckers. Worse, some of the succubus serpents weren’t half-bad. Some of them were actually as beautiful on the inside as they were on the outside.

      Some.

      But their dragon overlords slaved them good. Bound them in ways humans couldn’t to each other, thank God. More than just threats against family and starving and that shit. So on one hand, liberating them … maybe.

      Not as many were keen on freedom from their dragon overlords as you’d think.

      But back to the point, because of my mom’s … sigh, I inherited some of her vampire powers. Her Divinity in a sense. Despite Divinities typically not being inheritable things. To the point where I sometimes needed to chug down some monster girl blood.

      Yes. Monster girl.

      Attractive monster girls, ugh, but least there was a way around it.

      (For now.)

      My three Divinities were far better, each of which was like a superpower to use against those menaces, but none of which I could risk using, yet. A spell woven into my speedo could transform my speedo into my usual getup when I triggered it, but no going back to the speedo.

      Until then I’d have to rely on my other two internal Divinities. Besides the superhuman strength and speed they granted me. One allowed me to stop everyone else’s time for up to ten of my own seconds. The other allowed me to pass through nonhuman-enough things, called phasing, and I could use surface phasing to add an extra pow to my punches and kicks.

      So no alicorn stakes till then.

      Unless I could figure out how to summon alicorn stakes using my alicorn blood.

      When my phone rang again – despite being turned off.
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      Fuck it.

      To point the middle finger at the utter nonsense of life and everything, I went with a speedo as bright red as the cherry sun and made sure God saw my middle lowest finger do the pointing.

      Sure, I was probably going to Hell for such a fashion atrocity, and sure, there’s no killing enough serpents and demons to make up for it …

      But don’t sweat the small stuff.

      So, to the side of my feet, I savored the sight of the rocky jetty pointed out into the ocean like my speedo up at God for his unpronounceable predicament.

      The ocean’s waves crashed against it like foamy soda trying to spill out a shaken can. Just like that blue soda crap Zoey was addicted to now and she insisted on shaking the can a bit for reasons stupid and tween.

      Even the cackling seagulls enjoyed the sight enough to stop cackling a bit.

      Good.

      But the wind howled enough to make up for the seagulls quieting down a bit. Just like how when Zoey (finally) got off the phone after gramps ramped up his next lecture.

      But still, the smell of dried seaweed hit me like that car hit gramps way back then. Stupid Zoey not paying attention like always but thank God she wasn’t crippled or broken like the many shells littered among the seaweed.

      Too bad gramps was – right after he tackled her out of the way.

      I had been so unprepared … pathetic.

      Useless.

      Too much like the seagulls jumping and bobbing at the louder than usual waves smashing the shore and waking them from their pathetic birdie naps.

      None of the birds, startled or groggy, even paused to notice the few boats left far out. How obvious it was that the larger than usual waves were in fact from those large ships passing by.

      Just like me and that car.

      And just like those boats, that car never stopped.

      I wouldn’t even recognize that car if I ever saw it again. I should, but it all happened so quick … and I was used to superpowered battles yet … I was just like these seagulls. They’d    never recognize the boats woke them up.

      No.

      Relax.

      I slipped my hands under my spiky ungelled black (and undyed) hair. Savored the flexible plastic strips of the lounging chair. That quiet low creeeeaaaak. Let out a sigh and relaxed. Like gramps said. Don’t dwell on it or else I wouldn’t be ready for next time.

      Too focused on the past …

      Ha!

      Even mom and dad … but they … maybe I should stop home for a while, even if I’ve been taking care of gramps and Zoey and only called mom and dad … oh crap.

      I hadn’t called them in … awhile.

      Damn.

      Stupid me.

      My speedo red phone was lounging just as cozy on the round table beside me. It seemed to beckon me as much as Zoey’s phone beckoned her like always. The umbrella flapping loudly above it all wasn’t a good excuse.

      Time for a quick call home. To gramps and Zoey first then mom and dad.

      At least to warn them the service at this joint sucked worse than Zoey and her latest attempt at cooking dinner.

      (Pasta should never be cooked so long it became gooey gruel worthy of a Dickens novel, and no, awesome phone game nonsense was never a good excuse, like ever.)

      I reached to turn on my phone when –ack!

      The phone rang – no, blared “Where’s there a will, there’s girlzzzzzz!”

      What the fuck? I knew he didn’t put that shit on there.

      And my passcode wasn’t obvious shit like Zoey using the birthday of her favorite unicorn pony toy thing (and yes, she’s a tween, not a little kid) or gramps using grandma’s birthday.

      I checked who it was and oh shit. I was tempted not to answer but …

      Shit.

      It was Krystal Violet calling.

      Imagine five foot six inches of the most drop dead gorgeous eighteen year old girl, as in hourglass to mankind’s doom kinda figure – with an F-cup chest to match.

      Her latest profile photo selfied of her giggling it up in a string bikini. A bikini like a sundae cherry red topping for her peaches and cream complexion of a desert for the eyes and dick.

      In the photo she was flicking her left wedge of hair, hair that was as sunny as the sunniest beach blonde sun, yet what she called as platinum blonde as her credit card, a credit card that she was flicking her right wedge of hair with because she was such a gold digger wannabe.

      Don’t ask where that credit card came from.

      Her big bright violet serpent eyes answered that one in spades. Her lovely peepers could do more than just paralyze a regular human – which she called a normie – and which was what all most vampire impresses could manage.

      Nope.

      Hers could make regular humans go genie, as in as “you’re wish is my command” and for a while too.

      Like an obedient ghoul, but without the gruesome ghoul diet and powers.

      All because, according to her, looks equated to power among succubus subspecies of serpents and she was ranked a full 20 because vampire vipresses ranked their looks from 10-20 since human girls were ranked between 1-10.

      Yeah.

      Shitty bitches.

      (I half-believed her too.)

      And yeah, I would of staked her years ago, back when she was a flat chested tween out for her first hunt, long before her second puberty and the need for hunting really kicked in, but her sassy yet adorable doggy eyes … and all that whiny pity me shit and sigh …

      I loathed staking kids of any sort.

      Okay, tweens and teen weren’t really kids so much as little monsters in the making but wow, sometimes, I really did want to stake them.

      More than adult serpents.

      But anyways …

      She was out on her first hunt, and with her luck she snagged a college-aged “boyfriend” for reasons so … and my random surprise checkups on her over the years showed she did keep her promise to only drink – not ever ever drain dead – her human prey.

      Unlike too many vampire vipresses of any sort …

      I knew without any actual kills, her hopes of snagging a serpent boyfriend were near nil. Serpent guys were won by kills made by prospective mates. It gave them a smell that male serpents found irresistible. Eventually.

      Once they made enough kills.

      Her looks were meant to help her hunt humans, not snag a serpent boyfriend.

      Double sigh. That blaring loud ring tone … damn it.

      I answered.

      “Krystal,” I said, “Stop fucking with my phone.”

      “But your ringy-tone was soooo yester likey the Middle Ages was calling,” Krystal said, “They sooo wanted their tunie back and I just had to replace with likey, something, right? Right.”

      Ah. Krystal used to ensure he knew more about serpent fads than any exorcist or slayer ever needed to know, but still, I knew better than to risk our relationship becoming too much like a friendship.

      “What do you want?” I said.

      “So anywayssss,” Krystal said, “I heard you’re investigating likey Burger Bounty Paradise and Cherry Day Bar. The reviews say they’re totallies to die for *\0/* \o/ \o/ \o/.”

      Ah, emoticons, his ancient nemesis. Whoever thought abbreviating anything ever helped should be dragged out into the streets and staked until undead, then staked until truly dead.

      Thank Google translating them wasn’t too hard.

      Just tedious.

      “How …” I said.

      “It’s likey,” Krystal said, “A secret. Guess!”

      I grumbled. “Where are you?”

      “I’ll likey be there sooo soon,” Krystal said, “Duty calls and we can sooo likey catch up. In person. It’s been likey, forever.”

      “Yeah,” I said, “It’s been … a couple years.”

      Krystal better not know about gramps. I didn’t trust her that much.

      No telling if she started to skirt their agreement already. It would happen, if what gramps preached was true, but I gave her my word.

      Just wait until she fucked it up then …

      “I knoooow,” Krystal said, “And I’ve been soooo good. Another slayer took out a friend of mine just last month and I only likey saw because I didn’t drainy dead – like ever – likey how I promised – remember how we met? It was likey soooo cute.”

      So … Krystal stunned the human and drunk a short quick sip while her now-dead friend drained the human dead which left her vulnerable and … serpents didn’t like to feed in each other’s presence, lucky for Krystal, this time.

      And sigh, I actually never make her promise to save humans from her kind.

      Damn it. Technically she was still in the clear.

      I sat up. “And secret. Remember?”

      “Yeah yeah, likey for realsssie, I do,” Krystal said, “Can’t we meet? Pleeeaase? No one likey
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