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      A spicy hot Van Helsing sisters adventure, featuring Morgan Van Helsing, the wicked sister.

      My sisters call me wicked, and I am...just not for the reasons they think.

      I have a secret. A fiery, forbidden-magic secret.

      My sisters have no idea we don't share a father. They think I'm one of them; I'm not. They have no idea what I am.

      I hunt alone, because gods forbid my family members find out I'm an elemental witch.

      I've never had a partner.

      Not until Aiden blackmails me.

      I'll help him with his little dragon problem, but after that we're done.

      Well, after we close his dragon case, and I f*ck him out of my system.

      Warning from the author: This book contains steamy, sexy shenanigans, enough naughty words to make someone (not me) blush, a lone-wolf monster hunter who needs a partner more than she realizes, and an ice witch who's anything but cold.
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      I was the wicked Van Helsing.

      An impressive achievement, given my family’s history. Hell, it was like calling me the devil given the context of the current crop of Van Helsings.

      And by current crop, I meant my immediate family. The four sisters I’d been raised with. Not the various and sundry progeny my mother had scattered across the state of Texas like seeds, to land in adoptive homes and either thrive or wither. Not those poor—or perhaps lucky?—souls.

      My mother was an absolute peach. Kept the ones she believed would make the fittest fighters, the most loyal servants to the Van Helsing cause, and tossed the rest.

      With a mother like that, was it any great shock I turned out wicked?

      As for how I, of all the near-feral Van Helsing girls, had been branded the wicked one? Funny story that.

      My sisters claimed I had no heart.

      When I was twelve, I made my first kill. A phoenix that had lost control of its fire. Perhaps due to age, maybe illness. It happened rarely, and the only solution was a quick death.

      My sisters couldn’t do it.

      They’re beautiful birds. Their feathers are otherworldly. Even the slightest movement makes them shimmer like flickering flames, dancing with gold, orange, and yellow. And their eyes reflect the fierceness of their soul.

      I slit its throat without hesitation.

      I was wicked. Heartless.

      But I wasn’t. Not at all. I was terrified.

      That bird, even in its confused state, had recognized a kindred spirit. It had been drawn to me, to the fire inside me.

      To this day, I don’t know how that bird saw what no person could.

      It was funny. Hilarious, actually. They named me wicked, and yet they didn’t even know my darkest secrets.

      My two greatest hidden truths, intertwined to become one: blood and fire.

      Five Van Helsing sisters. All from the same father, a man named Thomas Millner. All raised by Eva Van Helsing, our darling dearest mother. All taught to hunt the beasts, creatures, and magical beings that preyed upon unsuspecting humans.

      The magical world called us mostly human. We weren’t monsters, but we had just enough of the monster inside us that we could hunt them like no full human could.

      Our father, before his untimely death, had been like our mother. Just enough “other” to be faster, stronger. Not fast enough or strong enough to survive his last fight, or so our mother claimed without any great sorrow.

      And our mother? She’d given us the ability to see the creatures that go bump in the night, among other less exciting but highly practical talents.

      But what my family didn’t know: Mama had a little fling with a fire demon.

      She had no idea that her affair produced me. If she had, I’d have been sent away like the “other” Van Helsing sisters.

      She hadn’t seen the fire inside me when I was born.

      None of them had.

      None of them did.

      I had a magical fire raging inside me, and the mighty Van Helsing clan didn’t have a fucking clue.

      So, yes, I was the wicked one, but not for the reasons they all believed.
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      “You’re a witch.” My hookup’s morning wood pressed against my ass as he kissed the back of my neck.

      True statement, but this guy—Brian, Bill, Brock?—had no idea what that meant. He was clueless, and not just about the creatures that roamed the night hunting humans. But then, I didn’t pick him up for his brains.

      I rolled over and shoved him back against the mattress as I straddled him. “Condom.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” He grabbed one from the pile on the nightstand and quickly wrapped up.

      I’d definitely chosen this guy for his dick.

      I lowered myself onto his cock. Girthy, but not terribly so. Perfect for a half-drunk, post-kill screw, and not bad for a quick morning fuck.

      I rode him until I came, my clit hitting just right with each roll of my hips.

      My orgasm triggered his, and he groaned, “Fuuuck,” right before he blew his load.

      I counted to ten, then rolled off him—and out of bed. I had shit to do.

      I headed to the bathroom but remembered to pause in the doorway long enough to say, “It was nice. Thanks.”

      I didn’t call him by name, because I’d only guess wrong.

      For some reason, guys got really pissed when you guessed wrong. I could be obvious as fuck about forgetting their name, and it usually wasn’t a problem. But guess wrong, and they got their panties in a twist.

      “Uh, thanks?” he said.

      But I’d already shut the bathroom door.

      He’d be gone when I got out of the shower. They always were. It was the only reason I let them crash in my apartment.

      And none of them stole from me.

      First, there wasn’t much to take. This was a crash pad. My real home was less centrally located, outside Austin city limits, east of town.

      Second, I might not pick the smartest guys, but they were smart enough to know not to steal from me. That would take a seriously ballsy dude with a good dose of dumb on the side.

      True to his fun-loving, loose-fucking brethren, Brian-Bill-Brock was gone when I emerged from the bathroom fifteen minutes later.

      Every once in a while, one of these guys made a stink. They could screw some chick and sneak out of her place in the middle of the night with no guilt at all, but if they wanted to gift a woman with a phone number and a chance of a repeat and she wasn’t interested?

      Whore, slut, bitch… Yeah, those guys were always good at the name-calling.

      The first time it happened, I melted his house keys. Not his car key, naturally, because I wanted the dickhead gone. I wasn’t totally lost to reason.

      The second time, I fried the internal circuitry of his phone. Much more subtle. Much more satisfying.

      There hadn’t been a third. I’d learned to spot the clingy name-callers.

      Brian-Bill-Brock was gone when I came out of the bathroom, just as I’d expected. What I hadn’t predicted was that he’d be replaced by another man, one who was lounging on my bed. At least he’d pulled up my slate gray duvet first.

      Tall, muscular, dark hair, and tats. My eyes lingered on the bulge in his jeans. And plenty of dick for a nice time.

      Not that I knew firsthand.

      No, he wasn’t a casual fuck sort of guy.

      Exhibit A, he’d come into my home uninvited. I liked my guys with normal-sized balls, not the oversized brass variety.

      Crash pad or not, it was a massive invasion of my privacy.

      “Morgan.” He nodded at me, but didn’t bother to get off my bed. In fact, he crossed his ankles and tucked his interlaced fingers behind his head.

      Fucker. I had a weakness for nice arms. Not quite so much as nice dick, but close. And he was wearing a T-shirt that hugged his shoulders, caressed his biceps, and left his forearms bare for my viewing pleasure.

      “Aiden,” I replied.

      And there was Exhibit B. I would never forget this man’s name.

      “Smells like sex in here.”

      “Maybe get off my bed, then?”

      He didn’t argue. He also didn’t get off my bed.

      “What do you want?” I asked in a snappish tone. Wrapped in nothing more than a towel and with my hair dripping onto my carpet, I wasn’t feeling especially generous.

      Also, I wasn’t entirely sure I could take him, and that made me cranky. While it was an uncomfortable feeling, that wasn’t why I hesitated to manhandle his ass right off my bed and out of my apartment.

      No, I stood here dripping and irritable and waited for him to speak, because this guy had dirt on me.

      He knew my secrets.

      Or guessed one of them.

      I wasn’t sure how, other than that I’d sensed some equally turbulent elemental magic inside him. Maybe something as simple as like recognizing like?

      No one else had any inkling of my fire.

      Not that I hadn’t revealed my darkest secret. I had. More than once. But unlike Aiden, they weren’t around to talk about it.

      And that was exactly how I liked it. It was my secret to keep or reveal.

      Sadly, as wicked as my siblings believed me to be, I wasn’t the sort to kill people without cause. Not humans, and not beasts, creatures, or magical beings.

      To be on my hit list, you needed to be a monster, and that required preying on humans.

      Thus far, Aiden had managed to avoid such evil. As far as anyone knew, he was no different from my sisters and me: mostly human with just enough “other” to hold his own against the monsters he hunted.

      All of that simply meant that my moral code wouldn’t allow me to reduce him to a pile of ash. A shame. It would make my life easier.

      I held my silence for at least a minute, waiting for the bastard to open his mouth and explain his presence.

      But when he didn’t say anything, I poked. I had better shit to do with my time than participate in his power games. “Are you going to answer my question, or just wallow in the scent of my recent fuckscapade?”

      He smiled.

      It was a little creepy. I was used to the frowning, scowling, or apathetic Aiden. Smiling was new.

      “Cute that you think I’m squeamish. No, I was waiting for you to decide whether you were going to tackle me and force me out the door.” He swung off the bed to a stand. “Or try.”

      I scanned his six-foot-five frame. I really wasn’t sure I could take him without magic. The guy had decent training—not so good as mine, but solid—and a size advantage of six inches and a lot of muscle weight.

      I untucked the tail of the towel wrapped around me and let it fall.

      With no makeup and my vibrant red-gold hair darkened to a duller auburn shade with water, I wasn’t looking my best. But flash tits and ass at a guy while maintaining an appearance of confidence, and most of them were immediately at a disadvantage.

      It didn’t hurt that my tits weren’t bad and my ass was phenomenal.

      My gamble
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