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            Prologue

          

          RICH

        

      

    

    
      The ocean roared as loud as the whole stadium the day Rich last saw Destiny.

      The dunes were practically as high as the bleachers back then. The puffs of grass even swayed quick and jerky like a crowd drunk on beer and a guaranteed victory, a decade in the waiting, and what a decade it was. The salt in the air like the tears of the other team.

      Tears of a coach finally vindicated too.

      The beams in the gymnasium really were as bright and hot as the afternoon sun in these dog dying days of August. Still strolling up the sandy path, his sandals sinking more than floating, no, still worth keeping it a stroll.

      Easy like the cloud drifting high in the sky. Even, woh.

      The one a good bit to his left, like an anvil from one of those old corny kid toons. Strained his ears a bit, and they weren’t as bad as the doctor said they were – how would that doctor know? With so much hair in his ears they might as well be ear plugs.

      Crazy. An anvil cloud.

      The bing of a ball beyond the hill in the path–yes, a volleyball. The thump, puff in the sand, a solid spike.

      But no giggles like usual. Just wait for that all drawly I’m-too-cool-to-celebrate, Texan, southern, who knew, but as fake as it could be, but don’t go telling Destiny that.

      The flap of a net. Good. It wasn’t like Rich had too much time he could spare today. The paperwork in his dinky Ford truck, hmph, if that blue scrap heap wasn’t more reliable than the last bunch of new models …

      But no excuses. That paperwork has got to be in by five today or else, well, Rich might prefer being dead than deal with that heap of trouble.

      No need to bother Destiny over his troubles. Before her college cheerleading days she was already so supermodelsque that every game she attended, boy did tickets get sold out quick. Spandex bikini style outfit only encouraged the boys to watch for the wrong reasons.

      The idiots.

      Add the beach blonde hair she insisted on keeping waist long, supposedly because it covered her better than any of her actual tops, yeah, right, but in the end, a braided ponytail was the comprise.

      The occasional oddball rumor swirling around here those days, that she was one of those monsters defending mankind from the demon menace, but only in exchange for feeding on mankind themselves.

      Yeah. Right. That was just jealous boys hoping for the wrong thing, jealous girls hoping to knock her down to their level, no, lower than their level.

      Never seemed to bother Destiny none.

      Rich even trained some of the heroes that hunted both those monsters and the demons that preyed on humans and monsters. In secret, of course.

      The email invite telling him she was back in town for the day, and a quick hello at the out of the way beach, plus some nice catch up volleyball style …

      She even was leaning behind the huge sign saying the obvious no lifeguards, rip currents, and so on and so forth. The grass couldn’t hide her peachy crisp bare legs completely, even if it managed to hide most of the bottom of the sign.

      Legs seemed a bit too relaxed though. Strange. A bit off, but Rich couldn’t put his finger on it.

      Ha. No.

      This wasn’t some mystery murder story. Crime was lower here than in most of the state. Including the parts were there were more bears than humans.

      So crunch crunch crunch.

      Just stepping to the top of the bump, passing the sign a bit, just to take a deep breath and take in the wide expense of clear blue ocean, of white fine sand with a net close to the water, and …

      A crazy pale beach blonde lay awkward, practically crumbled right at the surf. Not even reacting to the water splashing over her face, into her eyes.

      No …

      “Destiny …” Rich said, “No …”

      Her bikini was a lime green … wait. Destiny hated, no, loathed lime green with a passion. A secret pinkoholic, that one was. Vanilla white a close second favorite, too, for the whole innocent virgin till marriage thing despite her stripper wear obsession.

      No. It couldn’t be …

      Then who was that girl? And next to her, no, in the sand, deeper in the sand a … brunette? They even started to move funny. Shift weird, odd. Not from the waves, or sand, no, but–

      A sigh erupted right behind him. The stink of serpent too?

      “You’re not Destiny neither.”

      Rich jumped around.

      “What?!”

      A girl. A girl that looked, sounded exactly like Destiny except, no, she didn’t recognize him at all.

      “Who the fuck are
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      Now this nice July day started out good enough here at the Jersey Shore.

      There were smells of foot-long hot dogs roasted roaring good. French fries fried to their crunchy death. And big pretzels baked soft and salty fresh. All more than enough to make my tummy growl for more than it could handle. Again.

      Not that I gave in to it. This time. A guy like me had to draw a line somewhere, and 7 hots dogs, 3 buckets of fries, and half a dozen pretzels later was somewhere far passed that line.

      But no worries. Like Coach Rich told me over and over and over again when training my vampire hunting alter ego Archer Rex—don’t sweat the small stuff, and another dozen yummies? Small stuff.

      Especially compared to my stomach and its big fat needs.

      So no worries. This was the Beach Bum Paradise Festival in Coral River after all.

      Even the bright blue sky was as bright and dandy as I should feel right now. Even with my heart racing faster than starved fat kid for free potato chips—clearly due to my diet—and I’d have it no other way. Everyone had to die someway and death by diet, not so bad.

      So time to get into another line. As long as there was some cash left in my pocket, there were plenty of lines to choose from. I was hemmed in by food trucks on both sides, and a relentlessly celebrating crowd shuffling through in both directions and then some.

      Good thing I was not just big boned, but pudgy too. Plenty to bounce off those nudges and shoves from the crowd.

      Never mind the carnie games blaring their goofy tunes for more dupes. Arts and crafts stalls were best left to my mom and my step-sis, since, as they both said plenty of times, the arts and crafts here were to die for.

      So to the next food stall it was!

      My pudgy tummy thanked me big time with another growl of joy. Especially with how the line was shorter than its patience. The best food trucks billowed out more delicious smells of—ah!

      A line of pizzas each the size of a Ferris wheel?

      Each drowned in an ocean of bubbling hot mozzarella cheese?

      And the nearest one smothered in thin round slices of crinkled sausage?

      Perfect!

      That heart attack in the making was definitely my next stop. It was a fat boy’s paradise and—ack!

      My fat stubby legs started wobbling like a drunk about to pass out, despite not drinking a bit of alcohol … wait, no.

      This was just some good exercise. Yup. Exercise. Everyone needed some exercise. This freshly cut grass was perfect for it. Since, like Coach Rich always said to me in my Archer Rex form, exercise was good for the body and soul, and damn, did Archer look like he got plenty of exercise. Wiry perfect body galore.

      Too bad I couldn’t maintain that form in my normal life. Nope. All because I didn’t drink the blood of my kind’s preferred prey. Vampire girls of the serpent kind. As in serpents that nearly perfectly resembled humans, except they hunted humans like vampires would, but without the weakness to sunlight, or other uggy stuff.

      Potato chips were just so much easier to catch.

      And lots less creepy to hunt in general.

      Better fat than creepy, I always say.

      Never mind Destiny, one of my childhood besties since forever, was, in fact, a serpent girl. Along with my step-sis.

      No wonder my heart was racing so fast. Good exercise it was.

      And no, not because—gulp.

      Candi the Cheerleader Cutie was suddenly here, a few food trucks ahead of me, and headed my way. She was yanking her ass-long ruby-red pigtails again. Yammering too quietly to hear over the blaring carnie music, let alone my pounding heart.

      Nonono.

      Gulp.

      She was waving at me now. Waving.

      “DEEEEEVVVVVVIIIEEEEEEEE[image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation]”

      Wow, she did have a pair of lungs in her. No wonder she went full cheerleader cutie in college. Not that I knew in her well in high school, no really, unlike her big sis Destiny, since our families wouldn’t exactly get along in a good safe way, since, well …

      Shudder.

      But good thing I wore my ruby-red swim trunks. No worries at all about all my sweat. Leg-wobbling exercise and sweat went together like ice cream and cherries. My moo-moo of a tee shirt was like the whipped cream on top, with it proclaiming my undying heartfelt love of hot dog everything. Perfect.

      And a little courage went a long way, so …

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            Chapter 2

          

          
            Devin Walker

          

        

      

    

    
      I said, “Hi, C-C-Candi.”

      Okay, more like sputtered.

      But I even twitched a wave back. Kinda. Because, as Coach Rich would say, a man faced his fears head on. Even a cheerleader cutie … a friendly cheerleader cutie … gulp.

      (Do. NOT. go. fanged. idiot.)

      (I never did with Destiny. Not for years now.)

      (But yes for my step-sis Felicia. Just to mess with her. Nothing more.)

      My heart already pounded harder, louder than all the live bands here put together, and right now they were all the heavy metal sort of bands, so lots of headbanging badass noise. Even if the bands were stationed at the ends of the several rows of booths. A celebrating crowd around each end.

      I was too pudgy and big boned to turn and dash away. The crowd was thicker than Alfredo sauce after it cooled down solid. I was just too large. The space between the rows of booths was only a few paces. Not large at all.

      Not compared to me and my fat ass.

      And most important of all, my stomach absolutely refused to abandon the hope of a whole Ferris-wheel-style boardwalk pizza, especially drowned with bubbling mozzarella and smothered with round thin slices of crinkled sausage bliss.

      The booth itself was part of a food truck fashioned after a pizza oven, complete with a goofy pizza mascot clearly inspired by flying saucers of the alien but delicious kind. I could already feel the blazing heat of their oven and the smell of so much fresh pizza that, if I wasn’t careful, I’d drool worse than a vampire boy eager for pretty cheerleader girl blood.

      (Never mind how Candi was a vampire herself. A vampire of the serpent kind. Judging by her natural candy cane scent in the past, she’s a hybrid of vampire vipress and succubus serpent, so staking her in the heart would paralyze her while staking her in the privies would kill her slow and painfully.)

      ((So yeah. Creepy all around to go viking viper. Even if it was like a cobra hunting other serpents and ugh.)

      (Never mind a hunters like me could easily summon a bunch of special stakes that, when used right, would turn her kind to ash and suck their fiery remains inside, sealing them safely away for storage or worse, summoning them later as a helpless meal.)

      There wasn’t even a line right now. So, yeah, hurry over to that counter, a counter much like a pizza cooking board, and there’d be even less of a wait.

      Perfect.

      Yet no.

      Candi clearly was trying to help me. Misguided but sigh.

      As much of a coward that I was, especially in this fat boy form, I wasn’t a heartless selfish idiot either. Candi was putting in the effort. I should to. The pizza could wait. Even if the very thought made my stomach snarl louder than a werewolf denied its meal of human girl flesh.

      So I twitched another wave at Candi. A bigger, more solid wave.

      As stiff and jerky as it ended up.

      Sending my heart racing even faster. Pounding even louder.

      And my wave, as pathetic as it was, and it was pathetic, no mincing words there, it still encouraged Candi to actually come over. Sweetheart that she was.

      Candi had no trouble darting through the crowd of fatsos like a gorgeous explorer slipping through a dancing-boulders-of-doom kind of death trap all to save me, the damsel in distress. A single misstep would have led to a very squished Candi, and an even more distraught me. A thought that raced my heart even faster.

      Even as she reached me.

      But no.

      That my legs wobbled even worse now, it definitely wasn’t because Candi the Cheerleader Cutie was now standing so close to me it hurt. (Actually, more like bouncing in place.)

      “Devie[image: heart exclamation] It’s sooooo like, great to see you[image: heart exclamation]”

      I gulped.

      Nodded.

      And I couldn’t help but really notice how she was in a ruby-red string bikini of all things—clearly exposing all the boobzilla boob she legally could in public—and her red-and-black checkered miniskirt showed more thightastic thigh than covering … gulp.

      If only my sweat was all from it being a hot July day down here at the Jersey Shore.

      But no.

      I knew exactly why my heart raced beyond terrified whenever I encountered a pretty girl of the slim but sexy serpent kind. I was meant to hunt them, but hell no.

      My mom’s a vampire vipress hottie that my vampire-hunting dad of the viking viper sort couldn’t ever bring to drain dead so this led to that and bang, I came along.

      Of course, I get my weekly fix of vampire vipress blood from mom, so far, but both my parents were budging me to go fanged freak on some pretty serpent girl, any pretty serpent girl—even on my step-sis Felicia, who, as messed up as it sounded, was egging me on too.

      The first was the hardest, after all.

      And, yeah, I’d save a bunch of guys those human-hunting girls would have otherwise drained dead, or as mom like to say, send to Heaven before sending them to Heaven, but … ugh, creepy.

      Especially Felicia. Just because she was Bimbo Barbie incarnate and was the daughter of my dad’s other last remaining blood babe …

      Ugh.

      Big time ugh.

      So, by now, my body always went to jelly, and not just from the usual kind of lust. Poor sweethearted Candi was clearly giving it her all trying to fix whatever was wrong with me.

      Never mind I already scented her true nature.

      That Coach Rich introduced us only a month ago, back when summer was really beginning to get going … but his introduction was probably the only reason Candi even acknowledged my existence, yet now she didn’t hesitate to do her best to try to help me.

      But her current outfit … not helping. At all.

      Let’s say her miniskirt was so short even the bottom tip of her bikini bottom was showing.

      (Gulp.)

      Why she even bothered with that cropped checkered vest when it was so flimsy slim and crazy snug and—okay, okay, it all matched her pom poms, and more importantly it was all for her upcoming racing cheerleader gig she messaged me aaaaaallllll about just today.

      Candi even giggled. Her voice was as sweet as her namesake.

      No. Sweeter.

      “Like what you see?” she said.

      If only she did go fanged freak on me and save us both the agony.

      I must have blushed redder than her ass-long ruby-red pigtails, since my whole entire body heated up hotter than a cheeseless red pizza cooked too long.

      So I gulped. My neck too stiff to move, let alone nod.

      But speaking of pizza … my tummy growled for that Ferris-wheel-style boardwalk pizza and no cheerleader cutie would stand (or bounce) in its way for long.

      So I managed to croak some words out. Barely.

      “Pizza,” I said, “Want some?”

      “Ooo[image: heart exclamation] I loooooove boardwalk pizza. It’s like, the best[image: heart exclamation]”

      Gulp. Okay. Perfect.

      Candi going bouncy bouncy happy again, especially with so much boobzilla boob exposed and jiggling and yet … that beautiful heart of a baby face gleaming so bright with huuuuge green eyes and a cherry-lipped grin that—gulp.

      No.

      The screams suddenly behind us. Just more fun and games. Hopefully. From the heavy metal band going screaming awesome and headbangingly great.

      Until one of those screams turned to cries for help.
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      Where there’s a will, there’s boys, so Destiny embraced her I-heart-wieners tee with all the snug glee of her inner slut could muster, and yes, she could muster enough inner slut to wear the extra long tee like a skin-tight minidress.

      Of course, her nylon short-shorts doubled as nice pink undies on this nice hot summer day, especially with their hidden cherry heart over her crotch and the hidden cherry scribble on her ass declaring her a Naughty Kitty.

      Only a naughty kitty of a girl would squee in such evil glee, let alone play Pointdextor Boom Buster.

      The arcade booth was at least twice as old as her twenty year old ass, given its sides were twice as warped as her sense of humor, and its twin seats had marinated in so many potato chip farts those blue curls curled even more, but they still didn’t curl as much as her toes at that stink which would of sent more sensible girls running.

      Good thing she wore low heel sandals.

      Good thing she wore low heel sandals like her sisters Faith and Verity suggested, since like Verity always said, identical sisters think alike.

      So now there’s plenty of space to curl her toes tight and not chip her cherry toenails. Pink sandals because she was a proud pinkoholic, despite going with cherry nails like Verity loved.

      She only went with cherry nails since that penis of a joystick was redder than her own cherry, and damn would she pass up the chance to distract and delay her nemesis sitting too in that curled up seat beside her.

      His name, Al. Short for Asshole Light, since he was so scrawny yet so cocky.

      Same reason she went with an ultra low neck line today.

      Normally, only dumb tween girls go a cup smaller than what their breasts really need, but Destiny went D-cup for her DD-cup chest so that they would be his double doom booms luring those peepers away from that wide grim-crusted screen.

      He would not save ANY of those pixelated geeks and nerds today. Destiny would bring on the next dark age in their digitaled world, gunning down every brainiac till humanity’s collective IQ was smaller than her shoe size.

      Only Al could save them.

      So sucks to be them. Heeeello, new dark age, Destiny style.

      Because she was five foot nine inches of peachy seductive doom for that fool, who struggled to be only an inch or so shorter than her, and that’s when you counted his fluffy dumb hair in his favor, and boy, did she see right through his blond paler than beached pale … as if that ever was natural.

      Emo wannabe.

      Her own hair was a natural sunny blonde with high lights as platinum pink as the credit card pa snatched away from her, again, as if she were still sweet stupid sixteen fresh from her second puberty ripening her into a supermodeleque superbabe of a vampire vipress and succubus serpent hybrid.

      But nope.

      Why pa wanted her more covered up nowadays, not less like most serpent girls like her are supposed to, all cause most serpent girls should be learns the ins and outs of seduce and slashing their human prey to sweet, sweet ghoulhood or least corpsing some here and there.

      But not her. Or her identical two sisters Faith and Verity. Or even their younger sis Candi.

      Yet.

      She was half vampire vipress, half succubus serpent and damn proud of it, so even Al in his sweaty unwashed scrawny glory smelled … tasty.

      Yup.

      Her taste were shit, obviously.

      Both Faith and Verity agreed on that—even if identical sister thought alike, they didn’t always thought alike, sheesh.

      She didn’t mind his baggy anime porno tee—okay, more like moo-moo, even though it was covered so many potato chip stains it rivaled these curled up arcade seats.

      Still, her fangs got a bit too drippy around Al. If Destiny didn’t wallop Al to the extreme today, she might never get the chance again. Probably.

      Pa was blabbering louder and louder about sending her and all her sisters to some special university for “girls like them”, where she and her sisters would learn the ins and outs of being proper serpent girls and “leaders of tomorrow’s monsters” and “with power came reprehensibilities” and blah blah blah—ACK!

      Several fucking pointdextors crawled to bloody safely. Destiny you fucking stupid⁠—

      Bam bam bam.

      Focus. Keep giving those pixelated pointdextors pixelated wings. Yeah!

      Al screamed in anguish. Again.

      Whiny wimp.

      Compared if they met later today, which they better not …

      “My high score …” Al said.

      “Is history,” Destiny said.

      “Not yet,” Al said, and banged his joystick harder, and bang bang banged those poor blue buttons of his. Blue from shame and embarrassment.

      Suddenly …

      “Wha?” Destiny said, “Where’d so many digital pointdextors come from? Running like a D&D con was right off screen.”

      Bam bam bam.

      Destiny chuckled. “That con’s gonna be real empty this time.”

      “Destiny,” Al said, “You have issues.”

      “Don’t we all,” Destiny said, and handjobbed that penis joystick into killing a whole squad of pointdextors doing the most evil of subjects, physics with that E=mc2 shit.

      “Let me guess,” Al said, “Volleyball⁠—”

      “Nope,” Destiny said, “Won last game. Spiked them bitches harder than any physics shit.”

      Then spiked her red buttons even harder.

      More pointdextors dead.

      “Your grades …” Al said, and pounded those buttons like he definitely wanted to pound her ass.

      “Why yes,” Destiny said, “My D-cups weren’t the only D’s I got recently, ‘k? Not the first time … now prepare to⁠—”

      “Study date,” Al said, “Instead of murder⁠—”

      “Hell no,” Destiny said, “And I mean. Hell. no. Ima …”

      “Not jailbait anymore,” Al said, and went guardian angel for some geek squad repairing some stupid overpixelated doomsday device.

      Just because lying about her age had some downsides … but what girl was honest about her age anyway?

      “Now that is just creepy,” Destiny said, pounding harder and harder on her buttons. Going to smasher if push came to shove.

      Now Al wiggling that pathetic joystick of his …

      “Just pointing out—” Al said.

      “No, no,” Destiny said, “Why you helping those pointdextors build a doomsday device? Let me kill those sons-of⁠—”

      “It’s an x-ray machine,” Al said, “You know, medical equipment.”

      “I’m as dumb as a door post,” Destiny said, “Yet you still want to put your dick in me? Have some standards. Besides boob size.”

      Too bad vampire guys didn’t care for a girl’s looks, not in a romantic way. They only cared for her scent, and that would give away how many fresh kills she made.

      Zippo.

      Well, near zippo. Her supervilling landed her some kills, but none involving her drinking them dead fresh and yummy so nope.

      Didn’t count.

      So to them, just because she didn’t drink her boy prey dead, the guys she’d actually want to date, she stunk of inexperienced newbie. No-kill-virgin. Veeery unattractive.

      As unattractive to them as Al was to his kind’s girls. So naturally, she had some sympathy for a fellow loser in the game of love.

      Al sighed a laughy sigh. Pathetic.

      “It’s your confidence—” Al said.

      Her phone wailed, “WHERE’S THERE A WILL, THERE’S BOOOOOYYYYYYZZZZZZ!”

      Destiny eeped. Leapt right out of her seat.

      “Oh sheet!” Destiny said, “I’m gonna be late!”

      Now got to get across town in half the usual time all in order to do some cheerleading for some racing gig that her little sis Candi dragged her into. Just because Destiny dragged Candi into cheerleading for their university as a favor … sigh.

      “Interesting ringtone,” Al said, “But⁠—”

      “Bye!” Destiny said, “Sorry. Got to go. Now. Like—shit shit shit shit …”

      When a strong slim arm suddenly grabbed her around her waist

      “Wait a moment there …”

      “Al? Wha the⁠—”

      Vampire fangs chomped her neck.

      Hard.

      That burning venom. Ye-ouch!

      That sudden but familiar serpent stink. No.

      More like viking viper. Like what cobras were to other snakes. But them serpent guys who hunted serpent girls. Slaved them too. As food and sex toys.

      Not her first rodeo with one trying to snatch her.

      So her elbow (thankfully) reacted before the rest of her.

      BAM!

      Full fucking strength bam. With some martial arts knowledge to back it up plenty.

      And an unusual superpower. Rewinding the time back just enough to reduce the amount of crippling venom in her system.

      Combined, it was all enough to make that fucker stumble back some.

      But only some.

      “Nice try,” Al said, “but not nice enough.”

      He slapped her rear so hard she yelped.

      Stumbled forward this time. Her legs wobbled as much as her best buddy Devie’s did all the time.

      “Now that ass is fine,” Al said, “I so want to drain you dead. No. Blood bimbo you first. Fuck you brains out over and over. Then drain you dead.”

      “Wow,” Destiny said, “Now that is creepy. Not even a date and you jumping to sex toy—AH!”

      He slapped her ass again. Hurting her even worse.

      Somehow, just that slap, her legs wobbled so much she could barely stand now.

      Grabbing the chair of some other game kept her on her feet.

      “Who say prey could talk?” Al said, “I wasted so much time waiting for you to lower your guard, and now, that you finally did … fuck Devin Walker and his whiny ways.”

      Devie? What’s Devie have to do with this asshole?

      No. No time.

      Final martial arts move time. Momentary invincibility too. Dunna waste it. She couldn’t do it too much, or else she’d drain more than her stamina using it.

      A swing of her foot backward—into his groin.

      His oomph.

      Perfect timing. Just like she practiced.

      Just like the warmest of cocoa on the coldest of winter nights, chakra stuff surged throughout her whole entire body.

      Flying flip kick backwards.

      Bang! On the forehead.

      Bang! In the teeth.

      And bang! In the neck.

      Adam’s apple neck.

      Al yelped so loud. So shocked. So rasping hurt.

      Good. Asshole deserved it.

      Big time.

      And before he could recover, Destiny dashed away faster than any pixelated pointdextors before her.
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            Devin Walker

          

        

      

    

    
      My heart must have frozen solid. My whole body felt like it did.

      For a moment.

      Except for my legs. Wobbling like a drunk. Too loose to steady themselves. Ever.

      If only mom and Felicia hadn’t wondered off the moment we all got here, but the arts and crafts at this festival, the Beach Bum Paradise, were to die for, at least according to them, so no worries, right?

      Well, until that scream for help. Then I had already turned around.

      Faster than my pudgy body should allow. As if someone screamed free potato chips! Limited offer! Few bags left! So hurry!

      And hurry I did, but the crowd had already stopped bustling. Stood shocked and still.

      Even with the heavy metal bands still playing their headbangingly awesome tunes loud and clear. Whether the crowd would all stay as spectators or run terrified, it all depended on the nature of the trouble up ahead, but I was focused on the screams for help.

      Girlish screams. Not from the bands either.

      But just barely hearing it over their songs.

      I’ve slipped through tight spots in this pudgy body of mine. Sweat also worked like oil to slip and repel more stationary water-logged people. Big fatso people like me who … oh, three biggies were now turning toward me?

      Snickering wicked too. Their bodies growing more and more hair. Dark curly hair. Their hands …

      Oh crap.

      Into paws and claws. Faces into wolfish freak faces. With blood on their snouts.

      Werewolves. Three blocking the way.

      And nowhere to transform into Archer Rex.

      “Lunch coming this way,” the middle werewolf said, holding a detached human forearm.

      “And what a lunch,” the right werewolf said, crunching into some human fingers of a detached hand.

      “Butterball Deluxe!” the left werewolf said, chewing a human foot. “Boss can have that girl all to himself.”

      Uh huh. I pretended I didn’t hear any of that. Notice their gruesome meal,

      Even as I stumbled forward. Over the rest of the body. Hurrying as if I hadn’t noticed any of that yet. Even with my legs wobbling more and more. Practically dancing their own cowardly tune.

      So staking the first fat bastard—he was as shocked as I pretended to be.

      Even as he burned away into ash. Like he was tissue paper crumbling to ash.

      Ash and fire that got sucked into the pristine white stake and turned it pitch black.

      Since us good guys didn’t exactly kill our prey. Right away. Some due process or some pretense of it.

      The right werewolf screamed, “Allen!”

      Too shocked to react before I jolted, stumbling, and staked him too. Ashing his evil ass into another stake.

      The left werewolf snarled, “You’re so dead, fattie!”

      And lunged.

      Giving me the perfect target. Dodging midair wasn’t as easy as it sounded. Not for a target that big and fat.

      But damn was he quick.

      Staking him still got me a face full of his flaming ashes. Ashes that tasted like ass, but three werewolves sealed and ready to be stored? Perfect score for today.

      One more to go and that last girlie scream.

      Not much time left.
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            Devin Walker

          

        

      

    

    
      Even with the endless food booth on both sides hemming me in, I hurried onward. The crowd was no longer as thick as cold Alfredo sauce. It was more like red sauce now but headed the opposite way as me. The headbanging metal music was not enough to hide the screams of the poor girl in need of rescue.

      Or the sinister wolfish laughter driving more and more people to run away.

      Good thing my legs wobbled worse than watery gelatin. This was the best kind of exercise a guy like me could get.

      Really. Excellent exercise it was.

      Mom always did said I needed plenty more exercise, especially since I wasn’t drinking anywhere near enough serpent girl blood. Yeah. A pudgy body? Nope. Just big boned. Huge boned.

      Exactly why Candi was so slim yet so sexy. She was small boned. Veeery small boned. Even smaller boned than Destiny, and she was pretty small boned herself.

      (And both got plenty of human boy blood.)

      ((Probably.))

      “Wait UUUUUUPPPPPPPP[image: heart exclamation]”

      Wow, did Candi have a pair of lungs in her. Perfect cheerleader material she was. Just like her sis Destiny.

      (And, sigh, Felicia … as much as I hated to admit it.)

      Good thing Candi was so small boned. My huge-boned body had already cleared a space for her like a tugboat clearing the way for a little rowboat. So in moments, she had already caught up.

      And already ahead of me? Wow.

      Brave girl—and quick. Far quicker than me. In this fat boy form of mine.

      And she was usually the same height as me—five foot eight. So no height advantage, nope. Sure, she was higher when she went bouncy bouncy or, in her latest low-heeled shin boots, but her boots were now in her hand, and—nonono. Focus.

      And not on my stomach snarling for more pizza, less rescuing.

      And there he was: the Boss Werewolf.

      Right in the center of the aisle. Between two blocky but otherwise average rectangular food trucks.

      He loomed both big and fat. Literally. Twice the size of me in all directions. His dark fur and darker brawn already ripped off his pathetic moo-moo of a shirt but thank God and all that was Holy those baggy swim trunks of his still held out, since some things I’d rather never want to see.

      Ever.

      In his massive grip, caught by the throat, was some slim but dainty looking brunette. His whole focus was on her and terrifying her more tasty fearful.

      “The more you scream,” the Boss Werewolf said, “the better you taste!”

      My dad said the same thing about serpent girls and my kind. As creepy as that sounded. And mom never objected.

      Not at all.

      (Weirdos.)

      The Boss werewolf licked his chops. Clearly about to rip a chunk of the girl’s face off.

      Worse, Candi was several paces ahead of me—already there.

      She cried out.

      “Pick on someone your own size, asshole!”

      And she leapt.

      Flying high and graceful.

      Kicking his thick snout midair. A hollow thunk away from the brunette’s face.

      Yip. From the werewolf.

      As Candi flipped backwards. Landed right beside the werewolf.

      While I dashed as fast as my waddling fat body could manage.

      But not fast enough.

      The werewolf snarled.

      “Another snack—ooo! Boobzilla Deluxe!”

      And snatched Candi. At her neck.

      But Candi ducked. Rolling under him just in time.

      Kicking his hindquarter legs.

      But doing no good. Her kick only bounced off.

      Giving the werewolf a chance to kick her in the gut.

      Her oomph!

      She was flung back. High. Right into the food truck’s side.

      BANG!

      Cratering it.

      I almost shouted, “Candi!”

      Almost.

      But no. Don’t waste her courage, her sacrifice.

      She gave me the distraction I needed—to go Archer Rex.
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            Vera Saint Norris

          

        

      

    

    
      That phone zigging its digital brains out and jiggling her boobs meant Vera Saint Norris didn’t have much time left.

      Coach Rich would only last in captivity far so long.

      So Vera dashed full speed along the top of the row of food trucks. Their smooth plastic burned her near bare feet, but silence was paramount. Years of flame training only made the burn into a mere ache, and perk her awareness up even more.

      An awareness she’d never have developed if Coach Rich hadn’t found her the perfect master to train under.

      Her snug ninja gee protected her from the blazing sun above, and from any unfriendly eyes as well, even if its true color was a dark blue and nothing around her was a dark blue. The technique embedded within the cloth hid her well enough.

      But nothing would protect her from the endless temptations of junk food everywhere below. That she once was fatter than fat … until her superpower kicked in and she changed lots of habits very quickly.

      But some habits die harder than a succubus serpent staked stupidly wrong.

      The risk her empty stomach would betray her again with a loud growl was bad.

      A single hot dog, a single hamburger, even a single bucket of fries, it would normally be already, except she couldn’t risk removing her face mask. That would break the hiding technique implanted into the gee. Expose her to the enemy and even, maybe, his dangerous technique.

      Whether it could control human girls as well as it controlled serpent girls was unknown, but Vera preferred not finding out the hard way.

      Or, as her Master would say, the stupid Vera way.

      She had to be the smart clever Vera now.

      Resist the temptation of an easy tasty snack too. For she was five foot nine slim but deadly inches of martial arts grace now. That her perverted Master said most of her fat was still there, but all in the right spots now … unless she fell to temptation again.

      A sumo ninja girl wasn’t his idea of a worthy apprentice either.

      Only a slim fit girl could hide her thoughts well enough for the phone zingging her boobs to block out the rest. But only for so long. The batteries wouldn’t last much longer. Maybe ten or so minutes at most.

      According to her perverted Master, at least.

      But that should be enough time to take her target down.

      Least according to her perverted Master.

      The red and blue cap of Raptors University, the dick-shaped smudge by the top, a smudge unique to the cap belonging to the college football quarterback known as Jeremy Smuthers, or, to his lackeys, Captain Studburger Supreme …

      Ah, the cap was still bobbling along a dozen paces ahead of her. Within a sea of people that were all almost as fat as she once was. Back before college, a few years ago, back before her training really started.

      A moment later the cap vanished. Its owner ducking down.  A casual innocent movement.

      Hopefully.

      Versa dashed even faster. Sprinted as fast as she could.

      She reached the spot.

      But no sign of that Captain Scumball Supreme.
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            Archer Rex

          

        

      

    

    
      Archer Rex time was right.

      That loud bang that distracted every single body nearby. No one but no one was looking anywhere except at the poor gorgeous cheerleader cutie that dared defy a demon and just paid the dear price for it.

      As a crater in the wall of that food truck. At how that food truck was wobbling viciously as the werewolf that kicked that poor cheerleader cutie.

      If she wasn’t a serpent girl, if she was human, I mean, she would have been so dead right now, but it took more than a hard kick to finish off one of her kind.

      So phew.

      Everyone was looking at heroic Candi appearing to have survived the unsurvivable. Not at big fat me standing close to that werewolf boss.

      And I trained like mad for years to transform quickly and effectively. This time was no different. My body shifted from a pudgy five foot eight to a beautifully brawny and yet very wickedly wiry six strong feet. My face grew more chiseled than the perfect Greek God sculpture. Completely unlike my fat face before, and a newfound black eye mask was the topping on that identity-hiding cake. Only my short black hair stayed mostly the same, but grew a touch longer, more wild yet more stylish.

      Of course, my outfit changed too, since this change into Archer Rex was magical after all. It was a cross between black catsuit and blue loose ninja outfit. Complete with plenty of hidden weapons and other neat tricks all of which made Felicia soooo jealous I loved it.

      Unlike my other alter ego known as Shadow Raven. Same powers, different outfit and mask and attitude and so on and so forth.

      One I had tried keeping secret from my entire family but no could do so sigh.

      Least no serpent girl knew of Shadow Raven’s true identity. Even Felicia. That much my parents did keep from her.

      Thank goodness.

      And besides my superhuman-enhanced skills of martial arts, I did have a superpower. I could control shadows amazingly well. Use them like whips, blades, or even tentacles.

      Armor too. Using the shadows between my clothing and my body.

      All of my kind could summon special pristine white stakes. They would hit whatever I aimed for, whether it was moving or not, as if target seeking even, so missing, very rare indeed.

      Until they absorbed the ashed remains of an enemy supernatural. Then they turned pitch black.

      But I had a hunch Coach and both my parents were hiding something more about them from me. Sure, if I broke the stake it would simply release whoever was in it. If I bit the stake and venomed it, it would venom up the serpent inside it too.

      But no matter. These werewolves were real low lives. Halfway skilled scumballs had their own harems of bitches to do the hunting for them, but plenty of loser guys had to hunt o their own and damn, did they do a nasty job at it.

      By the time I finished transforming into Archer Rex, Candi was falling to the ground.

      Until I caught her.

      Soft. Warm. A heart-pounding dream come true—normally. When she wasn’t hurt. At least I was strong enough to hold her in one arm in this form. My fatso form couldn’t even manage that with both arms.

      Her moan—enough to make me gnash me teeth in frustration. Glare at the Boss Werewolf.

      The werewolf laughed even louder back at me.

      “Another snack!” the Boss Werewolf said, “The Divine Goddess was right again! Lean and crunchy. Like jerky but⁠—”

      I moved quicker than the werewolf could react.

      His heart—staked. Quicker than he could react.

      “Oh Goddess!” he said, “Avenge your devoted⁠—”

      And he crumbed to flaming ash even quicker.

      The brunette thumped to her feet and dashed off. Not even a thank you, but I could understand. Too terrified for that, and it wasn’t like I did this for the thank you’s.

      More importantly, who was this “Divine Goddess?” Sounds—ack!

      Candi gasped awake. Her yelp. Almost jerked out of my grip, but boy, was she strong. Crazy strong. Superhuman strong. No.

      Serpent girl strong.

      She jolted as if I was the werewolf.

      Until she saw my face. Gawked at me so shocked and utterly mouth-droppingly awed.

      “Archer REX!!!!!!!!”

      “Um … yeah.”

      “I. am. like. your. greatest. FAN[image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation][image: heart exclamation]”

      I nodded. What else could I do? The way she was bouncing in place, and so, so exciting too, gulp, I’d hate to burst her bubble. I knew she was a real genuine sweetheart too. No doubt next time we ran into each other in my other form, she’d blabber on and on about Archer Rex too. So I offered the only thing I could right now.

      “Autograph then?”

      “Of coursies!”

      “Um … where? And …”

      “Here!”

      She handed me a pen. Where she got it from, I had no idea. But when she heaved her chest out at me.

      “Over my boobies so Devie has one more reason to ogle them—he-he!”

      Ah, the troubles of a superpowered hero … and a secret identity.
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            Archer Rex

          

        

      

    

    
      My heart still raced from the mere thought, the actual experience of scribbling my name, Archer Rex, over those amazingly big boobs of Candi.

      A treat as sweet as her namesake.

      Especially in candy cane red marker.

      (Why Candi actually had a candy cane marker on her … let’s leave some mysteries mysteries.)

      The crowd around me wasn’t letting up. One autograph was never enough. Ever. I could maintain this form for a good bit longer, so no worries.

      Too much.

      The free boatloads of fast fresh food offered by the nearby food trucks, well, that definitely helped, and for all my forms too, least according to my now-blessed stomach.

      A good boost to my strength. This form took a lot of energy to maintain, and without proper feeding … (and mom’s blood really didn’t count enough, but sigh. Not that I ever took any from Felicia—yet, despite the many offers.)

      Better fat than creepy, I always say.

      But I really needed to slip over to the shadows between the food trucks. Slip through the shadows to somewhere else. A private somewhere else. Transform back to my fat boy form. And return to a very bouncy pleased Candi.

      Just the thought … my legs of steel wanted to wobble a touch, but nope, not in this form they didn’t.

      Not at all.

      It didn’t help that Candi was now famous enough (least at the moment) to get autograph requests now too. Not even Destiny during her biggest volleyball games, or now, her cheerleading days got autograph requests.

      And I’d heard of it. Through Felicia. Since Destiny and Felicia were tight besties nowadays.

      Right now Candi was getting lots and lots of I-love-yous and more. Definitely starting to overwhelmed her some. As happy as she seemed for the attention, I could scent some bitter hints of nervousness and to back that up, more and more tension in her cute slim but dainty body.

      In each of her bouncy bouncies.

      Okay, she deserved the attention for risking her life and surprise, surprise, coming out a-okay. Even the damaged food truck was now redecorating it. Giving it the heroic wow touch.

      Plus photos.

      Lots and lots of photos.

      Wowzer was she going to be famous online.

      Big time.

      Enough that she might get tracked and hunted by serpent slayers for a good while.

      (No good deed going unpunished too … sigh, I’d need to find a way to save her lovely behind too. She did do it all to help me out, after all.)

      Add the fact “Devie” suddenly got promoted to boyfriend simply to avoid the endless boyfriend-me requests.

      That was it. I really needed to get her out of here.

      For her sake.

      “Hey Candi,” I said, “Would you like to try shadow slipping with me?”

      I even extended my hand over to her.

      Candi gasped. “Would I!”

      It wasn’t just Candi getting excited now, but that didn’t matter. She was so bouncy bouncy now she practically bounced right onto my shoulder, making it the finest seat in the whole festival, and me, the happiest chair alive.

      Plowing through the crowd carefully but firmly, no problem for me. I did this plenty of times before, just not with a gorgeous cheerleader cutie on my shoulder, and she was hugging the side of my head, while one of my arms served as the happiest seat belt in the world.

      The moment I got to the shadows between the food trucks, I said, “Ready?”

      “Yup!” and Candi took a deep breath. Held it.

      “No need for that,” I said, “It’ll feel a bit cool. Almost like diving through cold water on a winter day. Just remember to breath.”

      “Oh!” Candi said, “Okay! Ready!”

      “On the count of three. You can do the countdown.”

      “Yippie! Onsie! Twosie! Threeeeeeee!”

      And I shadow slipped.

      The shadows engulfed us both. Chilled us both. Like walking through the bottom of a cold lake on a winter day, but with plenty of chilly air to breath and less resistance to movement. But more than cold enough to break out in goosebumps. (Thanks in part to the fact my dad was very much part human.)

      Candi froze like a icicle. So tense, so solid, no, this was too much. I never ever shadow slipped around Destiny. Never even tried it with her. Best left some troubles alone.

      (Never mind ignoring all of Felicia’s requests to try it with her.)

      I ended the shadow slip far quicker than I hoped.

      But hopefully soon enough.
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      Kneeling on top of some crazy rocking food truck, Krystal Digger groaned at how badly her investigation had turned out—and how the smooth plastic of this hot-dog-shaped food truck was burning her like crazy.

      A succubus serpent like her shouldn’t be bothered by some heat. Not at all, actually.

      Yet the sun kept beaming down and frying her back well done. Despite her love of heat, and the sun. It was as if her resistance was gone now that she was slaved to whoever had that chocolate voice.

      Only her short golden hair with its bright-red flame-themed highlights protected her head. Even its wedges protected the sides of her face from the intense glare up here. Her skull-themed black shades gave her eyes some relief.

      Some.

      Yet the sun burned through her elemental-resistant fishnet catsuit as much as the food truck’s plastic burned her right knee, and as much as the plastic was now roasting the rest of her legs. Roasting them extra tanned.

      Even through her dark gothic platform boots to her feet, even to her toes. It was so … owie owie owie.

      Enough to almost cry.

      Almost, but she was Gunshot Cherry, and the Gunshot Cherry never cried.

      Ever.

      It was weird enough that the smell of all this junk food was ruining her appetite for the deliciously tangy souls of disgusting old men, and probably putting on a few pounds while it was at it.

      That her little collection of old man slaves was no longer her own anymore … Krystal gnashed her perfectly-tended teeth. Teeth that once chewed plenty of perverted men’s souls and savored that creamy delicious way of gaining (bits of) their knowledge, adding to her gunning abilities—and to her bank account.

      Now empty. All thanks to her new master.

      Years and years of hard grueling seduction work. All gone.

      No more funds to investigate the crimes those old crooked men often bankrolled. From embezzling to extortion, even murder occasionally, but no.

      Now she was the crooked one. After what she, her body, did at the beach … her will not involved at all … more like she was now a slave like her old evil men … old men that were now werewolves of the worst sort.

      The Gunshot Cherry was now a full-blown supervill.

      The investigation into that streak of disappearances ruined. Blown big time. Any hope of rescue nonexistent. For someone who worked alone … she really should have looked for a partner.

      Maybe even a team but … ack!

      Her mind. It was—owie owie owie.

      Bitch, I didn’t tell you to think.

      That voice in her head! Rough and doggishly growling. Not her master but⁠—

      “Captain, I⁠—”

      Krystal suddenly nodded. Silently. Thoughts vanishing for a moment. All of then.

      But only a moment.

      Captain Studburger Supreme—which was the name her Captain actually wanted to be called—ordered her to kneel here low and ready, right on the center top of the food truck, and damn it, her body always obeyed without hesitation or even her own will involved.

      So here she was. Kneeling tight in the center on top of this jiggling hot dog food trunk. Where none of the fatties swarming in the nearby aisles could see her, or she see them. Why?

      Bitch didn’t need to know, according to Captain, and yeah, she was reduced to that studburger’s devoted bimbo of a bitch.

      Her strapless bandaid of a bra top, complete with bright-red skull-themed bra cups, was now as black as her heart had to be to gun down whoever she was going to kill in cold blood again, and no …

      Orders were orders.

      More like capture alive and screaming, help bind another poor monster girl to her current mysterious master.

      The pockets of her denim bikini shorts bulged so much they were starting to hurt her ass. But they bulged with the extra-special ammo master had given.

      That Krystal now had to use gothic-themed pom pom guns. Her ability to control whatever she shot and control it amazingly well …

      It was as if her the pitch-black revolver and short slick sword strapped to her lopsided skull-and-bones-themed belt weren’t enough. The two weapons her own power created out of pure intense desire to survive and avenge her two brothers that … that .. SHIT.

      Bitch doesn’t need to remember nothing but who she fights for.

      Captain again. Krystal nodded. Silently this time. Of her own will.

      Least a bright-red eye mask still helped hide her identity … with her heart pounding far too fast to aim well, Krystal searched for a sign of the target. A target she had no idea what or who it was. Not name. Not appearance, Nothing.

      But Krystal always did the job right. Especially as Gunshot Cherry.

      She gulped.

      Scanned the tops of the endless rows of food trucks for a single sign of her supposed enemy.

      Nothing yet.

      If only she could go back to draining old perverts of their money and souls. That was the best, and now put on hold indefinitely. Least until she found a way out of this mess and⁠—

      What are you doing, bitch? Start firing! Now!

      “What about all the—AAAHHH!”

      Her ass! The pain! All from the slave mark on her ass cheek. She couldn’t help but trembled. Only tremble. Wobbly.

      Her black denim bikini shorts even showed her shame to the world too.

      Bitch, I said fire. Jump down and fire! Even if it means getting staked up your girlhole.

      “Yes, Captain.”

      You call that enthusiasm, cheerleader bitch?

      “Aye! Aye! Captain!”

      Krystal shoved both arms out in front of her.

      “Goooooo Cheerdeathers!”

      And they fired. Not even to her own command anymore.

      Even with the shots flying, twisting down quickly.

      The screams no more a deterrent. Or the waste of good old fatso souls.
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      The phone zigging in her boobs wasn’t as loud as it should be now, but standing as tall as she could, on top of the tallest flag pole, Vera scanned the whole entire festival for a single sign of the Captain Scumball Supreme.

      Rows and rows of food trucks tempting her to go fat girl all over again, but no. Slim was sweeter than any candy. Slim and fit.

      The wind blasted her from on top of this flag pole. Its round end scolded her near bare feet, but Vera gritted her teeth. Scouting from anywhere else would be only a fool’s … a fat Vera’s idea.

      Her keen eye sight made all the detail she needed. No sign of that cap. Any version of it. On anyone.

      Yet.

      Patience. That Captain Scumball Supreme was too proud, supposedly, to remove that cap for long. Not when this festival was am informal celebration of his last victory, of him, his team, winning the whole entire season once again.

      No chance everyone removed that kind of cap all at once. Something else was going on.

      That another girl, a pretty blonde girl in a fishnet catsuit and skimpy gothic slutwear, was kneeling on top of a food truck in the center of the festival, strange but none of Vera’s business. A distraction, probably.

      Probably some superpowered hero wannabe. Given her weirdly black gun and even weirder black blade. A crazy wide blade. Wide enough to double as a shield, or a club.

      But she was kneeling on two food trucks rocking around like crazy. As if the trucks had their own rowdy party going on inside them. No chance that girl could aim at anything while on top of them and hit.

      Except the blond girl cringed, tense in intense pain?

      Ah! Vera; seen that plenty of times. A slaved lackey of that Scumball Supreme!

      Time for a closer investigation.

      And quickly.

      Before—?!

      The girl stared blasting away. Her bullet veering downward!

      No time!

      Vera grabbed a pair of kunai. Attached a paper holding a telejump jitsu on one. A clone on the other. Plus a surprise on each. Just in case.

      She flung them with all her strength. Using up some of her stored strength.

      Bang!

      Bang!

      Both hidden by the sound of gunfire. By the screams of terrified innocents.

      Flash!

      Vera was a few trucks away from the murderous blonde girl. Kunais in both hands. Out and ready and—wait!

      Her phone. It wasn’t zinging anymore.

      Her ninja gee’s hiding technique—it wore off!

      A chuckle rang out behind her. Scumball Supreme’s chuckle!

      And a sharp pinch against her back. The pinch of a sharp weapon.

      “An superhuman girl now? Great! Now for …”

      Pain ripped through her. Through her left butt cheek.

      PPPPUUUFFFFFFFF!!!!!!

      Her first clone vanished.

      And she reappeared behind Scumball Supreme.

      “Now for your downfall, Scumball Supreme!”

      And drove a kunai through his evil heart.
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      We emerged between two food trucks again, but in front of me was that familiar food truck shaped like a pizza oven. The one doubling as delicious pizza UFO.

      Just the smell, wow, my stomach roared in its hungry fury once more, but my body was more than firm enough to withstand its anger.

      For now.

      But I couldn’t help but drool at the sight of those Ferris-wheel sized pizzas. Especially with their flat and crinkly sausage slices and all that bubbling fresh mozzarella.

      Lucky for us no one noticed our arrival.

      Yet.

      Better keep it that way.

      Except Candi was still frozen solid. Tenser than a block of ice.

      Least she was still warm to the touch or else I’d really be worried. This freeze solid reaction, rather than shivering her ass off, was pure serpent girl stuff.

      Dead giveaway too.

      And the smell of fear came off her in droves. So I slid her down into my arms. Princess carry style. Gave her my calmest, most sympathetic look.

      Yet that petrified look up at me. Her gasps. Fanged like the vampire girl she was too. Ugh. Like I was a eagle about to slaughter her poor little snake ass dead dead dead … and deep down, part of me enjoyed seeing her like this.

      A real awful part of me.

      “Do I …” Candi said, “do I have to die now?”

      Her words froze my heart. As frozen as she was.

      “Of course not,” I said, “You’ve got a good heart. Just be careful. Not all serpent slayers make that distinction, and with the fame you got today, some will definitely come looking for you. Best stay low for a while. But if worse comes to worse, here.”

      I handed her one of my stakes.

      A special stake. As pristine white as her fangs.

      “Break it,” I said, “Any time, any place, and I’ll come help you. I owe you that much.”

      Candi gulped. As delicious as her candy cane scent was right now—no, no, and NO!

      If anything, I’d probably go the unofficial wify route with her like dad did with mom. Never mind Candi wasn’t the only serpent girl I knew and liked in the right way. Destiny was one too. And some of her besties were close seconds and thirds.

      None of who I ever even licked a wound for.

      Ever.

      Let alone revealed my true nature—yet. Probably never would.

      (Hopefully.)

      ((Better fat than creepy.))

      Candi finally softened up a good bit. Started breathing more normally again.

      “Really?” she said, “I …”

      She gulped. Smiled so nervous but yet so cutely sweet … I even stroked her bushy long ruby pigtail.

      With a sigh, I said, “Try to stay out of trouble, k?”

      She giggled. For more happy this time. Far less nervous too.

      “So …” she said, “ Stake me later?”

      I gave her a playful grimace.

      “Sure,” I said, “Stake ya later, Sweetheart.”

      Candi finally slipped from my arms. And with a finally giggle and smily wink, skipped away faster than most human girls could ever manage.

      Sigh. If another serpent slayer was watching …

      But no. No one noticed us here. Still.

      Phew.

      Hopefully she’d be alright.

      Now time to go fat boy Devin again.
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