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      A spicy hot Van Helsing sister adventure, featuring Tilly Van Helsing.

      I'm not like my sisters. For me, monster hunting is just a job.

      But it's a job I'm damn good at, and our guild leader has been screwing me over with newb assignments.

      I might need to kick his ass.

      After I grope it.

      I might not be the most passionate monster hunter, but I like more than a touch of sin in my off hours.

      Warning from the author: This book contains steamy, sexy shenanigans, enough naughty words to make someone (not me) blush, a pissed off monster hunter on a mission to make her bangable boss pay, and a grumpy ex-hunter with a thing for his employee.
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      One class D slime monster down, and three to go.

      Another twenty minutes and this park would be safe for the human idiots who decided to roam through it after dark.

      It was my job to keep humans safe. Even the idiots. Especially the idiots.

      Maybe I’d have more sympathy for the potential victims if this work was a calling, like it was for my sisters.

      Hunting monsters, killing them if they threatened humans, that was my day job. Or rather my night job, since most of the hunting, killing, and disposal of beasts happened in the dark of night.

      Point being, it wasn’t my passion.

      It was just a job. Something I was good at that paid my bills.

      I wasn’t suited for anything else. I was a Van Helsing, and Van Helsings hunted monsters.

      The smell of singed slime—and crispy fried slime monster—filled my nose as I left the paved trail and jogged into the woods after the three remaining creatures. Must have gotten some on my shoes. Fucking awesome. Now the scent would follow me for the rest of the night.

      I shifted the flamethrower strapped across my back to a more secure position and picked up the pace, but I couldn’t outrun the smell. Definitely on my shoes.

      Why did I get all of the dirty, crap jobs?

      One might argue that I got these sorts of assignments because I was the baby. The youngest Van Helsing.

      Bullshit.

      Assuming I wasn’t as dangerous as my sisters was a lot like saying a baby rattlesnake wasn’t as dangerous as an adult. I was just as lethal as the rest of the family and sometimes didn’t know when to let go.

      No, I didn’t think it was because I was lowest on the Van Helsing food chain. Because even the least competent Van Helsing—which I was not—was better than the run-of-the-mill monster hunter.

      It wasn’t my age, experience, qualifications, or lack thereof that landed me jobs I was overqualified for. It was the asshole who made the assignments: Rafe, the guild chapter’s local leader.

      He had the final say on all case assignments.

      And that man, with almost no provocation, had taken a disliking to me. Nothing else explained the bottom-of-the-barrel, complete shit jobs.

      Since the guild was the source of more than half of most monster hunters’ caseloads, mine included, he could completely and totally fuck me over. Which he’d recently decided to do with disgusting regularity.

      And all because of a little misunderstanding.

      The brilliant orange glow of a slime monster’s stripes caught my eye. I was clever like that. I could seethe over a bullshit assignment and hunt at the same time. Multitasking for the win.

      It helped that I possessed the same genetic anomaly as my sisters, the one that, in part, allowed me to see things that go bump in the night and gave me better night vision. All the better to see scary beasts and avoid shrubs and trees off the beaten path.

      Did that make me less than human?

      Nah. It made me more. More than human and other. Being a tiny bit other than human was just fine with me.

      I caught another glint of fluorescent orange. If they were smart, they’d split up. But slime monsters weren’t noted for being particularly intelligent. They were, however, fast little fuckers given the unwieldy bulk of their form and their instinctual need to mark the environment with their bodily fluids.

      My foot slid out from underneath me on a patch of that very fluid before I caught myself. Definitely moving in the right direction.

      My annoyance at having to deal with the orange-striped bastards spiked. Slip-sliding in slime-pee tended to have that effect on me.

      Then again, these shitheads deserved to see me at my least agreeable.

      They couldn’t have just stuck to squirrels, could they? Squirrels were the devil’s minions sent topside to wreak havoc among the human pet population, specifically dogs and cats.

      Okay, not really. But squirrels were definitely annoying as fuck. And they made much better slime monster food than the toddler this pack had been stalking when I arrived at dusk.

      I rounded a dense patch of scrubby cedar and almost stumbled into one of the creatures as it marked a tree. Slime-pee oozed sluggishly down the bark. Utterly disgusting. I was going to kill Rafe for this assignment.

      This was the sort of bullshit case he should be giving newbies. No real talent required and lots of mess.

      My flamethrower in hand, I torched the bastard before the flow of slime emerging from its nether regions had stopped.

      Two more and I could head home, clean up, and then pay Rafe a little visit. It was past time we had a chat about my recent case assignments.

      Because of the environment—forested acreage with areas of dense underbrush—and the recent drought, I had to use my flamethrower with caution.

      That meant in close proximity.

      Which meant I got close enough for one of the sorry shits to mark me before I incinerated it.

      Rafe was a dead man.

      With a satisfying montage of violent retribution running through my head, I stripped down to my underwear, chucked my clothes in the parking lot trash can, including my befouled Chucks, and then doused myself as best I could with the water I stored in my car.

      As I shivered in the brisk November night air, I considered my torture options. Rafe deserved whips and chains.

      No, scratch that. He was probably into bondage and pain.

      Once I’d dried myself off as best I could with the small hand towel I kept in my car, I climbed into my car.

      Change of plans. I wasn’t headed home to shower. I was headed straight to the source. It was only a few hours after midnight, the middle of my workday, but Rafe didn’t keep hunter hours. Like the soft, sorry son of a bitch he’d become, he kept civilian hours. He’d be tucked up in his bed, dead asleep.

      With the stench of a slime beast clinging to my skin and my windows rolled down to air out my car, I busted every speed limit between the park and Rafe’s house.

      When I arrived at his bungalow in central Austin, I was reminded of how very domesticated he’d become.

      His lawn was tidy, his flower beds weeded. Hell, the fact that he even had flower beds was a sign of the guy’s descent into domesticity. The white house had black shutters and a red door. Maybe it was homey. Mostly it was bland.

      I hadn’t realized how tame, how utterly boring the man who’d once been the baddest of the bad had become until recently. Specifically, not until the night I made a pass at him, and he declined…because I worked for him.

      Seriously?

      That was what he’d said. “You work for me.” And then he walked away.

      One, bullshit. I was a contractor.

      Two, what was he worried about? A sexual harassment lawsuit? Not how the guild and its members resolved disputes, and even if it were, I’d hit on him.

      Three, if he wasn’t interested, where were his balls? Just fucking say so. How hard was it to say, “Thanks, but no thanks. You don’t do it for me.”

      And then the shit assignments had followed. Class D slime monsters. Class E critters that didn’t even have a name, because who the hell cared about a class E wee beastie? I hadn’t killed those little fuckers. I’d trapped them and rehomed them in a rural area. They were pests, not really monsters at all.

      I approached his house, ready to rouse him from his fat, happy, civilian sleep…except there was already a light on in the kitchen window.

      And when I walked up to the front door, he opened it before I could even raise a fist.

      He crossed his arms and leaned against the doorframe. “Matilda.”

      Okay, maybe fat hadn’t been fair. My gaze traveled his length, from the tight T-shirt that hugged his pecs, to the curve of his bicep revealed by the short sleeves of his shirt, to his…boxer shorts?

      Plaid boxers.

      I squinted just to be sure, but I had exceptional vision, and those fuckers were plaid cotton boxers.

      They’d have been dad-worthy but for one small fact. His ridiculous undergarment was tented with the massive wood he was sporting.

      Mental note: Rafe’s dick was proportionate to his six-foot-three, heavily muscled frame.

      Also… Yum.

      I licked my lips, wondering what his thick cock would feel like in my mouth.

      He cleared his throat.

      Fuck him. I was feeling contrary. The bastard knew I went by Tilly, and he called me Matilda to push my buttons. Also, I was enjoying the view.

      I let myself consider the possibilities—me on my knees in front of him as he slowly fucked my mouth, me sucking him off with his big frame sprawled across a bed, me sucking his dick while he fingered my pussy and licked my clit.

      So many possibilities.

      When I’d looked my fill, I lifted my gaze to his. His features were hard, and his nostrils flared. The muscle in his jaw jumped as he clenched his teeth.

      Aw. Look at that. I’d hurt his soft and squishy guild leader feelings by staring at his dick.

      Too bad. I’d enjoyed it, and I wasn’t about to apologize.

      “You didn’t check in after you wrapped the case.” His normally grumbly voice had an even harsher edge than usual.

      Technically, on guild cases, I was required to register the closure of the case. Which I would have done for this case in due time. Specifically, after I’d gotten home and showered. I came here instead.

      I shrugged. He wasn’t my dad. Or even my fucking boss, though he obviously liked to think he was.

      His gaze dipped to my chest, and the breath he took after staring at my tits was audible.

      I didn’t need to look to know my nipples were pebbled tight with arousal. I’d just been staring at a fine example of cock and imagining all the lovely things I could do with it. My nipples weren’t just tight, my pussy was drenched, too.

      Hmm. Maybe showing up at Rafe’s had been a stroke of genius.

      I’d planned to bawl him out, but I could always do that later. I placed my hand on the center of his chest, stroked lightly across his pec until I came to his nipple, which I pinched. Hard.

      He grunted, then shifted out of the doorway.

      Not exactly an invitation, but close enough. I walked past him, ditching my underwear on the way. As I unhooked my bra, I asked, “Where’s the bathroom again?”

      ***

      Murder seemed like a good option. I even knew how to hide the body, so I could avoid jail time.

      Revenge with no consequences?

      Hell, yes.

      Because that sorry excuse for a man directed me to the guest bathroom.

      Where he left me naked, aroused, and alone.

      Was he trying to piss me off?

      What the fuck ever. I could get myself off, which I did once I’d thoroughly washed the scent of slime-pee from my skin and roasted slime beast from my hair.

      With the worst of my lady blue balls handled, I considered my options.

      Murder Rafe and hide the body. Totally a possibility, because he wasn’t actively hunting anymore, and his edge had to be gone.

      Chew him a new one, and torture him slowly until he swears he won’t give me the shit, newbie jobs any more. Not
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