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Just one book cannot contain all the hot scenes and delicious action of this world.

By signing up for my newsletter, you will get a FREE brand-new short story that you can’t find anywhere else. It stars Ysabel and Rosalia, who I’m sure you’ll fall in love with soon enough…
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	A general nihilistic/hopeless tone 

	Bullying and teasing 

	Masturbation with a large, uncomfortable object 

	Discussion of suicide 

	Aggressive sex 

	Biting during sex, enough to draw blood 

	Body transformation 

	Biting/vampirism 

	Tentacle used for penetration 

	Improper patient/psychologist relationship 

	Discussion of sex with a man (sex occurs off-page) 

	Discussion of male/female rape (very briefly mentioned, occurs off-page) 

	Graphic violence (in the context of revenge) 

	Mocking religion 

	Masturbation with a hairbrush 

	Female ejaculation 

	Clothing ripped/torn during sex 

	Psychological manipulation and self-delusion 

	Body shaming (brief, by side character) 

	Violent removal of a body part (jaw) 

	Choking (brief) 

	On-page suicide attempt by narrator 

	Vomiting (briefly, in one scene) 

	Medical treatment, character in ICU 

	Depiction of a penis on a female-presenting supernatural character (briefly) 

	Body transformation and distortion during sex (non-violent) 

	On-page death of a main character (temporary) 

	Blood play 

	Discussion of supernatural pregnancy 





To my alpha/beta readers:

Thank you for telling me to go further with this. And then to go a little further than that. And then giving me the courage to go way beyond my comfort zone…and maybe a little bit beyond common decency.
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To anxiety, depression, existential crises, gender dysphoria, body dysmorphia, the fake smiles of the corporate world, and society’s idea that women should be quiet and never be horny:

This is for you. Choke on it.


CHAPTER ONE




“What?” I ask, staring at the middle of Dr. Mitchell’s chest, anything to not have to look her in the eye.

“I just asked how you’re doing, April.” She says, candy-red lips pursed, like she has an inside joke with herself about how fucked up I am.

“It’s…not been great.” I say.

“Well, you got a job, that’s a good thing, isn’t it?”

I close my eyes and try to stay composed. She knows how much I hated the interview process, how this place was going to be a compromise for a compromise, one step away from a last resort. But she wants me to feel good about it, because that’s how someone should feel about being thrown into the corporate abyss.

“It’s…fine.”

“April, you have to have a more positive outlook on things. Have you been doing the coping strategies we talked about?”

The stuff that she printed off WebMD and tossed into my lap, as if that made it effective medical care? I could do this without her. She just gives me recycled shit and tells me ideas and strategies I’ve heard a dozen times. She even says the same damn things most of the time when we talk.

“I’ve…tried them, they don’t really work.”

“How much have you tried them, have you been consistently doing it? We talked about setting a goal of a few intentional actions a day.”

“Dr. Mitchell…”

“April,” she looks at me with something close to pity, but it barely hides the contempt and frustration I know she’s feeling. “These tools only work if you use them. And I can only do so much.”

I sigh. I know she’s right. She’s been right for four years of pretty unproductive therapy sessions. I keep coming back to her, but why?

“Why am I not allowed to be happy?” I say.

“You are, but you need to give yourself permission to be.”

“No,” I shake my head sharply, “I don’t mean how can I be happy so I can be useful to someone else, or to some larger thing. Why can’t I just feel…ok, for one minute?”

“April,” Dr. Mitchell holds onto her notebook for dear life. “What do you want me to say?”

“Something that will help me, please…”


CHAPTER TWO




I can do this. Really, I can.

Right?

I sit in my car, looking at the front door of the building where I’ll be working for the next…fuck, who knows, right? I want to tell myself that this is a placeholder job, something that I’ll be able to discard the moment something better comes along, but I’m not so dumb to think that the right job will find me, ever.

Or that anything good will find me, ever, at all, before I inevitably die. But maybe I won’t even be given that certainty.

Dr. Mitchell says I need to stop it, this fatalism. That’s what she calls it, fatalism. It seems counterproductive that your psychologist would use a word like ‘fatal’ when she is trying to get you to stop thinking about death all the time. It’s not my fault that I was born into a world that constantly reminds me that the clock is ticking down, that this entire window of time where I get to exist is narrow and could be made more narrow at any moment. For any number of reasons. I could get an embolism, get into a car accident on the way home from this building today, I mean, I could⁠—

“Hi! April?” A cheery woman stands next to my car, looking at me through the window, her perfectly blonde hair framing her perfect smile. I would kill to have just one thing about me be perfect. I don’t mean that metaphorically.

She doesn’t seem like she’s going to go away, and if I sulk much longer in my car, I’ll be late anyway, so I grab my bag and open my door to greet this ray of sunshine.

“Uh, yeah, hi…” I say, that awkward feeling that this person knows me, but that I have no clue who the fuck they are makes me already want to panic.

“Oh, I’m Madison, with HR, I guess we’ve never met face to face!” Madison reaches her hand out, and it’s perfect as everything else, down to the pink, but not too pink, manicure.

I shake her hand, and it feels cold, her skin smooth but fragile. “Right, Madison, you…we’ve talked…nice to meet you.” I try to muster enthusiasm, I really do, but I know it comes out flat.

Not flat enough to deter Madison, though.

“Are you excited about your first day at Merihem? We’re excited to have you!”

I know what I want to say. Fuck, you know what I want to say, because who in their right mind is excited about working at an anonymous corporate job? But, I hold back because as crushing as I find the prospect of working at a place this dull, I know I’d find being homeless far more crushing.

“Yeah, it seems really nice.” I walk with Madison toward the front door. “Everyone has been so…nice.” I say, never the kind of person who can speak off the cuff and not sound like a babbling idiot.

“Listen, I know it’s not the most exciting place in the world.” Madison says, bouncing on the balls of her feet as she walks, practically bounding toward the low grey building in front of us. “But it’s stable, I happen to know your pay is pretty excellent for your experience level, and the bennies…”

“Bennies?” I cock an eyebrow.

“Benefits, like insurance, and unlimited PTO” Madison winks at me, “just don’t start using that PTO too soon…”

So, it’s not really unlimited, is it?

“There goes my week in Bali a month from now…” I say, knowing a dumb joke like this will land.

“Ahh!” Madison turns to me, her eyes wide and mouth open, like this is the first attempt at humor she’s ever heard in her narrow little life, “oh, you are hilarious, you’re going to fit right in.”

Wonderful.

---

The first half of the day goes by in a smear of corporate speak. 401ks, deductions, active shooter training, free lunches at least once a month, and paid parental leave…as if I could imagine bringing a child into this.

“Alright!” Madison says, but she says it like ‘alRIGHT!’, always slamming hard on the end of the word when she wanted to make a point.

I wonder what her home life is like. I imagine she has a perfectly grey house in a neighborhood called Sunrise Acres where she proudly calls herself “Mama Bear”, a husband with an unsightly beard that she loves, plans for five kids and a monolithic SUV to carry all of them, and Netflix on the couch every night except the 2.5 times a week she and her husband have perfunctory sex. He never eats her out but believes blowjobs are his right, so she does it to keep him content.

But I know she’s so much more fucking happy than me. Maybe it’s ignorance, but I’m goddamn sure it’s blissful.

“April, earth to April…” Madison says, the second time today, she’s kicked me out of my mind. Not the last. Not by a long shot.

“Yeah, hi, umm, just a lot to take in…” I say, dodging a potted plant that I would have tripped over in a few more steps.

“That’s what she said…” Madison says in a snarky, low voice, then looks at me, biting down on her gum, the white glob snapping between her teeth. “I know I shouldn’t say stuff like that, but I’m HR, what are they gonna do, report me to HR?” she scoffs.

Just lovely.

“So, you are in the…” Madison glances at her iPad and taps at it, then her face drops and the cheery facade shifts out of place for a second. “You are in Accounts, because you’re replacing Tiffany, that’s right.” After she finishes her thought, the prim princess is back, smiling through it all. “And that means you’ll be training with Rosa.”

“Why did Tiffany leave?” I say. I’m fully aware this is a completely inappropriate and potentially illegal thing to ask, but I guess I’m feeling like being fired for violating federal laws on my first day on the job could be a good reason to be mopey for another year or two.

Madison shrugs her shoulders. “I mean, if I had to guess, for some people, this job is really, really, boring, you know, you just work with spreadsheets, but like, bills, and…Rosa, and…just, it's a lot for some people."

"Who's Rosa?" I say as we stop in front of the closed office with the Accounts nameplate.

"Me." A voice from behind me says, and when I turn around, something inside me collapses and another thing explodes.

Ever since I started having sexual feelings, I knew I was into women. Well, I'll correct that. For a few years, I did everything I could do to try to tell myself that I wasn't into them, and it was miserable. High school was a couple of years of me debasing myself by thinking that if I just gave enough blowjobs, I'd eventually like to give them. Or that it was fine that a guy couldn't make me come when he fingered me. It was notoriously difficult to make a woman have an orgasm, right? I mean, I had endless streams of them laying alone in my bed, not thinking there was anything suspicious that when I was masturbating, I was thinking about women or watching girl on girl porn, and I had zero problem coming then…but a guy making a girl come, it was a rarity. And I also thought that no, I wasn't into women, I just got physically ill when I thought about having penetrative, invading sex with a man. But, surely, that was due to something absolutely unrelated, and being a virgin when I got to college wasn't that big of a deal. I'm sure there were dozens of us. Tens of us. At least a few of us.

I finally came out halfway through my sophomore year of college, after I went back to my hometown and saw the men I'd been with getting more repugnant by the day, full beards grown and trophy wives in training on their arms. So, when I went back to college following my sapphic discovery after winter break, I vowed things would finally change, and I could live my true life, maybe even get a girlfriend.

Oh, right, I should mention that I finally determined I was a sapphic in January 2020, and by the time I had psyched myself up to get into dating, nobody was allowed to touch each other for the next two years. Yay, me. So, by the time the world was ready to start back up, I was on my way out of college, and the few girls I was interested in had left, mysteriously fallen in love with their roommates (COVID made a lot of women realize a LOT of things, I think), or were just as terrified about life as I was. And being a virgin when I got out of college, well, that was a huge fucking deal, for me at least.

The point of my self-pitying ramblings is this.

When I turn to see who answered to the name "Rosa", the entire universe seems to stand still, and every atom in my body feels like it's about to collapse into one giant fucking star, exploding me and everything in the galaxy, and I would be fine with it.

She’s not much older than me, either that or she’s aging exquisitely. A cascade of impossibly black, slightly curled tendrils of hair fall to her shoulders, framing a face that’s softly feminine but also defined and sharp.

She has a beauty mark, a small dark spot at the crest of her cheekbone, which only draws more attention to how perfect and defined every part of her face is.

Her eyes are green, but I swear there’s gold to them, a low orange hue simmering in the background.

She’s way too beautiful to be working here. She’s too beautiful to be working anywhere. It almost makes me mad that someone this beautiful is allowed to exist, and even more mad that she has to have a job that she goes to.

“Does she vacantly stare at things all the time, Maddy, or is there activity in her brain?” Rosa snaps, giving me a dark look.

“She…she’s new, and, again, Rosa, I’ve asked you to call me Madison.”

Even though Rosa’s first words regarding me are utterly bitchy, I can't help but to smile a bit that she's able to knock Madison off-balance without even trying.”

"So, Maddy, is this the new girl? Give me an answer because I need to know if this is what you're going to force me to work with." Rosa sweeps her eyes over me, and I feel a shiver run down my spine.

Rosa seems to see that she's affected me and smirks. I wish she would stop, because if I have to work here, I really don't want to develop a crush on a coworker, not this early. And it’s presumptive for me to even think she’s into women.

But the more I look at Rosa, the more I realize that the chance of me not having a crush on her evaporated the instant I came into her orbit.

Madison clears her throat and I wonder how often she has to do that when she's dealing with Rosa. I don't think there are many people that can make Madison squirm, but it’s clear Rosa has her under her thumb.

"Right, yes, Rosa, this is April." Madison gestures in my general direction, and I give Rosa a limp wave. "And she is replacing Tiffany, yes."

"Tiffany…" Rosa smirks, and something sinister happens behind her eyes. "Shame, isn't it? That Tiffany…left…" She purses her lips at Madison, seeming to bait her to reveal more details about why Tiffany wasn’t here anymore.

Madison lets out a strained laugh, the sound hollow. "It's a shame that people just leave, yes. Well, April, Rosa will take it from here."

As I turn to thank Madison because that’s what you do, I feel Rosa's hand grip my shoulder, hard. "She's already gone, you're mine now." Rosa says, her voice silky and tinged with the vague remnants of an accent I can't place.

“You mean I'm yours for…training, and working together, right?" I say.

Rosa rolls her eyes. "Sure, yes. Exactly what I meant. It's the first week of the month, and that means you have to come and help me go through this month's invoicing…and by that, I mean you're going to fucking do all of this month's invoicing." Rosa wields profanity like a scalpel, adding edge to the already domineering tone.

My desire for her to absolutely ruin me could not be higher, and that scares the hell out of me.


CHAPTER THREE




"You're doing it wrong." Rosa says. It's my first day here, and I'm already fucking things up, which seems par for the course with me lately. Or for my whole goddamn life.

"What…part of it am I doing wrong?" I say.

"Basically, all of it, if I'm being completely honest." She shakes her head and tosses her dark curls over her shoulder, leaning toward the computer and crowding my space.

This has been my entire morning, trapped in the disinterested yet overbearing clutches of Rosa as she is supposed to be teaching me how to do my job here. But, as of yet, she has offered virtually nothing to actually accomplish that. On top of it all, she's been pretty much nothing but mean to me the entire time. I haven't been bullied since middle school, but I guess the possibility of it never really stops. It’s almost like she specifically wants to make me fail.

But, her caramel skin, glossy red lips, the eyeliner that swoops away from her eye in a perfect arc to make her look like almost like a snake, I can't ignore it. I also can't ignore the subtle tinge of her perfume, like fresh summer berries, or the squeak as she shifts her legs in her leather skirt and her fishnets scrape against each other.

She presses a finger to the screen, distorting the LCD in a way that always irritated the hell out of me, her short black nail pointing at something that I still don't understand, part of the labyrinthine computer system used to keep track of…whatever it was we kept track of here. But, the short nails send my mind back to the possibility…

"It's really fucking easy if you would just pay attention. You just need to…"

"That's it," I say, "I can't do this."

"Do what?"

"Rosa, I'm trying…and you can't talk to me like this."

She narrows her eyes at me, mouth closed, jaw muscles flexing, like she's preparing to tell me something but wants to make it as hurtful as possible.

"Why?" she asks, and then scoffs and laughs in that way that I think might be a regular habit for her. "Oh my god, are you, like…one of those really, really sensitive people?" Rosa rolls her eyes. "If that's the case, April, I'd really recommend you fucking off right now and getting yourself to the unemployment office, because you're not going to make it here."

“OK, fuck this.” I say as I roll back and stand up, then slam the chair back into the desk and grab my bag off of the floor.

Rosa laughs, shaking her head. "Oh, wow, this is great. You're just giving up, that easily."

"Rosa, it's--"

"Rosalia."

"What?"

"My name is Rosalia. They put it down wrong on my ID and nameplate because this place and Madison are racist as fuck and can't be bothered to check that they're using the right one."

"OK…Rosalia…" I say, committing to be at least culturally sensitive toward this woman as I blow up at her. "Rosalia, if you're just going to sit there and act like a bitch, and belittle me…then, yeah, maybe I do need to go somewhere else."

"I'm a bitch?" Rosalia grins, raising an eyebrow at me.

"I…I'm sorry, I know I shouldn't use words like that, but, I mean…"

"No, April, I'm just surprised you're willing to lash out like that. That takes…something. Nerves, presence, confidence, a death wish…whatever you want to call it." Rosalia seems to relish in the idea that she's giving me just the slightest shred of credit for standing up to her. “And make no mistake, I am a bitch.”

"Yeah, well," I say, "I've got my own issues to deal with without having to be a doormat. So…" I shrug.

Rosalia crosses her arms, her grin turning to something of an actual smile as she looks at me. "So you're just quitting? Just like that? On day one?"

"I guess you're making it, so I have to."

"Listen, I don't have to like you, and chances are I never will, but if you quit you're just going to have to explain to the next place you interview with why you left a place after a day…"

I groan and rub my face with my hands.

"Hey, listen, I'll tell you what," she says, leaning toward me. "You and I both have some shit that's going on. I'll try to be slightly less of a bitch if you try to be slightly less of a naïve, doe-eyed, innocent little cunt, deal? Plus, you make a pretty adorable doormat…I could imagine stepping right on you, April, something I’m sure you would just…hate.”

She was even…capable of being nice, kind of, in a fucked-up and frustrating way. Wonderful. For some reason, but probably because of the stirring spark between my legs, I let my guard down a little and sit back in the chair.

"You think you could go a whole day without telling me what a fuck-up I am?"

She scoffs again. “God no…I mean probably not even if you did everything perfectly. But maybe I'll try and be less…cruel?"

I narrow my eyes at her. "Just…show me what I need to do."

"Alright," Rosalia taps her nail against the desk, then looks at the monitor. "Try to keep up, sweetheart."


CHAPTER FOUR




Since it’s my first day here, I don't have the luxury of a paycheck, so bagged lunch it is. It's a pretty sad one even by those standards: a peanut butter sandwich, pretzels, and a diet soda.

The break room has a weird smell, a strange mix of what someone reheated for lunch the day before and the lingering chemical rasp of a cleaning agent. There aren't many people here, because why would there be? Only losers who have absolutely nothing going on for them would have to stoop to this level to sit at an uneven table, look at the grey walls, and wonder how many more days you have to work here before you finally just mercifully die. I could look at my phone for an hour, at social media to see people living better, more interesting lives than me, but I don’t really know if that’s better or worse than staring at the wall and contemplating death.

I'm unwrapping my sandwich when Rosalia saunters in, white AirPods telling everyone rather directly that she doesn't want to be talked to. Why does it even matter, though? I don't want to talk to her. Really.

In the otherwise silent room, the tinny sound from her headphones is like nails down my back.

Rosalia's nails…down my back. Black lacquer, perfectly applied, scraping my skin, the feeling of her toying with me.

Stop that, April. You need this job, remember?

Rosalia’s on a path to ruin, anyway. Listening to music that loud is terrible for your hearing. I’m sure that Rosalia thinks she’s cool now, but in fifteen years when she’s plagued by never-ending tinnitus…fuck, she’ll probably still be cool, she just won’t be able to hear as well as she used to.

I wonder about how someone can be so effortlessly cool, like she is. I’ve always been someone who's tried to put her life on a pretty straightforward trajectory. It's what I thought would give me a better chance at happiness than just aimlessly wandering through the world like it seemed like so many people did. People more successful than me, who breezed through life stumbling from strength to strength somehow. Like Rosalia did.

And this is what I get for trying, for playing by the rules. A fucking peanut butter sandwich in a concrete-colored room that might as well be a prison.

I'm lost in my thoughts when I hear the chair on the other side of the table slide back, and Rosalia once again becomes my problem.

I try to ignore it, shrug off the obvious provocation of her sitting down in front of me. I can see out of my peripheral vision that she has a salad. She unwraps it, the sound of the wrapping crinkling, cracking. She pulls her fork out of her bag and I swear makes an extra effort to slam it against the table.

She's baiting me, and I know it. Middle school wasn't that long ago…ok it was almost a decade ago at this point…but I still know how girls like this behaved, and how they tried to get under the skin of people they saw as weak.

Weak…like the way I feel when I notice Rosalia's shirt twisting in just the right way to make a gap between her buttons, showing a flash of a dark red bra. God fucking damnit.

"Listen, I'm…I'm sorry. For…I don't know what you're waiting for me to do. Apologize for using the word 'bitch'?"

"Bitch, bitch, bitch. It's just a word, I don't care. I’ve been called worse…names you can’t even comprehend.” Rosalia drizzles dressing on her salad before tossing it around with her fork. "What's your deal?"

"What do you mean, I'm eating…lunch." Or, I was, at least.

"I mean in life, I can tell you're eating lunch, angel…nobody comes to a place like this as a first choice, at least, god, I hope they don’t." She spears a cucumber and pops it into her mouth.

I should shut this down, not engage. People like this thrive on attention, even if they want to seem like they're above it all. Getting a rise out of someone is the only thing that gives their life value.

But I don't do that, because seeing Rosalia's tongue dart out of her mouth as she pulls a sliver of onion off the fork makes my nipples harden into pebbles if I'm being completely honest.

I let out a disappointed sigh. “It was this or retail, and at least with this I don’t have to work until eleven-thirty at night. Until the world needs more English majors who don’t want to be teachers, I guess this is where I’ll be.” I instantly feel the sting of oversharing that I feel all too often.

“Hey, you went to school for what you wanted, that’s respectable.” Rosalia turns toward me, forcing me to make eye contact instead of distracting myself from having to look at her…god, gorgeous dark red lips and sleek hair. Fuck.

“Th—thanks, um, what did you go to school for?” I blurt.

“Wow…not great to assume everyone went to college, April…” Rosalia gives me a stern look that seems packed with disappointment.

“Oh, shit, Rosalia, I’m so⁠—“

“—I did. I mean, I graduated valedictorian, and they don’t just hand those things out, but I still haven’t found a use for my degree in molecular physics, so here I am.” Rosalia pats her thighs.

“Wow, that’s…a really cool subject, umm, I’m sure you’ll find something soon…” I feel a prickle of anxiety slip up my back and grasp my neck from behind, alternately chilling and boiling me. I’ve never been great at conversation, but I can usually at least manage to not make a fool of myself.

Rosalia holds her smile before looking down and chuckling quietly to herself, “April, I’m so fucking with you. I barely made it through high school. I don’t have a great track record with institutions. College wasn’t even on the table for me, and I don’t think I would learn more about being a painter by wasting $80,000 when I could learn it all on YouTube.”

"Ok, well…sure, yeah, I don't know what to say, Rosalia, you…tricked me again by withholding information from me that I couldn't have known yet anyway. Congrats."

"April…god, you're so…" Rosalia lets her hand hang limp, still clutching the fork. "You're so serious about everything, lighten the fuck up."

"I…" I am at a loss for words. I think that I should feel something more than a cold sense of fear about Rosalia, about this place, but I'm so accustomed to living with the threat of constant failure and the sting of shame and guilt that it doesn't even feel new. Maybe this is just my fate, to be forced into cycles like this for the rest of my life.

And beyond that, she’s right. I’ve always been the kind of person who worried, who played it safe and took things seriously because life was serious, and it was something you had to approach with great care if you didn’t want it to slip away from you. And being serious like this lead me to…nothing.

"You'd probably get more guys if you didn't scowl like that all the time." Rosalia guffaws, the joke hilarious to herself and her alone.

I shouldn't tell her, I know. Being a weird, moody loner is one thing, but being a sapphic weird, moody loner makes you an even more easy target for the vultures. But, if the door was open even the slightest bit…

"Not really…into attracting guys."

"Ah, right…should have assumed you weren't sexually attracted to anything other than, maybe your cat or something?"

"Fuck…no, Rosalia, I'm…" I am standing on the edge of oblivion, and my throbbing clit is threatening to throw me into the void, and I just let it. "I'm into women, I'm…a sapphic."

Rosalia's dark, immaculately plucked eyebrows arch as she looks me up and down, probably trying to find my next weak point. "Huh…well, turns out we have exactly one thing in common. Guess it was possible.”

Before I can even start to form my explanation, Rosalia stands up from her chair and pushes it in, leaving the empty pouch of salad dressing on the table as my problem. She walks away from me and out of the break room without a word, and I swear she throws her hips out just a little bit more on every step because she knows I'm watching.


CHAPTER FIVE




“At the very least, I guess it won’t be a boring place to work.” Anna smiles, spooning ice cream into her mouth before looking down into the carton. “I’m sure she’ll calm down eventually.”

“But, the strange thing is…I don’t really mind it?” I say.

“Yeong says that some people are attracted to antisocial behavior, maybe you’re one of them.” She says, referencing her boyfriend, which she hasn’t really stopped talking about since they started dating a couple years ago.

Anna had been my last roommate in college, and after school ended, we just sort of stayed in this place. Maybe some of it was just laziness on my part, but I didn’t want to upend my life after having it upended so many times already. She was still in school, Yeong was too, since being a lawyer and a psychologist takes longer than it does to get a boring, useless, and completely unfulfilling degree like I got.

“The pay at this place is pretty good, though, right?”

“It’s not lawyer money or anything, but it’s alright.” I say.

Anna rolls her eyes, taking another spoon into her mouth. “You know that’s a myth, right, that all lawyers are rich and powerful and just absolutely living the dream?”

“I saw you looking at leasing options for BMWs on your iPad last week, you want to be one of those rich, powerful ones living the dream.”

“Fair, but I’m not there yet.”

“Yet…” I smile, trying to not think about the future, trying to not think about how much I thudded to the ground with my career prospects right after school ended. It wasn’t for lack of trying. I put in so many goddamn applications, stuck myself in uncomfortable dress pants and business-suitable tops, only to have none of it amount to anything.

Anna was headed off to things, off to a beautiful life full of ease and comfort. She’ll have a vacation house that’s bigger and nicer than anywhere I’ll ever live. Her quick vacations will be trips that I would die to go on. Ten years from now, she probably won’t even remember I existed, which, in ten years…maybe I won’t.

Anna looks up at me, some concern sweeping over her face as she sees that I’m barely holding things together, even if we’re supposedly having a good time just hanging out. She never really had much of a stomach for the darkness that sat inside of me.

“April…it’ll be alright. This job is a stepping stone, it’s not permanent.” She says, flattening her chin against her knee.

“It’s always so much easier to say things like that when you don’t have to actually deal with them.”

“I’m trying to help.” She looks at me, her big brown eyes watery and pleading. Probably the thing that Yeong found so attractive in her.

It wasn’t going to be very long until she didn’t want me around anymore.

“Thanks.” I say, not really caring that I sound sarcastic and bitchy. She’s destined for great things, she doesn’t need me holding her back.

“Alright, well…” Anna stands up from the couch and throws the ice cream carton into the trash. “I’m going to bed. Have a great second day.”

She’s being patronizing, and I know she meant to be.

Anna slinks into her room and I go back to mindlessly flipping through a half-dozen streaming apps to try to find literally anything to watch.

A preview of a show comes up, and it catches my eye. No, it’s not the show, which looks like shit, it’s the lead actress in this shitty show.

The dark hair, the way she commands the screen, the way nobody can take their eyes off of her. My mind wanders to Rosalia.

I’ve worked with people for years, been friends with them for decades, and I’ll still forget details about them. I don’t know how many times I’ve been deeply embarrassed because I didn’t notice someone changing their hair or makeup. In my head, people are just a shape.

Except Rosalia.

This woman I met twelve hours ago was seared into my brain already. I could see the way her eyelashes flared out at the edges, the way I could see her caramel-colored stomach when she reached a little too far. I wanted to hold on to every last tactile detail that I could, every moment of being around her making me feel like the luckiest person in the world, as well as the most insignificant and scorn-worthy at the same time.

When my thoughts catch up with me, I find that my hand is down the front of my pants, my fingers gliding through the warmth.

I could tell myself I wasn’t really that attracted to her, but the way I was absolutely soaked within a couple minutes of starting to think of her again told the real story.

Knowing that getting caught masturbating on the couch again would probably make Anna kick me out quicker, I restrain myself enough to get up and walk toward my bedroom.


CHAPTER SIX




I look up at the ceiling, lying in bed, absolutely unable to shake Rosalia from my memory.

I still don’t know how to read her, but my obsession isn’t weakened by it. Maybe it’s just because she’s the first really attractive woman to give me any kind of concerted attention in years, but here, on my back, covers draped over my body, I can’t stop replaying every moment of the day.

She’s just my coworker, I’m reading too much into this. She’s also an absolute bitch that seems to hate me.

I’m just lonely.

I’m just desperate.

But her laugh and the slight smile that accompanies it, the venomous edge to it all, the seeming disregard for whether I or anyone likes her at all, it digs into a part of my brain that maybe hasn’t ever been ignited. All conventional wisdom would tell you that falling for a mean girl was only going to end up with heartbreak, but maybe I wanted to get my heart broken. Maybe I wanted to just know that someone would even acknowledge my existence with her disdain.

I remember her scent, ever-present but not overwhelming. And her eyes, something burning behind them that I can’t figure out, and it makes me want to try even more.

And why did she tell me she was into women? Was it just her making conversation, was it a hint?

I drag my hand down my stomach, and even through the sheets, I can feel how warm I am.

God, this is fucked up. Getting this fucking horny for a woman who just showed me how to use software all day.

Having an unrealistic obsession never stopped me before, though. You don’t want to know how many classmates I saw only in windows on Zoom that I masturbated to during those lonely, isolated days.

I reach over to my bedside table and open the drawer, withdrawing my small purple vibrator, the kind that sucks my clit. This thing got me through the entirety of college, as it was quiet enough that I could use it in my dorm room without Anna even knowing about it. Upon reflection, maybe the idea that I was masturbating with her in the room was what made it better.

If I would have just fucked Anna, maybe I wouldn’t have been in this pitiful situation. I say that as if she had any interest in me at all.

I slide my panties down my legs and kick them off, and I drift into the solace that the buzzing motor creates as it teases between my legs. I run my fingers along my lips, and I’m more wet than I thought I was.

When I slide the rounded cup of the vibe over my labia, the gentle sucking motion pulsating, I imagine it’s Rosalia’s tongue. Light, pink, eager. Her breath is hot against me. I don’t even know what someone going down on me would feel like, but I can’t imagine with Rosalia it would feel like anything but heaven. She’d probably insult me, tell me I’m being too nervous, that I’m not doing it right. She’d make it seem like a chore, like she was bored with it. She’d shove her fingers in, opening me, growling at me and ordering me to come for her.

I lift my shirt and grab my left breast, the tension in my body growing to a peak that would soon come crashing down in a release that I’ve been craving for days. I was too nervous to take care of anything in the days leading up to my first day, so as I press my hips into the bed, my body finally granting me the right to come, I feel born again.

I know Rosalia would think my tits weren’t impressive or big enough. Being overweight, I feel sometimes like they were barely even distinct from the other soft curves of my body. With a push-up bra and some hope, I could make them look good. Maybe I’ll wear a bra that makes them look as big as possible tomorrow. See if Rosalia glances or even notices. Fuck, I don’t know if it would turn me on more if she did notice or if she completely ignored them.

My brain takes a few seconds to recognize that I’m moaning Rosalia’s name under my breath as I take myself over the edge again, my body shivering with the satisfaction of finally letting go of it all.

I pull the vibe away from me and turn it off, the slick silicone already cold and sticky against my thigh.

Somehow, after all of this, I’m expected to go back to work tomorrow and just exist with Rosalia there. Fuck.

But my body isn’t done with me.

More

The demand comes from deep within me. I’m worn out from the first day of work and enduring Rosalia, not to mention the orgasms I just had, but the begging feeling between my legs won’t stop.

I don’t need to just masturbate, I need to fuck something.

I wonder if my insatiable thirst for penetration would be this bad if I had more experience with women. I’m sure an expert tongue and nimble fingers would be more than enough for me, but sometimes I needed to get wrecked.

And tonight is one of those nights

I open my bedside table and move a couple of books and some towels out of the way, the things that are in place to make sure Anna never sees this. I’m sure she has a suspicion about how much of a freak her roommate is, but she doesn’t really know. Nobody does.

I pull out a dull charcoal grey box out of the bottom of the drawer, the box designed to make anyone think the contents of the box are just as boring as the outside. The lid pops off, and my depraved treat sits in a plastic well, waiting.


CHAPTER SEVEN




Finding a dildo would not shock Anna. Anna even has a couple of boring dildos and vibes of her own that she sometimes accidentally leaves out. But those dildos are…normal. They look like a penis, some of them disgustingly realistic in my eyes.

But while the thing in this unassuming box might have the basic shape of a penis, it looks far different. Yes, I think Anna would probably lose her shit and her respect for me if she found out that her roommate owned a shimmery pink and purple suction cup dildo that looked like an alien tentacle and likely twice as wide as anything she’s ever had in her.

I pick the dildo up out of the box and hold it, feeling the weight and power of it. This is the kind of thing that the last scraps of your student loan money could buy you at the end of the semester when you just pirated your textbooks.

Generally, I would only use this when I knew Anna wouldn’t be in the apartment, but tonight demanded that I give myself what I needed, I just had to try to be quiet about it.

I secure the dildo to the headboard, the whole reason I got a bed with such a sturdy, and easy to clean, headboard like this was because of this damn thing.

I have to be naked to do this, as clothing is only going to restrict me. I look over and make sure the door is locked before I strip off my shirt, leaving my body completely free. After I spread a generous amount of lube on the dildo, I rub the excess into myself, discovering that I probably didn’t need much extra lubrication, but, safety first.

I’m not sure what I found so appealing about doing things from this position, backing into the dildo like this. I imagine if I was with a woman who had a penis or a strap-on, I would want to see their face when we were having sex. But my tentacled fucktoy didn’t need that level of intimacy, I guess.

I hold the slippery silicone as I get into position, feeling the narrow tip nestle into me in such a satisfying way.

How on earth can you stay quiet?

I push back and feel the tip open me up, penetrating me ever so slightly. I usually need to work my way up to fucking this thing, no matter horny I was, but tonight it feels like I could take it all right now.

I glance over at the door. It seems so far away. There's no way I could get over to it if Anna started opening it. I'm sure it's locked, at least it really, really looks that way in the semi-dark of my room, without my glasses on.

I press myself down the dildo a little further, taking more and more of it inside of me, the friction from my body sliding along the tentacle being enough to drive me insane. The circular ridges along the bottom of the shaft tickle me and feel so fucking good going in as I work myself further down onto it. My body and mind are so overwhelmed, I wince and laugh nervously as the piece stretches me beyond any shred of dignity.

I know how I look right now, this naked and somewhat chubby girl spread open, tits hanging down, body twisted awkwardly to fuck herself against her headboard, but I also don't care how it looks...I want to have the control, the ability to drive it into me in the best way possible.

Just fucking shove it in. Just let go. Give up. Do it. Just fuck yourself until you can't remember anything else in the world.

The voice inside my head drives me harder and harder, and I love it. I'm always my own biggest cheerleader, even if I hate myself most of the time.

I feel my pussy stretch over the length of the piece, and finally relish the cool surface of the headboard against my ass and the backs of my thighs as I take the entire length of it inside of me. The sound of it going into me in my lonely room and the gasps and sharp intakes of breath from me are beyond intoxicating.

I squeeze around it and my legs twitch, begging it to fill me up again and again. The soft ridges are perfect against my sensitive inner walls as I rock back and forth, my thighs already straining and tiring. It's an intensity I'm surprised I can give myself, seeing that I'm so weak-willed in every other aspect of my life.

I imagine Rosalia watching me do this, putting on this show for her. Was she more of a vanilla sex woman, or did she have a kink edge to her that she was hiding? She had all the appearances of a woman who would be into kink, at least based on my knowledge mostly from movies and porn, but I guess that could be deceptive...she could be more of a quick fingering in the bathtub and call it a night kind of girl.

Would I prefer that, though? No fucking way. She's so sexy that way, so imposing and in control...it makes me think of how she'd push my face down into a pillow while she fucked me, her body heavy and warm against me, making sure that I took everything that she would give to me. If she had this monster mounted on a strap-on harness, I know she wouldn't hold back. She wouldn’t worry about destroying me as long as she made me come.

I squeeze my thighs against the side of the dildo as I imagine Rosalia pinning me down on a mattress, shoving into me until I couldn't hold out any more, and I'd come screaming her name, my body begging her not to stop and keep using me like the dirty slut I wanted to be for her...to be for anyone. No, to be for her.

"Fff---fuck!" I yelp out before I can grab my blanket and shove it into my mouth. There's no way I can be quiet about this anymore, so I need to scream into something that could muffle it.

I try to ignore my aching muscles tensing and relaxing around the silicone that fills me up in a way nothing else really can, but the feeling is impossible to deny.

Just fuck me!

My mind echoes, my body exerting only to give myself pleasure.

Fuck me, Rosalia...use my pussy like only you know how to. You want to destroy me in the office, I'd let you fucking destroy me in the bedroom. Anything, anything, Rosalia. I would be your toy, I wouldn't even care if you hurt me...please...

The last bit of strength in my legs finally fails me, and I feel my knees slip and give out, the dildo almost completely slipping out of me. But I have enough sense left in me to catch myself. My legs might not want to participate, but my pussy still begs for stimulation. I drive my elbows into the bed, lifting myself onto the dildo, driving it somehow deeper, feeling my ass press firmly against the headboard.

I'm so fucking dirty, I'm so fucking depraved. Doing this, pounding myself against this headboard, this huge dildo splitting me open, I know I look like a fucking creature, and I would feel such shame if anyone saw me like this...anybody but Rosalia, who I want to see me this way. I want to see her smile at my degradation, the way she can make me feel like I'm nothing to her, and I don't even mind it. I love it. I fucking love it.

I slam myself against the headboard, my teeth grinding on my blanket, but the noise from my body colliding with the solid wood is probably enough to wake Anna up. Fuck it, whatever. I grab my left breast and wrench the nipple upward toward my mouth. My tits aren't big enough that I can easily suck them, but...fuck, times like this, I had no restrictions on how tangled and broken I would make my body in order to feel pleasure.

I can taste the sweat on my skin as I pull the nipple into my mouth, biting down and holding the flesh taut between my lips, sucking it far too hard, my whole body about to unravel into nothing, just an exhausted and worn-down husk on the bed that won't have a thought in it.

I want Rosalia to fuck me into oblivion. I want her to break me and ruin me, and I'll fucking thank her for it.

As the last bits of my sanity disappear and the only thing left is an unquenchable urge for release, my mouth moves and a stream of words and gibberish spill out, barely even syllables. Maybe I'm speaking in tongues.

My body finally tells me it can't tolerate more, and a wave of everything and nothing washes over me. My couple years in German classes taught me a word, Sinneslöschen, literally 'senses deletion', and as my body convulses around the dildo inside of me, I feel a powerful nothingness of Sinneslöschen sweep over me.

My whole body shakes and my muscles tighten and loosen, feeling every second of it as if it's being experienced by another person far across the room from me. The muscles of my belly flutter, my hands tremble, and my breath is short. And then, my body gives out, my thighs going limp, my body tilting forward at the sudden looseness. The dildo feels so fucking good coming out of me that I want to run my hand between my legs and try for a third orgasm right now, but my mind is still there enough to stop myself.

I twist my body enough that I can just sort of collapse on my side, my eyes unable to focus, my whole body feeling like a disconnected jumble of bones, skin, and fat, held together somehow. I'm so absolutely fucked in the best way possible.

"April?" I hear Anna's voice on the other side of the door. "Are you OK?"

My eyes go wide, and now that my vision isn't clouded with overwhelming lust, I can see that, yes, my door is firmly locked. "Y--yeah, I'm...I'm good!"

"Are you building furniture? It sounds like you're hammering something in there."

I think to respond with I was hammering my pussy into oblivion, but I let reason win within my brain again. "No, just...adjusting my pillow." I say.

"OK, well, umm...see you in the morning." She says. I think she can tell that she probably doesn't want to know the reason for the gasps and bangs coming from behind her roommate's door.

"Goodnight, Anna." I press my face into the bedding in front of me, my body still coming down from the shock of what I put it through. I'm so unbearably tired and sore, but I also feel more perfect than I have in months, maybe years.

I'm too tired to even try to get back up from the bed, to pull the dildo off the headboard, to do any of the necessary cleaning up. I decide to just fall asleep in this position, naked and tender, and a few moments later, I drift off into the sweetest dreams possible, my mind already set to fantasize about Rosalia.


CHAPTER EIGHT


Rosalia


I sit at the bar, staring into my third rocks glass of gin of the night. The bartender should cut me off based on the fact that no woman of my stature can down this much liquor without being fall-over drunk, but I made sure I went places in the wrecked, nasty parts of town where they didn’t care about patron safety, just squeezing as much money out of them as they could. Hell, if I did pass out, there’s a good chance the bartender would start rifling through my purse to steal my phone and wallet, and that would be the best possible outcome of letting my guard down in a place like this.

But, the alcohol never does anything, it’s just for show. I’ve tried to convince myself that even with my…condition…that I could still get drunk, despite not actually having a liver, or a bloodstream for that alcohol to course through. But, old habits die hard, and sitting around my apartment seething at myself was the alternative to sitting out in public watching misery. And I’m sort of in the business of misery.

You would think being a demon who feeds on sex and strife would be an existence full of pleasure and terror…and, well, it is that, but something must have happened to me that made me hold on to some shred of my human consciousness that meant I wasn’t ever able to just let go, to just be everyone’s nightmare. So I don’t get to enjoy it, and the demons I’m still in contact with (we don’t exactly have a group chat) find me not evil enough, or too boring, or, maybe that I’m just not trying hard enough.

Besides the sorrow, there is another reason I find myself at this bar, at this horrible chunk of reality that nobody truly wants to occupy, and as I think about her, as if on cue, she walks through the front door, sodium lights giving her bone white skin a cream coloring before the darkness of the bar drops her back into glowing in the sullen ambience.

“Rosalia…” she says, using the name I was already feeling the wear on.

“Ysabel.” I nod, acknowledging her presence, another round of this dance that we don’t know each other well, despite knowing each other for longer than several human lifetimes.

“Dear, you look worse than usual.” She clips, reaching into her purse and pulling out two crimson capsules and popping them into her mouth. Whoever of her kind that discovered that powdered blood served nearly the same purpose as the fresh stuff had done wonders on making those creatures able to integrate with humans.

Not that Ysabel wouldn’t be feasting on someone tonight. I knew she was just taking the edge off.

“It’s nothing.” I say.

“It sure doesn’t sound like nothing.” Ysabel smirks, a flash of her silver-white teeth showing as she bites the capsules. “What does she look like this time?” Her French accent makes her sound more refined and composed than she actually is, because I know the real Ysabel is sort of a mess.

“What does it matter?”

“It matters because I can tell you’re thinking about her. Another one in your sights, another tragedy waiting in the wings. You’re not as mysterious as you think, ‘Rosalia’.”

“Fine. She’s brunette, kinda curvy, has a big ass and decent tits. She’s cherubic as fuck and just as innocent. And I hate that.” I drain the tumbler and put it back down on the bar. I feel nothing.

“Sure you do, Rosalia. Hate is the word you’d choose. A demon not wanting to set her sights on a scared, innocent little morsel that they could devour whole…” Ysabel taps her canine tooth with her nail, not even hiding her true nature to anyone at the bar that would take a look, but she’s so beautiful and the patrons are so downtrodden that I’m sure they’re afraid to steal a glance.

“I know what I am, but I do at least feel some kind of guilt when I find a new one of them.”

“This reluctant bullshit, I know you have to get tired of it.” Ysabel looks at me, her eyes glimmering but dead on the inside. “Keep telling yourself she won’t end up like all the others, angel…”


CHAPTER NINE




Even with half a night of sleep separating my masturbatory fantasy and returning to the office in the morning, it doesn't lessen the impact in the pit of my stomach the moment I see Rosalia seated in her cubicle next to me, her hair braided into twin tails that slither down the back of her neck.

Having her hair like that would probably make it easier for her to eat me out. I could hold onto them while I forced her pretty little bitch face into my soaking pussy…

I dig my fingernails into my palm, trying to pull my brain out of the rut I'd put myself into again. My thighs and calves throb from last night’s punishment, but seeing her makes me remember how it was all worth it.

I had to be professional. It was one thing for my fantasies to be the most I could do about Rosalia, but actually trying to put myself into the situation of flirting with my coworker…a coworker who seemed to hate me…was insanity I couldn't even participate in.

"Three after eight…that's an interesting time for someone who's supposed to be here at eight to be on time.” Rosalia says, snapping her makeup compact closed.

"Why do you even care? None of your work depends on mine, and you're not my boss…traffic was bad, and the employee handbook says you can be up to seven minutes late." I put my sad lunch sack into my desk before Rosalia can see it to make fun of me for it.

But by the time I've done that, I see she's already looking at me and holding back a laugh. So why even bother trying to avoid the ridicule?

"What?"

"The employee handbook? April…you're not beating the charges of being boring as fuck by saying stuff like that." Rosa cackles, or maybe she just gently laughs to herself, but it feels like cackling.

I throw up my hands in resignation and plop down into the desk chair. I know there's something more important that I should be asking her about, but all I can think about is how that laugh is almost identical to the one I'd imagined from her in the shower this morning.

OK, yes, after last night's escapade, I also masturbated in the shower this morning while fantasizing about Rosalia. I had to clean the tentacle anyway, and I usually did that in the shower, and, while it was perched there, hanging from the wall of the shower, my mind drifted back to it. So, there was virtually no traffic on the way here, I was late because I was fucking myself into near-comatose, moaning without a thought because Anna was already off to class.

"Girl, lighten up, seriously!" Rosalia puts her hand on my shoulder, the closest thing to being kind she's ever done, and probably a prelude to more cruelty. "You're gonna die of a heart attack at twenty-five if you stay so goddamn cold."

I take in a breath through my nose. "Well…I think there's probably better ways for me to go if you ask me…"

Rosalia snickers, the kind of laugh she'd let out after saying something cruel. "Yeah? How would you want to die?" Rosalia looks at me, her attention rapt, hanging on for an answer, not caring that the question was massively inappropriate.

"I'm not answering that…" I pull my training paperwork from the desk and try to just ignore her.

"C'mon…you tell me how you wanna go, I'll tell you how I would…and I'll buy you lunch so you don't have to eat another sad bitch lunch in the break room."

"Rosalia, that's really inappropriate…why would you want to even discuss something like this, anyway? It's…" I roll my eyes at her, trying to figure out why someone like this could be so fixated on this.

"You can tell a lot about a person by finding out how they'd off themselves…" She seems to take glee in that statement, like she's rehearsed it, or it's a line from a movie she's parroting.

"I'm not…I'm not going to kill myself."

"I didn't say you would…I just asked how you would do it if it happened…" Rosa's voice takes a more deep and…I almost want to say sensual…tone.

"You're going to keep asking me about it until I tell you, aren't you?"

"You're picking things up fast, angel…" Rosalia grins.

"OK…I'd pick something boring. You want my real answer, it's not something dramatic. I'd take a bunch of pills and lay down in a warm bath. Done."

"Wow…" Rosalia gives me an impressed nod.

"So, your turn." I give her a challenging stare, a smirk tugging at my mouth.

"Hah! Yeah, no…I'm not sharing something that personal with you, I hardly know you, and you gave me a shit answer.” Rosalia scoffs. "We can still go to lunch, though."

Some dark, primal part of my brain wakes up, scaring me as it does, but nothing in the more reasonable part of my mind can stop it. It's as if I'm on complete autopilot, driven only by electrical impulses. I feel my hand reach out and clasp around Rosalia's wrist, tugging her arm toward me and causing her eyes to go wide with fright.

"Tell me. You can't keep fucking with me like this."

After the initial shock, Rosalia seems almost excited by my sudden outburst. "You actual crazy bitch…do you know what you're doing right now is legally assault?"

I don't even think about what I'm doing. I can barely think at all, at least about anything other than Rosalia's plump, glistening red lips, and her tight-fitting black jeans that frame her ass perfectly. And the way her skin feels warm under my grip.

"S..sorry…" I reel back, flattening my hand against my thigh, a nauseating wave of shame crashing into me.

"No…April…that took a lot for you to do. So…" Rosalia gets in close, closer than I'm comfortable with how stricken I feel with the monster that just came out of me. "I'd go to some landmark, some place busy as fuck, tons of people. Empire State Building, Disney World, shit like that. I'd be drunk because I couldn't do this sober. I'd find the highest point I could, with the most people below me to see…and I'd become a horrible memory for so many goddamn people, April. Some of them would probably even get to take a little bit of me home with them. They’d never forget it, and it would ruin any enjoyment they thought they were going to have on their fun little vacation. I’d traumatize them, April, I’d live on in their minds for the rest of their insignificant lives.”

As she tells me her fantasy suicide, her eyes seem to go distant, but then light up at the end of her monologue. She looks me directly in the eyes, studying my reaction. "You're smiling…a little…I can see it. Most people when I tell them that, they're appalled. The fuck is wrong with you for not reacting that way, angel? Why are you enjoying the thought of me splattering on the concrete in front of a happy little family?”

The moment is full of so many fucking weird emotions and impulses I can't process them. Rosalia telling me about something so grim with glee in her eyes, then criticizing me for not freaking out about it. The taunting, the gleeful goading to get a rise out of me. The unbearable surge of heat and warmth between my legs. I don't know if I've felt so full of so many emotions at one time ever in my life.

But, god, it's just too much to handle, isn't it?

I grab my purse from my desk and then stand up, walking toward the stairwell. I don't care that I have to walk down five flights of stairs, it beats waiting for the elevator and standing there while Rosalia can see me.

I get into the stairwell, the thick metal door closing behind me, and I can't make it more than a few steps before my body runs out of adrenaline and demands rest. I grip the handrail, the metal feeling like ice against my flaming skin. I breathe, or at least I try to.

But my breath stops again when the door I had just closed opens and a tornado in black jeans pushes her way through the doorway.


CHAPTER TEN




”I knew you wouldn't get far, lamb…” She walks up to me and I push back against the railing, like a cornered animal. Fuck, there's no way I can escape without shoving her down the stairs. "Don't even think about running."

She pushes in, pinning me with her hand against the wall. She digs her nails into my shoulder, the gleeful and entranced look in her eyes still there. "Did it turn you on? Thinking about me like that?"

"No…Rosa…Rosalia, it…scared me, I didn't like it…that’s not what you talk about with your coworkers…”

"Oh, that's the second biggest lie you've told me so far, sweetheart…there wasn't an ounce of fear in those eyes when I told you…"

"Why's it the second biggest?"

"Because I know the biggest lie is that you haven't thought about offing yourself in an even more dramatic, fucked-up way than the stupid, boring bullshit you tried to convince me you’d do.” Rosalia continues to press herself against me, our bodies nearly occupying the same space. “I know you have more darkness in you…”

I let out a groan as I struggle to make words happen. I can feel the warmth of Rosalia's breath on my face, and the smell of her perfume and whatever she uses to keep her hair so beautiful fills my senses.

Rosalia leans in and tilts her head, and our lips collide. Every single thing about it feels absolutely perfect and absolutely wrong at the same time. I relax, letting her press against me harder, the pink tongue I'd fixated on for days, finally entering my mouth.

She breaks the kiss for just a moment, a brief lapse, the mean girl disappearing for just a moment. “Tell me you want this from me…” She’s almost sweet.

"Yes…fuck yes…" I pant, the passion in my body threatening to kill me if this isn't resolved in some way.

"Good…" She dives into me, pressing her thigh between my legs, kissing me hard, pushing the back of my head against the wall. My brain can't keep up, there's so much happening, but it's all wonderful. She grinds her leg between mine, the pressure against my pussy giving it sweet relief, and in an instant I find myself pressing down against her thigh, joining her rhythm.

Rosalia's tongue dominates me, and her nails dig into my hair, but I'm loving every bit of it. It's just as I'd hoped for in the fantasies I’d dreamed up about her in the brief time of knowing her, and it feels like an answer to a prayer when I didn’t even know I needed this kind of redemption. She laughs a little, looking down at my chest, then between my legs. "You're gonna come, aren't you, angel? Just from this?"

"I…I can't help it, I just…Rosalia…”

“I want to see your tits, April, now.” Rosalia shoves her thigh against my pussy again, hard, jamming my back into the metal railing.

“Then rip my fucking shirt open, I don’t care…you’re going to see them whether I want you to or not, so just fucking do it.” I rasp, my heart pounding in my ears. I’ve never felt so worthless and so wanted at once.

"Giving me permission to do things when you could do them yourself is going to be bad for you, angel…" Rosalia reaches to my neck and undoes the first button on my shirt. "God, this is cheap fabric, what bin at Goodwill did you steal this from?"

I whimper a bit as she works down my shirt, stopping about halfway down and giving me another kiss, pushing my head hard against the concrete wall, my hearing partially blocked as she presses my ear against it.

"I don't even need to take your shirt off to know how disappointing your tits are…god, I was hoping you'd at least have nice tits, April…" Rosalia reaches into the left cup of my bra and pulls my breast up, roughly, painfully. Deliciously. The cool air drifts across my breast as Rosalia exposes it to herself. She laughs a bit at my breast, her eyes locked to it. “Oh, you thought the push-up bra would make them look bigger…did you think you could lie to me, April?”

"Don't you say a fucking thing about my tits, you're the one that wanted them to begin with…" I'm gasping now, feeling Rosalia's warmth against me. I lean down for another kiss, but Rosalia has other plans with her mouth. She dives and drags her tongue down my breast, stopping at the nipple and circling it. "Nice nipples, though…real shame a girl as ugly as you has nice nipples, since I have to look at everything else while admiring them."

"Suck my tits, you fucking monster, I know you like them.” I snap, desire screaming from me along with anger.

Rosalia's face lights up like she'd just walked into a surprise party. "What the fuck did you just say?" Her mouth tightens into a flat, deranged smile as she stares at me, her nostrils flaring at the thought of me trying to stand up to her.

"I said suck my fucking tits, Rosalia. Stop acting like you don't want them." I try to press back against her, but her thigh has me pinned so hard against the wall I can't make much room for myself without cracking my spine.

"Oh, you stupid little slut, you're not gonna last five seconds after I do. And you're gonna come so hard, you'll wish you were dead. You think it was hot getting yourself off imagining me, well…"

My heart stops, I think literally. How did she know that I'd masturbated to the thought of her?

"…at least I imagine yesterday you scurried home and fucked yourself after I finally made you feel like a person, didn't you?" Rosalia says.

Oh, thank god, she doesn't actually know. She can't read my mind, that'd be impossible, wouldn't it?

April, a blindingly attractive woman has your tits out and is forcing you to hate-hump her leg, the possibilities of telepathy can wait.

"Then do it. Get me off if that's what you think I want from you…" I say.

"I don't think shit, April. I do it." Rosalia grunts as she jams her thigh into me and presses down, sinking her teeth into my breast. It's like an explosion in my brain. As much as I didn't expect to want this kind of thing, the sharp sting of her teeth combined with the intense pressure of her thigh is enough to make me lose all sense of reality.

"Fuck…Rosalia…god…fuck…yes…" I gasp.

"You're such a pliable little slut…this was way too easy…" Rosalia laughs to herself.

"God, I'm close, baby…" I grab her face, bringing it back into view, our noses practically touching.

"Say that again…you wanna come? You know how absolutely fucked up it is that something like this is getting you off?” She grabs my ass with her left hand and jams her thigh against me more. It might even leave a bruise. It better.

"I want everything…fuck…" I say. A bead of sweat rolls down my chest, and Rosalia licks it up before moving her mouth back to my nipple.

"Come for me…you wanna be mine? Do it now…"

Rosalia sinks her teeth into the soft skin of my areola. It’s not a love bite either, her teeth pinching my nipple hard and grinding sideways, the pain unbelievably intense, transcendent. The combination of that with the pressure on my clit and the feeling of her hands on me are all too much to resist. I look down and see a rivulet of blood forming where she bit me, but I don't even feel pain, and I'm not even worried that Rosalia has my blood in her mouth.

“Mmm…” She traces her tongue along the red streak down my breast, licking the blood up, leaving a crimson smear in its wake. I’m losing sense of space and time, but the sight of my blood running down Rosalia’s chin, onto her neck, the trail running between her breasts, it sends me over the edge.

My knees buckle, and my hips collapse, grinding my clit on her thigh, the intense pressure hitting every possible part of me, my brain scrambling as I can only think about how perfect it is and how fucked up it is to be used this way by this woman.

"Yeah…that's it, April, use my body to get you off, you’ve bled for me, now you better fucking come for me…" Rosalia grins, and as she looks into my eyes, I see something that looks almost…like she's happy with me. There’s glee in the maddened, blood-stained face in front of me.

A white flash streaks across my eyes, and I feel a release of pressure, like the entirety of my being was being held back and the seal just broke. I feel a surge of wetness between my legs as I shudder harder and harder against Rosalia's thigh, some of the wetness probably even making it through my dress pants and panties onto her jeans.

I hold onto her for dear life, my heart pounding out of my chest. She pulls back, looking me up and down, but the only emotion she gives me to read is a look of smug satisfaction. "God…that was the easiest thing I’ve done all day, buttercup…" She turns away and walks out the door as if nothing happened, as if she hadn't left me in utter shambles. As if she didn't know that she was the first person other than myself to bring me to orgasm.

I'm pretty sure she made me squirt, something I'd only been able to do with myself one or two times, and I had to work myself up all night to be able to do it. Fucking hell.

I lean against the railing, by myself again, but completely changed. I'm not the same person that scrambled out of the office a few minutes ago. What I am exactly, I have no fucking clue, but April died the moment she let Rosalia in.

I reach down to my bra to compose myself and see my nipple, a little swollen but otherwise untouched.

No, she bit me. She drew blood. I bled for Rosalia. No matter how far gone I was during whatever happened, I wouldn't have hallucinated that. The red blood spilling out along her perfect white teeth, the look in her eyes as she tasted the copper on her tongue.

Really, April? the voice of Dr. Mitchell echoes in my head. Is it that far-fetched to imagine that you, a woman with a death wish and a documented history of self-destructive behavior, would imagine your first sexual encounter being more sinister and dangerous than it actually was?

I try to argue with her, but, of course, I can't. Arguing with voices in your head is what crazy people do.

And you think you're not crazy, April? Dr. Mitchell scoffs in my brain.


CHAPTER ELEVEN


Rosalia


“I made her come.”

“Rosalia, that is so fucked up, no you didn’t.” Ysabel cackles. “I told you the reluctance wouldn’t last long.”

“I did. She rode my leg in the stairwell like I was her fucking god.”

“Did you feel like her god? You are that to them, you know. Or at least the closest they’ll ever come to touching divinity, even if your origin is…from elsewhere.” Ysabel looks at a woman sitting alone at the other side of the bar, her eyes weary, but aside from that she’s really quite attractive. It pains me for a moment to know that whatever she has going on in her life, it won’t matter in an hour, as Ysabel will drop her lifeless, drained body into a tunnel or thicket of bushes somewhere.

“Rosalia, answer me.” Ysabel turns her attention to me, the wild craze in her eyes returning. For someone who my kind has dominion over, she takes a lot of chances by being an absolute bitch so often.

“Yes. Right then, I was her god.”

“And now what are you going to do with this? You have this poor girl wrapped around your finger. All the things you said you wouldn’t do, that you would resist.”

“I don't know. I was bored. Horny.”

“Literally horny, miss devil woman?”

“Shut the fuck up.” I say, grinning at the stupid joke. I look at the woman. She looks oblivious, her face sallow as she gawks at whatever is on her phone. And despite humans thinking demons can only do evil things, I decide to save a life. “Hey.” I grab Ysabel’s arm, eliciting a sharp breath and a distasteful look. “Let’s go somewhere and fool around…I got the little cherub off, but I didn’t get mine.”

“Mmm, no, I have some things I want to do tonight…” Ysabel says, returning her attention to the sad woman.

I consider invading the woman’s thoughts, telling her ‘get out’, but me using something like that on a completely unaware human mind can have, and has had, even more tragic consequences than what would happen to her if Ysabel got her fangs in her.

“Ysabel, come on, I want you…” I move closer to her, rubbing the paper-white skin of her thigh. I wasn’t lying here, Ysabel did have an amazing skill at turning me on in an instant. I know that doesn’t sound like much of a feat considering my background, but Ysabel does things for me that no being, human or otherwise, is capable of doing.

“Don’t you find it pitiful that you have to actually try to seduce me? Isn’t it…beneath you?”

It was true: a demon’s power of seduction only worked on humans, a fact that enraged me to no end when I discovered I couldn’t just flip a switch in Ysabel’s brain when I first met her almost two hundred and fifty years ago.

“That just makes it more worth it.” I lean in, kissing up her neck, knowing doing something there triggers a particular response in vamps. “And, yes, my tricks and abilities might not work on your kind, but have you forgotten how well I can fuck that little undead pussy and make you moan like the ghoul you are?” I bite down on her ear, laying on my physical and sensory charms as much as possible.

Ysabel shivers, her attention faltering from the sad woman finally. “Fuck…can you do the hand thing if I agree to go with you?”

“What thing?” I flick my tongue on her earlobe. “You have to tell me what you want.”

Ysabel turns to me with a severe look in her eyes, her lips pursed. For being a kinky vampire who likes taking things to extremes, she’s strangely bashful about talking about sex while in public. “I…want you to turn your hand into a tentacle, and…”

“And?” I run my tongue along my teeth, relishing in forcing her to beg.

“And…” Ysabel chews on the words for a moment, “put it inside me and fuck me with it, there, is that what you want?”

“If it’s what you want, darling…” I run my hand up her thigh, pushing her skirt up.

“I despise you.”

“And…did you want to despise me in the back alley, or my car?”

Ysabel smirks and gives me a sour look before taking off toward the back door of the bar faster than I can keep up. “Disgusting, a vampire of my stature only fucks in the finest of linens.”

I had ample evidence that wasn’t true in the slightest, but it would feel good to do this in comfort, so I don’t protest.

As I follow Ysabel, I glance back at the woman sitting there, still transfixed with her phone, completely oblivious to just how lucky she is to make it through tonight alive.


CHAPTER TWELVE


Rosalia


“Try it, you always know what happens.” I say, lying on my back in Ysabel’s bedroom…well, the bedroom she purports to sleep in when humans start snooping around.

I’m naked, keeping myself in my Rosalia form since I don’t want to give Ysabel the splendor of Isolde. Rosalia’s body looks fantastic naked…I spent far too long tuning the transformation to the precise setup that made virtually every person who saw her, well, saw me, absolutely unable to resist me. The wide hips, the indentation of my stomach muscles subtle but visible above my navel…the way my nipples were always-hard morsels of chocolate-colored texture on top of my perfectly sized breasts.

So it was no wonder that Ysabel wanted to devour me. For as much as vampires make people want to believe they’re noble, upstanding creatures who crave the finer details of perfect blood, I knew they were just too vain to even think about feeding on dreadfully average humans.

“Mmm…you taste grand…” Ysabel licks up my thigh, giving me a shiver of pleasure.

I have to admit that sex with vampires was its own unique pleasure. They have no human life force to drain, so the typical drives that set my demon brain on fire are nullified. I can’t read their minds because I’m not even sure how much activity is happening up there, but in all ways sexual, they’re rather the same as humans, except they can’t get pregnant due to, well, being already dead, and their rapid healing means STDs don’t have a chance to take hold. I can’t contract STDs in the way a human would, but the damn parasites annoyed me for a few days while my body burnt through them.

“You want to try to feed, Ysabel. Try it, dumb girl, learn your lesson again.”

And right on cue, Ysabel gives more credence to my theory on vampire brain activity. She bares her fangs as she looks at my naked thigh, then sinks them in. They would hurt if I could feel pain, I’m sure. A lead-blue run of my “blood” trickles down my leg and Ysabel sucks in, but a moment later reels back.

“Fuck!” She wipes her mouth, the dark liquid smearing across her cheek and chin. “It tastes like gasoline.”

“Sulfur and bromine, mostly.” I say, sealing my wound and dissolving the black stain from my thigh.

While it was true that demons cannot charm vampires as we can humans, one can discover over the course of a couple hundred years that fanged idiots like this were easy to bait into turning feral where they would have no thoughts but to try to feed on my noxious blood.

“It’s so…nasty, Rosalia!” Ysabel retches.

“And it has been the other fifty times you’ve tried it, dear. Now wash your mouth out so you can use it for its true purpose…” I spread my legs, a move that no sentient creature could resist, “sliding that sharp tongue into my begging pussy and showing the proper devotion your kind owe demons of a higher order like myself.”

I luxuriate in how irresistible my form looks for a few moments and Ysabel returns to the bedroom, her deathly pale skin shimmering in the moonlight, her curves slight, androgynous even.

“But what about the…tentacle thing?” Ysabel grimaces, maybe understanding that it’s been an hour since I made that promise to her and haven’t yet delivered it.

“You will earn it, my dear.” I say, toying with my labia, enticing Ysabel.

She rolls her eyes and gets onto the bed with me. “But I want it.”

“If you pout like this any more you won’t get it for another decade…and you know I’m capable of withholding it from you for that long, Ysabel. You lived a very unfulfilled 1980s.”

Ysabel narrows her eyes and plans to say something, but chooses the better option and shuts the fuck up.

Being a perpetual 23-year-old for the past three centuries means that Ysabel’s brain is underdeveloped, even for a vampire. The fact that she was the one and only granddaughter of Marie Antoinette shows as well that cluelessness runs in the family…but it hasn’t stopped her from boasting that she was a (disputed) princess for an entire twenty minutes in 1830.

Still a phenomenal lay, though.

Ysabel gets between my legs and descends, plunging her tongue into me, lapping up the wetness that has already gathered.

As empty-headed as vampires were, they did have a need to develop excellent skills of suction and using their tongue to make deft, sure movements to apply pressure, to knead a surface to coax activity. So, yes, every vampire was an instant expert at eating pussy.

And Ysabel’s expertise was sending me to a heaven I would not be allowed into.

I grab her blonde hair, pulling it back so I can watch her work me. She’s eager, she always has been, in eating my pussy…well, and an admirably long list of other pussies…human, vampire, demon, and…other.

“Do you like how I taste, Ysabel?” I say.

“I love it…I love it, Rosalia.”

I stroke her hair. “Good girl…earn your pleasure…”

Ysabel’s sure tongue makes me briefly forget about April, and all the maligned glee I was getting from debasing and corrupting her.

I know it’s wrong, but I need to perhaps remind you that I am a literal demon. Even if poor April won’t realize it until it’s too late.

“Ma Framboise, you could at least be kind enough to watch…” Ysabel says, frustration in her eyes as she discovers me far away from the reality of this gorgeous dumb vampire eating me.

“Maybe…you should use that tongue like I demanded…” I pull Ysabel’s hair, wanting her to use that lengthy, articulated vampire tongue in the way she knew how.

And oh, she does.

It’s no comparison to demon tongue, but a vampire tongue penetrating me has a certain amateurish appeal that you just can’t achieve with another demon.

Ysabel writhes on the bed and pushes herself into me. Because demons and vampires more or less neutralize each other’s particular abilities, having sex with one is the closest experience I can have to what it was like when I was a human. With them, I actually have to focus and enjoy the moment…there’s even a chance I won’t get off if I’m in the wrong headspace.

I don’t think there was much chance of that with Ysabel, though. And when she rapidly introduces three fingers into me, I’m quite certain there won’t be a problem.

“Are you going to come for me, you infernal bitch?” Ysabel curls her mouth into a smile before diving back in. Her body feels delightfully cold against my furious heat, a chill that a demon can rarely feel.

“I thought we were past terms of endearment, Ysabel.” I relax more and let her fury and technique overtake me, pressing my nails into my nipples as hard as I can to bring pain along with the pleasure, and in that moment I’m taken to a place I rarely travel, and cannot travel unless I’m with a vampire. I come like a woman, I come like a human…moaning, thrashing, my body actually out of my control as the concocted nervous system I am occupying has no choice but to react like a pinball machine, sending floods of pleasure throughout my being.

“Fuck…yes…” I gasp, Ysabel not holding back, and even going harder than she was. She knows I don’t have a limit, that it’s impossible to overstimulate me, and she uses that to her advantage. My body shudders, and a drop of sweat rolls from my hairline down to my neck. It takes a hell of a lot to make a demon sweat, and I’m happy to discover Ysabel is able to do it with shocking regularity.

Before I even have a chance to bask in the pleasant comedown of my orgasm, Ysabel slithers up my body and presses her mouth to my neck. I know she wants to take another bite, what little there is of her brain now scrambled and driven purely by lust, but this time she has enough sense to not bite, instead licking me from collarbone to ear.

Ysabel looks into my eyes, a spark of red flashing across them as her body shudders in the anticipation of my touch.

But she can wait. Just a little.

I don't even need to say a word for Ysabel to turn over, to push her head down and her ass up. Maybe because she's so feral she likes this position over more intimate ones.

"What is it, Ysabel?" I ask, running my hand over her ass, teasing her, toying her.

"Fuck me, Rosalia…you promised...please...please..." She grips the sheets, her body tense and ready to hum, like an overstretched violin string.

"Did I promise that?" I drag a nail along the back of her thigh. I've decided I want to push her to the brink.

Ysabel snarls in anger. "You know what you said...fuck...just do it, please...I need it..." She looks at me from between her legs, a pathetic display.

"Shouldn't you be above all this? You're royalty, Ysabel, good girls like you shouldn't be begging for something like this." I dispense with the human form of my right arm, letting the fingers merge into a writhing stalk, articulated at every point, and, as a special treat, self-lubricated. "Do you not have the mandate of your...god...that should mean you reject such things?"

I direct the tentacle toward her and slide it up her thigh. She braces at the sudden presence of heat, but likely doesn't know that her reward is still far from being delivered.

“Rosalia…stop teasing...fucking hell...Mon Dieu, j'ai besoin de toi"

"That almost sounds like a prayer, darling..."

The tentacle wriggles, brushing along the hair of Ysabel's pussy, then drags along her labia, and I know I will enjoy the way her body moves when it discovers her center.

But, not yet.

"S'il te plaît, Isolde, je me consacre à toi"

When I get her this worked up, there's no hope in her remembering English. "A rightful heir to the throne of France shouldn't be so needy, Ysabel...you're doing the House of Bourbon a disservice..." I smile to myself, knowing how much this teasing is pushing her desire to the absolute limit. I press the end of the tentacle against her entrance, feeling the resistance, but not doing more than just holding it there.

And, when I stop pushing in and hold it for a few seconds, all of Ysabel's humanity drops away, all of the playing nice of looking like a human that she can keep up under all other circumstances. She turns her head back toward me, her eyes blood red, her teeth razor-sharp shards sticking out of her gum line, the veins in her neck and along her back turning black with want.

"Maintenant! Baise-moi maintenant!" Ysabel seethes, the anger and frustration boiling over.

Baise-moi sounds so much more appealing to the ear than 'fuck me’. Maybe that's why I spent so much time in France...

"You ragged beast, I'm getting to it." I grin.

And then, because I'm not entirely cruel, I do get to it. I snake the tentacle inside of Ysabel and feel her relax instantly. Although vampires aren't as warm as humans, I've found one place on their body seems to remain rather steamy despite that.

"Ahh...yes...yes, mon amour…” Ysabel cries out, the pleasure overtaking her. I slide in slowly, watching as the tentacle stretches her. For the first several inches, she accepts it easily, the wetness inside her coating it and giving her even more pleasure, and as the girth grows, I watch as the walls of her pussy start to resist the pressure.

Not bound by silly things like the length of my arm, I stretch out and lay down on the bed, still probing Ysabel but having a perfect view of her face as I pleasure her.

"Is that what you needed, princess?" I say.

"Fuck, yes...fuck...god..."

It's almost cute when the vampires forget their god gave up on them long ago.

The tentacle inside her pulsates, the nerves that run along it are directly linked to my brain, and every single one buzzes and shivers in reaction to Ysabel's pleasure.

"You're quite wet..." I say, reaching forward and cupping her breast with my left hand, teasing the pink nipple that hangs down, pulling on it.

"Because I...because I...merde..." Ysabel cries, my tentacle going deeper and deeper with every inch I add.

The way she grips the bed makes it clear she's going to tear through the sheets, that her hands are desperate to grasp on to something, and there's even a chance she'll tear into the mattress.

"Tell me how much you love me, Princess." I say, relishing in the sight that I'm able to deliver this much pleasure on a purely physical level, knowing that the mind games I rely on won't have an effect on her.

Ysabel turns her head to face me and her lips part as she says "I love you…Rosalia…so much...so much, oh mon dieu, mon dieu!"

"I think you should eat me a little more while I get you off...right now..." I take my left hand and grab the back of Ysabel's head, driving her toward my open legs. She's more than ready to devote herself to me again, and I love the unique sensation of being able to push her toward me with the tentacle while directing her face into my waiting slit.

The tentacle wriggles into her, my hips thrusting toward her mouth. The effect is so perfect, I think I might come again before I even get a chance to truly enjoy this moment.

Ysabel is absolutely in heaven. I rarely see her actually happy, not the aloof ice queen she wants to appear as to everyone else. Only I get to see this version of her, the real version, the begging monster that needs things like me to truly drive to the center of her being.

"Ahh...oh...baise ma chatte, horrible démon" Ysabel spits out, the sinew in her neck straining, her body doing something equivalent to a blush, as a very real orgasm reverberates through her hollow core.

I moan and I grip her hair tighter as she takes her tongue to my clit. My body reacts the way a human would, my vision going blurry and the intense wave of pleasure crashing down on me.

Me giving Ysabel a second orgasm isn't rare, but her giving me a second one, well...even after a couple hundred years of fucking each other, it's only happened a few times.

But maybe it's my dominance of April, with how pliable and soft she is, how weak she's already been to my pressure. I feel like I could make her do anything for me, it's almost too easy. I haven't felt this powerful in a long time, and so it's quite easy to release once again, Ysabel burrowing her face in and sending me off.

Finally finished, we collapse onto the bed, the moment still warm and comfortable. Ysabel always gets a little emotional when we do this, so I allow her to lay on top of me, our bodies perfectly matched, hot and cold, both far too intense to unleash our true selves on any human, but free to do so here with each other.


CHAPTER THIRTEEN




I stand over my kitchen sink in a tank top, scrubbing in futility at the stain on my pants. It's no use, they're ruined. The combination of my wetness, the cheap panties from Target that basically dissolved into blue powder from the pressure, and the black dye from Rosalia's jeans combined on the front of the light grey pants, utterly destroying them.

But what's done is done. I'll just have to hope no one will notice, because it’s not like I can afford even a cheap pair of pants with my $0, so these will have to work for now. I lay the pants by the sink to dry, go to my bedroom and pull off the tank top, tossing it onto my bed.

I walk naked over to my full length mirror and turn my body toward my side, examining myself. I'm not skinny by any means, but in moments and at certain angles I sometimes think I have nice curves.

No matter what I do, I can't stop obsessing over her. Every thought in my head eventually winds back to her in some way. This is a person I've known for two fucking days and I am now basically devoting my entire life to her. I know this is an awful thing to do, I know it puts me in such a compromised position.

But I can’t shake it.

I hear the apartment door unlock and scramble to find something to put on after my little self-examination, since the door to my bedroom is still open. I throw on some maroon lounge pants and the tank top I was wearing earlier with a couple seconds to spare before Anna comes in.

"Hey…" my roommate trills, her clothing looking perfect as always, not a single stitch out of place.

"Hi, you're…home early." I say.

Anna looks down at her phone and back up at me. "It's seven…so I'm actually late."

"Oh, well, must have lost track of time." I say, trying to seem as normal as possible despite my mental state.

Anna raises an eyebrow at me. "I'm going to take a bath, are you…OK, April? You look…kinda ragged."

"Yeah, no, I'm good…just new job stress, y’know.” I give her a little wave to try to tell her there's nothing to worry about.

Of course I can only live in that luxury of that lie working for so long. Anna has always been observant, from when we were roommates in college up until now, me right out of college and still roommates. Maybe I just don't like change, but I think I would also deal with Anna's minor quirks and inconveniences instead of rolling the dice with someone random. I know that at most I only have a couple more years of this, though, as Anna would eventually be a lawyer and would have the income to kick me to the curb.

"What's…are these your work pants?" Anna puts her water bottle on the counter in the space where she, an almost disturbingly organized person, puts it every single night.

"Uh…yeah, um…sorry, I'll pick them up." The sting of shame hitting me hard.

"What happened to them?" Anna looks at the pummeled crotch of the pants, her straight hair falling like a curtain, obscuring her eyes.

"I spilled a soda…lid popped off while I was driving, and then…just went everywhere…so…yeah." I have never been great at coming up with lies on the spot, but I hoped this would at least suffice.

"Alright…whatever you say…" Anna turns back to me with a suspicious eye, but I'm relieved when she quickly changes gears. "Oh, hey, I have a date with Yeong on Friday, and we were thinking about coming back here…" Anna is too shy to say it, but it's obvious what she's implying. "You should be alright to come back at, like, nine? Maybe do some dinner and shopping, a movie or something?"

All of those things by yourself are not nearly as fun, but I didn't want to keep Anna from fucking her boyfriend. "Yeah, I'll find something to do, no problem."

"You're an angel, April." Anna says as she brushes past me.

She uses pet names like that all the time with me, but now that I have a huge problem in my life that also seems to take great glee in using pet names, the mere mention of 'angel' sends me into a spiral of thoughts about Rosalia.

"Um, yeah, no problem, enjoy your bath and…" I trail off, my mind blanking on normal things to say, but Anna is already into her bedroom and thankfully ignoring me.


CHAPTER FOURTEEN




"April, while I am definitely excited that you seem happier, I have to caution you that falling into an obsession like this can be dangerous." Dr. Mitchell says, tapping her pen against her notebook rapidly.

I've always thought the irony of a psychologist with clearly unchecked ADHD was a reason to find someone else, but I just couldn't be bothered.

"Yeah, but this time, I'm not hurting anyone. This time, I'm in a…relationship. So it's not like it's that bad."

"You say 'relationship', but is it one?" She pulls her glasses off her face. "You had a sexual encounter with her, which I'm glad you were able to experience because I know that's been weighing on you, but…it seems like this woman doesn't really like you that much."

I can't tell if she's just playing devil's advocate or actually has some sort of genuine concern.

"What are you really saying?"

"April, you have to think about this situation a little more…you started a new job, things are exciting, you meet an interesting woman, and…somehow, you end up having a sexual exchange with her."

I may have left out most of the details of exactly how I ended up in that stairwell when I was telling Dr. Mitchell about this. I'm pretty sure if I told her that she bullied me into talking about suicide before furiously slamming me against a concrete wall would almost definitely end with me being put in a mental hospital.

"April…you're very intelligent and kind and have so much to give, but…"

"God, don't give me that bullshit." I cut her off. I don't like people trying to make me feel better, I've never been one of those people.

"OK…" Dr. Mitchell nods and focuses on the middle distance, not wanting to look me in the eye. "It's going to be difficult for us to make progress if you're combative."

"I'm not…"

"Let me finish, April…" Dr. Mitchell clears her throat and tries to smile. "What I'm trying to tell you is…it seems to me that the sexual experience with Rosalia may be masking other, deeper issues."

To say the fucking least, doc.

"And I am glad you had a fun time with her, and maybe what you have with Rosalia can, with time, develop into a healthy and rewarding relationship for the both of you."

"I doubt it." I laugh to myself. "Rosalia seems pretty self-absorbed. It seems more like she got bored and wanted to get off, too, but she left before I could do it."

"Well…how did that make you feel?" She leans in.

I often wonder how useful a psychologist actually is when their go-to move is to just have you tell them what's going on in your head. I don't fucking know what's going on in there, that's what I hired you to do.

“She wanted to get me off…she wanted to make me come.” I say. Other doctors might have had a problem with me being so sexually forward about things, but even if she was completely useless sometimes, Dr. Mitchell seemed to understand my sexual frustration.

"Well…did you talk about that? It sounds like the two of you were fairly close. How did the two of you part?" Dr. Mitchell jots some things down on a pad. I think I even saw her write, 'selfish lover' at some point.

"I…I've not had an orgasm even half as intense as I did with her ever before. Sh--" I think about holding back, but fuck it. "She made me squirt, I ruined a pair of panties because of what she did to me."

"Oh…" Dr. Mitchell puts down her pad of paper and crosses her arms. "OK, that's…" she bites her lip. "OK, April…" she grabs her water bottle and takes a gulp, wiping her lips on the sleeve of her shirt.

Wait…was I turning her on right now?

I wonder if this is what Rosalia felt with me, knowing that she could push my buttons, get me off base, relish in the glee of making the other person as uncomfortable as possible.

"April…that's something…but this seems like…" she leans in again, looking into my eyes and trying to get a read.

I look down, knowing what she's doing and not wanting to let her into my thoughts. "She bit my nipple…I thought it bled, but I don't think it did. It felt so fucking good. I know it was wrong, but I wanted more." I say.

"April, that sounds like someone who was just being mean to you because she thought she could get away with it…"

"She was." I say. "That's the whole reason it was so hot to me, I wanted her to get away with it. She was punishing me for things I didn't even realize I've done."

She pauses, her neck blushing. I really, really do think this is getting to her.

"Did you have any followup discussion with her about this? You left, and it seems like she wasn't looking for a second…encounter with you."

I bite my lip. "Not…yet. But, if I have a second one, do you want me to tell you the details of it, Doctor Mitchell?" I sit up in my chair, maybe not slouching for the first time ever while I'm in this goddamn office. I feel Rosalia's energy running through me, the way that moment made me feel.

"That won't be necessary, April." She stutters a little. I'm making Dr. Mitchell uncomfortable. I am making this professional person feel things she's probably been trained against, and that thought turns me on, a lot.

"I didn't ask if it was necessary, I asked if you wanted to hear about it if it happened." I sit up straighter, pushing my chest out. I can feel her trying to evade this line of discussion, but I'm not going to let it go, not right now at least.

She puts down the pad and pen again, and rubs her face with her hand, and I see a thin sheen of sweat forming on her forehead.

"I mean, we've always talked about my frustrations with sex. Now that I'm getting fucked, I feel like that's relevant discussion."

"You didn't have sex, April…at least not…by most definitions." She picks at the hem of her shirt.

"Does that really matter, Dr. Mitchell?"

"I think firm definitions keep us grounded in reality, yes. And I think that it might be more healthy for you if you see your first time having sex as something that is calming and comforting, not…whatever happened with you and Rosalia." She tears the corner of her notebook, the nerves growing.

"Maybe that's where I've been wrong…maybe I don't want peaceful, calm, soft sex. Maybe I want to be used." I say.

She's fidgeting so hard I can tell that she's struggling to stay calm and keep her professional distance from me.

I look directly at her and cross my arms under my breasts, pushing them together. I've caught her looking at my tits before, I know she at least has a passing interest. Let her look.

"I can respect your choices, April, but, I do want to caution you that seeking catharsis through roughness and violence can be a rather dangerous path. I don't think I would define Rosalia as…abusive…" She says it, and I can tell she absolutely wants to define her that way. "But I just want you to take caution and think about what you are getting out of this, what she is providing to you."

"She makes me feel alive." I feel a wave of heat surge up my ears, remembering our encounter.

Dr. Mitchell sits for a moment, contemplating. I need her to say something about how I'm wrong because I have to jab back at her.

"April, are you familiar with the concept of folie simultanée?” She says, keeping herself calm and centered.

I think for a moment, my French is awful at best.

“Like…crazy at the same time?” I ask, but I'm fairly sure I'm wrong.

Dr. Mitchell looks away and starts writing some things down in her notebook again. "In a way, yes. It's the idea that two people, who may be both experiencing great stress or circumstances that can affect their mental state, they may…find solace in embracing each other's more…problematic impulses."

"You think that Rosalia is crazy." I say, with no hesitation. I want her to deny it, but I'm pretty sure I can see where she's going with this.

"I certainly can't diagnose somebody I've never met, but based on what you have told me, I think I can infer that she may have things about herself that she should seek professional care about." She grips her knee with her hand, seeming tense in this moment. "And I believe that her proximity to you has the potential to exacerbate the existing mental health struggles that you and I are working on."

"She's the first person to ever give me the sexual attention that I wanted, and you're telling me I need to abandon her…and my job…" I lay back, crossing my arms.

Dr. Mitchell shakes her head and stands up from her chair, pacing behind it. "I'm not saying to abandon her, but I'm cautioning you about how to handle your relationship with her, and the impact that she could have on your progress here."

"And what if fucking her makes me happier than I've ever been? What if being used by Rosalia is the thing I've been missing my whole life? What then, Dr. Mitchell?"

Dr. Mitchell's cheeks burn a brighter red as she seems to be grappling with this discussion. I'm trying to goad her, get her to tell me that Rosalia is bad news for me, but the only way that's happening is if I'm bad for myself, too. And I know that last part is already true.

"Let's do this…how about you keep a journal of--"

"Oh my god, these fucking journals…"

"April!" Dr. Mitchell slams her fist onto the arm of her chair. It's the first time I've ever seen her express anything beyond inquisitive calm. "I'm saying this as your psychologist of almost five years, and as someone who knows you, and who knows your inclinations, but no matter how much Rosalia pleasures you, she's not going to solve your issues. And it's my opinion that she will make them worse, perhaps even in a way that puts your health or life in peril."

I let that sit in my head, the words weighing heavily in my mind. I don't want to believe her, I want to argue back, I want to fight. I want Rosalia, even if it's dangerous, even if it will hurt.

"Do you think some people are just…supposed to die young?" I say. As it comes out, I can already feel the scratchy sheets of a mental hospital against my skin.

Dr. Mitchell purses her lips together and lets out a deep sigh, her hands gripping her knees. "Of course, there is natural end for everyone, and I also believe that there are certain factors, or even the whims of others, that can affect the timing of those endings."

"And what if Rosalia can give me more life in however long I'm around her than I could ever get out of a few more decades of…" I look around and see the beige walls, the muted tan fabric of the couch, the bland grey of the carpet. "Whatever this has been?"

I want her to fight me. I want her to scream at me, I want to have a reason to hate her. But Dr. Mitchell is just a blob in front of me. Just an immovable object for my unyielding force.

"We've talked about fatalism, and I thought we made progress, but, I think we still have a lot to get through, April."

"Tell me to stay away from her." I say, blunt and direct.

"I don't know Rosalia, but from what you've told me, she seems like she might not be the healthiest influence on you right now." Dr. Mitchell is so measured, it's infuriating.

"Don't say it that way, don't be diplomatic, Dr. Mitchell. You're holding back." I grin, feeling like I'm getting under her skin little by little.

Dr. Mitchell rubs the bridge of her nose under her glasses. "April, I…I know that Rosalia seems…fun and interesting, and I know you find her…physically attractive…"

"She bit my nipple so hard she made me bleed…" I say. "And she's a…fucking goddess…"

I know I'm giving her a lot of information about my new sex life, but she seems so intent on telling me what a bad idea it is that I feel the need to explain in vivid detail how great it feels to have someone like Rosalia pay attention to me.

"She made me come so…fucking hard…Dr. Mitchell. It made me feel more than I've ever felt before, and I haven't even gotten to experience everything with her." I say.

Dr. Mitchell stares off into the middle distance. I know she's trying to keep it professional, but I can tell she's still turned on, even though it's me telling her these things. I feel so powerful, so in control. "April, I believe there are more productive ways to talk about your feelings toward Rosalia without having to delve into the details of your sexual encounter."

"I squirted…I was so fucking overloaded that my body had to release it…I couldn't hold back." I smiled, remembering the moment, and relishing in the fact that I was ignoring Dr. Mitchell's orders to not give her the details. I wanted her to sweat.

Dr. Mitchell messes with a strand of hair behind her ear.

I uncross my arms and look down, then back up at her. "Has anyone ever done that to you, Doc? It's so good that you…just let it go, let it happen? I’ll eat you out right now, see if it’s possible.” I feel my heartbeat in my ears.

"April…this is highly inappropriate…I…" she leans over in her chair, clearly uncomfortable. I think I may have gone a bit too far, but at this point I feel like there's nothing I can do to get a rise out of her.

“Let me try, or tell me if it’s happened, and I'll drop it. If you haven't had it happen, you don't know how good it feels…and if you have, you'll understand why I want to crawl back to Rosalia right now just in the hope that she'll give me another second."

Dr. Mitchell sighs. "No…April…I can't discuss…" She picks at a spot on her pants.

"Sex is part of life, why can't we talk about life? You always want me to talk more about my life, doctor…” I say.

"But I don't need to tell you about my sex life."

"You tell me about your anxiety…the times you've been depressed…all the things you've experienced that you want to tell me about so that I feel like I'm not alone. But what about the other side? The times you've felt so good you feel yourself disappear for second, the times when you come so hard it feels like you're diving into the warmest water you've ever felt?"

She leans forward, and I think maybe I'm breaking through to her.

"Why do we need to be ashamed of those things, too, Dr. Mitchell? We are always supposed to be this calm, rational, even-keeled, unbiased person, but we are human. You've had sex before, right?"

She nods, but doesn't look at me, trying to remain composed.

"Do you want to talk about the times when you've felt most connected to someone else, felt the most alive? Just tell me if you've fucking squirted before, Dr. Mitchell, it's a yes or no."

"April…" she looks away for a moment and clears her throat, her neck turning a brighter shade of red.

"It's a simple question."

Dr. Mitchell swallows. "April, you should stop…"

"Answer it and I'll stop." I snap back.

She sighs. "I have, yes. A couple of times" Dr. Mitchell looks down, biting her lip, a little ashamed at the admission.

I let my mouth form a flat line and I lean forward. "So you know how that feels, right? And you know that I feel like Rosalia could do that to me every fucking time I'm with her. So I hope you understand why I want to ride this out…so to speak."

Dr. Mitchell looks back at me, her brow furrowed.

"I…understand. I want you to be happy, I want you to have a good sex life, April." Dr. Mitchell takes off her glasses and rubs her face. "I just don't want you to destroy yourself in the process."

Dr. Mitchell continues. "You need to realize that there's more to life than chasing whatever fleeting happiness that you can get."

I narrow my gaze, “Is there?"


CHAPTER FIFTEEN




“Ten thirty-eight! Why didn’t you just make yourself two hours late and really fuck your chances of working here past this week?” Rosalia claps mockingly as I get settled in to my desk.

I ignore her, now forced to do so because of two reasons: I want to kill her, and I want to fuck her.

“I had an…appointment. Madison knew about it.” I grit my teeth.

I don’t know why the abstract idea of Rosalia turns me on so much, and why the reality of confronting her sets me on edge the way it does. These things shouldn’t be able to coexist.

Maybe it’s just that the idea of ’don’t worry about April, she’s just fine’ carried me for so much of my life already that this kind of attention, even attention as maladjusted as this, both excites and frightens me.

"Angel, come on…I'm trying to be nice, I'm trying to be welcoming…I'm trying to make you less serious." Rosalia says, rolling her chair toward me, her sights fixed. Thirty seconds into the day, and I’m already her prey.

"That’s your version of being welcoming? And, don't call me 'angel', Rosalia…" I grumble as I take the laptop out of my bag and start it.

"Aw, don't be like that…" Rosalia teases me, as she rolls over further, pushing into my cubicle, forcing her way into things more. "But I guess you weren't behaving very angelically in the stairwell yesterday afternoon, were you?" She smirks, the claws already out.

Maybe it is best to just get this out, to work out whatever fucked up thoughts or feelings we had about it…if Rosalia had any feelings about anything at all.

"Can we talk about it?”

"Sure, angel." She replies curtly, continuing to poke at me with the pet names.

I try to swallow my fear. I want this, I want to know what she feels, if it meant anything to her. "OK, so, what was it? Were you just fucking with me, torturing me, or was it something…other than you being sadistic?"

"That's a good question." She gives me a cruel smirk.

"Rosalia…I…" I lean back in my chair.

"Look…angel…"

"Fuck you and that goddamn 'angel' nickname."

Rosalia smiles and tilts her head down, seeming to reset. "OK, April, I saw that you reacted strangely to something pretty fucked-up that I said, and it turned me on, and I guess by your reaction it turned you on too. Right?"

"That's…that's correct."

"So…I made you come. I got you off. We can leave it at that, because I don't want it to go further. If you have a girlfriend, you don't have to tell her about it."

"I don't…have a girlfriend. I haven't even had sex before." I say.

Why I admitted that to Rosalia so freely, I have no clue. I know it's an even more rich vein for her to make fun of me about…maybe I'd prefer that she insults me for being a virgin so it can delay her inevitably making fun of me for being fat.

Rosalia looks down for a moment, then up again. "Seriously?"

I give a slight nod.

"God, you're so fucking innocent."

"What does that even mean, Rosalia?"

"The whole…cherubic thing…you look so harmless and soft and…now you're a virgin, too, that's…damn, April, you are not ready for the world."

So it appears Rosalia was more than willing to go for both my weight and my virginity at once.

"Rosalia, can…we stop this? I didn't sign up for the office bitch to make fun of me the first week I was here, can we just…I don't know, be civil?"

"If you knew me, you'd know this is actually civil by my standards." Rosalia sips an iced coffee, her crimson lips closing around the green straw.

I turn toward her. "What do you want from me? What is it? If you didn't have any interest in me in…any way, you wouldn't be talking to me, so it's clear you're interested and it's clear you want something, what the fuck is it?"

Rosalia is shocked for a moment. It's the first time I've been this forceful. "I just wanted to talk to you. And then you were all weird, and we both liked it. You fucked my leg pretty hard for a virgin…"

I clench my fist to my side. "That's because I'm…I'm pretty desperate, OK? I can't stand being this fucking…lonely anymore…"

“Aww, pet, you’re so close to making me feel almost bad for you, and that’s rare.”

Rosalia looks at me and considers something. Whatever gears are turning in her head make me equally worried and turned on, just like always. "How about that lunch I owe you?"

"You really don't need to…" I'm cut off by my stomach growling. "I…don't need you to…I mean, I'm not going to say no to lunch."

"You're paying, right?" She says, tilting her head, boring a hole through me with her eyes.

"What?" I say, still frustrated, toying at the hem of my skirt, the skirt I have to wear because Rosalia ruined my nice pants. "That's not how…taking someone out to lunch works."

"Well, then, shall we go out on the company credit card?" Rosalia reaches into the pocket of her pants and brings out a dark red card, the words "Merihem Corp" in gold foil on the face.

"Are you allowed to just use that?" I say.

"Oh, god, absolutely not, but, they also haven't noticed me doing it once a week for the past two years…or that the employee that it's assigned to just, let's say, very suddenly left the company about two years ago." Rosalia's eyes narrow a little, as if she's remembering something.

"He just…left?" I say.

"Yep, and, I can say with pretty good certainty he won't be back."

"Rosalia, what does that mean?"

She shakes her head and grins, pushing the card back in her pocket as she stands up. "He's just like Tiffany, you know…just, one of the many people who leave here and they never come back." She smirks again.

I can feel the nervous sweat under my shirt, but I try to ignore it, my face flush and my breath shaky.

"You know…" I stand up. "Sometimes, the way you talk, you…"

"I what?" Rosalia steps toward me, pressing herself against me, the memory of the stairwell brought right back to the front of my mind. "Does it make me sound like I'm a bloodthirsty killer who's offing employees here left and right and nobody has the slightest suspicion that it's happening?"

My breath catches in my throat, a bead of sweat rolling down my forehead, the smell of Rosalia's hair making it all seem real.

"No…Rosalia…I…I don't think you're capable of that…"

"Oh? You actually think I’m not?” Rosalia says.

I, of course, think she’s quite capable of it. She could string me up by my feet and cut me open and I'd be begging for more, so to think she's some kind of serial killer isn't far from my mind at all.

"OK, you're committing mysterious massacres every night, I'm sure, does that serve your ego well enough?" I say. "Well, are you planning on killing me before or after lunch?"

"I haven't decided yet." Rosalia steps back from me, her confidence shocking my system. "But I figure I owe you at least a last meal, right?”


CHAPTER SIXTEEN




"You're going out to these kinds of places, and you're not getting caught?" I say. I look around the dining room of the fancy restaurant attached to a hotel where a single night probably cost as much as my rent.

"That's where people are fucking stupid in their fraud, April." Rosalia says, looking at the menu, dragging her black fingernail down the embossed paper. "They notice the really big stuff, and they notice the really small stuff, but a few hundred dollars every couple weeks just washes away in the shuffle."

"OK, that's not going to make me less nervous."

Rosalia puts down the menu, a devilish look in her eyes. "That's exactly what makes this so fun. You're just so…fucking nervous."

I don't even give her the satisfaction of telling her I'm not, because I want to try to actually have a decent lunch with this woman, if she's capable of it.

A waiter, dressed in a crisp white shirt that doesn't have even a hint of a stain or defect on it and black pants that cling to her body in a way that I don't want to think about right now, steps up to our table. She looks at me first and then glances over to Rosalia, and she has the same reaction everyone else seems to have when they realize she's present…a look of dread and maybe a little revulsion, all hidden behind cheeriness and a perky smile.

"Oh, hello…hello ma'am." The waiter says, her voice ever so uneven but holding together for now.

Rosalia gives the waiter a wicked grin, but doesn't bother with any eye contact, keeping her eyes fixed on me. I don't want to admit it to Rosalia, but her intensity is actually getting to me. "Misty, you're still here, that's…I guess it's pretty bad for you because you have to deal with me again, don't you?" Rosalia taps her fingertip against the tablecloth.

Misty is still, but her lips are pursed, as if she's holding back what she really wants to say. I imagine that most people don't dare talk back to Rosalia because they fear some kind of retribution, but I've been subjected to her for almost two days, and if they only knew what they could get if they talked back.

Misty continues on, the side of her eye twitching as she tries to maintain focus. "Well, ma'am, and, it's nice to see you've brought a…guest to dine…our specials today ar--"

"--Did you fuck him?" Rosalia spurts out, leaning back in our booth in a way that would look relaxed in most places, but looks vulgar in such a refined setting.

"I'm sorry?" Misty's eyes go wide, looking at me to see if I have any reaction to the comment. I have a very, very strong reaction. I am, as always, shocked by Rosalia.

"The busboy, Will. The one you were thinking about before…we talked about this last time, Misty, I'm sure you remember it." The way Rosalia is saying this to Misty, with such absolute leisure, is so completely disgusting and exhilarating.

"Oh…" Misty bites her lip and fidgets, trying not to show her frustration at Rosalia in front of me. I know this is going to be bad for me later.

"And did you? You just need to give me an answer, Misty. It's really that simple. Just…tell me if you fucked Will since the last time we spoke. It's called camaraderie, I'm checking in with you."

The restaurant is, thankfully, sparsely populated right now because I feel leaden guilt for Misty that she has to deal with Rosalia like this.

"I…yes, we…we did." Misty says, a drip of sweat rolling from her ear to the starched collar of her shirt.

"Congrats…and just, now, tell me exactly how it happened." Rosalia says.

Misty swallows, trying to maintain some modicum of decorum. "Ma'am, this isn't a place where I can--"

"--No, Misty, you can and you will. Tell me, or this is your last day working here." Rosalia shrugs.

"We had lunch in the park…" Misty starts.

"No, you didn't…that's a lie…I'm going to fire you now."

Misty's eyes glisten with tears. "OK, fine, fuck…" she spits out, the actual woman slipping out here instead of the image she had to present at this kind of place. "He didn't even want to go out on a real date, he said buying my dinner made me no different than a hooker, so we just…fucked on his couch. There." Misty says, like she's let a weight off of herself.

"And a man this vile…" Rosalia nods then smirks to herself. "You thought to yourself 'I'll just let him fuck me', am I getting that correct?"

"I'm just…" Misty starts. “You’re right, it was stupid…”

"You’re so predictable, but it's always fun to hear what stupid shit you do, and you've always done. And you always will do." Rosalia glances down at the menu and then right back at Misty. "We'll take a bottle of the Domaine Jean-Louis Chave L'Hermitage, the 2014, if you bring us the 2007 I'll break the bottle over your head." she says. It isn't the threat of violence, which I'm used to at this point, it's Rosalia's absolutely perfect French that gets me frustratingly wet.

"Y--yes, right away." Misty nods and turns to walk away from us.

"Oh, and Misty…" Rosalia very clearly glances at Misty's ass while she's walking away, and I can't really blame her.

Misty turns around, clearly frustrated, wanting to spend as little time in contact with Rosalia as possible, but still has to maintain customer service. "Yes…ma'am."

"You aren't, it was just indigestion, so you can cancel the clinic visit and save yourself a few hundred dollars.”

Misty smiles at that, a spark of naughtiness in her eyes, maybe a reflection of some kind of friendship she'd managed to forge with Rosalia after whatever else she did to manipulate the poor girl. "OK, um…wonderful." Misty turns on her heel and gets distance from Rosalia and me.

"How…did you know that?" I say.

"Know what?"

"That Misty is…I mean…that she isn't…"

Rosalia's grin grows wide again. "I'm pretty sure you have a guess."

I clear my throat and try to breathe normally. "I really…"

"It's not my fault that I have impeccable intuition, April…" Rosalia takes a slice of bread and tears off a bit of the crust, popping it into her mouth.

"That…that's not intuition, you can't just look at a woman and know she's not pregnant." I say, feeling that it's insanely irresponsible to give someone false hope about something that could change their life completely.

"And can I look at her while I also know that Will had a vasectomy three years ago because his wife…who he's, yes, still married to, asked him to do it, and it was the one compassionate thing he's ever done for her?"

"Oh…" I say, laughing nervously at the absurdity of it. Of course she didn’t just…know that Misty wasn’t pregnant.

Rosalia leans in to me, looking right down into my eyes, making me feel very small, even more so than my fat and anxiety ever could. “Now do you want to enjoy a six hundred dollar bottle of wine with me, or do you want to keep asking so many fucking questions?”

“Six…”

“Yeah, and it’s not going to taste that good. Not really better than…whatever’s sitting in a box in your fridge right now.”

“I don’t really drink.” I smile a little at the fact that I am maybe, just maybe, getting something over on Rosalia.

“Me neither.” Rosalia puts her chin in her hand, looking at me, through me. “Why are you letting me do this to you, April?”

So she’s not looking through me, she’s looking into me.

I stammer for a moment, but find something I can say that will sound good, because I can tell it will just get me further down into the depths of what Rosalia is doing to me.

“You make me feel…wanted.” I say.

“You need to get better friends.”

“I don’t have friends…I’ve never had friends.” A hum rises in my ears, the background radiation of the universe reminding me that it won’t ever let me win.

Rosalia stares at me, her eyes narrowed. “And someone comes into your life, treats you like shit, and…you just want more.”

The idea that Rosalia might feel guilt or pity is completely alien to me. She never had anything to be sorry for.

I laugh at myself for believing, for a brief moment, that she actually might have any sympathy for me, even a scrap.

“What if I just want to see how low things can get?” I say.

“Before what?”

I shrug.

—-

I deliberately try to eat as slowly as I can, making the lunch draw out as long as it can. I don’t even have an idea what time it is right now.

I’m actually having…fuck…I’m having fun. With Rosalia. She’s even stopped insulting me.

“You’re doing that stupid thing again where you stare, April.” Rosalia says, the edge to her voice indicating that she hasn’t fully stopped insulting me. And I’m OK with that.

“Sorry, just…thinking.” I say.

“You should do less of that.”

She’s not wrong, but this kind of thinking feels better. Pouring my darkness out to Rosalia, admitting things to her that I hadn’t told anyone before, it felt good. Better than talking to Dr. Mitchell.

It didn’t take much to get Rosalia to let her guard down around me, even if she did threaten me. She can pretend to be all tough, but she wants this as much as I do. At least I’ve told myself that.

Rosalia pulls the corporate card out of the holder and slips it into her pocket. “I gotta do some stuff. You head out, get back to the office and cover for me.”

“How?”

“Not my fucking problem, I’ll see you tomorrow.”

“Rosal—“

She leans over and kisses me, stunning my whole being in a moment, and she knows it. It’s not an aggressive kiss, there’s not a hint of anger or spite or hate. It just feels good. Friendly.

Rosalia pulls back. “Get the fuck out of here now if you ever want one of those again.” She bites her tongue playfully.

I float out of the restaurant and back to my car.


CHAPTER SEVENTEEN


Rosalia


Will hadn’t had a vasectomy, because he’s the kind of man who would never even consider ‘feminizing’ himself like that. But, thankfully, Misty wasn’t pregnant, and as much as she acted like she loved being with him, I could read it in her mind when I was coaxing the details of her affair out of her that while she did go into the night to have sex with Will, by the time they got back to her place, she very much didn’t want it, and that she told him, in no uncertain terms, that she didn’t want to have sex with him.

And yet, he continued, without a condom.

So now, I needed to fix it. Terminally.

I can get by enough on discomfort and anger, something April has been giving me a drip feed of since she wandered into my clutches, but that can only do so much to satisfy my needs to drain human life force.

My watch reads 2:48pm, right on time for the shift change. This hotel shares a back alley with a couple of others, so all of them are emptying into it simultaneously, creating cover for me. A few of the staff of the restaurant I was just in spill out into the alleyway. I see Misty first, peeling off to the left, toward me. She doesn’t recognize me because I don’t look anything like Rosalia right now, because I have to keep my profile low, and Rosalia’s not Will’s type.

No, Will likes short redheads with big tits and an innocent look that tells him they’re easy to manipulate. So here I am, straining the buttons on a starched white shirt, Raddison badge hanging from my hip, waiting.

Misty passes me, none the wiser, and Will comes up behind her. I lean against the brick wall, cigarette hanging between my fingers as I see him start what will be his last conversation with her.

“Misty, c’mon, don’t give me bullshit that you’re busy. You’re not hot enough to be as busy as you say you are, girl.” Will swipes his hand down his face, stifling a laugh at his own joke.

“Will, I…no, sorry, I can’t tonight.”

Being a man who obviously can’t take no for an answer, he pushes forward, taking Misty’s wrist into his hand. She tries to pull back, but he tightens his grip. “You owe me…I got you this shift today, you think Alan would have put you on with how fucking flaky you’ve been lately?”

Will doesn’t seem to make the connection that Misty was probably trying to avoid him.

“I…appreciate that, but…I started my period today anyway, so⁠—“

“Fuck…alright, never mind.” Will releases his aggressor’s grip, a look of absolute disgust on his face at the revelation that this woman was going through a perfectly normal biological process, but since it involved a little blood, it was horrific to him.

And I’m sure he thinks that Misty’s period is the bloodiest thing he’ll have to think about today…

Will turns away from Misty, now focused more on the cigarette he’s pulling from his jeans pocket. Misty walks down the alleyway, toward safety.

“Fucking lighter…” Will taps his pockets.

“I’ve got one.” I say, pushing myself off of the wall and entering his view.

As he sees me, it looks like he’s won the lottery. He’s seeing a perfect candidate to fuck if I’m down for it…or rape if I’m not down for it. I see the look, a look I’ve witnessed too many times. He won’t stop until he gets what he believes is his.

I flick my lighter and hold it up as he leans in to light his cigarette. Before he can pull away, I flare the flame so it kisses the sides of his fingers for a moment.

“Shit!” Will draws back and takes a drag, “get a better fuckin’ lighter.”

I smirk. “It’s her loss, you know.” I say, the Chicago accent easy to disappear into, the long vowels and flat affect.

“What?” Will cocks an eyebrow and runs his hand through his thinning black hair.

“The girl, telling a guy like you no.” I purse my lips, sending him the signals to start this dance.

His eyes dart over me, a slow, disgusting look. It almost turns my stomach, but I need to make him think I’m into this.

Will shrugs. “Yeah, but I’m never gonna fuck a girl when she’s doing that period shit…can’t even believe she’d want to.” Will says, inventing a situation in his head entirely that Misty was coming on to him and wanted to have sex while on her period…which, by the way, can be far more fun than one may think.

“Nasty bitch, no woman should want that…blood and sex, just…” I give an exaggerated shiver to cement myself with him further. Will nods in agreement as I push closer to him, taking him back toward the brick wall. I run my fingers over the name tag on his shirt. “Your name’s Will…like Shakespeare.” I let out a schoolgirl giggle. Men like this loved imagining fucking a schoolgirl. Some took that imagination further, stalking high schools and offering to buy teenagers beer…were I to let Will live past today, I imagine he would be one of them.

Will smirks at the fact that a woman is taking over the lead in the situation, which means he thinks he can make an easier conquest. “What’s your name? Haven’t seen you around here before.”

“Madison,” I say, “and it’s my first day.”

Will gives me the most seductive look he can, which isn’t much. “Looks like you’ve gotta lot to learn, Madison.”

“Can you teach me?” I say, amping the doe-eyed sexpot look to disgusting levels.

Will reaches forward and grips me around my waist, pulling me in for a kiss that I want to pull away from, but I let it happen, knowing that this is a necessity right now. “Yeah, I think I can.”

—

“You’re pretty fuckin’ forward, I like that.” Will says, walking into the room that I told him I knew was empty.

The moment the door closes, he presses me into it, not concerned that he jams my back into the knob. He leans in for a kiss, and I tolerate it again for a moment, but only so that I’m able to sink my teeth into his bottom lip as he pulls away. And I don’t mean I bite him playfully, like I might do with April later, no, this is an angry, sharp bite.

Will reels back, holding his lip, the blood already starting to pour down his chin. “What the fuck!?!”

“Sorry…I get a little wild sometimes.” I grin.

“You fuckin’…are you one of those crazy bitches who’s into that BDSM shit? Because fuck that, I’ll beat the shit out of you if you think you can do that shit to me.” Will seethes, a small flow of blood still coming from his lip, but I’ve closed the cut some because I’m not done with my fun. Wouldn’t want him bleeding out…yet.

“Oh, Will…you would be so lucky to find a woman who would trust you enough to do something like BDSM with you.” I step forward, towering over him even in this small frame as he’s sitting in the bed. “No, what I’m into is something far more…intense.”

Since he’s at least smart enough to know I’m threatening him, he reacts by winding up to punch me in the side of the head. He thinks he’s going to connect, too, so you can imagine the look on his face when I close my hand around his fist, stopping it cold, my nails sinking into his calloused knuckles.

The look on his face as I squeeze his hand harder and feel the solid bones crack under my grip is quite delicious.

Will’s eyes go wide, and it’s clear he now might just understand that he’s in over his head. I’m not a woman he can dominate or coerce, that he can wield power over to manipulate. And that makes him scared as hell.

“Help!!!” He bellows.

I allow myself a dark laugh. “Oh, that’s delightful, you think there’s any chance of you getting help.”

“We’re in a fuckin hotel! There’s people around, bitch!” Will’s limp, mangled hand looks so twisted and broken laying on the crisp white sheets that it makes my iron-black heart swoon.

I slap him across the face, making sure my nails drag on his cheek. “I advise you stop calling me that word, you might want to realize that using that toward women so frequently is part of the reason you’ve ended up here today.” I say, giving him the slight hope that he’ll get out of here alive.

Demons thrive on fear and other extreme emotions. It’s what gives us our power and lets us survive. Without the energetic rush of life force pumping as a person witnesses us, we’d whither away to desiccated husks, useless.

But right now, I’m feeling quite useful.

“What do you want? I don’t have fucking money…lady.” Will actually shows some restraint in not calling me a bitch. So now it was time to be an absolute bitch.

“Why do men always think women are after their money?” I walk in a small arc in front of Will, pondering just how I want to end him.

“Because it makes the fuckin world go ‘round.”

“Cute.” I smile.

I let silence fill the room, let Will bask in his fear for a few moments. I want him to panic, I want him to think he has a way out of this.

And, as if right on cue, he leaps up from the bed and dashes for the door. I think of tripping him, or slashing his hamstring, but decide instead to let him discover how fucked he is.

He gets to the door, and I’m sure he expects the knob to turn, and I feel nourishing waves of fear radiate from him when he realizes the door is completely solid, immovable.

“What the…fuck?” He groans.

“I know, I know…it’s a lot to comprehend, isn’t it?” I grab Will’s shoulder and pull down, sending him toppling to the ground.

He scrambles backward along the carpet, away from me, but I hold him in place so he can’t make any progress. “What the fuck…are you?!?!” He’s truly panicked now, sweat soaking his shirt along with the blood.

“I’m not really one for labels…” I say, standing at his feet, looking down at him with disdain like I’m sure he’s looked at women his whole life.

“If you’re gonna kill me…I have a wife, I have friends, they’ll look for me. You’re on security cameras, bitch, you won’t get far.”

“It’s quite hilarious that you think your death will be seen as anything but a weight off of the collective shoulders of all those people you’ve burdened with your life, Will.” I kneel and swipe my hand down the front of his shirt a couple times, slicing the fabric open, careful to not gouge his skin open…not yet.

“But when something like myself…takes care of a problem like you, there’s no suspicion, no investigation, no mourning. When we take you, the circumstances of your death are removed from reality entirely. You’ll be erased. Yes, your beleaguered wife will have her hefty life insurance payment in her bank account, and your friends…the ones you managed to not piss off too much, they’ll have a vague memory of your passing. There will even be pictures of your open-casket funeral that nobody will quite remember taking.” I stand up and unfurl my true form, causing another spike of panic and dread in him that I lap up. “But I don’t mean to disappoint you, Will…as what I’m about to do to you won’t leave you in any sort of state where you could have an open casket. In truth, there won’t be enough of you left in existence to even fill an urn halfway…”

I lift him into the air, dispensing with the silly need to physically heft him. He sits there, suspended, looking at me.

It’s not the actual killing that gives us demons the nourishment. We do that part for fun.

No, the thing that powers us, that feeds our needs, is all the energy contained in that moment as our victims realize that what awaits them at our hands is a fate far worse than any death they could ever imagine.

With monsters like this, that moment is especially sweet, especially nourishing for me.

I punch my talons through Will’s sternum and get to work.

I really needed this.

“Fuck!” He screams, the pain not even registering with him at this point, not as much as it will.

My talons drag along the surface of his heart, feeling it pulse and shudder at an alarming rate. Despite his heavy smoking and poor self-care, his relative youth has probably helped him to not have a heart attack already at this point, which just makes things more fun for me.

“I could slice your aorta right now, Will, do you feel me touching it?” I place my razor-sharp claw against the delicate flesh, more precise than the best surgeon, with a tool twice as deadly as the finest scalpel.

“What the fuck…what are you…”

I smile. “You’ve asked that twice now, Will, I thought at this point you’d have the answer in your head, but maybe you’re just too scared to admit what you know I am.”

“You’re a fuckin’…fuckin’…goddamn demon…”

I nod, taking great pleasure in him sinking further into despair. “That is the term you have found for my kind, William…but, if you’re looking for your god to save you, I’d advise not taking their name in vain like that.”

Will sputters, his eyes bloodshot as he peers at his own mortality for maybe the first…and last…time in his life. “Ave Maria, grat…gratis…plain… dominant”

I roll my eyes and pull my hand out of his chest, the wound closing as I exit. I slap him with the back of my claws, knocking him into the wall and taking him back down to the floor.

“Oh my god, Will…if you’re going to try to curse me in Latin, at least get it correct.” I walk over to him and stand, placing my foot on his chest. “Here, I’ll help you.” I push down harder with my foot. “Ave Maria, gratia plena…now that means ‘Hail Mary, full of grace’, do you think you’ve been a very graceful person in your forty-three years on this earth, Will?”

“You…fuckin’…I’ll fuckin’ kill you…” He squirms under my heel, his exasperation utterly hilarious to me.

“We’ll continue. Our next line is Dominus tecum…now I know a dirty man like you hears a word in there he enjoys…” I slide a talon along his chest, making a lazy tracing of an infernal symbol I half-remember, “but it means ‘The Lord is with thee’. Do you think your lord is with you right now, in this sad little hotel room, as you experience a death far more elaborate than you deserve?”

“Please…god…please stop…I’ll…I’ll change my ways. I’ll stop fucking whores, I mean it.” Will reaches up and tries to push my foot off of his chest, but he quickly learns how steadfast a demon’s strength can be.

“The misogyny continues even in the bargaining phase…and, actually, I’ll applaud you, because you’ve brought us to our third line.” I grind my heel against his chest, feeling the roughness of the hair underneath my foot. It feels fucking gross, so I heat my skin up and burn away the hair and most of the skin underneath it. “Now this is a complicated one, William, so please pay attention. ‘Benedicta tu in mulierbus’, do you have any idea what that could mean?”

“I…I don’t know…fuck, I don’t…do you want me to become a priest, is this…is this my calling?” Will says.

I laugh a bit again, baring my teeth at him. “It’s so very, very funny that you think there’s any chance of you leaving here alive, Will. And besides, how could you ever become a priest if you didn’t know this rather simple prayer, in Latin and in English. Or the third line, the one that says ‘Blessed art thou amongst women’. Now, Will…”

I hold my heel against his sternum, flexing his ribcage as it strains to hold back the supreme pressure I’m putting on it.

“Do you believe you have ever blessed women with your presence? At all?”

“Fuck…fuck you…my wife loves me…”

I have to resist laughing too hard and ruining my fun here. “Oh, Will…the worst part is that I can see in your mind and know that you actually believe that. But your wife, Cherry, does not love you, and she never has. She thought you were going to make something of yourself with your music career, and now she’s bitter that you’ve ended up a washed up nobody that’ll never even play as much as a club gig ever again.”

“Fuck you, Howie is getting out of prison in a couple⁠—“

“But as much as Cherry hates you, do you know how much your wife would hate you if she knew about the women you raped? The ones like Alison…like Becca…like Misty.”

Yes, this wasn’t Will’s first time, not by a long shot. I didn’t know it until I read the energy from Misty and could feel the reverberations connected to the other women he’d done this to.

“Did she set you up to do this?”

“Misty doesn’t even know I’m here…and in a couple of hours, she won’t even remember you existed.” I press my heel down hard now, feeling the satisfying snap of ribs as they finally can’t flex any further.

That rattle in the chest, the hollow moan of pain, it feeds me far better than the teasing and play with a human. This energy, fueled by terror and panic, was so much sweeter.

Will looks at me, his lungs collapsed and pierced by the bone shards, and I see the slightest tinge of regret, of true penance. It’s a shame he found that far too late.


CHAPTER EIGHTEEN




“What the fuck do you need?” Rosalia sneers, entering my cubicle. She has a hairbrush in her hand, stroking downward through her sleek black hair.

“I don’t understand Form 96, or when we’re supposed to use it.” I say. I know things have already gotten weird and weirder for us, but I still did feel a need to at least try to do a good job if I was going to survive at this place.

“It’s easy.” Rosalia continues to brush her hair, obviously more interested in that than me.

“Please…can you just stop brushing your hair for, like, five seconds and just help me?”

“No. And why do you have a plant? Who said you can have a plant? I’m allergic.”

I feel anger rise up inside of me. If there was anybody else that did this job that I could go to, I would, but Rosalia was my only bet.

“It’s a snake plant,” I say, looking over at the green tendrils standing tall, the one thing that makes this fucking cubicle look somewhat inviting.

“Get rid of it, or I tell HR.” Rosalia brings the hairbrush to her side and looks back at the plant, then places the toe of her black leather shoe against the edge of the pot. Before I can even protest it, she pushes forward, sending the plant toppling over, gravel and dirt spilling out across the carpet. “And now it’s made your little cubicle look hideous…”

I sigh and hang my head. I knew it was going to be like this, I have no idea why I was shocked she was treating me like this.

“Just go, then.” I say.

But Rosalia can’t even do that for me. She walks over to my desk, slapping the black plastic brush against the surface and grabbing my computer mouse, bringing up a document I’ve never seen before.

“Form 96 is used for international tariffs on perishable goods originating from Indonesia, Thailand, or Vietnam. You’ll never fucking need it and I have no idea why you’re asking about it, but that’s what it’s for.” She turns and walks out of my cubicle, leaving me dazed.

Once she’s gone, I realize I needed to ask her about Form 98, not 96. But I wasn’t going to try it again with her.

I look back at my computer and try to focus. But then I look over and see the black hairbrush Rosalia brought has been left behind on my desk.

A few strands of her hair stick out in random curls and twirls around the bristles, and I remember just how enchanting Rosalia’s hair looks…how it looked when it was slightly out of place when she had me pinned against the wall.

I pick the brush up, and it feels heavy in my hand. It’s a nice brush, not some dollar store bullshit, a slender ticket of bristles with a wide, soft-touch handle. I look at the remnants of Rosalia’s hair left behind, and with the brush this close to my face, I can smell her perfume, berries and cedar with a campfire tinge.

This brush has been with Rosalia. Drawn through her inky black hair with her nimble, slender hands, the hands that had pulled the cup of my bra down, letting her see my tits so she could insult them for the disappointment they were.

Fuck, no, don’t.

But I don’t take my advice.

I flip the brush over, holding it by the bristles. The handle is rounded and about an inch thick, but expands a little as it tapers up the length of the body. Rosalia has held it closely, intimately, dearly, and that’s more than I can say for how she’s treated me.

I look around the office, above the eye line of the cubicle walls. Nobody is around, not that anybody other than Rosalia even probably knew I worked here. Rosalia has moved down a couple of cubicles because she said she couldn’t stand to work next to me, but I have a suspicion it’s just because she wants to be able to make a more dramatic entrance into my life when she does it.

Maybe there’s a reason I had to wear a skirt today.

I stand up from my chair and pull my panties down and step out of them, tossing them into my purse.

Just a little. I don’t even think I’ll need to get off.

I take the hairbrush, the object Rosalia seemed to care about so much, and slip it between my thighs.

I’m not that wet, but I’m sure that’ll change quickly. I toy with the sensation of the rubber on the handle. It’s not the best for this, it’s too grippy, so it hurts a little as I push it inside myself, just the first half inch or so, my body accepting it.

This is so fucking wrong.

I imagine Rosalia’s hand wrapped around the handle, and by extension, her fingers entering me. In my mind she’s more gentle than I know she would be.

Fuck, maybe I will need to get off.

I feel the handle give as I press down, slipping into me. I close my eyes, and I remember her scent, that perfect hint of perfume I can smell even from here.

The thought of her standing here with her hands on her hips, looking down at me while I do this makes this even hotter, the feeling welling up. It's so dangerous and stupid to be masturbating in the open like this, but I can't resist.

Are you that far gone, April? You can't even resist the thought of me for a fucking moment?

Rosalia's voice thunders in my head as I imagine the scene playing out.

I try to respond to her.

It's so good…Rosalia…so good…

My fingers play across my clit and I imagine how it would feel for Rosalia's fingers to pry at my pussy lips as she slipped a finger or two in alongside the handle.

You're a slut, April, I know you can take more than that little fucking brush handle…

I know it's what she'd say. She'd be right. Even with the entire handle inside of me, it doesn't satisfy my need, my deep desire that lurks inside the depraved core of my body.

"You're fucking crazy." I hiss, speaking aloud in my cubicle as I press my thighs together, the handle of the hairbrush feeling like it's on fire between them.

I'm a slut. This awful woman has me so far gone that I'm fucking myself in my cubicle. Somebody could walk in here at any second, and there would be no way I could hide what I was doing. But maybe that makes it hotter.

I breath deeply, careful to be as quiet as I can. As my clit rubs up against the bristles, I’m enveloped in little shocks of pleasure. Rosalia's hair is still attached to some of the bristles, and I can feel them tickle the insides of my thighs. She could come back at any second and catch me with this hairbrush buried inside of me, her fucking gift to me that she just abandoned.

"Ghhhhhh" I double over as I pulse the handle into myself with my left hand. I grab my right breast hard, wrenching the flesh, stimulating myself in any way I can.

Are you going to do it? Are you going to come for me, April? You're such a dirty fucking creature, toying your pussy for me, using something of mine because you think it makes you closer to being with me.

Rosalia's voice is more real than just my inner monologue. I'm not just imagining a version of her in my head, it's like she's right here with me.

Stupid girl, why do you think I'd want to spend time in your empty fucking head?

My head falls back in reaction, and my stomach presses against my desk as I start to feel my orgasm overtake my body. I'm shaking, trembling as the wave comes closer, the water about to crest, my body preparing.

I'm toying the brush into myself so rapidly I know it's audible, I know anyone walking by would know the unmistakable sound of a depraved, begging pussy being given the attention it needs.

Then fucking come, April. You can't get fired, I have so much more abuse to give you.

I grab onto the desk and close my eyes, leaning forward. I take my hand off of the brush and grab on with both hands, lowering my hips down in rapid motions, riding the hairbrush, pushing it further into me.

The pleasure is so much it hurts, my entire body on the verge of implosion. I feel my thighs quake, and the rush comes. My heart feels like it's beating in my clit, my entire pussy vibrating in euphoria as the orgasm surges through me.

"Mmmmmmmm" I moan, but some small portion of my better judgement remains and tells me to bite my tongue so I don't scream.

Drawing blood again for me, darling…you're too kind…

I realize I've bitten my tongue way too hard as the orgasm rips through me, and the hot, salty copper taste of blood fills my mouth. It should make me horrified, but it just makes my orgasm that much hotter.

I reach up, grab my nipple, and squeeze hard, imagining Rosalia doing this to me, pinching me, pulling me, drawing her mouth around the pert little bud and biting it to make me squeal. I want her to bite me again. I want her to devour me.

I don't let the feeling go away, I hold on as long as I can. I squeeze my eyes shut, and in my mind's eye Rosalia is kissing me, and we're together, and I'm so fucking happy for once in my miserable fucking life.

The moment slips and I look around. To my relief, nobody is standing at the entrance to my cubicle with a horrified look on their face. I pull the hairbrush out of myself and lay it on my desk, the black handle glistening with my wetness. There's still a tinge of blood in my mouth, but I breathe a sigh of relief when I realize that I'd only bitten it a little.

I sit at my desk, my body still simmering in the afterglow of the orgasm. It was such a stupid, wrong thing to do, but I needed it.

Need…need…you need a lot of things, April. If you learned some restraint, maybe you wouldn't be so goddamn pitiful Rosalia's voice continues. I can't shut it off even if I want to.

The day is only half over, and Rosalia has already gotten under my skin and I have given in to her. I hope she hasn't noticed.

"So how do you like it here so far, April?"


CHAPTER NINETEEN




I turn toward the entrance of my cubicle, my blood feeling like liquid nitrogen. Madison is leaning into my cube, cheery and perky as fucking always. I do a quick assessment of myself and calm down a little, realizing that somehow I currently look presentable.

…other than, of course, the hairbrush covered in my wetness sitting on my desk, plain as day.

"Oh, um…yeah! It's great!" I laugh, thankful to disperse some nervous energy that still lingers in my body.

"Awesome!" She beams.

I try to find some excuse to make her go away, because if she hangs around long, she will find some reason to start asking about that hairbrush, fuck.

"Oh…your plant…what happened?" Madison tilts her nose toward the toppled plant in the corner, the reminder of just how much Rosalia doesn't give a shit about me.

"Yeah…it got knocked over." I say, trying to make the words come out naturally and without any stuttering. "Just a…you know…clumsy thing. Happens to me all the time."

"Ahh, OK…and you…are going to clean it up, right?" Madison says, the skill of turning from your best friend to an overbearing bitch in a second served her well in HR, I'm sure.

"Yes!" I say, a little forcefully, nearly snapping at her. "It just…umm…I knocked it over like five minutes ago when I was coming back from the restroom, I haven't had time to get to it."

Madison gives me a weird look. "OK, cool, well just…do it before I come back around, because…you know it's a health and safety hazard to just let a spilled plant sit on the carpet."

"I will, Madison…sorry…"

You could kill her. Rosalia enters my head AGAIN. Imagine her under the wheel of your car, April. She doesn't look where she's walking, you could play it off as an accident.

"Fuck…" I mutter, covering it up as a cough. "OK, Madison, thanks for stopping by, I will…absolutely clean up my mess and not make it your problem."

Madison nods. "Great." She looks like she's about to leave my cubicle, but she leans back in, that 'one more thing' chipper smile the bane of my existence.

Don't worry…I like to make messes for you to clean up, April. There will be so much more shit for Madison to get mad at you about.

"Stop." I rasp.

"Huh?" Madison raises an eyebrow.

"Uh, nothing…what…what do you need, Madison?" I say.

"Is that your hairbrush?"

Fuck.

I glance over at the hairbrush, trying not to panic. I can only imagine how much of a mess it looks, but by how she's looking at it, I don't think she can tell there's wetness still clinging to the handle.

"It's…Rosalia's…she left it here." I say.

"Oh! I was gonna say, the black hair on it doesn't look like yours!" Madison chuckles. "Here, I'll take it back--"

Madison reaches out for it, but I'm glad my reaction time is good. I grab the brush by the handle, the wetness now cooled and sticky, before Madison can get to it. "--No…no, it's OK, Madison…" I say.

"Ooh, possessive much? Not like you need it…I think you know where this thing has been…" Madison says, the cheery mask not dropping.

"What?" I say, holding myself back, feeling my blood drop to absolute zero in my veins.

"In…Rosalia's hair. It's thick, she's, like, Spanish or something, a brush like this would probably tear your curls to bits."

It's half-Peruvian. Get the fucking story right, dumb cunt. Not like I care about being a mixed girl, just get the details fucking straight. Fuck. Rosalia's voice sounds so real it makes me want to scream.

I want to tell her that this brush did, indeed, tear me to bits, but just not in the way her dull mind thought. "I will…I can…get it back to her, Madison, no worries." I say, holding the brush, making sure it doesn't slip out of my hand.

Madison grins again. "I'm glad you two have such a good working relationship already." Then, mercifully, she turns and walks away from my cubicle.

I breathe out, looking down at the brush and wondering how I could even have possibly gotten in this mess.

Oh, yes…you're just an innocent victim here, aren't you? Not a insane woman who would fuck herself in public without anyone telling her to.

I sit it upright at my desk and grab a few tissues to clean up the handle and the bristles as best as I can, though it's pretty obvious I'll need more than that to clean everything I've left on it. Fuck, I came hard. With the brush in my hand, pressed against my wrist so nobody can tell what I'm holding, I get up from my chair and walk toward the bathroom.

Walking through the office in a skirt without panties on underneath is a bit of a unique thrill. The material slides across the tops of my thighs as I move, the chill in the office giving my exposed flesh goosebumps. The cold air passes underneath the hem, giving the sensitive skin there a brush that gives me needed relief.

I get into the bathroom and glance under the stall doors to make sure I'm alone, and I am. I start the faucet and squirt soap into my hand. Were I into men, maybe the motion of stroking the handle of this hairbrush would have done something for me, but it feels thankfully utilitarian as I rinse all of my wetness from the handle.

"April, this is really stupid." I say, looking at myself in the mirror as I wash.

Oh, she agrees with me…

I shake my head and rinse the brush, my eyes darting to the stall door behind me as I think I hear something, but realize that it's just Rosalia in my head. No, it's just me thinking Rosalia is in my head.

In the mirror, though, I catch another look at myself. My skin is still a little flushed and my hair is out of sorts, more than it usually is. My shirt is tugged up on one side, the bottom of it pulled out from the waistband of my skirt. I look wrung out, pitiful, and…

…content.

I look at the brush again, Rosalia's scent still wafting up from the handle. I breathe it in, and it takes me to that stairwell. To how her tongue had felt inside my mouth.

Stop

This time, the voice in my head is mine.

I grab a few paper towels and wipe the brush down. Dried off, I don't see any evidence of what I did with it…I'm sure the rubber coating was worn at the bottom edge of the brush when Rosalia laid it down.

I walk back to my area, passing my cubicle and entering Rosalia's. As if she knows I'm coming, she looks up at me the moment I enter. "What?"

"You, umm…left your brush…in my cubicle…" I say.

"No I didn't. You stole it." She says, not even bothering to look up from her computer screen. "Give it back." She holds her hand out.

I put the brush in her hand and she quickly pulls it back toward herself. I stand there, unable to move, despite wanting to be out of this situation as quickly as I can be.

"Anything I should know about this brush, April?" Rosalia says, turning her gaze toward me.

"No." I say. "Nothing."

"Really." Rosalia smiles.

"Really."

"Well…" Rosalia takes the brush and puts it next to her mouth, then licks upward from the base of the bristles all the way to the end of it, her pink tongue sliding along it with measured menace. She puts it down on her desk. "Thanks for bringing it back, then."

I want to throw up, not because it was gross, but because watching her do it was one of the hottest things I've ever seen.

"Uh, sure…" I mutter.

"Have a great fucking day." Rosalia turns her gaze back toward the monitor, dismissing me from her office. "Out of my sight. Some of us actually have to work around here."


CHAPTER TWENTY




Another lunch. I haven’t known peace since I started here, haven’t had a lunch where I could just be by myself. No, this woman who claims to despise me is right at my side, any time I’m anywhere in this building.

“I can’t believe you haven’t had sex. That’s just deeply embarrassing, April.” Rosalia tosses a shard of an orange peel onto the table, probably for me to clean up later. She looks around the dismal break room, the only other person in here is an IT guy, massive headphones on, clearly more invested in a video game than reality. “And I’m not letting you count the time I made you come, right over there in that stairwell…do you remember that? Where you had your tits out, and you almost dislocated my knee?” Rosalia smirks.

My eyes shoot over to the IT guy. If his headphones aren’t filled with a cacophony of explosions, or dragon growls, or whatever, he would have heard that. But, based on his complete lack of expression, I don’t think he heard anything about this blindingly hot woman making me come.

“Yes, Rosalia, I remember it.” I say. I’m trying to undersell it, as if she hadn’t changed my life right then.

I go back to my lunch. Since I got my first paycheck, I’ve allowed myself to buy a marginally less sad bitch lunch, a bento box from a local Japanese place. I, of course, wait for Rosalia to goad me about cultural appropriation, but so far, I’ve been safe.

“So what’s your plan on getting fucked before you die, angel?” Rosalia flicks a bit of orange peel into my rice, not by accident. “Or have you moved up those suicide plans without telling me?”

Smiling is not a normal human response to something like this, but, it’s all I have.

“Oh, she’s smiling…I’m guessing it has to be the suicide, then.”

I pick up the piece of orange peel with my chopsticks and fire it back at her, the sticky rind landing on the sleeve of her sweater. She looks down at it and then back up at me with a smirk. “I’ve not really had the chance. Things have been…tough.”

"Then go to the bar and try to hook up, don't let me stop you.”

"It's not that easy, Rosalia. When you look like me, and you're awkward, and, you…don't know what to say to someone, you can't just pick people up in a bar. I've tried."

"Guess you don't need a wingwoman then…" Rosalia looks down at her nails, using her thumb to flick away a stray chip.

"But, you…you're…" I stop, I'm so flustered I can't think straight. "You're not my fucking wingwoman." I hiss under my breath, trying to stay professional despite everything in my being telling me to pick Rosalia up and throw her through a wall.

"Not very nice to turn down an honest offer to help you out, girl…" Rosalia maintains her position, looking at her nails, seeming bashful.

"You'd sabotage it…you'd find some way to embarrass me."

"I could…I could also lead you into a situation where you're not such a fucking desperate virgin either, maybe even tonight…" Rosalia flicks her big eyes up at me, the gaze fixed and almost angry.

"I am not…a desperate virgin…and what you're describing sounds more like a nightmare, so…"

“You’re afraid it’s actually going to happen, aren’t you?” Rosalia laughs.

She could never understand, never relate. She probably thought it was just an amusing, bizarre quirk to poke and prod at. She doesn't care if I have to go home and cry, it's not important to her. I’m not important to her beyond being a target. She doesn’t know how fucked up I feel that I’m almost twenty-three and I’ve never had sex. It feels like a mark, something everyone can see on me, and they all know to keep their distance. There’s the girl who’ll never get fucked, who’ll have to spend her days content with her little clit sucker that she has to hobble over to the sink to clean out after thrashing around on her sad little twin bed.

“April, I’m taking you out tonight. I’m sure you don’t even know where the lesbian bars are around here, or at least the good ones. I’m not making this optional.” Rosalia says.

The mere thought of her taking me out like a date and then telling me that she wants me to lose my virginity to someone else is the most gut-wrenchingly awful idea in the world.

Because I want to lose it to her. I want Rosalia to fuck me, and fuck me like she means it and wants to do it, not in some cruel joking way. I want to see desire in her eyes as she dips her head between my legs.

“Why do you even want to be around me outside of work? You hate me enough when we’re here.” I say.

“Who said I hate you?” Rosalia looks around, spinning in her chair, nobody else in the office paying attention to her antics. “Do you think I hate you, angel?”

The pet name again, and she knows that she's just making this worse, digging me deeper into whatever trap she has in her mind for me. "Yeah…yeah, I think you hate me, I think you enjoy it too.”

“Well I do enjoy making you feel like shit…but I don’t really hate you, April, I just can’t stand how fucking serious and pent-up you are. I’m really trying to help you.”

I scoff at her, rolling my eyes and turning to my computer to put in the login info I'd been given yesterday. I want this conversation over. "I can help myself…"

"Look…" Rosalia crowds my space again, “it’s not even bullying for me to say it’s pretty obvious helping yourself hasn’t gotten you much in regards to the bedroom…or anything else.” She closes in more, her shoulder touching mine. “Listen, I’ll take you out tonight, try to get you laid. If you strike out, I’ll let you hump my leg like a dog again because I know you love that shit…and I gotta say, watching those tits bounce while you did it wasn’t a bad thing to look at, even if they’re not that impressive.”

I try to pull back, but before I do, I feel a warm wetness around the edge of my ear. Rosa drags her tongue along it, causing me to shiver and nearly lose my cool.

I don’t need this. I’d been sexually frustrated for my entire adult life anyway, and now to have attention coming from someone who sees me as a toy…

Fuck, I know I don’t need it, but I fucking want it more than anything.

"Rosalia, this is…" I close my eyes, trying to pretend this isn't happening, but my entire body feels like it's on fire. "You shouldn't…"

"It's OK to like it. I’m excellent with my tongue, sweetheart. Far too advanced technique-wise for little virgin pussies or I’d offer to eat you out right here and now and solve your goddamn problem in an instant.” Rosalia purrs.

She puts her hand on my shoulder and digs her nails in, leaving marks, probably even drawing blood, but I don’t even flinch. She breathes on my neck, and I can feel the heat of her body, even with the air conditioning blasting at full in this office.

“You’re coming with me tonight. No fucking choice.”

I nod, my body overwhelmed already. She would get her way no matter what anyway, so fighting it was more than pointless.

“That’s a good girl…” Rosalia winks at me.


CHAPTER TWENTY-ONE




Yes it’s fucking stupid, but I needed to be out of the apartment tonight anyway. And if Anna was going to spend her night getting laid, maybe I could too. Not that there was any real chance of it happening, but, whatever, I'm probably setting myself up for another array of indignities at the hands of Rosalia.

Rosalia is dressed in an outfit that makes it tough to look at anything else. It’s a corset top with crimson accents under the black lace on top, along with a skirt that looks like cris-crossing layers of tulle and mesh that threaten to give someone a peek at her panties if she turns the right way. That is, if she’s wearing any.

I’m…doing my best in the fashion department. I think I’ve documented my body issues clearly already, but, even I think tonight is a bit of a highlight. I’m wearing the push-up bra, the one Rosalia had simultaneous affection and disdain for, along with a purple shirt with a lace-up front that I’ve loosened to make it clear it’s OK to look at my bra. Below that, I’m wearing the only pair of jeans that make me look halfway decent, along with some red lacy panties that would surely prompt a derisive comment from Rosalia if she saw them.

"You look like you hate the drink. The drink I paid for…" Rosalia leans back, putting her glass on the table. She had ordered something strong for me and something with rum for herself. She looks like a temptress, every curve accentuated perfectly. Ready to devour.

"I told you during our little lunch that I don't really drink…not for any reason, just…don't like it." I say, sipping the astringent liquid to be polite for Rosalia.

"See, this is the shit you can't say. If you don't drink, it has to be for a dramatic reason…alcoholic parent, you killed your best friend when you were seventeen while drunk driving, that kind of stuff." Rosalia grabs another chunk of popcorn chicken from the platter between us…it's greasy bar food, but it's at least decent.

"I'm not going to just lie, Rosalia."

"You need to. People lie to each other all the time, it's expected. So when you give them a boring, stupid answer to something, they think you are…" Rosalia drains the rest of her drink and slams the glass on the table, "well they think you're boring and stupid."

"Maybe I am…" I stare into the depths of my glass, as if it will somehow save me.

Rosalia puts a finger on my chin and pulls up so I'm facing her. "You're not getting away that easy, pet. Now that you owe me for the drink and the cover charge, you at least have to pay me back by playing along. We're getting you laid tonight." Rosa smiles wildly, the lubrication of the drink making her already wild spirit that much more uncontained.

"Did you call me 'pet'?" I ask.

Rosalia tilts her head. "What, you want me to call you something else? If you're my pet, I can water you, feed you and train you and teach you how to not be so goddamn boring. I've done two of them…" Rosalia glances down at the table and back up at me. "Third one's going to be a hell of a lot more of a challenge, pet." The name again.

Rosalia is not wrong, at least on that front. I want her to make me do something I would never do, I want to be forced to try to live on the edge for once. Her power to push me and goad me is…not entirely unwelcome, even if I absolutely hate it. She's more wild by default than I can even aspire to, but I just wish she wasn't so goddamn cocky about being that way.

“Plus, you’re at least guaranteed to be more interesting at this than fucking Madison…” Rosalia pushes an ice cube around in her drink, giving me a slight ick that she’s putting her fingers in it…but I guess I want her to put her fingers elsewhere, so…

“Wait…Madison? HR Madison?” I say, things registering on my brain through the fog of overstimulation.

“Yeah, oh, what, are you disappointed you’re not the first woman in the office I’ve sunk my claws into, April?”

I shake my head, “No, I fully understand you’ve probably fucked everyone, but I just can’t imagine Madison…”

“Doing what?” Rosalia raises an eyebrow, rolling a piece of ice around on her tongue in a way that frustrates me beyond words.

“Come on…”

“No, what can’t you imagine Madison doing? Tell me.” I feel Rosalia’s hand slip across my thigh and onto my pussy. She strokes the space between my labia, and I’m not even sure how she’s able to contort her hand to press so perfectly in the exact right place. Every bit of logic tells me to pull away from her, that she is basically fingering me in public, but there is no way I will let myself break from this before she’s done.

“I can’t imagine…fuck…” I close my eyes tightly, the pleasure skittering across my thighs.

“Eyes open, angel, talk to me about Madison, now.” Rosalia commands.

I open my eyes, seeing her watch me so intently. I can’t be sure that she wants me, or if I’m even wantable, but she at least look as close to wanting me as she can.

“I can’t imagine Madison…god, I can’t even imagine Madison without clothes on.”

“Oh, now, April…” Rosalia moves her hand from my pussy and jams her nails into my thigh, a sharp gouge. “You know you can’t lie to me, right? Don’t say you can’t imagine Madison naked, I’m sure you’ve imagined almost every woman you’ve met naked, you pent-up little slut…”

Every single fiber of my being knows that having a woman that can so directly pin down my personality and shame me for it is unbelievably hazardous to me. But Rosalia isn’t wrong. Despite my utter lack of sexual experience, or maybe because of it, I was almost undeniably horny in the windows of time where I wasn’t feeling hopeless, crushing depression. And so, yes, my mind did frequently wander to fantasizing about women in the world around me

“So tell me what you think she looks like when you fantasize about this woman.” Rosalia bites her lip slightly before returning her hand to the place it belongs. I don’t know how I’m so in tune with Rosalia that she seems to be able to finish sentences I start in my head, but…fuck this feels so good.

“Sh—she…her stomach is so flat and toned, she works out a lot, she’s proud of it.” I say.

“Correct…and the more body parts you get right, the better I make you feel.” Rosalia strokes me through my jeans, somehow able to apply precise pleasure to my clit in a way she shouldn’t be able to.

“Ok…and she…her…her ass is so perky and perfect…fuck…”

I feel a sudden disappearance of pleasure from my body, and Rosalia puts her hand on the table, a silver ring clacking against the tabletop. “Wrong. Her ass is pretty flat and unimpressive.”

“Rosalia, please…” I whimper.

“Get another body part right and I’ll continue giving your little pussy the attention it demands.” She looks around the club, playing the disinterested role that I’m not sure is even acting, but that disdain for me only pushes me harder.

“Al…alright!” I realize I say it just like Madison’s incessant ‘alRIGHT!’ And I loathe myself for it. “Her pussy is shaved, and she shaves it all the time because her husband won’t have it any other way.”

The pressure returns, my salvation, and Rosalia’s firm fingers stroke my entire vulva. “Correct. It’s so disgusting when you think about it, isn’t it? She doesn’t have a silky little patch of hair on her pretty pussy like you do, April…”

I question how exactly she knows that I prefer a trimmed look, but it’s again really difficult to think about the finger…I mean, finer points of a weird moment when something this intense is happening. “Yes, I’m so…glad my pussy is better than hers.”

“Well…let’s not get ahead of ourselves.” Rosalia smirks. “Next, tell me what you think her nipples look like, lamb.”

“Mmmffff…” I close my eyes for a moment before realizing my error and opening them wide. “Th—they’re pink, and, she has pretty big tits but the nipples are actually smaller than you would hope.” I blurt out.

Rosalia laughs gently, but more importantly doesn’t let up on the pressure. “Now it almost sounds like you’ve already seen Madison topless…”

“N…no, I just know she has implants…and was probably so fucking flat…before her husband demanded she fix it.” I bite the inside of my cheek to try to contain a powerful moan from erupting.

“Truly astute…” Rosalia runs her hand from my pussy up my stomach and closes it on my left breast. “But do you think being critical of Madison’s fake tits gives you permission to be proud of yours?”

I’m fully aware that anybody looking our way would be able to see Rosalia grabbing my tit, her hand radiating heat into my painfully hard nipple, but let them look.

“N…no, of course not, no…”

“Oh…damn…” Rosalia drops her hand from my body and returns to holding her glass in one smooth motion. “It’s a real shame, if you were finally proud of those big pink tits I was going to get you off again, but…I guess you don’t get to benefit from my encouragement.”

Rosalia stares at me, her eyes flaying my soul open to the white-hot rage I feel toward her. I want to jump across the table and tackle her, take her to the ground with me and smother her face with my tits, demand she gives me the pleasure she has been dangling in my face all night, and come so loudly even the overpowered speaker system wouldn’t best my screams…

But I’m a scared little slut who would never do something like that to someone so heavenly.

I close my eyes and feel a reset in my brain. I am at least able to return to behaving like a human being, for now.

“I guess we better go back to getting you laid tonight, shouldn’t we, my little worm.”

Deeply insulting, but not more insulting than I am boring, so…

"OK, tell me what to do. You’ve volunteered as my wingwoman, you have more experience at sex than me, and you seem like you want to give me guidance and then make fun of me for having to do it, so…do it." I say.

"How do you know I'm not a virgin too? Do you just presume a woman who looks and acts like me is some kind of depraved slut?" Rosalia says.

I open my mouth, but words fail me. She was fucking with me again, but she was also right…I'm presuming a lot about her, but I also have to work under the assumption that she's had more experience than I have. "OK, maybe you're not…depraved, but I would be really shocked if you're a virgin, alright?"

"Well, you're wrong there, I am absolutely depraved, more than you'd probably ever experience without dying from shock, little angel…" Rosalia reaches up and tugs at a lock of my hair, pulling it out of the ponytail I had it cinched in. It's painful, but the way she looks at the tendril that falls down my face is maybe worth it.

"I'm not…I'm not an angel…I'm not innocent, I just…I know I look all cute, but, I do like the idea of kinky things." I say, my breath shallow as I admit this to Rosalia.

Rosalia rolls her eyes. "OK, kinky for you is probably, like, leaving the lights on when you have sex…if you were actually having sex to be able to leave the lights on, that is…right?"

"No, fuck…I…Rosalia, I might not have the experience but it doesn't mean I haven't seen things on the internet, haven't had fantasies."

"Like what?" Rosalia purses her lips.

"Like…uh, you know…just…"

She reaches across the table and grabs my arm, a rough grab that makes me shiver. "You're not squirming out of this, pet. You're going to fucking tell me your deepest, darkest kinks right now."

Rosalia doesn't want me to be innocent. I've realized that about her since day one. She wants me to admit everything about myself, about how I'm a big dumb freak who wants things that are totally wrong for someone like me to want, someone so unattractive and plain. And I guess part of me has been begging to admit it to someone.

It's one thing to watch videos on porn sites of hard BDSM, watching women break into tears as they are edged for the fifth time but still aren't able to come. Seeing someone whipped so hard you can see the bruise already forming, the welt raising on their skin. The binding of a rope, cutting in to a soft thigh. I can watch them all day, but to admit I actually want them…

"I want…to be dominated. I want to be forced to do whatever someone tells me to do, to have them tell me when I can come. I've spent so much of my life just drifting along, hoping good things will happen and not getting anything from it. I want…bad things to happen to me."

I look up from my admission to see Rosalia's expression unchanged. It was almost as if she didn't hear me, or she was bored and ignoring me, like I'd made the mistake of getting her to pay attention for once, and I'd immediately gone back to being nothing. There’s no way I could muster the courage to tell her about my addiction to my tentacle dildo.

"That's pretty fucked up, April. I don't know if anyone other than you is really into any of that, you fucking freak." Rosalia releases my wrist.

It's all I can do to try not to cry, but it's impossible. It's a deep release that has been building since college, where I tried and tried to make myself into a more attractive person and nothing ever worked. Now I'm admitting my kinks to someone and am being met with the exact horror that I thought I would be.

"Sorry…fucking…sorry I even brought it up. I shouldn't have said anything, ever." I grip my drink glass, wanting to shatter it in my grip. The shards of glass could at least make me feel something.

"Is that why you keep talking to me?" Rosalia tilts her head. "Do you like being given shit and criticized for every single thing you do?"

I take a drink and wince at the taste of it, then drain the whole glass.

"Oh, I'm starting to get it now…you like getting your feelings hurt. You want to feel small and powerless and weak…that's why you get so wet when I'm a bitch…" Rosalia lays the obvious fact out on the table, but it hurts to recognize she's right.

I'm not even upset. I'm angry with myself for letting her have this power over me. For giving her something that she can use against me. I can feel tears threatening to overflow in my eyes and I blink them back.

"Well, pet, I'm going to keep being a bitch…and I'm going to get even meaner. I'm not going to relent one bit. You're mine now, do you understand?"

"Why?" I ask, wiping a single tear from my eye with the back of my hand, the alcohol making the contact more painful. "Why do you care so much about hurting me, why am I your pet?"

"Because you're a sickeningly cute thing that I want to corrupt." Rosalia takes the blood-red cherry out of her drink and plucks it from the stem with her perfect, sharp teeth.

"F…fine…yes, please…" I feel a slight release from the tension in my stomach. I understand it's dangerous to give her this kind of power over me, but I've done so little with my autonomy and ability to forge my own path for my entire life. "Can we…drop the whole wingwoman thing and…you can do anything to me, Rosalia, I want to lose my virginity to you." I say, my heart racing.

Rosalia chuckles. "Oh, yeah, that's absolutely not happening. I don't fuck virgins."

"But…" I protest.

"I said I'm not doing it." Rosalia looks me dead in the eyes, making her intent perfectly clear. "You need to find someone, you need to fuck them, you need to be so disappointed in the result of it that you'll be coming back to me, begging…I want you to experience how bland and boring sex can be before you crawl to me."

I swallow a lump in my throat, feeling it land hard in my stomach, which was now doing flipflops at the prospect of what I had just done.

"Come here." Rosalia motions for me to come closer to her, her lips glistening. "We're gonna get you fucked tonight, and it's going to be such a goddamn letdown, I promise…" Rosalia leans forward and kisses me on the lips, hard. It's like diving into a pool from fifty feet up, a plunge that envelops all of my senses.

She leans forward, close to my ear. “And if you please me, if I think you’ve earned it…I’ll fuck you, April.” She grabs my arm, digging her nails in.

“Really?” I say, my head swirling and swimming.

“Mmm hmm…I’ll take off those sad little jeans, pull down the panties that I know aren’t cute enough to warrant my attention, and I’ll slide my tongue between your pussy lips that are still probably bruised from me fucking ruining you a couple days ago. I might even sink my teeth into those nipples again, pet…if you deserve it.”

“Yes…fuck…” I’m so turned on I can’t see straight. “Please…”

Rosalia reaches over and grasps my breast gently. “After you’ve earned it…”


CHAPTER TWENTY-TWO




"Hi, I'm April." I say to one of the only women that isn't paired up in the small bar.

She looks up at me, barely registering my presence. "Oh, um…hey. I'm Claudia"

"Can I…buy you a drink, Claudia?" The line is such a stereotype, I almost cringe, but I hold back enough to not ruin this before it even starts.

"Um, sure…I guess."

Rosalia is sitting in the corner, smirking at me. She's going to get to watch me embarrass myself while she gets to be all coy and aloof about the whole thing. In a way, the feeling that I'm being watched while subjecting myself to this is…I don't want to admit it's hot, but it is.

"Can I…what do you drink?" I ask.

Claudia's eyes are locked onto mine. "Whatever, I mean…anything's fine, really." She shifts nervously on her stool, and I'm terrified I'm going to break her just by talking. She looks…haunted. Maybe even more than me. She's at least in her mid-thirties, not that it really matters, but I just don't have much of a thing for older women. But, I guess I hope she's desperate enough that she'll reward my own desperation.

I turn away from Claudia to signal to the bartender to come over, and she does. "Hi, can I have…" I turn back to Claudia, "What are you having?"

"Soda, just…cola."

"Oh, um…make that two…" I say. The bartender rolls her eyes as she walks back to get us our drinks. I was planning on tipping her five bucks for each of them, but the way she acted means she’s getting a pair of grubby singles left under the glasses instead. Bitch.

“I don't…umm…I don't drink, my mom was…it was bad, so, I've stayed away from the stuff." The lie flows out of me without pause. Rosalia was right, it's easy to do. In reality my mom had wine with dinner a couple of times a week and never had a single issue with it…but my problematic fantasy mom could be the monster I needed right now.

"I've had issues with…stuff too. Alcoholism runs in my family, and so does liver cancer, and it leads to all kinds of other health problems.” Claudia looks down at her lap and nods her head slowly. "Not that I've been like…having health problems recently or anything…"

"Yeah, same. Not a lot of time for me at the doctor lately either…” I say, just sort of filling up the air with words because it’ll probably endear me to her more.

The bartender drops the drinks off and gives us about a tenth of a second of a smile before disappearing to more profitable patrons.

“So, uh…I don’t want to be presumptive or anything, but…” I do my best to look a little flirty, twirling the strand of hair Rosalia pulled out around my finger. “Are you here to just hang out, or…” I tilt my chest forward, making sure she can’t avoid a glance at my tits.

I don't think I'm being very smooth, and my words aren't working in any kind of helpful way, but it's still doing the trick. Claudia leans back, giving me a shy smile that almost makes me melt on the spot. “Guess it’s pretty obvious I’m here to get laid, isn’t it?”

“I mean, you know, if that’s…what you’re here for.” I let the rest of the thought hang.

It’s not that Claudia isn’t attractive, she just…doesn’t really appeal to me, I guess. She looks sharp, bony, kinda frail. Not in the sexy goth way, not like the monster of a woman boring her eyes into me from across the club right now, but in the nutritional deficiency way. I can’t help but notice her flaws, even if I know I have my own.

“Nobody notices me anyway, I’m thirty-six, I’m way too old for this hookup shit…dating, it…this sucks.” Claudia bites the corner of her nail.

“You’re not…um…thirty-six is still so young…” I say, summoning a decent smile. Is thirty-six still so young?

I don’t want to have sex with Claudia, but…fuck, I guess I have to if she wants it. One step closer to Rosalia, I have to tell myself. Trying to get this done with a different woman would take up precious time, and I was only doing this to get back to where I needed to go, into Rosalia’s favor.

I understand how fucked-up this is. I know that using Claudia as a tool in the hopes that it’ll get me closer to Rosalia is pathetic and embarrassing. But, it’s not like this is the first time I’ve thought about doing this kind of thing. I've known for a while that maybe the best option was to throw myself at whoever wanted to fuck me, just to break the curse, just to not wear the collar of being a virgin forever. But maybe now that I have the extra motivation that there might be a reward waiting on the other side…maybe that was enough.

“I can’t pay you.” Claudia says.

Oh, awesome. That’s what she thinks this is about. I guess it’s not not sex work in a way, it’s just…I get to probably be disappointed after fucking someone I have virtually no attraction to, and the cherry on top of it all is I won’t get even financial fulfillment from it.

“I’m not…I mean, I don’t have anything against sex workers, but I’m…not one.” I say.

“So why are you…how old are you anyway?”

“Twenty-three.” I add one to my actual age, just another lie to make life smoother.

“Why is a twenty-three year old coming up to me and flirting like she wants to fuck me? You should be fucking other twenty-three year olds.”

Like Rosalia. Fuck…it actually occurs to me in this moment I have no idea how old Rosalia is. Hate and spite can do a lot to preserve one’s youth, so she could be twenty-two…she could be four hundred and two, who knows?

“But I don’t like those twenty-three year olds. I like you, Claudia.” I reach out and stroke her forearm. I hope I’m selling it enough that I actually do like her, because I need this night to move along.

Claudia shivers at the contact, and it doesn't look like it's a good thing. "You like…someone you've spent about four minutes talking to? And…who doesn't have…nice tits or a nice ass, or…nice anything⁠—“

I go bold. Being this adventurous is never in my playbook, but I NEED to fuck this woman. Just once, just as part of the procedure.

I lunge forward and interrupt Claudia’s pretty true statements about herself and lock her lips in a kiss.

She kisses me back, her hands going to my shoulders. The contact of our tongues is…nothing. I mean, I suppose it would feel like something if she were hotter, or I were less fucked-up about everything, but right now, I'm just sitting here being kissed and trying to keep some kind of heat in me so I can be wet for her if this happens.

I try to imagine I’m kissing Rosalia, but Claudia’s lips are so much thinner, so much more dry than the luxury of Rosalia.

"Can we…can we get out of here, go somewhere?" I pull away from her, but stay close, staring deep into her eyes, the light from the bar making it all the more dramatic and romantic.

“Do you…seriously want to take this further? Like…sex further?” Claudia says, seeming to surprise herself even.

She looks like the last time she was in any kind of situation like this was when she was my age. Her hair is so thin, and her hands have dry, flaking skin and I know there is not an ounce of muscle or fat on her frame.

Wraith. That’s what I get from her. She’s a wraith.

But I have to make this happen, or I have to restart the whole thing. I wouldn’t be able to make it to a club again for another week, and I don’t think Rosalia would say it counted if I hooked up with a sex worker.

“I’ve been watching you all night, Claudia…I want to fuck you so bad…” I try to make it sound convincing, I really do.

"You have not." She says. "I mean, I don't think…I have to be honest, I haven't been in any kind of sexual situation since, well…in a long time."

“Well, how about I help you break that streak, angel?” I say, shamelessly channeling Rosalia.

Claudia hesitates, then nods, a blush crossing her face.

I guess I did something right.


CHAPTER TWENTY-THREE




We get back to Claudia’s place, which was a merciful five-minute drive. She lives in a nice enough apartment complex that I assume she has some high wage and deathly boring job, not that I’m one to talk.

“Do you, umm…hook up with women a lot?” Claudia says as we make our way into the apartment.

“Oh yeah, sometimes.” I say. There’s no fucking way I can tell her I’ve never had sex that wouldn’t result in this night getting beyond sad. I mean, truth be told, I can’t even guarantee she herself has had sex.

Claudia gives me a little half-smile and opens the door to her apartment. The place looks…clean, if that’s a good way to put it. Very modern, not a thing out of place. “Umm…I guess it’s good that you…have experience, because…I don’t. Like…at all.”

“What do you mean, Claudia?”

Don’t say it. Please don’t fucking say it. I don’t need this. I don’t need this.

"I mean that, uh, I haven't been with a woman before…but, uh, I've never been with anyone before, either, so…I'm kind of a virgin, I guess."

“Oh…um…I mean, nothing wrong with that, right? Virginity is a societal construct anyway.”

So, so many things wrong with that, at least for me in this moment. And yes, it’s a societal construct, but the point still stands that I have zero clue what I’m doing here other than what I’ve imagined sex will be like. Claudia thinks I’m some kind of expert because I’ve allegedly had sex. And now I know this whole thing is going to be a massive race to who can disappoint the other faster.

"No, no, nothing wrong, just, you know, not exactly sure how it's going to, like…work, I guess. I have some ideas from…you know, research, but, still." Claudia says, sitting on the couch.

I’m now coming to terms with the fact that maybe this woman has not thought about sex for more than five minutes in her entire life. At least I have her beat there.

"Right. You know, if you're not comfortable with the idea of…anything, really…I can leave."

"I don't…want you to leave. I've wanted…this. For a while. I just don’t know what to do.”

Well fucking neither do I, really, Claudia. I want to scream at her, but I’m afraid it would make her dissolve into dust.

And I need to remember, she’s a stepping stone. This means nothing.

I take a seat next to her, placing my hand on her shoulder. "Do you want me to take control?" I ask.

Claudia nods.

“OK, um…we're going to have some fun…just…”

Now Claudia is the one lunging at me. Her lips graze my neck on the way to my mouth, and I have to admit this version of Claudia is at least more passionate than the one at the bar.

“Can I touch your tits?” She bursts, like she’s been waiting her entire life to ask it.

“Yeah…” I say, and to speed things along, I pull my shirt over my head. Before Claudia can grab for me, I smirk at her. “Want me to take off my bra?”

Claudia nods enthusiastically, and I unclasp it, shrugging the straps off of my shoulders and tossing the bra to the ground. Claudia grabs one breast, groping at it. It's not awful, but her technique isn’t much more refined than the guys I had been with.

“They’re so…big…” Claudia marvels at my C-cups, and I just feel bad for her. They’re big but, I mean, not as big as she makes them out to be.

"Oh…that's, um, I'm glad you think so."

Claudia smiles, leaning down to take a nipple in her mouth. "You taste good…"

I grab at the back of Claudia's head as she sucks on my tit, biting down slightly.

“Fuck!” It hurts, and in a bad way. But I don’t want to slow things down. I follow it up by saying, “that’s good, babe.” To cover up my yelp.

But I want her to bite me like Rosalia did. I want to see my blood on her mouth. I know something like that would be impossible for Claudia, and I wonder if she’ll ever have truly satisfying sex with anyone. I’m certainly not going to put in the effort to make this amazing for her.

She pulls up from my chest and licks her lips. "So…um…do you wanna get naked?" Claudia asks. "Because I kinda do, and if you want to keep going…”

“I want you to get naked…I want to go down on you…I want to eat your pussy, baby…” I say. It feels unnatural and strange coming out of my mouth, no matter how many times I practiced it in my head with the mystery woman who would be my first, it still came out wrong. I guess in those scenarios I wanted it more and wasn’t doing this as a fucked-up tribute to a woman who very well might hate me.

I don’t know if I really want to go down on Claudia. It’s not that she’s repugnant or awful, it’s just that I know none of it will matter. I’ll be going down on a woman who has no point of reference whether I’m good or not, so I guess I’ll be both the best and worst sex she’s ever had.

Listen to yourself, April. You’re acting like you have more experience than her. You half-fucked a woman three days ago, you’re not exactly a sex goddess.

"I would…definitely want that. If you're into it. I have been, you know, practicing. For this. If we end up doing things." Claudia blushes a bit, then pulls off her top.

“I’ll make sure it’s better than you could ever have imagined.” I say. I now feel like what I think a sex worker feels. I’m here to pump up the ego of my client, to give them an enjoyable experience and fake the appearance of my own being enjoyable.

What did she mean by ‘I’ve been practicing’?

Claudia removes the rest of her clothes in a flurry, and she is all the sudden sitting on her couch, naked. Her skin is blotchy and uneven, not ugly, just…nothing. Her breasts are small and capped with dark red nipples that are standing at attention. In my fantasies, I spend a lot of time luxuriating my partner’s body in kisses, and maybe in another world Claudia’s breasts would have been kissable, but I want to get this over with.

I go down to my knees in front of the couch, and Claudia gets the hint and opens her legs. Her pubic hair is dark brown and nicely trimmed, and she at least looks better down there than I had imagined she would.

In fact, if she weren’t so wrong for me, and I wasn’t already so goddamn gone for Rosalia, I might have even loved getting to know Claudia, and this could have been good.

But it won’t be good. It just needs to go to completion.

Claudia opens up, showing her already wet slit. It glistens, a small amount of hair at the top of the lips. She smells good, which is nice, but…this is not Rosalia. No matter how sweet she tastes she won’t match up, I’m sure.

“I’ve never…” Claudia says.

Yeah, neither have I, and I’m going to suck at this, I’m sure.

I lower my head between Claudia’s legs and lick at her pussy. I’m amazed that she actually tastes good. Different than my own, but in a pleasant way.

Her breathing starts to come out faster, her chest rising and falling, and her hands come down to hold onto my hair as I start to lick in earnest.

Claudia moans. Loud. She’s not going to last long, thank god.

“Can I…finger you?” I say, looking up at her.

Claudia just nods, her eyes glazed over. I guess I did something right.

I insert one finger into Claudia, feeling her soft insides grip onto me, pulling me in further. It actually feels really, really fucking hot to touch a woman like this for the first time. I glide into her and feel her body react, accepting my finger into it.

With my middle finger buried almost all the way into Claudia, I resume licking her, my tongue dragging through the wetness I had created.

“Fuck…I’m…fuck sorry it’s happening so soon…”

No need to apologize there…

Claudia lets out a long, loud moan and comes. Her breasts shake and shudder with the movement, and her skin gets more blotchy as it flushes.

I know I’m being too harsh, noticing every one of her flaws. My scars, chubby thighs, the perpetually dry patch of skin between my shoulders…there’s plenty of flaws someone could point out on me, so I shouldn’t hold Claudia to some standard of perfection either.

The problem is, Rosalia is perfection.

It's hard to judge how long it lasted, but the look of bliss that crosses Claudia's face makes me feel good for once, as much as I would have been happy for her to just come and go, to let her live with this experience from me without reciprocating, I knew that wouldn’t count for Rosalia.

“Sorry it was…god, I came so fast…”

“It’s OK,” I tap Claudia on the thigh as I move back to the couch. “It’s pretty common on your first time.” I say with zero authority. “Are you ready to fuck me, baby?” I say with zero passion.

Claudia smiles, still recovering. "Yeah. Yes. Please, I really, really want to make you feel as good as you just did to me, and, like…more."

"That won't be difficult, baby." I purr. I’m more into all of this than when we started, but I don’t think I’d call myself anything close to aroused.

I pull my jeans and panties off, and Claudia mirrors my enthusiastic dive to the ground between my legs.

She gives my slit a single, tentative lick. I shiver, and she looks up. "Do you…is that OK?"

"It's good…um…" I swallow my pride and go for it. “It’s fucking fabulous.”

“I always imagined a woman would be wetter…” Claudia says.

And you also probably imagined the woman you would be having sex with wouldn’t be doing it as part of a dare.

“I’ll get there, angel, just keep going.” I pinch my nipples, hard. I can’t emulate the pain that Rosalia gave me that got me off, no matter how I try. I dig my nails into the sensitive skin, and it’s close, but miles away from her gripping, tearing teeth.

I guess now, technically I’m not a virgin. I don’t feel any different…the switch that I thought would turn in me when I finally lost my v-card, it wasn’t there. I felt exactly the same. There’s just a sad but eager woman with her tongue inside of me now.

I put my hands on the back of Claudia's head, pushing her closer to my body, trying to force my brain to have the right kind of reaction to Claudia licking at me. She has enthusiasm, but she has no idea what she's doing. I have to fake the moans that come out of my mouth, act like I'm stifling joy inside of me.

Of course, I don’t know what good pussy eating technique feels like, but in the videos I watched, it didn’t look like the performers were just tentatively nipping at their partner’s labia and licking like a lizard regulating its temperature.

“Fuck, that’s so good, Claudia.” I sell it, or I try to at least.

After a while Claudia just looks up. "Are you going to be able to…come? If you're not…wet enough?"

I blink. I guess the real answer of what I need to be able to come is to let someone like Rosalia torment me for hours, to get me to the point of breaking before I end up squirting on her pretty, dirty face. But that’s not the answer for now.

“I’m…I’m close, I just don’t really get that wet. You’re doing great.”

My encouragement doesn’t do much to spur Claudia on, as she keeps lazily dragging her tongue on the outside of my pussy, not being bold enough to actually fucking eat me out.

But it counts. That’s what matters.

“Oh, baby…Claudia, angel…I’m coming…” I pant, overacting, throwing the melodrama into high gear. I’m miles away from an actual orgasm, but I need this to fucking end.

It ends with Claudia giving a last lick, and then leaning up. Her face is red with effort, her eyes glassy. "Was that OK? Did that…I mean, I don't know if it was, but did that make you come?”

“Oh, yeah, I mean, I came pretty hard…I’m just quiet.”

I imagine the shuddering, screeching orgasm Rosalia gave me in the stairwell just days ago. The one with her actually fucking me would probably be ten times louder.

“But you…you really came? You didn’t fake it?” Claudia gets back onto the couch with me.

“Oh, Claudia, I couldn’t fake it with you…I’d never do that.” I massage her ego and hope that some day a woman will actually orgasm for her.

We kiss, and I pull my clothes back on, ready to leave.

I got my virginity taken. It was anticlimactic and unsatisfying in a lot of ways. Rosalia got what she wanted, didn’t she?

“You don’t want to…stay?” Claudia begs, pleads. She knows that once my ship sails who knows how long it’ll be before someone else comes to make port.

“No, I have to…I have medicine to take at home…” An actual fact, if a boring one.

“Ok, umm…I can drive you…” Claudia says, looking more pathetic, withering moment by moment. I’ve already broken her heart, and I’m not even out the door.

“Umm, thanks, I’ll get an Uber, though. I live kinda far away.” I step into my shoes and put my hand against the front door.

“Will you call me, text me later?”

“Yeah, definitely.” It actually hurts to lie to this innocent woman. She doesn’t know she’s just a pawn in a game she didn’t even know was taking place.

—-

I step out into the night, it’s probably past two at this point, and open the app to see if there’s any chance at a car being anywhere near me.

But then I see a familiar blue car approaching on the otherwise empty street. It stops in front of me.

The window rolls down and Rosalia peers at me as I stand pitiful and only a little broken after tonight.

“You still a virgin?” She says.

“No…”

“Was it good?”

“Not at all.” I know it’s beyond fucked up, but I find myself grinning at that statement, gleeful that I played right into Rosalia’s machinations.

“Fucking delightful. Get in.”


CHAPTER TWENTY-FOUR




"So? Tell me how bad it was."

"You were…exactly right. It was disappointing, she was…" I hold on to the bit of information that I know will leave Rosalia cackling. For all of this to end up that I had sex for the first time with someone who was almost twenty years older than me who happened to also be a virgin, it was so fucking embarrassing.

"She was what?"

"She had…never had sex before, either. With anyone." Well, there we go, I don’t know why I thought I could keep it from her. She’d find out, somehow.

"Oh my fucking god…" Rosalia laughs into the back of her hand, trying to contain herself. "You're fucking with me, right?"

"Nope…it was bad." I say, taking pleasure in her pleasure, which is terrible, but at least I don't have to be the only person humiliated in all of this. Now I could lay into Claudia because she wasn't here to defend herself. She can be my target now, my prey. I can use her for my own gains.

Rosalia continues to snicker. "How was it bad, though…I need details!" She smacks her hand on the steering wheel.

Seeing her this elated with something I did, it gives me a rush that feels just like the moment her thigh slid between mine in that stairwell. She's enjoying me, enjoying something I'm doing, and it feels fucking great.

"She just…couldn't figure anything out. I did a little of everything but it was all so…she wasn't…I really think she just doesn't really care about sex."

"Did she make you wet at the very least?" Rosalia raises her eyebrows. Even though we've been talking about sex already, this pushes things into a more daring territory.

"No, not…not really. Her tongue even felt dry when she was going down on me."

"Prove it." Rosalia says, glancing over at me, that crazed look in her eyes that I've started getting used to, maybe even hoping to coax out.

"What? How can I prove it to you?" I giggle.

"Unzip your jeans…" Rosalia licks her lips and narrows her eyes, "and lean back a little."

"Rosalia…"

"Now." The word hits me like a hammer.

I obey. I'm a dog for her, after all. I unbutton my jeans and unzip them, my red panties almost matching the blush on my skin. I lean back a little in my seat, giving Rosalia room, my body tingling with want.

She reaches over, and I'm shocked at how gentle she is as she slides her fingertips under my waistband. From how rough and forceful she was with me in our first encounter, I didn't know she was capable of it.

Her fingers, long and nimble, work their way down through my pubic hair, her ring finger sliding from the bottom of my vulva to the top. It takes everything I can to not shout, to not clasp my hand over Rosalia's to keep it there forever.

The whole interaction probably doesn't last more than a couple of seconds, but I savor the brief moments of her fingers against the most sensitive place on my body. She pulls her hand back and looks over at her fingers, my wetness glistening, reflected in the glare of the streetlights.

"Wow…I think you're lying, pet. Seems like Claudia got you pretty fucking wet."

"That's not…it's not because of her…" I say.

"Oh yeah?" Rosalia says, smirking, knowing goddamn well what caused it. She puts her hand in front of my face, my scent filling my nose. "Clean me up, I don't want to get this on the wheel, even if it would be good for your DNA to be all over a stolen car…"

I don't know if she's just joking about that or not, but I do as I'm told. I grasp Rosalia's hand, giving myself a good angle to lick her fingers. Maybe it's just because I'm licking it off of Rosalia, but my wetness tastes particularly amazing right now. I do my best to make a good impression with this display, to show her how capable my tongue is, how good I would be if she would just let me lick her other places.

Rosalia keeps the smirk on her face as I do, and I know this is all just to make me want her even more than I do right now. But that doesn't stop me.

I get most of it licked away and sit back, trying to contain the rest of my arousal. I want to do so much with her right now. Even if things with Claudia were disappointing, she still did at least attempt to eat me out, and I hadn't come yet, so every action wound me tighter now.

"That's a decent job…you're diligent, pet." Rosalia grins.

We sit in silence. Aching, cavernous silence. No matter how much I feel like I've gotten on Rosalia's good side, I know she's still in control and could shut this all down on a whim. So I stay patient, trying to ignore the furnace between my legs.

I'm almost disappointed when I recognize my neighborhood, the sign coming up on the highway, the same exit that I always use, a now much more dire reminder that my time with Rosalia tonight is going to end soon.

"Did she make you come?" Rosalia says, slowing the car in the neighborhood, creeping along.

"No, it wasn't…even close."

"Did you fake an orgasm for her?"

"Yeah…"

Rosalia just smiles at this. She's so happy. So pleased. I know that this is the goal of the whole thing, that I debased myself to try to get access to her. I have to convince her I'm worthy. God, I fucking hope I'm worthy.

"Good. Wouldn't have wanted for you to waste the one you're allowed tonight, right?"

"Allowed…?"

"Yes, allowed, angel. I'm going to tell you how much you're allowed to come from now on. Tonight, you get one." Rosalia's tone is icy and certain. I don't know what scares me more, when she's in her absolutely crazed mood or when she gets calm and quiet like this. Even worse, I can't tell which one turns me on more.

Rosalia turns into a parking space that's a half-dozen buildings down from my apartment building and throws the car into park. "Back seat. Now."

"Rosalia, what…"

"Do you want to fuck me and fucking come or do you not, April?" She growls.

"I do…I do want to…but what if…someone sees us."

"Then we go to jail. Don't fucking question me, April." Rosalia unbuckles her seatbelt and I do the same, opening my door and stepping into the cold night air, shivering as I go around the car and into the back seat. My entire body is on fire in anticipation, I don't think I've ever felt this turned on.


CHAPTER TWENTY-FIVE




I climb into the back seat as Rosalia slides in with me. There's barely enough room for both of us in here, and Rosalia has to kick some boxes and things off of the backseat before we’re settled. There’s a couple of scraps of what looks like bloody clothing on the floorboard, but, honestly, fuck it.

"I fucking hate sixty-nining, but this needs to be quick, I have stuff to do. Lay down." She commands.

Fuck. If I'm not careful, I'm going to come before she even touches me.

I lay down as well as I can in the cramped space, and Rosalia backs in toward me, nearly kicking me in the head with her boot as she gets into position. Her skirt is pinned down against my chest, the fabric clinging to her slender ass. Fuck almost coming before she touches me, there's a chance I might literally die before she touches me with how fast my heart is racing.

"Ready to get fucked for real this time, angel?" Rosalia digs her fingers into my thighs through my jeans. I don't want to read into things, but it's almost like she's just as turned on as I am.

"God, yes, Rosalia…fuck me…please…" I manage to say despite the overstimulation turning my brain to goop.

Rosalia lifts her ass from my chest and gets my head under her skirt, the fact that she's not wearing panties instantly apparent. Was she wearing any when the night started, or did she take them off before she picked me up?

April, maybe don't worry about the fucking details and just eat this gorgeous awful woman out.

"Do not fucking disappoint me, pet." Rosalia lowers her pussy onto my face, and I ascend to heaven. "Make me fucking come, if you don't, you're never going to see me again."

Her pussy tastes amazing. Sweet, her folds and lips perfect against my tongue, and even better when I feel Rosalia's breath on my pussy, her fingers tracing the waistband of my panties. She pulls my jeans down my hips as much as she can and hooks her thumbs under the waistband.

“These are so ugly and disappointing, April. My god.” Rosalia growls.

I knew she’d hate them, and I love that she does. A few seconds later, I feel the fabric rip as she tears my panties apart to create a hole for her tongue. It's so fucking wrong, so animalistic and primal, but I don't dare say a word to oppose it…mostly because I want to be destroyed so badly.

I push my tongue into Rosalia, my nose grinding just below her opening. She's dripping into my mouth, and the flavor of it fills my senses. I feel Rosalia's fingers on my lips, her thumbs spreading my pussy as I try to open my hips more for her. I want her inside of me, I want her to consume me.

I can barely breathe in this position, stuffed into the car, her ass holding me down, her wet pussy forming a seal with my mouth. If I wasn't already lightheaded from everything else, I soon would be from lack of oxygen.

Rosalia pushes her tongue into me, my pussy finally getting the penetration it craves, and it's already better than when Claudia tried to eat me out.

I wrap my arms around Rosalia's back, grabbing her ass as I continue to lick her, and I feel her fingers plunge into me. I think it's two fingers, it might be three, and I lose it that she didn't even ask how many she should start with.

Fuck, I can't come until I make her come, I know it. I have to keep myself from releasing. I have no idea how hard it is to make Rosalia come, so I devote all my attention to coaxing it out of her. Her breasts rub against my exposed stomach, and even through the layers of her bra and shirt I can feel her hard nipples.

I choose boldness again tonight and take my free hand to move it to Rosalia's left breast. I pull down hard and feel a rip as the cup of her bra tears from the strap, giving me access to her firm, puckered nipple. My hand presses against something hard, a weird edge under her breast.

I remind myself to maybe not worry about physiology and understand that I’ve never felt a woman from this angle before, so all of this is new to me…and who cares what odd bits Rosalia has when she’s going down on me.

"Fuck…fuck…April…god damn…" Rosalia rolls her hips on my face and I grab her breast harder. She grabs her ass, spreading herself open for me even more. I can't tell if she's mad at me for ripping her bra apart, but I can't lose focus.

I'm starting to think I might be able to make it. And even more, she’s enjoying this, and she’s unable to hide it.

"Come for me Rosalia, you fucking bitch. Come in my face, please…please…" The words originating from anger and frustration and manifesting in pure lust. “Use my face as a fucking tool…”

"Fucking do it first. Be my good little whore." She pushes her fingers in deeper, filling me, giving me no choice.

My orgasm explodes in my body, the pressure in me coming apart at the seams, and I don't hold anything back as I moan, Rosalia's vulva muffling my shouts of pleasure. She keeps pressing into me, circling her fingers with her tongue, making sure I come as hard as possible.

"Fuck…you boring, plain little bitch, you're actually making me come…" Rosalia tenses and presses herself against me.

And now I guess it was Rosalia’s turn to squirt. I’m not ready for it to happen by any means, but Rosalia doesn’t give me a choice to be ready, spread open as far as she could be and directly on my face. It pours down across my cheeks and gets into my eyes, stinging them with the salty liquid, some of it getting down my throat. It tastes amazing, but the sudden presence almost makes me gag. Nevertheless, I hold strong.

I don't see the look on Rosalia's face, but her moaning into me tells me she was getting just as much pleasure from the experience. My face and hair are coated with her fluid, the rest of it pooling at the base of my neck. I'm fucking soaked, feeling completely used, the liquid already seeping into my shirt.

"God…I fucking hate you…so…fucking much…" Rosalia pants, pressing down harder, enough that I'm concerned she could break my nose with a sudden movement.

But I keep licking. I have to. This might be the only time I get to do this to her…to anyone, so I'll make it last as long as I can.

She comes again, less this time, the spray hitting the back of my tongue. "Stop. Fucking stop it!" Rosalia reaches back to pull my head away from her pussy. "Stop eating me out, or I’ll fucking kill you…oh my fucking god…" The anger of the statement is backed by a peal of psychotic laughter, telling me that maybe she enjoyed this and it wasn't entirely a hate-fuck.

Rosalia slides forward along my chest and stomach, I'm sure trailing all kinds of fluid on the fabric, but I don't care. She twists around and collapses against the door, facing me, her legs open and pussy exposed. It's swollen and dark red, and I take a certain amount of triumph that I caused that.

"You've been lying to me…fuck, April, you goddamn liar." Rosalia says, pulling her hair back, sweat running down her chest. "No fucking virgin can eat pussy like that…"

"I…I didn't lie. I don't know what to tell you." I can't tell if she's just still fucked out from coming so much or actually pissed off at me. "Please…I don't want this to end, Rosalia…please…" I beg.

"Oh, god…angel…" Rosalia rubs her vulva, massaging it. She blows a puff of air upward, tossing a lock of her obsidian hair back. "This isn't even fucking close to being over. I'm going to ruin you." She smiles, her teeth gleaming white in the dim, nearly dawn lighting. “I need to keep a girl that can make me squirt that fucking hard around, you know?”

“Th—thanks…”

“You’ve earned a little favor at least, somehow.” Rosalia lolls her head back, her fingers pushing into her lips. “You wanna watch me finger myself since you got me so fucking wound up?”

“Oh…oh my god, yes…” I sit up so I can get a better view of things. Even in the dim light, Rosalia’s fingers shine with wetness as she glides them through herself. “Can I finger myself?”

“Absolutely not…don’t touch a damn thing. Sit there, soaked in my fucking juices, and watch me get off. Be a good girl for once, April.”

This is the most unbelievable torture ever. Rosalia is sitting in front of me, eyes closed, head tilted upward, fingering herself. I’m a private audience, and it’s like she’s just doing this for herself, and for me I guess.

“You can give me all the bullshit you want, but I know you lied to me about never eating pussy before.” Rosalia pushes two fingers into herself, then three. She is so unbearably wet.

My body is begging me to do something about this, how it is completely inadvisable for me to be witnessing something like this and not finger myself.

“You’re right, Rosalia…I’ve been lying this whole time. I’m a huge slut, your pussy isn’t even the best one I’ve eaten this week.” I say.

“God you try so hard to be funny, it actually makes me more wet…” Rosalia curls her fingers into herself and grabs her exposed breast. I see a shimmer of gold underneath the breast, but in this light it’s hard to make out what it could be. A tattoo? A medical device?

“Do you feel bad that you’re making me have to get myself off again, pet?” Rosalia grins, still not looking at me.

“So bad…I’m sorry to have fucked up things for you so much.” I say, my body nearly boiling over. My vision is blurry and my eyes still sting from Rosalia’s waterworks, but I don’t want to miss a single moment of the visual symphony in front of me.

“Fuck…” Rosalia slams her hand against the roof of the car and pushes her thumb into herself along with the other three fingers. “You bitch, making me come like this…fuck…” She shakes, pressing her tongue against the edge of her top teeth, and she squirts a third time, an utterly unbelievable performance.

“Come here…” She opens her eyes, pulling her fingers out of herself. I can see a pool of the liquid in her palm. I know what she wants me to do, but I want to be commanded.

“What?” I say, risking that my resistance will cause her to turn on me.

“Lap it up, my little dog.” She says with a gleeful purse of her lips.

I do it, because I’m nothing if not obedient. I lick up the fluid from Rosalia’s hand, tasting the sweetness, the incredible scent of it as I pick it up off of her palm.

“You are so disgusting.” She says.

“Mmm hmmm…” I nod a little, but know my task needs to be cleaning my master.

“Alright, calm the fuck down…” Rosalia turns her palm from under my tongue and smears what’s left on her hand onto my cheek and chin. She can use me as a towel, she’s already used me as so much already. “Good doggy.”

I let my body go limp and pass out. I'm done. I'm a vessel. Rosalia has me. I don't know if this is the worst decision of my life, but I don't want it to end.

I hear the door on Rosalia's side pop open and her legs twist over me as she gets out.

"Hey, you need to go, get out. Dog walkers and joggers will be out soon, and I'm guessing they don't want to see your pussy or the little gift I left all over you. Or maybe they’ll think you’re a stray…”

I sit up, finally looking outside of the little universe of the backseat of the car in what feels like forever. My head swims, both from the comedown from my rush as well as my equilibrium resetting.

Rosalia stands next to the open door, looking stern and just as bitchy as always. Her shirt's neckline is stretched out over her shoulder and I can see the ripped bra cup pressing against the fabric. God, I'm going to catch so much hell for doing that. Good.

I pull myself up out of the back seat and grab my purse from the front.

"Do you have a…towel or something?" I say, realizing just how soaked my face, neck, and hair still are.

"Even if I did have one, do you think I'd let you use it?" Rosalia says.

"No…" I laugh a little, "of course not."

"Good girl…now get the fuck out of here, walk back to your apartment covered in my girlcum. Hope nobody crosses your path and sees you completely soaked, barely able to walk straight, I know you wouldn’t be able to explain it without sounding like a fucking moron.” Rosalia slaps my ass hard, really…really fucking hard and shoves me forward.

I turn to try to extend this conversation, but it's clear she's already moving on, leaving me behind. Without as much as a glance to me, she gets in to the driver's seat and turns the car on, and if I didn't take a step back from her, she would have run over my foot as she jets out of the parking lot.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SIX




I walk toward my apartment, dazed. My face is sticky and I feel so absurdly gross, but I also feel like I defeated a monster in some way.

I made the abominable bitch come…twice, and hard. I proved to her I wasn't some fucking naif who didn't know how to have good sex. I gave her pleasure that she couldn't hide.

And now, walking back the long distance to my apartment building, I also could not hide it. My light purple shirt is ruined, more than the ruined dress pants Rosalia also created. Maybe I'd hang this, my torn panties, and the pants up in my closet, a little shrine to the woman who hates me so fucking much that she loves to give me heart-stopping orgasms that push me beyond my limit.

The night sky starts to glow as the sun crests the horizon, and I turn back for just a second to watch it. I know this night, this moment in between the darkness and the dawn, is something I won't ever forget. Rosalia won't let me, I'm sure…if she ever talks to me again.

I stumble up the two flights of stairs to my apartment and swipe the card to unlock my door. When I push it open, I feel the door catch on the chain lock I assume Anna put in since she thought I wasn't coming home tonight, despite the fact that I've spent every single night I've lived in this apartment here eventually.

Fuck. I know how I look, and now I'm going to have to knock on the door to get into the apartment, to the warm embrace of my shower, to collapse into my bed before my body completely gives out.

I knock once and then twice more. The chain rattles on the door, and when Anna pulls the door back to peer at me, I just smile and give a weak wave.

"Heeeeey…"

"April…what the fuck?" Anna says, standing there in her matching pajama set, looking cute…I wonder how cute she was when she was getting mercilessly railed by her boyfriend tonight…probably not as cute as I was pinned under my demon.

"What?" I walk in, trying to undersell it, but understanding Anna has every right to ask me what the fuck.

"What…the fuck…" Anna says again, following me, taking in the smell and the state of me, the ruined clothes, the messy hair.

I'm still smiling like a fucking moron, and it just makes her look at me even more concerned. "Are you OK? Are you on something?"

Nothing more than a brain full of endorphins, not that she'd believe me. "I'm…fine, just…long night. Where's Yeong?"

Anna looks down, thinking, "Oh, yeah, I texted you, we ended up cancelling, he had a clinic thing come up."

I sigh a bit and smile to myself. The whole reason I was out of the apartment for the night never happened, and for once in my life I didn't instantly retreat to the calm and safety of my bedroom. "Oh, that's…I'm sorry…"

"It's ok…" Anna reaches out and touches my forearm. "April, what is…all over you?"

"Just…sweat, stuff. It's a long story."

Anna smiles. I know damn well she doesn't believe me, but she at least seems willing to give me space about it. "Can we…go out to breakfast after you get a few hours of sleep, and we can talk?"

"Yeah, uh…sure…" I say, drifting back toward my bedroom.

"What the hell did you do?" Anna whispers as I turn into my bedroom.

"Over breakfast…" I close the door behind me, the adrenaline wearing off as I collapse on the bed, letting the dried sweat and everything from Rosalia stay on me. I find myself drifting to sleep before I can even lift myself off the bed to go get a shower. I know I'll be outright disgusting when I wake up, and I don't give a single fuck.


CHAPTER TWENTY-SEVEN




"April, this isn't normal…I mean, I'm not one for kink-shaming, even though I never thought I'd need to get into that around you, but this whole thing is…" Anna says.

"Dangerous? Psychologically manipulative? Incredibly concerning?" Yeong says, completing the opinion from the side of the table that is aligned against me. If Anna's boyfriend wasn't able to fuck things up for me by making me leave the apartment, I guess he was going to do so now that he's joined us for breakfast.

"I don't know, it's…I know she's mean, I know she…does what she does, but, I've never felt this alive before, Anna. Playing it safe got me nowhere for so long, and now that I have something…I can't just let it go."

"April…" Anna leans forward, looking at me over her coffee, her face all worry. "We're all afraid of taking chances, but you need to be smart about this, too, OK? Rosalia sounds like a dangerous person."

"People who are in a good place in their lives don't really order their crushes to pity-fuck a random person at a bar." Yeong chimes in. Fuck him, what does he know? I bet Anna hasn’t ever even offered to have sex with him anywhere but on a calm, boring bed.

"But it was…like a dare, it was something to see if I would go for it or not." I say, trying to defend her.

"And she said that…she wouldn't even kiss you again unless you had sex with this random person, right?" Anna grows more concerned.

"In a roundabout way, I guess…I mean, she said I couldn't be a virgin if I wanted to be with her, so…"

"Oh my god…" Yeong rubs the bridge of his nose. "April, I know I'm just your friend's boyfriend, but we've hung out enough together that I hope you understand I want the best for you…what Rosalia is manipulating you to do is fucked up, and people like her don't end with just one dare, one test. Things escalate, they get worse, more dire."

"Spare me, Yeong…you're not a real psychologist yet, stop talking like one." I say with darkness I haven't felt before. Rosalia's speech patterns and ways of attacking things have burrowed their way into me.

"It doesn't take me getting my master's to be able to say she sounds like a sociopath."

"Hey, knock it off…" Anna says, looking at Yeong, her voice lowering. She's still trying to keep this between us and not draw a scene in the little breakfast joint.

"Whatever, you know it's true." Yeong rolls his eyes and picks up his phone, seeming to give up on the conversation.

"April, I just want you to be careful, that's all I'm saying. I'm glad you've found someone who…sees you, I guess, but she doesn't sound well. I don't want you to get hurt."

"But what if I do want to get hurt, Anna?"

Anna doesn't know what to say to that. I know what I sound like, it's what Rosalia is, what she does, she creates monsters out of people and she knows it. But, maybe a part of me has started to enjoy being that monster, to not go through life as just…nothing, a mist, a vague idea.

We eat, the mood getting more solemn with each bite of hash browns or bite of runny eggs. We barely say another word to each other.

I know the countdown has already begun to kick me out of the apartment. I wonder if they’re already planning it.


CHAPTER TWENTY-EIGHT


Rosalia


It’s 4AM, and even though demons need less sleep than living things, staying up for two days straight isn’t good, even for the immortal.

I had sex with her. Yes, I held back, but there was no denying that it was sex. She even fucked me well enough that this concocted human suit I wear squirted all over her damn face. She had me feeling things I haven’t felt in so long, and I know when feelings like that start, the end is nigh.

“You know I can’t babysit you all that much longer, right, dear?” Ysabel crosses into my field of view, grabbing a candy bar from the rack in front of me. “Red velvet…the color’s a little on the nose for me, no?”

She’s trying to cheer me up in the way she knows how, and I appreciate it. But I’ve been a zombie since I left that parking lot on Friday night, watching to make sure April was at least pointed toward her apartment before I sped off.

“I’ll never understand the complexity you put into it, Rosalia. Just take what you need from her and discard the husk. It’s worked for us both for a very long time. This new self-reflection thing isn’t a great look on you.” Ysabel opens the wrapper and bites into the candy bar, her fangs bracketing the crimson chocolate. No, she will not pay for the candy bar.

“This is different, Ysabel. April feels different…she reminds me of⁠—“

In the lightning-quick way vampires can move when they need to, Ysabel presses her thumb against my mouth, jamming my lips against my teeth. Her sharp nails jab into my ear. “Rosalia, if you say her name, I will throw you through the wall.”

I have half a mind to bite into her thumb, just like she delicately bit through the candy bar, but I can feel the eyes of the store clerk on my back, and immortal-on-immortal violence tends to draw suspicion.

“You saved yourself from her once, and I saved you twice. Curse the thought of having even a diminished version of l’andouille in your life again.”

It always made me wet when she got this melodramatic.

“If she is inspiring those feelings, you should use her and discard her, like I said to, because you don’t need that complication. Not again.”

I hear a shuffle of feet next to me in the aisle, and then something even worse occurs: I hear a man begin talking.

“Woah, Silvio, didn’t know you let rug munchers in the store now.” A vulgar, clearly drunk voice erupts from the end of the aisle.

“They also think I didn’t see them stealin’ shit…” The clerk says, a clear aggression in his voice.

This kind of moment is, unfortunately, probably too familiar for a large portion of women throughout history. When men discover they have the majority in a situation, and so any restraints on behavior are nullified.

Pity that these two are going to discover that neither I nor Ysabel are, by the strictest definitions, women, nor are we by any definition living. We are so far beyond either of those.

I share a glance with Ysabel, a glance we have shared across centuries and continents. A signal to descend into an old routine, to have some fun. At the very least, it should distract me from my endless thoughts about April.

Ysabel turns from me and goes toward the man who just entered the store. He’s dressed in a tattered sweatshirt and jeans marked with a half dozen stains, a three-day beard sprouted from his face.

“Oh, don’t think just because I’m interested in women means I leave men out on the street…” Ysabel says, putting on a townie accent that she achieves with moderate success.

“Yeah?” The man says, looking up at Ysabel as she stands next to him, her height over most men being one of the funniest things of the times she chooses to interact with them, which isn’t often.

“What’s goin’ on here, you two porn stars or somethin’? Hey, Mike, you think they got an OnlyFans?” Silvio says, and now that Ysabel has taken to the other one, I suppose I accept Silvio as mine.

“Maybe we are…wanna give me fifty bucks for a quick preview?” I say, also descending into the voice of someone who spent their days in dingy, forgotten bars that the tourists would never enter.

“I got thirty if you throw in for the other, man…” Mike says.

I scoff, looking at Silvio, getting in close enough to discover that he’s spent his graveyard shift at this shithole corner store sampling the stock of the liquor bottles behind him. “You think I’m really only worth twenty if Holly’s getting thirty?”

I smirk at Ysabel, knowing the name Holly will inspire a bit of extra rage in her, but that’s a tale for another time.

“You better pay us equal or you’ll get an unbalanced show…” Ysabel runs her fingertip along Mike’s shoulder, seducing him with the least effort possible.

“Shit, I’ll empty out this goddamn register if me and Mike can fuck the two of ya…” Silvio genuinely thinks he’s being charismatic here, as I can only sense glee and self-satisfaction in his mind.

“Oh, Silvio…” I put my hand under his chin, something he misinterprets as affection. “I don’t recall myself nor my dear Ysabel saying that we would be the ones getting fucked…”

He has a moment of recognition that my accent has changed in an instant, and just like a few days ago with Will, I absorb a nourishing surge of energy as the panic rises up Silvio’s spine.

And then, I rip his fucking jaw off of his face.

Before Mike can even finish saying “what the fuck?” In reaction to the sudden violence, Ysabel wrenches his head back, exposing his carotid artery, the sinews straining, showing even through the substantial layer of fat over them. She sinks her teeth into Mike’s neck…but she isn’t delicate about it. This isn’t the romantic vision of Dracula or Lestat, sensually sinking her teeth into the neck as the violins rise. No, Ysabel reserves romance like that for those that deserve it. This bite is primal, tearing, ripping. There’s probably twice as much blood pouring down Mike’s chest as what’s getting into Ysabel’s mouth.

But let’s not forget about Silvio…

“Ngggmmmmmm” he moans. I’m sure it was some crude and offensive scream full of slurs that would have hit me harder if he had a tongue or vocal cords to articulate them. I pull him across the counter and throw him into the aisle, where Ysabel is enjoying her feast.

“You two thought you had something, didn’t you?” I say, watching Ysabel’s eyes roll back in her head as she drains Mike.

Transcendent sex and transcendent killing aren’t far from each other in the ecstasy they deliver…sorry for the pacifists hoping for me to be bashful about this.

I’m beyond disappointed when I look down and see that Silvio isn’t with us anymore, leaving the party early probably was his kind of thing, anyway. I kneel and draw the dregs of his energy from him, then stand up and look at Ysabel.

“There was about a gallon and a half in him when we started, dear, and half of that was likely vodka…”

Ysabel drops the now-desiccated Mike to the ground with a grin. “Bourbon, actually…and the cheap, sweet stuff too.” She wipes her mouth with her sleeve.

“Satisfied?”

“Oh, very…but my watch just told me I have about ten minutes to get somewhere dark before I’m a pile of ash, so, adieu”

Ysabel dashes away, the first blinks of sunlight already appearing in between buildings, so I can’t blame her.

And here I am to clean up the mess.

I don’t have the energy for something elaborate, so I make it look like a botched robbery. Silvio already had a shotgun behind the counter, so it was easy enough to put in his hands. Poor Mike must have caught a stray in the scuffle, as I don’t have the energy to summon a gun for him.

Shit. I’m not enjoying this. And I should be.

My thoughts return to April. I wonder if she has any idea that my obsession for her might run deeper than hers for me.

I doubt she knows it, she’s a little dumb. And a little beautiful. Scratch that, she’s quite a bit of both.

Looking around a double kill that should fill my demon heart with joy, I feel nothing but yearning for that little cherub.

Fuck. I have to cut it all off with her. Now.


CHAPTER TWENTY-NINE




I walk into the office on Monday, and I know things have changed permanently. Rosalia and I have had sex, there's no way either of us can deny it. Well, there's actually a very good chance she will do just that, but I know what we did, and it was sex, and I'm not a sad virgin anymore. Sad, definitely, but absolutely not a virgin.

Rosalia is at her desk when I come in, and she doesn't even acknowledge me, a complete turnaround from last week. She just keeps tapping on her keyboard, filling out forms, whatever else she does with her days.

"Morning…" I say, trying to engage her as I go past her to my desk.

She ignores me. I try not to read into it, but my brain spirals, of course.

I sit down at my desk and turn my computer on, waiting the agonizing thirty seconds or so in silence with nothing for me to do. I can’t resist just taking another chance at talking to her.

I fucked this all up, I know it. I went into things too quickly, Rosalia had her fun with me, and now she's having second thoughts or has written me off entirely. I find solace that at least I got to have sex with her one time. Cramped, uncomfortable, absolutely animalistic sex where I couldn't even see her face during the act…but I guess it was still sex. And to my credit, I did see a lot.

I stand next to her cubicle, and Rosalia is still silent as she moves on to the next document that she's working on. I should leave it alone, just do my work. This is my job, after all, not a playground where I just try to have sex with this woman.

But it bugs me, doesn't it? I need to know, one way or another, if this silent treatment is an indication of something else.

I lean into the cubicle and make sure I'm in Rosalia's peripheral vision. "Hey…" I whisper sharply. If anything else, I hope I can at least be annoying enough that she’ll yell at me.

Nothing, she doesn't look away from her computer. She doesn't acknowledge that I'm even talking to her.

"Rosalia, I just…I don't know what you're thinking right now, but, if I did anything wrong or whatever, I want to…talk about it."

"What would we be talking about, April?" Rosalia says, still facing the computer, the tinny plink of her mouse clicking the only sound I can hear.

"I just…I wanted to make sure we're OK." I say.

"And what if we're not?" Rosalia doesn't stop working on her computer, she's so focused that it's almost scary. But last week, everything with Rosalia was scary, so this feels so different.

"I don't know, I just don't want to…" I trail off. It's hard to talk about something like this, whatever relationship we have. Telling someone that you hope they like you when deep down you actually hope they hate you in a loving way, how can a person even articulate that?

"We are coworkers, April. Your training concluded last week. I have my role here, and I need to have time to work on my tasks. If you need more training, please talk to management." Rosalia says, still stone cold.

Less than forty-eight hours ago, this woman had her pussy pressed so hard into my face I couldn't breathe. She fucked me like a beast and would have ripped me in two if she knew it would make me come harder. I still feel like, even after two showers, I can still smell her on me.

And now, none of that matters. Just a reset, just a fling. I don’t know why I feel like I deserve more than a fling, but I would rather die than entirely give up on Rosalia. Dramatic, yes, but true.

I want to fight her on this. I want to make her talk to me. I want to tell her to look at me, that I'm more than a plaything, that I could be hers.

But I know she wouldn’t respond to sincerity like that, she’d see it as too begging, too pitiful, so I choose another tactic. “Ok, whatever, it wasn’t even that good of sex anyway. You’re not as unbelievable as you think you are.” I mutter, turning back toward my cubicle. I take a step away and hold for as long as I can, hoping she’ll do something, hoping she’ll lash out at me for the insult. I need her to berate me for being such a dismissive bitch.

The venomous reply doesn’t come, though. Nothing comes at all, not even a murmur of annoyance.

As I get back to my cubicle, I'm relieved that Rosalia can't see my tears. I had one of the most emotional and cathartic nights of my life just two days ago with her, and now she is treating me like I don't exist.

It hurts more than anything has ever hurt before.

My eyes blur from my tears as I try to do my work, filling in a form, moving the mouse over the screen, filling in more information on another form, answering the phone and getting hung up on. I do things as robotically as Rosalia does, but she's a hell of a lot better on the phone.

"Yes, ma'am, we are able to provide that rate even though it technically expired last week…since you're being so nice and kind, I'm more than happy to go the extra mile for ya." Rosalia says, cheery and angelic, her voice carrying in the office, over my headset. There's none of the aggression to her voice, none of the sneering contempt, she's just…boring. Normal.

I stare at my computer as Rosalia chats with a customer.

I fucking hate this woman so much.

But I can't get away from her, she's all I can think about.

The rest of the day drags. Even though it's only eight hours, it feels like a thousand. Every time Rosalia shifts slightly away from her desk, or gets up to go to the bathroom or something, I feel a pique of anticipation and hope that this time she actually wants to talk. But it never does.


CHAPTER THIRTY


Rosalia


“You fucking coward.” Ysabel sneers, her latest meal at her feet. Don’t worry, nothing of value was lost, he was an investment banker.

“Unlike you, Ysabel, I can’t just destroy lives without worrying about it.” I look down at the corpse in the $10,000 Armani suit lying on tar paper here on the roof, what little blood that was left in him soaking his white shirt to crimson.

“Listen to yourself…saying that and maybe not realizing you’re a fucking demon” Ysabel’s French accent is well-hidden usually, but it comes out when she’s particularly angry, like when she’s calling me a fakking demmin, which makes me smile. She kicks the dead man’s face with her pointed boot. “You’d think things like this that spend their nights at Alinea and Temporis wouldn’t taste so goddamn bland.”

“They go there for the status, not for the passion, mon amour”

She gives me a weary look. “Your pronunciation is still shit.”

“Then show me how to use my tongue like the French do…” I say, embracing Ysabel and locking her in a kiss. Her mouth still tastes like blood, and I guess if I was a human, I’d probably reel at the flavor, but I’m more than used to it.

We break from the kiss and Ysabel looks down at the corpse. “Get rid of him, la cerise”

“He’s not my kill, and not my problem.” I grin.

“I’ll fuck you tonight…” She says.

“You know you can’t always use that as a bargaining chip.”

“Just most of the time?” Ysabel slides her tongue along her top teeth, pressing her tongue against the razor-sharp canine.

“Not tonight…” I kick the dead man with the heel of my boot. “And this one doesn’t deserve to be disappeared. His family at least is owed a real funeral.”

“So…can you help me toss him in the pile of trash down there?” She eyes the brown/grey rectangle ten stories down from us.

I reach down and pull the man up by his collar. I swear I hear a breath of life eke out for just a moment. “You’re the weakest vampire I’ve ever met, Ysabel…your kind usually love showing your outsized strength.”

“Oh, Rosalia, I could lift him, but I enjoy making you do it even more.”

I roll my eyes and toss the body off the roof, and a couple seconds later it slams into a ragged bed of building materials and discarded food containers with a satisfying smash.

Before I turn around toward her, Ysabel closes her arms around my waist, embracing me, her head resting on my shoulder. “Are you entirely sure about the sex?”

She toys with the button on my jeans, flicking at the fabric. I admit it’s enticing.

“I’m sure…I have things to do.”

“You’re not over her, no matter what fictions you tell yourself that you’ve broken it off…you sicken me.” She kisses my neck, then pierces it with her fangs, only somewhat playfully. But at least now she has the sense to not try to taste my blood. “But I know, given time, you’ll destroy her, ma framboise, so go off and plot your inevitable reunion and her suffocating end.”

I pull away from Ysabel and wipe my neck, sealing the cuts. “Maybe.”


CHAPTER THIRTY-ONE




I know cyberstalking is wrong, but I have to find out if Rosalia has left some kind of message to the world outside of this goddamn office.

After a good bit of digging, since I’m sure Rosalia is the kind of person who likes to keep her presence as obscured as she can, I find her Instagram account, Rosalia_xo92, and while it doesn’t have a single picture of her face, the captions tell me that this account could only belong to her.

Who else would caption a picture of a sunset with something so derisive? Who could find such palpable negativity in a nice day at the beach? I can’t imagine Rosalia at a beach, though, but I can understand her being pissed off about it.

Also, if the 92 in her username meant she’s 34 years old…damn, I never thought I’d fall for an older woman, and she doesn’t look a day over 25.

The other posts on her profile are boilerplate Rosalia, full of sarcasm and dismissal of all the good things in life, but the most recent post gives me pause.

The picture is from a coffee shop I go to a lot…or, I guess, went to a lot before all of this happened. It’s not a great picture, but I never thought Rosalia was much of a photographer anyway. No, it’s the caption that makes me pause.

“I know you think that You want to know me, but you have to understand there’s not a me to know. I can’t tell you why you can’t be with me, but I am trying to keep you safe. You can be something great, I swear, just not with me.”

Yes, I know it’s presumptuous to think she’s talking about me. It’s also presumptuous that this is even Rosalia’s account, but, I need something to hold onto.

The post is from three days ago, and she could be anywhere else at this point, but it gives me some kind of solace that maybe she was, just briefly, thinking about me after she so abruptly left my life.

But the fact remains, she left my life.

I can’t even hear her voice in my head anymore, or when I do imagine her speaking, it’s a corrupted, compromised version of it.

I know it’s wrong to give yourself so fully to someone, but, Rosalia made me feel something that I’ve never felt before.

“April?” I look up and see, of course, Madison, once again standing at the entrance to my cubicle. “What are you doing?”

I sigh, knowing that things aren’t already going great for me here, not that they’re going great anywhere, but being on my phone and clearly not doing my job when HR shows up certainly doesn’t make a great case for me.

“OK, well, umm…stuff’s been really piling up since Rosa⁠—“

“—Rosalia. You do know her name is Rosalia, right?” I side-eye Madison.

In response, she gives me a tight smile. “That’s…that is correct, well, April, we’ve gotten complaints that invoices aren’t being processed since she left.”

“I literally don’t know what I’m doing, Madison. I got three weeks of training from someone who’s now gone, so…” I shrug.

Listen, I know I’m getting fired. I know that’s what Madison is here for, because I haven’t done a fucking thing since Rosalia left. I saw the invoice requests come into my email, but I was more busy trying to pick the lock on her office door than I was doing my actual job. They have every right to fire me, and what’s another indignity on the pile of everything else, right?

But I wasn’t going to go gently.

“April, you have to…work, you have to do your job to stay…employed here.” Madison seems to not be able to compute the idea that someone would find bland corporate drudgery as the soulless shell that it was.

“You have me there, but, I am being completely honest, I don’t have a fucking clue.”

“April!” Madison is shocked at the profanity. “Listen, I’m trying to help you, but you’re making this difficult…”

“Do you miss her?” I say, leaning back in my chair, looking Madison up and down.

“She was a…very good employee until she just left, so, I miss her contributions to Merihem.” Madison taps her fingers on the fronts of her thighs.

“Did she eat your pussy as part of her contributions, or was that recreational?” I try to bring out even the slightest flicker of the energy Rosalia bought to me. I want Madison’s anger.

“April…”

“I know you fucked her, Maddy.”

"My name is Madison, April." Madison says curtly.

"Is it, though? Because Rosalia seems to call you Maddy..." I ask, staring at her. "How long has it been, huh? A month? Two? Are you the reason she left?"

"You need to do your work, and I'm serious, we need to talk about your attitude, because…" Madison seems to try to think of a way to navigate this. "For someone who's been here a month, you're already really pushing things."

"We talked about your pretty little shaved pussy, Maddy. Rosalia told me all about it, how much she enjoyed it. We talked a lot about how you love to fuck her." My heart is rushing so fast, it doesn't even feel like it's beating any more, it's just a pure, uninterrupted clench in my chest.

"Stop calling me Maddy! What does it matter? She's gone now, isn't she?" Madison asks, looking to get some kind of victory out of me. "And, don't try to put this all on me." Madison steps closer, standing over me, not letting her petite frame stop her from trying to look imposing. "You're the fucked-up chubby bitch that came in here and screwed everything up" Madison says, her brows knitted into a sharp V. "We had an arrangement before you came here and distracted her, and now you've fucked all of that."

"Why am I the fucked up one? I'm not the one cheating on her husband." I say, laughing a little bit. I don't even care that I'm being told I'm a chubby bitch at this point. Rosalia was so right about one thing: I should stop caring so much what everyone else thinks of me. Maybe I'm the most normal one here.

"You…bitch..." Madison stares at me, and I know so many violent fantasies are running through her head.

Lacking any kind of impulse control, maybe because Rosalia wrenched that out of me through the horrific wonders of being under her...literally...I grab Madison's hand and place it against my throat, pressing her fingers into my neck.

"Do it...you want to kill me, I know it. Or you want to fuck me. I'd let you do both." I say, my body feeling alive for the first time in a week. She's not Rosalia, but I hope she can be a decent adjunct, she has to have picked up a few things while she was with her.

"What is wrong with you? I don't have to deal with this, you're fucking crazy..." But Madison doesn't release her hand, even when I let up a little pressure. I feel her nails at the sides of my neck, just the slightest bit of pressure, a consideration to just go with the impulse I know she's feeling. I want to let her do it. I want to let any woman do it.

"Do you know the power you have over me right now?" I say, trying to recapture those moments I felt in this office.

Madison looks at me, her face so full of the anger Rosalia put there, too, the rage and fury, and she rips her hand away from my throat. "Stand up."

I do as I'm told, feeling the palpable rage in the room. I didn't realize how deprived I felt until this moment.

"Hand." Madison commands.

Again, as I'm told. I'll make such a pitiful and obedient sub to a woman some day, if I survive.

"If you've spent so much time thinking about this thing with your fucked-up little girlfriend..." Madison unbuttons her pants and pulls the zipper down a couple of inches. She grabs my wrist, pulling it toward her, thumb jammed in between the bones, and my fingers feel a brief resistance of soft cotton before settling into warm flesh. "Why don't you do something about my little shaved pussy, April?"

So I do. I pull my fingers up, feeling how ready and rabid Madison is for this. Without hair to provide friction or grip, my fingers slide effortlessly between her lips, seeking more warmth.

I look into Madison's eyes and I see a diminished, corrupted version of what I was feeling with Rosalia the first time we were together, something between anger, frustration, and that glimmering desire for something that's so out of your control, so beyond you, it makes you sick, but you don't want it to ever end.

"Do you like that, Maddy?" I sneer, rubbing my curled knuckle against her clit.

"You're not as good as her..." She purrs, her nipples standing out, threatening to pierce through her shirt and bra. "But don't think you can stop."

"I...want to see your tits..." I say, my breathing labored and my body shivering with want.

"Fuck you, no." Madison scoffs, still riding my fingers, which I cannot stop pulsing into her. My hand shakes from the crush of her firm thighs around it.

"Just one..." I beg, feeling almost as debauched and desperate as I did with Rosalia.

Madison's lip quivers as I hit a particularly key spot inside of her, and it seems to bring her resilience down. She grins at me. "If I get it out, you have to suck it..."

"And I'm going to suck it through your fucking bra if you don't get it out for me, Madison." I say. I don't think there would be any way I could exchange things like this with another woman besides Rosalia, but Madison's been there, she knows the rush.

"She has you so fucking far gone..." Madison unbuttons the top three buttons of her shirt, revealing a pale pink bra. Her breasts are the perfect shape, surgically crafted to make sure they are. She shifts her narrow shoulder a little to loosen her bra strap and peels the cup down, revealing her nipple to me. It is a lot smaller than it should be, probably, but no less delicious.

I lean down and take Madison's pink nipple into my mouth, tasting her, a wave of warm jasmine and baby powder filling my nose as I devour her soft skin. I really thought that a woman with implants would be a vastly different experience, but Madison must have had a great doctor, because hers feel as real as mine...if still smaller.

Madison whines into my ear as she clenches down around my fingers. "Good...little bitch...keep going..." she says, her breath getting more rapid. "You know how much I hate you...I should have never fucking hired you..."

I'm driven by contempt, probably just as much as Madison is. She's not as good as Rosalia, and she's not as bad as her either, but the thrill of fingering her and sucking her tit like this, out in the open, it feels like solace.

"You took her from me before you fucked up and took her from yourself, you rotten little slut..." Madison presses her chest against my face, and I make no effort to resist the aggression. She absolutely fucking hates me, and it makes me beyond wet.

I want her to fuck me. I want to fuck her. I want this to never, ever end.

But my wrist cramps and my hand is going to go numb soon from how hard Madison is holding it against her body. "Stop putting yourself on a fucking pedestal and fucking come, Maddy...come like your husband can't make you..." I press my teeth against her nipple, and I want to bite it. I want to bite it so fucking hard, I want to rip it off of her. But I hold back, this time.

I need this. I need Madison. I need something in place of Rosalia.

"You...fucking...bitch..." Madison gasps, her body shaking as her orgasm releases. I grab her ass with my free hand, and feel it clenching tightly. She might actually have a better ass than Rosalia.

I pull my mouth off of her nipple and lean in for a kiss, and our lips connect, but she turns her head away and reels back. "Oh my god, April, I'm not going to kiss you, holy fucking shit..." She laughs, just like the mean girls always do, a laugh of superiority, not of kinship. “I hope you don’t think any of this is about liking each other. God, how stupid are you?”

And right here I realize that Madison is not Rosalia. She can't give me the hate and the love that Rosalia did. Fuck me, Rosalia would never call it love.

I remove my hand from her pants, feel the sticky sweetness on my fingers, but it feels wrong, shameful. Cold muck on my icy skin.

"God fucking damnit..." I say, sucking in my cheeks, feeling the immense crush of life on top of me.

"Oh, calm down, I'll get you off..." Madison says, zipping up her pants.

"No...just...just fire me, Madison. I don't want you to touch me ever again." I say.

"April, come on, just a quick finger blast, no big deal. And don't call me Madison...I'm Maddy, the little bitch you hate..." She trails her hand along my stomach.

I slap the hand back and take a step backward. "I said don't fucking touch me!" I yelp, probably loud enough to be heard by someone, if there's anyone else here.

"Ok, fine..." Madison buttons up her shirt, shaking her head. "Get your stuff, whatever little scraps of shit you brought in here. I'll file the paperwork after I escort you out...if I even have to file paperwork for people who don't even work here long enough to fucking matter." She adjusts her hair back into place, returning to her natural, grotesque form.

I gather the few things that I brought in here in the incredibly short time I was here. It's barely enough to even care about, but 'barely enough to even care about' seems to be the story of my life, isn't it?

"You didn't even completely clean up the plant..." Madison looks down at the small pile of soil and sand next to the plant Rosalia so beautifully kicked over.

"Your problem now, isn't it?" I stand up to her, as she's blocking the exit to the cubicle. "Lead the fucking way, Madison."

She turns and walks ahead of me toward the elevator door, the one I came in through for the first time just weeks ago, but it feels like it's been a lifetime.

We stand in the elevator in absolute, droning silence. I lean against the wall, arms crossed, with Madison facing the door.

The silence continues. I don’t remember the elevator ever being this slow. No elevator is this slow.

“You opened your mind up to her…but you kept her at a distance.” Madison says with a cool disconnect.

“Are you saying this is my fault? You think I’m blocking Rosalia from myself?”

“You didn’t want her enough, bitch.” Madison keeps her gaze pinned on the doors in front of her.

I stare at the back of her head, wondering if there’s anything going on in there. “And you probably thought Rosalia wanted you, that she had any kind of feelings for an emotionless doll like you…”

The elevator dings, and we are released.

When we’re a few steps out of the elevator, Madison looks over her shoulder enough so that I can hear her. “You never would have made it anyway...even if Rosalia liked you enough to keep you around, once the novelty wore off, I know she doesn't like fat girls..."

Again, the contrast between Rosalia and Madison is made more stark. Rosalia needled me, she made me feel like shit, she made me feel like a goddess, she pummeled my body and gave my soul energy, but never, not fucking once, did she body-shame me. Not in all the fucked-up little exchanges we had.

The world pauses for a moment as we pass the stairwell, that stairwell. Next to the door leading to it, there's a bright red rectangle on the wall, a fire emergency box with a gleaming, shimmering red axe inside of it.

I think about dashing over and opening the box, getting the axe out. Even though I've never held one, I already understand the weight of it in my hands. Madison would be so oblivious, she would just keep walking down the hall. She wouldn't even notice me grabbing it. And she wouldn't notice me sneaking up silently behind her.

People like her walk through the world thinking that the little people can't hurt them, that they exist to be served, to be worshiped. So I know for a fact in my goddamn heart that she wouldn't even notice something was happening to her until I was two or three hacks in, covered in her blood. I would watch her lifeless body fall to the floor, the punishment on behalf of all the little people in the world rendered onto her, finally.

"Oh my fucking god, Rosalia was also right about that dumb fucking stare of yours...zoned out little space cadet bitch..." Madison pushes the door open leading outside. "Go. Your last check will get mailed to you, or maybe not since I'll probably dock your pay for carpet cleaning. Fucking cunt."

I walk out the door, Madison behind me. I see a loose brick on the waist-high wall leading to the parking garage. I have the urge again, the urge to turn her to paste. And I should. The world would be a better place for it. But it would also be impossible to try to find Rosalia from inside a jail cell, so I walk away. For now.


CHAPTER THIRTY-TWO


Rosalia


I know it has to be over with April. I’ve played this before with other women, and I know the terminal effect I have on them. If you want to believe that being a demon is some kind of endless orgy of fun and excess…well, there are parts that are that, but sometimes the conscience you had however long ago kicks in, and you have a moment or two of worry. Or at least I do.

The most concerning part of it all was just how enthusiastic she was about it. Never since…well, never since someone Ysabel doesn’t let me think about, have I found a person so painfully devoted to throwing herself into oblivion without a single care about the implications.

My biggest regret is taking it as far as I already did. Teasing her like that, toying with her, all the extremes I made her feel, it was irresponsible. Invading her mind, speaking to her like I did, was an even more egregious step over the line…even if I got to experience some rather astonishing sensations while occupying that mind. If April knew I could provide her with a tentacle that would make that floppy rubber thing look like nothing in comparison, well…

Katherine, don’t

So I can’t see her anymore. I have to break it off. The pain she feels now will be so much less than the endurance of having to be with me for another second.

…well, to be more specific, she can’t see me anymore, but me seeing her one last time, what harm could it do?

I’m perched in a tree next to her apartment, the one she and Anna share. All of this almost makes me feel bad for Anna, seeing how much she’s tried to pull April back from the brink. I want to tell the poor woman that April sailed over that brink the day she saw me for the first time.

I didn’t want to be as cold to her in the office as I was that last day I could even tolerate being there. But I had no other choice. I had vowed to myself to not control her mind, to not seize hold of her emotions and arrange them as I needed them to be arranged. I wanted her to arrive at dispassion and disinterest naturally, but I felt like deploying the tricks of suggestion and inception would make me feel bad about it on the other side.

Imagine that, a demon that feels regret. I absolutely hate myself sometimes.

And, indeed, right now I hate that I’m watching her from twenty feet away, hidden.

Yes, OK, I am currently disguising myself as a cat.

Maybe a cliché, but it doesn’t arise much suspicion if someone would glance up here.

April is sitting on the couch, moping around more than usual. She’s in a grey sweatshirt and grey sweatpants, the uniform of the perpetually resigned. Anna has tried talking to her four times tonight, and none of the attempts have lasted for more than a couple of terse exchanges. I know it’s a burden, but I hope Anna can repair some of the damage I did to April, eventually.

I don’t want to make this easy on myself, so I don’t allow myself to hear the conversation inside the apartment. Even when Anna’s head is moving in sharp, swift movements, her straight brown hair flowing in reaction to it a moment later, when I know she’s chastising April for giving up, I don’t listen in. Maybe I can’t bear to hear the things she’s saying about me.

After the outburst, Anna hangs her head, resigned at the fury of it. She extends her hand to April, a truce offered, but April waits until a second hand is offered, and she brings Anna in for a hug.

They sit on the couch, embraced, and I don’t need to supernaturally listen to the inside of the apartment to hear the sobs, I can feel them. The embrace lasts a long while, Anna leaning her head against April’s shoulder, then April doing the same. I hope some degree of healing has happened.

April pulls back from Anna and nods, wiping tears from her eyes. Her roommate pats her on the shoulder, and looks up with weary admiration as April stands up for the first time in two hours.

In a burst of energy I didn’t know the woman was capable of at this point, April walks across the length of the apartment and tosses something into the trashcan…well, on top of the trash can. A brief exchange with Anna happens, and April hangs her head again for a moment, then she pulls the red plastic strings on the trash bag, lifting it out of the can.

I glance to the side and see the dingy blue Dumpster closest to her apartment building, the one April will walk toward.

I shouldn’t.

But if I did everything that I should do, I would have been dead over two hundred years ago.

I hop down the tree branches, my feline dexterity making it simple, before I skitter down the trunk and reach the ground.

April emerges from the front door of her building, the bag hanging limply from her hand, her phone screen illuminating her face and stealing her attention. Despite my grey and black striped coat and white chest, she doesn’t notice me at the base of the tree when she passes, but I can’t give up that easily.

I stalk her along the walkway as she swings the bag in a lazy circle, still oblivious to me while we walk together.

She tosses the bag into the dumpster with an assured arc, almost with the same smoothness that I threw that man from the roof mere hours ago.

When she turns back from the Dumpster, I make sure I’m sitting at the edge of a light on the sidewalk, so there’s no way she can miss me.

April’s already soft face turns even more cherubic as she sees me sitting there, my head cocked, that knowing look cats give.

“Ohhh…who do you belong to, baby?” April takes tentative steps toward me, but I show her I’m already affectionate, standing up onto my four feet with a chirp, then circling her legs, my tail staying in contact with her calf as I move around her.

“Well, you’re cute at least…” She says, a wistful tone in her voice.

I want her so badly in every sense of the word, but I know I can’t turn into myself, I can’t be with her as Rosalia. She reaches down, and I rub my face against her fingers, feeling some kind of sensation from her, the only kind I’m allowing.

“No collar…but…” She brings her other hand down and scoops me up by my midsection, lifting me to be level with her face. “You don’t look like a street cat, you’re too damn well-fed.”

I stare into her eyes, knowing that she isn’t seeing me as I’m seeing her, but maybe she’s seeing me in the way I want to be seen sometimes. Not a creature of threat and malice, but a creature of softness, warmth.

“You have such pretty blue eyes.” I purr and let out a low grumble of approval. April cradles my back, holding me in her arms, looking down at me with concern and love. Maybe in a way I’m healing her.

I let myself have a few more moments, her hands pressed against me, holding me, providing safety to something she knows is so fragile and susceptible to harm. I look at the sky, the moon hanging there, a golden arc. But, then I realize that my presence here, in any form, means she’s in more danger of getting attached, of wanting more from me, when I have to just let this all go.

It takes every gram of my resolve to twist from her hands. I know she sees it as just a cat being a cat, but for me, it’s beyond painful to deny myself more attention.

“Oh, my god, OK, you’re clearly done with cuddles…” April laughs a bit and I force myself to run away from her and toward a tangle of trees and fencing behind the dumpster. I can’t bear to look back at her again, but the almost contented sigh she lets out breaks my black heart then and there.


CHAPTER THIRTY-THREE




“You need to do something, April, at least eat something.” Anna says, giving me a look of pity that I’m sure she had to practice for hours just to fake it.

“I know everything is really tough, but I really think just, maybe, go to a new place to have coffee, something, just break up the routine.” Yeong looks at me, his face less pitiful and more angry and resentful. Of course it is, I’m keeping him from being able to fuck Anna any time he wants in this apartment, if I would just leave.

“I’ll do something tomorrow, I don’t know, the day’s pretty much already over.” I bite my thumb, gnawing at a scrap of loose skin.

I’ve been unemployed for a week now, which means I haven’t seen Rosalia for two weeks. That is my main problem. The other things don’t matter, I need her to re-center my life by telling me how much of a pitiful fuck I am for getting this way.

“I just need to talk to Rosal⁠—“

“April!” Anna smacks her hand on the table with more passion than I’ve maybe ever seen from her. “Stop talking about her! She was bad for you, and it’s…it’s best that she disappeared to go off and ruin someone else’s life!”

“You two can say all you want about my relationship, I know how you feel about her, really fucking clearly.” I say, feeling the conspiracy between Anna and Yeong to make me feel crazy. “I just need to talk to Dr. Mitchell about it, who is a real Psychologist by the way, unlike Yeong. She doesn’t think things with her are entirely bad, again unlike the two of you.”

Anna looks at me like she’s swallowed lead. “Who are you talking about, April?”

“Dr. Mitchell, my psychologist. You know her…my god, Anna, I’ve been seeing her for five years now, but I guess you haven’t noticed that I’m trying to get better.” I grit my teeth. Anna never really, really paid attention to me, even if she acted like it.

“Doctor…Sandra Mitchell?” Yeong says.

“Yes, what the fuck is wrong with you two?” I need to know why they’re looking at me like I’m a fucking idiot. I NEED TO FUCKING KNOW.

“April…” Anna closes her eyes and spreads her hands out on the table in front of her, probably something she learned in one of her dumbass mindfulness classes. “You have not seen Dr. Mitchell in four years, because she moved to Poland at the end of our freshman year.”

“I…no, you fucking idiots, I saw her last week.” I say. “I talked to her two days ago.”

“She was my academic advisor, April.” Yeong says in the same even, calm, fucking infuriating tone. “And the clinic program she headed up, where she saw you because of your…unique circumstances, is for students only, so, April, you couldn’t have had a session with her last week, even if she didn’t live in Poland and has been out of your life for the last four years.”

What were they trying to do? Was this gaslighting? I guess it would be a lot easier for them to get me out of their lives if they had me committed to a mental hospital…hell, they could even be done with me today if they broke me enough.

“Ok, ok, let’s just…do this. How have you been scheduling appointments with Dr. Mitchell lately?” Anna says.

“I call the clinic and make an appointment, Anna, it’s a fucking doctor’s office.”

“Alright, let’s just…call them now and schedule your next appointment, and you can show us how wrong we are. It’s a Wednesday, so, they should be in the office, right?” Anna, always the peacemaker, tries yet another ‘let’s make everyone happy’ solution, something that’s going to majorly fuck with her chances of being a decent lawyer.

“Fine.” I say.

“Can I call them and put them on speaker?”

I roll my eyes. She’s talking to me like I’m a fourth grader, and I think Yeong takes some small amount of pleasure in seeing her do it to me.

“Yeah, sure, I need to talk to her anyway now that I don’t have insurance.” I say.

Anna finds the number for the on-campus clinic online and starts the call, the speakerphone ringing sharp and dissonant in my head.

“Psychology practicum clinic, this is Sarah.” A voice chirps, probably a little too cheery for most of the people who would be calling this place.

“Hi, Sarah, I know this is…a dumb request.” I look at Anna and Yeong so it’s abundantly clear I’m talking about them. “But I need to schedule an appointment with Dr. Mitchell, this is April Pierce, I’ve been seeing her for a while.”

The other side of the line is quiet except for scattered keyboard clacks. “Let me…uh…bring up your file.” Sarah says.

I imagine how good this will be to shove in Anna and Yeong’s faces. It’ll probably make them hate me more and cause our already large rift to grow larger, but it will be a win for me, at the very least, in a time I need one.

“Ms. Pierce, are you there?” Sarah says after about six years of having me on hold.

“I don’t know where I would have gone, Sarah.”

“OK, that’s…that’s fine.” Sarah says, a nervous edge to her voice. “I’m going to read this message on your file from Dr. Mitchell, because it says I need to.”

I smirk a little at my interrogators.

Sarah clears her throat and begins in a halting and tentative tone. “And, please, I did not write this, this is from Dr. Mitchell.”

“What is the goddamn message, Sarah?” I snap.

“OK, she says…’April, I have been made aware of harassing phone calls you have made to our clinic demanding an appointment from me over the past two years. While I appreciate the time we had together and the progress we made in your mental health, as I no longer work for the university or live in the United States, I cannot provide your care. I have provided the clinic with a list of psychologists in the area who are capable of helping you on your wellness journey, which they have emailed to you multiple times⁠—“

I reach over and punch my finger into the red circle on the phone to end the call.

I sit, feeling the perverse glee of Anna and Yeong that they were right about this. Fuck them, they had to have set this up somehow, this is yet another plot to fuck me over, just like everybody on this goddamn earth seems to have.

“April…” Anna moves her hand to touch mine and I reel back, violently.

“Fuck you, Anna, and fuck you, Yeong…did you make sure one of your fucking friends would answer the phone, is that it?” I stare at him, my vision going dark at the edges.

“April, I don’t have any reason to do something that elaborate, why would I do that?” Yeong says.

“Because you two want me out of here, you want me to fuck off and be out of your lives so you can live together and forget that I even exist, so you’ve come up with this plan to convince me that I’m fucking crazy, and the most bullshit fucking part of it is, you’re supposed to be a psychologist, and you’re doing this cruel fucking experiment on me, Yeong. Do you know how fucked up that is?” I feel my nails burrowing into the meaty part of my hand, the pain immense. My ears scream with the hum of my heart, my body simmering on adrenaline, ready to lash out.

“April, what the…what are you talking about? You can live here until I’m done with school, and that’s not for another three years…we talked about this before, I want you here.” Anna gives me a pained, uncomfortable smile.

“And, just to add to it,” Yeong looks over at me with genuine concern that he’s really good at making look like it’s authentic, “My parents are very, very Korean and distressingly Christian, and they’re paying for my school. They would cut me off from everything if I was living with Anna before we’re married.”

Anna looks over at Yeong with a quizzical look, maybe even a little pissed off. “You’re…saying that like it’s a done deal, babe…”

“No, no, I just…” Yeong holds up his hands in self-defense.

I slam my fist against the table and stand up, my mind collapsing around me, not needing any of this bullshit. “Oh my fucking god, you’re even taking this and making it about you.” I grab my purse and slide on my shoes, then furiously mess with the complicated door locks.

“April, where are you going, we want to hel⁠—“

“I’m going somewhere where I don’t have to fucking deal with either of you, fuck off.” I finally, FINALLY, get the door to open and fly through the door, wanting to put the hell of the apartment behind me.


CHAPTER THIRTY-FOUR




I sit in my car, parked on the street in the middle of the day outside of a bar. No, not a bar, it’s a club…the club Rosalia took me to, the last night that I saw any kind of positivity or goodness from her toward me.

It’s stupid, so fucking stupid to sit here outside this club that’s not even open and hope that Rosalia spontaneously pops out of it to tell me this was all a misunderstanding, and that she didn’t mean to just abandon me.

I look at my phone and see the emails from the clinic, going back three years at this point, every one of them the same boilerplate message about other people who would be willing to see someone as fucking delusional as I am, along with the rest of the message that Dr. Mitchell left that Sarah was reading before I hung up.

There’s no way it wasn’t bullshit, whatever they did to set this up to fuck with me. I find the number in my contacts list for Dr. Mitchell and press it.

The phone rings a couple times, and there’s a tone, followed by a robotic voice: “The number that you have dialed has calling restrictions that have prevented the completion of this call”…and then it just fucking hangs up.

I let the phone fall out of my hand and into the passenger seat of the car. I snatch it up, my mind refusing to be tricked, and call again. Same fucking message.

The third, fourth, and tenth times also have the same message.

On the street, a woman crosses in front of my car in a red shirt and black jeans, and for a moment, I think it’s Rosalia. But this woman is twenty years older and not nearly as perfect as the woman who came in and ruined my life in the best way possible.

A chill runs up my spine when I wonder if I made Rosalia up too. Why would anyone that beautiful, that stunning, that vicious, have even a second for someone as ugly and off-putting as me?

I wonder how much of the past month, of the past couple years, was just something in my imagination.

April, I’m real, but I have to stay away from you.

Wonderful…the whole reason I’m in this mess, creating voices in my head to make myself feel better.

I understand that it seems that way, but I promise you that you aren’t making this voice, it’s me, and I’m exposing you to way more than I should just by doing this.

Awesome, fucking awesome. I pick up my phone to see if it’s possible for a 22-year-old to have dementia, or if I’m just deep into a textbook case of schizophrenia.

April, I’m sorry, I really am. And I know how fucked-up this seems, and I know how you feel about me, but I cannot be with you.

I wonder if this will be the rest of my life, hearing these made-up vo⁠—

—fucking listen to me, angel. Stop this insanity bullshit and listen right fucking now.

A shaky smile spreads across my face. At least my invented version of Rosalia now has her cutting edge.

Now you’re making me mad, so, I’m going to tell you this. One, you have a job at Merihem, in a different department…just go in tomorrow morning and Madison won’t even remember she fired you, or that you fucked her. Second, if you need proof of my existence, you stupid slut, look at the building across the street. Above the red awning, on the third floor, there’s a window AC unit. Do you see it, pet?

I do.

In two seconds, it’s going to fall out of the window, bounce off of the awning, and crash though the windshield of the stupid fucking Tesla parked right under it.

It won’t.

Fuck you

And then, with my gaze fixed on the AC unit, knowing how stupid all of this is, I see the legs supporting it give way. The silver and white box tilts down, falling from the window and down toward the awning.

Even though the awning looks ragged, like the next heavy breeze would tear it into a thousand pieces, it catches the AC unit and diverts its arc, like a gymnast bounding off of a trampoline.

The moment the heavy box smashes hard into the stupid fucking overpriced windshield of the car, a spray of glass erupts and glitters in the afternoon sun. A couple of seconds later, a man in an ill-fitting business suit runs out of the restaurant on the other side of the road, screaming at the sudden development.

I do everything I can to not laugh at his plight.

But a few moments later, my mood turns darker and more desperate. I know that was a trick of my imagination, a self-defense mechanism to piece together random things to create a narrative that makes me think I’m not losing my fucking mind…or that I’ve already probably lost it.

There’s no way I’m going to embarrass myself by trying to go into the office tomorrow, as if nothing happened. I know I’m crazy, but I’m not fucking stupid.


CHAPTER THIRTY-FIVE




It's hard to imagine, but the last week has been the most painful, humiliating time of my life, and that includes the years I've spent with the crippling depression that I thought I'd beaten back. Silly me. Turns out my moderately helpful doctor wasn’t even really treating me.

Anna and Yeong look at me in this stricken and sorrowful way, like I’m a wounded bird limping around the house. For the first time in ages, I think I agree with their assessment.

Twenty-two years old and completely ruined. The few things I had going for me have all run aground.

I haven't been able to think about anything else besides Rosalia for the past seven days, and I can't decide if that makes me angry at myself for being so stupid or if I should just take solace that she's not actually the cold and cruel monster that she wants people to see her as.

But it’s that monster I want. I want to feel her nails digging into my thigh, her teeth scraping my clit because she doesn’t care enough about me to be cautious. I know wanting to be so completely possessed and used by a person isn’t a normal feeling, but those brief moments gave my life more meaning than it has ever had. Yes, I was prey, but at least I was fucking desired.

I just wanted to matter to someone, and I found the one woman on Earth who probably hates me more than anything, and I loved her for it. But I couldn’t even fucking keep her.

I lay in the bath, the only thing that makes me feel anything. Anna has a prescription for Xanax because of her anxiety that she leaves on the bathroom sink for easy access. Eyeing the orange bottle, I can see there’s at least a dozen of the white candy bar-shaped tablets in it.

I told Rosalia I wouldn’t really go out this way, but maybe that was just another lie I told her.

I wonder if Anna would be more upset that she found my bloated body in the bathtub, or that she couldn’t take a Xanax to deal with it since I’d been so greedy and swallowed them all down.

I think of Rosalia again and just sink my head under the water, letting the liquid fill my ears and nose. I don't fight it, I don't care about fighting anything anymore.

The water in my ears makes the world feel like it's collapsing, and it's comforting in a way. They say you can’t intentionally drown yourself, but I test it. Thirty seconds later, my biological instincts kick in and my head jerks upward, my lungs begging for air.

When I surface, my eyes fixate on the bottle again. My off-ramp, my exit. The easy way out, sure, but at least one fucking thing in my life would be easy for me, even if it was the last.

I lean up and out of the bath, dripping onto the bath mat on the tile, my hair soaking wet. The air conditioning kicks on and a blast of cold air makes me shiver, goosebumps popping up all over my arms and back. I take the bottle into my hand, the plastic slippery enough that I might drop it. How embarrassing would that be, not even being able to kill myself without fucking it up.

I hold the bottle in my hand, the cap loose and ready to come off.

My hand is on the cap. My salvation from all of this waiting within the small plastic tube.

I think about Rosalia.

I hate her, I hate her with everything in my soul. I hate that she has the most amazing smile. I hate that her venom and disdain toward me makes me obsess over her so much. I hate that I get wet when she clenches her jaw and looks down on me. I fucking love how much she hates me.

But now she won’t even show up to do any of that, so why bother.

If I’m still alive a month from now, Anna and Yeong will turn against me finally on the whole living with Anna thing. They’ll say I’m too unstable, and that I’m disrupting Anna’s education. And then, I’ll be homeless.

I know the stupid idea that I magically got my job back at Merihem was a hallucination, so I didn’t even bother showing up, so I don’t have a job either, again.

The moment my parents knew that their innocent, upstanding daughter loved women, I was dead to them anyway, so why not make it real?

I have nothing. Literally nothing. Not even people in my life that will miss me for that long.

This wasn’t a great run to start off with, and it’s only going to get worse.

Fuck it.

I pop the cap off of the bottle, the white lid clicking and clattering as it lands in the sink.

My heart skips.

The rush in my brain and heart makes me smile. I know what I want and it's this, a quiet exit, no pain.

I put the first Xanax on my tongue and am ready to bring the others to the party when I hear a knock at the door and Anna shuffling. Yeong is here, so it’s probably just a package or something. Maybe I ordered something off Amazon in a daze and it got here…not that I’m going to have much use for whatever it is anymore.

I fill a glass with water and take the first pill. I’m too much of a coward to even do this dramatically. How pitiful.

I take a second pill, then a third, and lay them on my tongue. My sacrament. I drink them down as well. A fourth joins them as I realize I don’t know exactly how many of these will just mean a big nap, and how many will mean a…much bigger nap. I add three more just for good measure.

I sit on the edge of the tub, waiting for it. After a few minutes, I feel the effects start. Pressure in my ears, things fading.

The front door opens and I hear Anna greet whoever is on the other side. It’s far enough away that I can’t hear much more than tone.

Whatever it is, it isn’t important, whatever dumb interaction Anna is having is going to be fucked up later tonight when she has to deal with a dead roommate problem, anyway.

I close my eyes and prepare for the moment I fall back. Will the knock to my head, the pills, or the drowning in my sleep do it for me? Guess I won’t be around to find out which wins.

“April! Your…coworker is here?” Anna says from the other side of the bathroom door.

Fuck. FUCK!


CHAPTER THIRTY-SIX




The next ten seconds play like they’re slowed down a thousand times.

I reach for the door, not clocking the fact that I’m completely naked, only knowing Rosalia is on the other side of it. Unless it’s Madison, and in that case at least she’ll have a hell of a story to the next person who takes my job. But after our last exchange, I’m quite sure Madison will enjoy never looking at me again, not even in the obituaries.

The metal handle feels cold against my palm as I turn it, and the natural light that spills in almost blinds me as I pull the door open.

“April, woah, what the fuck?” Anna says, reacting to my nudity and probably my beleaguered state. It’s nothing she hasn’t seen before…she’s probably grateful she doesn’t look as hideous naked as I do.

I glance up at Rosalia, no longer in her snappy office outfits or her sexy club gear, instead just a black hoodie and jeans.

“Hey…” I say slowly. I know the pills haven’t started doing much of anything yet, but a girl can dream, right?

Rosalia’s eyes flicker from looking at me to down at the counter where the pill bottle is spilled out across the faux granite, the pure white bars contrasting against the charcoal black.

“Are those your pills, April?” Rosalia snaps, her sternness now not backed with cruelty, but care.

“Pills…” Anna says, then looks more shocked than when she saw my hideous body. “Fuck, April! Those are my Xanax!”

I grin. The pills have to be doing something at this point.

At this moment, I guess I don't want to die, not really. But the way this conversation is going, I don't think it will end any other way. I'd rather just…pass, quietly, than be kicked out on the street, and if I'm lucky, the pain won't last for much longer. What a fitting way for me to go out, arguing with fucking everybody for the right to just…fucking…die.

“How many did you take?” Rosalia pushes past Anna.

“Don’t worry…” I feel like I’m starting to slur.

Rosalia’s hand clasps around my jaw. Maybe she’ll hate-fuck me one last time before I go. “How many fucking bars did you take, April?”

“F…four…eight…six…I don’t know…”

“God fucking damnit.” Rosalia grits her teeth, then turns toward Anna. “Do you have vinegar?”

“What?” Anna raises her eyebrow.

My vision swims. Maybe it’s lovesickness.

“She needs to throw up, now, or she’s going to die. Get me vinegar or something acidic and overwhelming.”

Anna dashes away back to the kitchen. I hear Yeong stir, frustrated, his sighs as big as his disdain for me.

“What the fuck are you doing, April?” Rosalia says, still holding my chin.

My words are coming out of me like molasses.

"Fucking…kill me."

Rosalia lets go of me and I stumble backwards against the vanity, catching myself on it so I don't fall and crack my head open, which would just be adding insult to injury.

“Yeah I think you’re doing good enough of a job of that yourself.” Rosalia kicks the door, stunning my blurred senses. “FUCK!” She screams.

“It’s balsamic—“ Anna says before Rosalia grabs the bottle from her hand and doesn’t allow for a follow-up.

Rosalia reaches out and grabs my shoulder, pulling me in close. “Head back, mouth open.”

I know how this sounds, and how this makes me seem, but my fucking god it’s hot to have her ordering me around like this, even if she is literally trying to keep me from killing myself.

I comply, and Rosalia tilts the small bottle toward my mouth. The black liquid is sweet at first, but the taste and the acidity quickly become too much. She keeps pouring, and I feel my stomach convulse.

“Anna, get back.” Rosalia commands.

I drop to my knees and unleash a flood of black liquid, the remnants of the pizza I had earlier, and at least two slightly dissolved Xanax bars.

I hear Rosalia turn, looking to Anna and Yeong, both of them in the hallway now, watching us. “Give her room…”

I heave again, my muscles aching and twisting, a thin soup pouring out of my mouth along with mucus. I cough. After a couple more retches, I don’t think I have anything left in my stomach.

I hear Anna gasp.

My body shudders. I feel so fucking cold.

“Do you absolutely fucking swear to me it was just Xanax? And that you didn’t take anything else?” Rosalia crouches down, hovering over me, my angel.

“N—nothing else.” I croak.

“There’s twenty-four bars in the bottle, and I took two last week.” Anna says. She always was good at quick math.

“April…god, I’m so fucking mad at you, and I’m so sorry.” Rosalia says.

I try to focus my eyes, but it just makes the room swim and shift. I know Rosalia is next to me, holding my naked body, her touch soft and kind for once, and it just makes me sob harder.

“Get some water and have your boyfriend call 911. She threw up the bars but could still be in trouble. She needs to go to the ER. Now.”

“No…” I say, not wanting the stress of the ambulance, the bills, and whatever else could happen at a hospital.

“This isn’t optional, angel.” Rosalia says.

I smirk.


CHAPTER THIRTY-SEVEN




The heart monitor is annoying, but I guess I should be grateful it’s constantly beeping.

Rosalia is there, sitting next to the hospital bed, staring at her phone, texting someone, again.

My memory of the past few hours is a blur of light, acrid smells, blaring sirens, and the taste of Gatorade that Rosalia made me guzzle.

Fuck, that was so stupid. And to want to do it because of someone else.

That someone else who happened to be sitting in the room in the ICU with me.

I watch Rosalia through half-lidded eyes, thinking that I’ve never just seen her be by herself, with her own thoughts. She’s wearing a hoodie and jeans, and it seems so foreign to her usually fashionable self. She almost looks like a normal person.

She’s looking out the window of the room, and there’s a calmness to her that I also haven’t seen from a woman so energized by drama and strife. But maybe I’ve given her enough of that for one day.

I make a couple sounds of effort, move my hands as much as I can with the IV lines in them. Just enough to get her attention.

“You’re awake.” Rosalia says, not much joy in her voice but maybe the slightest ember of warmth.

My head is so fuzzy that I can barely hold a thought in it. I can only really manage to say a single word at a time, so I hope it counts.

“Sorry…for everything…”

“Don’t…” Rosalia holds her hand up, “we’re not getting into that right now.”

I want to try to argue, but she won me over so long ago. She doesn't deserve to feel sorry for me, she deserves to just forget I exist. I just wish that would happen already. But I tried that already.

“If I’d gotten to your apartment ten minutes later, you would have been dead or in a coma. Fuck, April, that was such a selfish thing…”

“More selfish than fucking someone’s brains out and then ignoring them for a week?” I strain, trying to shout, but my body doesn’t let me. My abdomen aches and my throat feels like it’s corroded.

“I’m sorry.” Rosalia says, not moving her gaze from the floor, but her tone feels genuine. “I felt like if we went further, I wouldn’t be able to control things. That you weren’t ready to take on all of…my bullshit, my baggage.”

I just lay in the bed, not prepared to fight or for any strong emotions.

The air is dead for what feels like a small eternity, then I feel Rosalia’s fingers in mine, a hand I thought would never touch me again.

“April, there is so much about me that you don’t know…things that, honestly, no living person knows, and some of it would get me in a hell of a lot of trouble if it got out.” Rosalia looks down at me, and I see an overwhelming kindness from her I’ve never seen before. I swear I see the beginning of tears in her eyes, if that’s even possible.

“Whatever it is, I want to be part of it.” I say

“You don’t, I promise.” Rosalia laughs darkly. “You literally can’t be. I am not fucking with you when I say that no living person can know about this.”

I tighten my grip on her hand, as tightly as my weakened state will allow. “You’ve made me feel more alive than I’ve ever felt. I was going to kill myself because I thought I’d never see you again. I hope that makes you understand that whatever is going on, I want to go through it with you.”

Rosalia sits there silently for a moment before she laughs. She looks me in the eye, a slight grin on her face, a grin that reminds me of the devilish thing that had her way with me and broke my heart in equal measure.

“You’re so fucking weird…”

“Maybe that’s why you like me.”

“Let’s not get ahead of ourselves, pet.” Rosalia squeezes my hand back, hard.


CHAPTER THIRTY-EIGHT


1743 - Swindon, England


“Katherine…” Charlotte moans, stepping over a branch, “must we always go so far away from town?”

I smile to myself. For as wonderful of a lover as she is, Charlotte is not much of a thinker, I’m afraid to say.

“My dear, if either of our families had even the slightest hint at what we do behind closed doors…I fear death would be the most compassionate solace for us compared to what they would inflict.”

“But there are so very many insects and…beasts out here. It very much spoils my mood.” Charlotte purrs.

I stop in my tracks and turn around. Charlotte, who was following me, steps forward and presses herself against me. I lean forward and taste her lips, sweet and full, and dig my fingers between the boning of her bodice. Two women being together was enough of a scandal, but two women who enjoyed sharing pain…the world is simply not ready.

“I believe I have many ways to improve any spoiled mood, my love.”

She looks up at me, her soft cheeks rosy and full. “Indeed, Katherine…you do.”

Charlotte kisses me again, pressing me against a tree, the bark digging into my back as we desperately try to remove the garments that would expose our flesh.

She removes the buttons from her bodice, letting her ample chest spill free.

“Right here, Charlotte? Amidst the insects and beasts?” I jest.

She takes my hand and places it on her bare breast. It’s been at least a month since I’ve felt her, maybe longer, but the sensation of once again feeling my beloved surges through me.

My other hand clamps on the back of her neck. I squeeze hard, eliciting a gasp from Charlotte.

She knows my game well.

I close my lips around her left breast, taking as much of it into my greedy mouth as I can, my tongue rolling her nipple until she whines, a sweet sound that I shall never tire of.

“Dear Katherine, I believe you might be the fiercest beast in these woods…” Charlotte holds me tight, pressing me against her harder.

I lean up to kiss her again, her body now covered with the same cold sweat as my own, our heart rates both increasing.

I wish she could mark me. I wish we could scar one another with our nails so that everyone knew who belonged to who. It’s impossible, I know. But, god, the feeling of ownership, and being owned. Perhaps we could dash off to the docks one day and get our skin inked like the sailors and criminals, two kinds of people even a woman of my nobility found a strange affinity for.

Her hand slips under my skirts and presses my center. As much of a risk it was to traipse into the woods without anything under them, the feeling of Charlottes fingers slipping into my crease makes all that risk more than worth it. I am already weeping for her, but not from my eyes.

My grip tightens on the back of her neck, pulling her even tighter to me, as Charlotte takes two of her fingers and enters my folds. She gasps in shock at how ready I am. “Katherine…I’ve never felt you…this wet before…”

“Absence can do a lot to a woman, my dear.” I roll my hips against her hand, daring her fingers to venture deeper. My state is not a shock to me at all, as I’ve been waiting on tenterhooks for days anticipating this moment.

I release her neck, my hand instead seeking purchase against the tree that is supporting us. I feel a splinter or two from the bark dig into my palm, but it only serves to enhance things for me. I lean back and watch Charlotte’s arm flexing and bucking under my skirt, her technique practiced from dozens of secret encounters just like this…some with me, some with other ladies of society who hold the same inclinations.

She feels the first of my quakes, my moans rising and echoing around the wood.

A crack rings out in the trees, but I do not stop my peak. The forest and all of its beasts can hear me.

“I want to taste you, Katherine…” Charlotte says, eager, practically jumping at me.

“Charlotte, my love, your enthusiasm is noted, but we should find our way to the cabin…where it is warm, and we have a bed…” I say, trying to hold her back.

Charlotte drops to her knees in front of me. “I haven’t a need for such pleasant things when I desire you this much, my love.”

I don’t know if a person in the all of England could say no to Charlotte in this moment. So I certainly would not either.

She hikes my skirts up over my thighs and then reaches in. Charlotte lowers her head and I feel her mouth on my mound. I bite my tongue, but the sensation is still too much, and my moans come forth.

“Ahh…my word you’re fiery, my love.” I lean back against the very, very helpful tree.

I tug at my blouse and pull the fabric away from my breasts. I am not nearly as busty as my dear Charlotte, but I imagine my stiff nipples are just as sensitive as hers.

Her head writhes and turns in my lap, and I look down to see her blonde curls shifting and bouncing with her effort. No person could ever accuse Charlotte of being lazy, especially in matters like this. And even if the motions would not convince them, the sounds, the hums and moans, the lapping sound of her tongue sliding through so much wetness, confirms her dedication even further.

I feel the blood rush in my ears and my hands turn to fists as Charlotte works on me. The combination of the danger, the secrecy, and her ungodly skilled tongue has my peak arriving sooner than I think it should, and it does so with an explosive force.

No, wait. That explosion did not come from within me. I tense, my wits about me again as I see a tree in my sight line blast into shards before erupting into flame. Then another.

I press Charlotte’s head away from my lap, and have to press harder when she takes my resistance as playfulness.

“Charlotte! My love, something…”

Then, the tree I’m leaning against suffers the same fate as the others. One moment I am bracing myself against solid oak, and the next I’m awash in a sea of embers, falling away from Charlotte, who is still on her knees.

Charlotte and I lock eyes. The embers have already found purchase on her beautiful curls. She bats them away, but they do not stop.

“Katherine, Katherine, what…” Charlotte stammers, looking to me for answers that I cannot provide.

“We must run, Charlotte…” I reach out for her hand and pull her up with me. My body is still in such shock from the contrast between complete pleasure and complete panic, but at this moment I know our lives may depend on my actions in the next few moments.

I tug Charlotte along with me toward…well, that’s part of the problem, I don’t know which direction leads us out of the forest and which leads us deeper. The path we used so often, the little features on trees, the tufts of particular flowers and herbs that we used to mark our way to our paradise is replaced with ash and ember.

The scent of wood burning grows heavier in the air.

I pick the direction that leads toward more light and take us that way, but within a few hurried steps, I am stopped by a force I can feel but not see, an invisible wall.

“What are you two doing here?” A voice, melodic and sinister, rings out clear like it is coming from within my head.

I turn away from the invisible wall and see the scene in front of us. The obliterated trees form a circle a couple dozen yards wide, their shards now smoldering but curiously producing nearly no smoke.

But the trees are not the most concerning thing before my eyes. That is reserved for the thing standing in the precise center of the circle, whose voice I presume was the thing in my head.

Were it not for the mottled purple and red skin, the claws, and the stark black horns jutting from its forehead and spiraling back along the contours of its skull, I would have mistaken it for a human.

A human woman, to be precise, absolutely naked and with the features that make a woman what she is.

“Who are you.” The thing turns and takes a step toward us. Charlotte cowers against me, as if I could be any help in this situation.

The thing before us is what we are warned of at mass, the priest pleading to not give into its temptations. I must admit, despite all of the danger, I find it difficult to resist.

“We’re just…passing through.” I say, the dry heat choking me.

“Passing through a summoning circle, do you expect me to believe such lies?” The demon takes another step.

“I admit we had…taken a moment to pause…” I smirk.

“Yes, to have the blonde one eat your cunt, right?”

My blood runs cold. I had heard such terms before passing by bawdy inns in the night, but had never heard it said so directly, and about myself.

I fear the judgment in the demon’s eyes. I wonder if I should have heeded the warnings of the nuns, of the ones I had been so foolish to share my inclinations with, the people who said laying with a woman was the most grave of sins.

“I…I know you’re here to…make us suffer for our…ways…” I say, trying to form a rebuttal, but doing so in the presence of a nude demon made it difficult.

The demon furrows its brow, or the bony ridge that would be her brow, and its black eyes seem to soften.

“Oh, gods…I have no quarrel with women enjoying each other, or men doing the same, or…even other configurations…” the demon shrugs.

Other configurations? The possibilities of such things seems….intriguing to say the least.

“No, my quarrel, and I regret to inform you it’s a fatal one, is that you happened to be in the one place on this cursed planet that I chose to arrive, and…” the demon reaches her hand out and drags a black talon up my throat and to my chin. I feel a quiver even more powerful than when Charlotte was doing her level best to give me pleasure.

“You two have seen my true form, and that simply cannot stand.” The demon smirks.

I look to Charlotte and her face is contorted in pure fear. My sweet lover, I fear our last moments will not be filled with pleasure and sweetness, but only terror.

Charlotte shifts and her face relaxes. “We…we shall not tell a soul, we promise.” She laughs, shaking with nerves.

“Ahh, promises…the things you humans think hold all matters together.” the demon looks to Charlotte, and right then, I realize my lover’s chest is still on full display. The beast trails the same pointed shard that grazed me around Charlotte’s nipple.

Charlotte whimpers, and I feel her knees weaken under my grasp.

“What is the matter with the two of you?” The demon looks at me and back at Charlotte. “Any other human would be weeping at this point, begging, terrified.” The beast presses her claw into the silky, soft skin of Charlotte’s breast, and a thin trickle of blood trails along the pale skin. Charlotte weakens further, as do I.

“You two are almost…enjoying this…” a black-toothed smile spreads over the demon’s face.

I nod, my own arousal betraying me, as I am unable to keep from feeling my sex dampen once more.

I can feel Charlotte clench in my grip as the demon presses her talon in even deeper. A well of blood dribbles down Charlotte’s fair form, but only for a moment, as when the demon’s claw retracts, it flourishes its fingers and the wound closes as if it was never there, the only evidence the crimson stain on Charlotte’s bodice.

“Oh, killing you two would be such a waste, even though I must…” The demon’s voice sounds musical and mournful, a requiem echoing through stone catacombs.

It raises its other hand and touches my cheek.

It is as if lightning strikes every nerve in my body at once.

The demon traces its other hand over my lover, and I can hear her whimper as I feel my peak growing closer again, impossibly fast.

“Are there not…other options?” I say, my body shaking, my and Charlotte’s mortality seeming to balance on the point of a pin.

The demon narrows its eyes and surveys us. My heart leaps when those black eyes seem to turn my way, even though it is hard to tell exactly where she is looking.

The demon blinks and sighs.

“Perhaps…I can make this work to our mutual benefit, though it is most irregular for me. I think this is a scenario that calls for it, though, considering you two seem to have the taste for danger.”

“What…what is it?” Charlotte says.

The demon smirks again. “Well, in the unlikely event that a mortal would be able to have an…encounter with a thing like me, and were they to survive…” the demon closes her hand on Charlotte’s large breast. “You can choose to be made like me, and transcend mortality entirely.”

“What…kind of encounter?” Charlotte trembles.

The demon seems ready to eat my lover, and I feel an unbearable lust for the deliciously vile thing before us.

“I believe, Charlotte, our captor will show us the exact contours of our encounter in a moment.”

I share a glance of recognition with the demon, and somehow my mind understands her name, at least the one I can comprehend, is Sarai.

I say, “We wish to be tested, Sarai.”

Sarai ponders the proposition for a moment, and with a turn of her wrist, we descend.


CHAPTER THIRTY-NINE




I stare at Rosalia, my brain in knots, and this time I can’t blame the painkillers from the hospital because they ran out a couple days ago.

Even in my very brief experiences in dating women online, it seemed like every single time she looked dark, and mysterious, and even mystical, it was just a countdown until I discovered she believed the most ridiculous shit I could imagine.

“So, you think you’re a demon.” I say to Rosalia, who sits across from me at my favorite Italian restaurant, my first time going out for a meal since what I’m now calling The Incident.

I’m feeling better now, a lot better. My life may be in absolute shambles and I might have been close to dying, but Rosalia’s back in my life, and even if she’s insane, she’s insane with me.

“Not think, April, am.” Rosalia says.

I sigh. At least this could make breaking it off with her easier.

“And you are also…I guess three hundred years old…” I feel all the cool mystery of Rosalia dissolving in front of me. It always goes like this.

“Three hundred and five. I was born in 1719 in a manor house in Shrivenham. My real name is Katherine Arrington. In 1743, I encountered a demon, Sarai, who turned me into a demon instead of killing me.”

“Yeah…absolutely.” I try not to roll my eyes, but come the fuck on.

“This…this right here…” Rosalia smacks the hilt of her fork against the table. “This is the second reason why I don’t get into this with humans.”

“You have to understand how this sounds.”

“And you have to understand how fucking frustrating it is to try to let someone in and tell them this shit, and she just thinks I’m some fucking crystal and astrology girl.”

I frown, knowing Rosalia is right. My reaction was outsized, but I’m just so tired of this stuff.

“Ok, prove it.” I say. I cross my arms because that’s how people in movies make a point.

“Was it not enough proof that I’ve been inside your head for the past month? Do you really need more proof?”

Alright, well, that actually makes me feel a lot better if we’re being completely honest. I can handle the delusions about Dr. Mitchell, but knowing Rosalia’s voice was authentically invading me felt…almost cozy?

“OK, sure, but I’m a person who has a lot of voices in her head. Plus, just wow me, you owe me that at least.”

She stares at me for a moment and then picks her fork back up. She holds it level with the table, pinched between her thumb and index finger. Her hand shakes a bit as she grips the thin utensil. At first, I don’t see anything happening, but after a few moments, the steel fork begins to glow, first a dull red before becoming a glaring orange. It droops downward, seeming to melt just from Rosalia’s touch. She keeps her eyes locked with mine as she both seems to make the fork self-immolate as well as handle the heat of it with her bare hands.

Before the fork liquefies completely, Rosalia holds it over her cup of ice water and drops it in, a furious sizzle of steam erupting when it hits the surface. Nobody around us seems to take notice of the hiss.

I laugh a little at Rosalia’s show, her determination is incredibly cute. “Very cool, but…that could be a magic trick. You could have swapped that fork when we got here.”

Listen, skepticism might have made me lose out on some things in my life, but I like to think it also has saved me more than once.

“Ok…you’ve pissed me off, and I didn’t want to do this, but…” Rosalia steeples her hands in front of her on the table, the incandescent fork still bubbling in the water. “I’m a demon, and I feed on sexual energy and desire, but that flows both ways.” She holds the stare, her flair for drama something I had missed. “So, in a moment, I’m going to tap the table, and when I do that, you are going to experience the most intense ten-second orgasm you have ever felt in your goddamned life. I would ask if you’re ready for it, but, like I said, you pissed me off, so…”

Rosalia twists her left hand and taps her index finger on the table.

And right in that instant, I have no choice but to believe in demons.

My hips are wrapped in a hot coil, my pussy instantly melting. My stomach flexes as the pleasure radiates through me, like the fork having no choice but to create a burst of steam in the presence of something so hot.

Fuck. God fucking damn. There is no way someone could fake this, the pleasure is something more than what a person can create. I close my eyes and put my hands on the table to try to stabilize myself as the wave crests.

But then, as fast as it got here, the pleasure turns off completely, leaving me with just the shudders and sweat, and a need to buy a change of underwear in the way back home.

“Fucking hell…”

“Yeah, that’s basically what you were doing…” Rosalia turns her lips upward. “Believe me now?”

I just stare at Rosalia, and I feel the first inkling of the full scope of what I have gotten myself into.

“Ok…yes…but, I mean…what does this mean for us?”

“I’ll need to explain later, the boiling water and the cherubic girl with blushing cheeks and nipples that could cut glass are drawing some attention to us, angel…”

Rosalia reaches over and slides the plate of ravioli closer to herself, looking so fucking smug and adorable. “For now, we eat.”


CHAPTER FORTY


1745


“Hells, Katherine, I feel so alive…” Charlotte spreads out more on the bed, her head on my lap.

“Well, I believe we are quite the opposite, Charlotte.” I tut to myself. I run a hand through her hair that’s splayed across my thigh. It feels mostly like how it felt…before, but it’s just ever so slightly rougher in texture, and doesn’t allow my hand to glide through it so easily.

Sarai’s direction for us was to reconstitute our original forms for at least three winters, as to not arise suspicion, but transformation was not strictly equivalent. The way my neck dipped in at my throat, the perfect spot for a locket, was more flat now, among other minor inconsistencies. Nothing enough to be noticeable to any dull-sensed human, of course, but I could see and feel the misalignments.

I was of a mind that, for at least now, this was preferable to death, and Charlotte shared in my sentiments.

And it wasn't as if the changes were that major. Charlotte's thighs closing around my head as she convulsed felt more or less the same, save for the increased vigor our demon blood provided us.

I reach down and place my fingers at the top of her pussy…that word, something conjured by Sarai from another place, was so fun to roll around in my mind.

"You want more of me, my love?" Charlotte says, opening her legs to give me space. "We finished our last round only moments ago…"

I trace my hand over her mound and dip in with two fingers, my touch more gentle than when we were humans, but just as effective. I see her muscles twitch with my touch. "You're so fucking wet, my love…" Our language had coarsened since our transformation, and it had garnered more than a few looks as we let vulgar terms slip. Were it not for Sarai's order to not kill in broad daylight, the village would have been far more sparse if we tore into every person that glanced at us disapprovingly and I or Charlotte provided them with the swift end they deserved for disrespecting such fine creatures.

"I've found that since our change, I'm always at least a little wet…" Charlotte moves up on our bed, allowing my hand to reach further down.

"That seemed to be the case even before all of this, dear Charlotte." I sank my fingers into her, the wet sounds delighting me.

"Only ever for you, Katherine…I was not the whore my father claimed I was, even though he believed me to be…"

"Do you think our fathers, your father, would be surprised to hear what has become of us, dear?"

"What, that we have become something more depraved and pleasure-bound than even the most wanton whore they can imagine?" Charlotte's hand joined mine between her legs, her two fingers filling the space to penetrate her when I pulled mine back, an endless cycle.

"Mmm…do you think that this depravity will end in hell for us, as we have been told so many times, my love?"

Charlotte grabs my arm and pushes my fingers into herself as far as they can go, my knuckles slick, my love using me as a tool. "Had I known what a delightful place Hell was, my dear, I would have made haste to get there far sooner…"


CHAPTER FORTY-ONE




“So you told me all of that, all the demon stuff, and you thought that would turn me away from you?” I say to Rosalia as I close the door to her apartment behind me. I feel the same urge I had before, to let Rosalia throw me on the bed, to do all kinds of delicious things to me, to be at her mercy again.

“I at least hoped it would dissuade you from wanting me to throw you on the bed and do all kinds of delicious things to you.” She says.

I sweep my hand over my head, I guess trying to knock her away from it. “You can read my mind?”

“How do you think I’ve been coming into it this whole time? Yes, but I try not to…I was doing it to make a point. This is the effect I have on people, on women especially. You will obsess over me, I will work my way into your mind, I will become the only thing you care about, even if I’m not actively trying to do it.”

“So?” I shrug. “What if I want that?”

She smiles but quickly catches herself. “You can’t want this, not without grave consequences. I have worked so long to hold my powers back, and I know how this ends between me and humans. They got me into enough trouble with other demons that I can't even imagine how things would end if I tried what I did again."

I sit down on her couch, the leather cool and inviting against my skin. This place was way nicer than anyone working at Rosalia's salary level could afford, but I guess in context it made sense, I imagined immortal demons could hoard wealth over hundreds of years.

"And I've said that I've never felt like I've had something to live for before I met you, Rosalia. However it ends, the ride will be fun, at least."

Rosalia rolls her eyes, clearly frustrated by my persistence. It's true, though, if I was going to take the wildest ride of my life, it would be better than living my meager existence wondering if things could have been better. With Rosalia, I knew they'd at the very least be more interesting.

“You really do have a death wish, don’t you?”

“Well, I was trying to make that wish come true a few days ago, before someone wanted to be the hero in my story, and so she…or whatever you are…saved me.” I grin at Rosalia, a deep desire to stoke the witty banter that I’d lapped up like such a dog. Of course, in addition to the other things I lapped up like a dog for her.

“You’re not going to give up, are you?”

“Again, tried it, and you didn’t let me.” I say.

Rosalia looks around, so many thoughts in her head, in that demon mind that had tormented me and pleasured me so much already. “I want to show you something, but it sort of requires me to be topless. Do you promise not to freak out or anything when you see me like that for the first time?"

I bite my tongue. I want to give her a bratty, fun answer, but I could tell this is a moment of vulnerability from Rosalia that she had probably not expressed to someone in years, or even centuries. "Yes, I promise."

Rosalia stands in front of me, her hands at the hem of her shirt. "OK, I read your mind one last time for the night, and I get that you're actually sincere.”

"You have to stay out of there, Rosalia, it's not a great place…" I smile.

"I know…" She says, the lightest of smiles on her angular face. She pulls her t-shirt over her head, her luxurious hair toppling in waves as it flops back down into place.

If she didn't want me having impure thoughts about her, she shouldn't have worn a cute bra…but I keep my opinions to myself and hope Rosalia doesn't peek back into my mind. She reaches behind her back and unhooks the bra, tossing it to the side, and stands in front of me. With the shirt off, I see something strange under her left breast, which she instantly looks down at and points to. It was the thing I saw in the car that night, something golden and solid.

"You see this?" She says, her finger tapping against the blob that sits flush with the skin at the bottom of her breast. The tap makes it sound thick and sturdy, like it shouldn’t be able to exist on something as flowing and free as Rosalia.

“What is it?” I say.

“The tip of a spear…well, really, most of the head of one.” Rosalia says. I vow to not look at her flawless body in a horny way, but this woman is testing me. “This is what happens when I try to get involved in matters. Entities out there want to destroy me. This is just the end, the rest of it goes up through my heart…well, what is equivalent to a heart for me, I guess.”

“Who did it…or…what did it?”

Her face droops into a frown. “You are so not ready to know that, angel.”

I wonder about her using that term for me, angel, considering her true nature that I find it harder to disbelieve with every moment. I didn’t pay much attention to church when my parents forced me to go, but I remember something about demons just being fallen angels, divine souls that went wayward…but maybe wayward wasn’t even a negative thing.

“So it’s just stuck there?” I say.

“Yeah…” Rosalia rubs her fingers along the polished gold, “been there for two hundred years. Funny thing is, if this wasn’t here, I know you wouldn’t like me half as much as you do, April. This fucker has been here, keeping me grounded for so long. I almost feel like I enjoy it at this point.” She runs her hand down her stomach.

“And if I ripped it out of you?” I say, my body twitching with anticipation. After spending so long wanting to not flirt with danger, not wanting to take risks, not wanting to put myself in peril…I guess at this point I just felt like, fuck it, bring on the apocalypse.

“You can’t…earthly tools can’t do a thing to it.” Rosalia’s eyes narrow. “There’s something about you, April, you’re making me say things I never should. Things that will directly lead to your death or…something worse.“

“And what if I’m not afraid of that fate, Rosalia?” I say.

Rosalia approaches me on the couch and straddles me, pressing her body against mine. “You’re so…so fucking stupid, you know that? If I didn’t see some of me when I was a human in you…fuck…” She grinds against me. I’m not doing anything to push things forward. “How the fuck can a human get a demon turned on like this?”

I put my hands on Rosalia’s hips, her skin feeling warmer than I remember. “I’m nihilistic and cute as fuck, that probably does some of it.”

“And so stupid to get involved…”

“Sure…I’m very stupid…it’s why you hate me so much, but you can’t keep your eyes off of me, you devil bitch.” I say.

I so want to kiss her, but I want Rosalia to do it on her own. The boost to my ego that I could bend the will of a literal sex demon is possibly more potent than anything I’ve ever felt.

She leans down and kisses me, and I swear I taste embers.

But as she pulls back, I can see the worry in her eyes again. “April, we can’t…this⁠—“

I put my hand on her stomach, just above her navel. “One time. For real, not crammed into a car, and where I’m not trying to get the idea of bad sex out of my mind. Please. If you want to never see me again after that, fine. But give me this, please. What if it’s the best thing I ever feel?”

She puts a hand on her face, as if the internal battle within herself could be hidden behind it. She looks up and her eyes are the darkest I can remember seeing them, her gaze threatening to burn through me. “Oh, it will be the best thing you’ve ever felt, pet…”

Rosalia pins my shoulders to the couch, looking down at me. It’s way more forceful than she’s ever been, and yet I want more. Annihilation is the goal.

“I guess I don’t have to fully keep this inefficient human form now that you know, sweetheart. I can show you some of the real me…” Rosalia’s voice is markedly different now, like it has two or three tones simultaneously.

“Yes…show me…ruin me…” I say. I am losing it with want, not knowing what surprises Rosalia⁠—

“—Call me Isolde. You can’t comprehend my true name, but I suppose I should bless you with the human equivalent.”

“You said you weren’t going to read my mind any more tonight, Isolde.”

Isolde leans down and puts her face next to mine. I feel her tongue run across the top of my ear, something that has always turned me on…but as her tongue continues down my ear, then to my neck, and all the way to my collarbone, snaking around my throat and choking me just a little, all without Isolde moving her head, I start to get a picture of how wild this will get. And it doesn’t scare me.

“Does it surprise you at all that I’m a huge liar, April? Does it shock you that I don’t give a fuck about rules?”

“Mmm…no…guess not.” I feel myself melting into the couch…not literally, but, hey, the night is still young.

“This is the worst mistake you’ve ever made, you pitiful girl…”

“I know…” I glide my hands up Isolde’s stomach and to her breasts, noticing that the chunk of gold is unusually chilly in contrast with her heat. I knead her tits, feeling almost liberated in the thought that, yes, I’m about to have sex with a literal demon, and, yes I’m going to enjoy it more than I should.

“Can I see it?” I say. “What you truly look like?”

Isolde sighs and leans back. Her skin shifts to a blazing red and almost glowing purple, the texture rougher under my hands, almost reptilian, at least from what I remember from the kid who always brought his pet bearded dragon to show and tell. The shift doesn't just stop at her skin, though, I notice her shoulders broadening and her jaw becoming sharper, her presence more imposing. Her hair shortens from the shoulder-length cascade I admired so much to something more like a shaggy bob…of course, I shouldn't be focusing on the hair, I should be focusing on the obsidian horns curling up from her forehead, short and pressing back into her scalp.

"You're…gorgeous…" I say, not sure if that encompasses just how attractive I find this literal otherworldly creature.

“Gorgeous doesn’t even begin to describe me, slut.” Isolde rolls her hips over me, the warmth coming off her even more than I expected, like her core temperature is more than twice what any human could sustain. I swear, it's so warm…

"Fuck!" I grip the couch, feeling Isolde against me. "I'm coming already…fuck…" I gasp, my body unable to contain itself in the presence. "How did you do that…"

"Oh, April…” Isolde stands up from the couch, watching me trail off my last waves of the orgasm. "None of that was my doing, that was entirely you…"

"How…"

She grins, her lips a smoldering orange. "That's what it means to be with a demon…" She takes one of my hands and presses my palm to her chest. "You can't handle us, it's too much."

"Please, Rosalia, Isolde…I want to really have sex, not just…"

"Have a rather embarrassing spontaneous orgasm while looking at a demon’s perfect tits?" Isolde says.

"Yes…" I whimper, a gasp. My confidence that I was able to handle her power has now crashed out into a pitiful bundle of nerves at the base of my stomach. "It was an accident, I swear I can do more."

Isolde traces a claw up my cheek. "Oh, sweet angel…if you knew how long it's been since I've done something like this, I bet you wouldn't even bother…I’m more hungry than you can even perceive.”

"Please, just for me. Can I eat you out? I want to taste you." I beg, not wanting this moment to slip away. "Do demons even have…all that?"

Isolde stands in front of me, hands on her hips, invariably wicked thoughts running through her.

"It's almost cute that you just cannot seem to understand the capabilities of a shapeshifting demon, April. I can have whatever I need to have…"

She flourishes her fingers at the waistband of her jeans and they shimmer away in an instant, showing me the firm, delicious thighs I'd fallen for, although they were now certainly a much different color than before.

But the thing that gives me pause is that between her thighs, there's just…nothing. It's like a Barbie doll, just a smooth mound. But I know for a fact there very much was a vulva there a few weeks ago.

"I can shape myself into forms quite familiar…" The skin on what would be her pubic mound shifts and forms into a vulva, I think pretty much the same as what I'd experienced before. "With all…conventional options…" In another moment the space shifts to grow a patch of dark pubic hair before pulling back and changing to a downy layer of blonde. It was like I was creating a character in the world's horniest video game.

"Or ones you may not have experience with…" Again, the space shifts, the skin now twisting and stretching to present me with a penis that, despite me knowing I'm into women, seems intriguing at the very least.

Am I still just into women, though? If I fall in love with a demon, I don't think it would make me bisexual…but I'm almost completely certain pansexuality stops at humans, right?

"I can even shape myself to forms far more exotic than what you humans are bound by…" The spot transforms again, but this time I truly cannot comprehend what exactly it is in front of my face. I cannot describe it in words, but the sight of it causes me to shudder with chills in what it could do to me.

I know you want to know what it resembles, the form the space between Isolde’s hips takes before my eyes, but I genuinely can't tell you even if I wanted to. I can't articulate it with my mind, and I am trying with all my might to do it. I guess the best way I can say it is if Cthulhu had a vulva, I imagine this is what it would look like…except, you know, human-scale. Cthulhu’s vulva would probably be the size of a small house.

God, what the fuck have I gotten myself into…

Isolde presses her lips together, looking at her transformation, her skin seeming to glow from within, almost as if I were about to make love to a comet. "Lick, stupid girl.”

"Yes, ma'am."

I place my hand on her leg, trying to avoid the confusing but painfully erotic configuration in front of my face. Her thigh is rougher now than when she was Rosalia, but I feel the familiar tension of her muscles that I enjoyed in the back seat of her car.

I lick, and the sensation is so strange. It's like my tongue is being pulled beyond my reality, descending into a warm cavern of pleasure, a place I never want to leave. It's simultaneously the best thing I've ever tasted and yet my body also seems to want to reject it. It tastes like every time I’ve had ice cream combined, sweet and just on the edge of overwhelming. Dragging my tongue across…whatever this is feels like the part in a horror movie when they get turned around and lose their way, completely unmoored from the area around them, existing in overlapping meshes of liminal spaces. Tendrils caress my face as I dive deeper, small slithering ones digging into my cheeks, pulling at my ear. It’s not even sex. It’s something beyond it.

"See, April…" Isolde pushes my head back, and even though she only moves me a few inches I swear it feels like I have the bends from surfacing so quickly. "Truly fucking me would break your mind, literally."

"Let me try anyway…Isolde, let me fucking try!” I scream, the blood in my body boiling. I KNOW this could kill me, it could do even worse, but I’ve never experienced something this intense.

"I'd love to say yes, pet…" Her form shifts again, her body resuming the familiar Rosalia shape. "Not when you’re still so fragile. As if you’ll ever be ready."

She still doesn’t understand just how ready I am.

I reach out and hold the bottom of Rosalia's leg and pull her over me on the couch, laying her on me, and we kiss, deeply, as I put a hand between us and slip two fingers inside of her, the heat making my mind fuzzier than before.

"Mmm…that's more familiar…" I say.

"It's what you can handle, April." Rosalia grins. "Now get naked."


CHAPTER FORTY-TWO




I reach down to the bottom of my shirt, ready to pull it off and expose myself for Isolde completely, but before I even have the chance, my shirt melts into ash in my hands and falls off of me, the sudden sensation of air across my body shocking me.

"Oops…" She gives me a devious look. Before I can even comprehend what happened to the shirt, the rest of my clothes dissolve from my body, leaving me naked on the couch without having to lift a finger.

"Now what am I supposed to wear home?"

"That's a problem for later…"

"Cool party trick, though."

“Oh you haven’t even seen a fraction of my trickery, April.”

Rosalia shifts down my body and lowers herself onto me, kissing her way down my torso until she's nestled between my legs. I reach down and hold her hair behind her ear as I feel her breath between my thighs.

"I know you're being…Rosalia and all, but…if you want to do the tongue thing you did earlier…" I say, twisting a lock of her hair around my finger.

"You know this is going to ruin you for all women from now on, right?"

I don't even entertain it with a question. I think Rosalia, Isolde, whoever, knows damn well that I've already had all other women ruined for me after just a few days with this creature.

Rosalia takes her tongue and pushes it into me. Now, with Rosalia before, and with Claudia…dear, poor Claudia…the feeling of a woman driving her tongue inside of me stopped at a couple inches at best.

But now, it keeps going. I feel the tongue slither upward into my vagina, moving with precision and skill and licking parts of a woman that I can guarantee have never been licked before. It feels like the tongue doubles over itself, filling me up, the writhing mass shifting wildly, tickling every single nerve ending.

Rosalia keeps pushing deeper, and the only way I can describe it is how when I would watch hentai as a teenager, and they'd show the tentacle or the…whatever going into the girl so far it'd be visible from the other side of her body…except this was a tongue, attached to a beautiful woman…demon…demon/woman.

"Fucking fuck…" I try to relax my overloaded body, and an orgasm tumbles through me like it was nothing. Because whatever this is, I am quite sure it will inspire something more mind-bending than just an orgasm. I want transcendence.

But it's not just my vagina being treated. Isolde has also slipped her hands under my hips, holding me, caressing my body and kneading the tension out of me with her hands, her still-sharp nails digging into my skin.

"It feels like you're eating out my fucking spine…" I say, the feeling so overwhelming and perfect, my body has no idea how to deal with it.

What I feel is more than an orgasm, way more. This is the most powerful release I had ever experienced in my life, a cataclysmic, otherworldly wave of sensation that shakes my mind, body, and spirit to the core. I'd felt highs like this in my life, but they were fleeting, transient senses. People say a good round of sex can change you, but I don't think they meant this…because this transforms me in a way I don't know if I'd ever fully picture.

“No, dear, running my being through your entire body would be something more intense, something you would not survive.”

I grab Rosalia’s face, feeling the rise of one of her horns trapped underneath the skin. I jab my thumb into the soft spot, feeling the diamond-hard horn beneath it. “Do it. Fucking do it, Isolde. I think you know by now I don’t care if I live or die, and I think you know what I’d prefer. Show me.”

Rosalia squints, her eyes blackening again. “You are so goddamn foolish…”

Rosalia lashes her tongue out again, plunging it inside of me, the slithering stalk filling me like before, but then…something more happens.

I feel her tongue circle my spine. Fuck, this should be terrifying, but it feels so fucking good. The tongue spirals up my spine, I feel my skin shift and bend with the new presence. It feels like a thousand simultaneous orgasms, but not even that comparison does it justice. My body goes limp, every single cell bursting with pleasure.

I’m not being metaphorical, either, I literally mean I feel my veins dissolving, my muscles losing their bonds to my bones, my heart seizing into an ice cold rock in my chest.

I look down and see the skin over my sternum bulge before it opens, a two-pronged tongue emerging from my chest, splitting and spiraling around my breasts in a tight bundle, the ends latching onto the nipples and burrowing into them. A torrent of blood passes down my chest and along the curve of my stomach, flowing into Isolde’s mouth. She drinks it without flinching, and I somehow fall more in love.

As I look down, a veil comes across my vision. Even though I know my eyes are open, all I see is darkness. The heat that was radiating through my body shuts off, replaced with an inert cold that feels like I’ve been standing in a blizzard for an hour. My lungs don’t have a need to take in air, my senses disappearing, one by one.


CHAPTER FORTY-THREE




I wouldn’t say my short life was a good one. I guess it was better than some people get, but if I’m being truthful it just sort of sucked. But maybe this was better, dying instead of having to endure the next fifty, sixty years of agony and gradual decline.

Maybe I would have been a late bloomer. Maybe I wouldn’t have ever bloomed in the first place.

I guess that doesn’t matter, though, as now I’m just a dead flower, cut from its stem, the chaos of bloom or rot mercifully taken from me.

No…

Death is, I guess, at least comforting in a way. There’s no angel greeting me or guiding my way, just an endless void, a complete silence falling into my ears for the first time in my life…well, I guess not in my life, but at least it’s quiet.

Knowing there’s nothing beyond gives me a gleeful peek of pleasure. All those people devoting their lives to religions that claim to give them The Answer being wrong makes me feel better that I never believed in that shit.

This isn’t what was supposed to happen, fuck.

It will be a little strange just to sit like this, in this void, thinking to myself for the next forever. I sort of wished death would just have meant that I could sleep forever, not roll over the thoughts that had plagued me my entire life⁠—

You’re not supposed to have survived this

Even in death, I can’t be free of self-doubt, a gnawing voice telling me that I can’t even die correctly. But of course, I can’t ever do anything right.

It’s not your voice, April, it’s mine.

What? I’m alone, I’m dead, there’s nothing else here but me.

No, you stupid girl, you’re not dead. Unfortunately. What you are now is worse.

Rosalia?

Wake up, April. Death can no longer be your hiding place.


CHAPTER FORTY-FOUR




I feel like I’ve been dropped from a thousand miles in the air and back into my body. My lungs balloon and my eyes threaten to bulge out of my head. Colors rush back into my vision, dots at first, then smears, then coherent shapes and forms. My ears ring, and every sound my body makes is thunderous to me.

“Fuck.” Rosalia says, cradling me, halfway angry and halfway gleeful, which I’ve come to understand as her default state.

I shake my head. "Fuck…yes…that was…what?"

I feel Rosalia’s skin against me, the warmth radiating from her body. I remember that heat, even in however I spent in…whatever that was, a constant in the background of everything that had just happened. "You just got wrung out by a demon…you'll be able to move in a few minutes." Rosalia’s mouth curls to a frown again, and she looks down at me in pity.

"How…am I…not…broken…from…that?" I say, each word feeling like an exertion to pull my mind from the brink of delirium.

Rosalia sighs. "You should be, that's the concerning part. That should have killed you."

"You were going to…" I want to whip my head around to her, but I am completely unable to move anything but my mouth and tongue. "Kill me?"

“You asked me to, April. You told me it’s what you wanted.” Rosalia holds a finger in front of my face and drags her nail across my chin. I feel the cut she makes with it, and a droplet of blood rolls down my neck and pools in the divot of my collarbone. "What part of the consequences of 'I want to fuck a demon' are you not getting here?"

She pulls the finger back and touches it to her lips, licking my blood from her nail. “I should have known something was different, you…fucking gods I hate that you're just like me when I was a human" She swipes her finger across the cut, and the bleeding stops.

"What do you mean?"

"That you can have sex with a demon and survive. That's what got me into all of this three hundred and fifty years ago, and now here I am, the world's most reluctant succubus.” Rosalia digs her nails into the couch, tearing the leather for a moment before it reforms in the wake of her movement. “Except I can’t even fucking be one of those…”

“What?” I say.

“Something about my…transformation…the thing that made me a demon, maybe I should have ended up as a succubus, but I’m just..malformed. What I just did should have been the end for you…I guess I thought I at least owed you the chance to go out on top. But I can’t even fucking kill people like a succubus can.”

I try moving again and find that my body is once again reacting, but just enough for me to sit up and look at Rosalia.

"If you killed me, what would you have done?"

"What do you mean?" Rosalia says, giving me an intense, worried look.

"Would you…devour my soul? Like some sort of creepy necromancy shit?"

"No, I just would have let you be dead for a while, probably would have tossed you into the ocean or something. It’s not like I was planning on cutting you up into a bunch of chunks and stuff you in an incinerator."

"But then I didn't die."

"No…" Rosalia looks up at me, still overrun with emotions, more depth and pathos than I would think a demon would be capable of. "You didn't die…well…humans have a rather biological definition of death, and if we’re using that one, yes, you did. I mean, you have.”

“I’m dead?” I say, looking down at my naked body, which seems to be quite alive, if a little sore.

“April, the human being, is dead, yes. But if I was good at what I did, or if you would have just been weak-willed enough to just give up, that’s where this would have stopped.”

“But…?” I say

“But…what’s the best way to describe this…” Rosalia circles my navel with her claw, breaking the skin, the tip sharper than a razor. It’s such a delicate cut that it doesn’t hurt, and I only know it happened because of the crimson droplets that well up in the line she carved. “I guess the most direct way is…you’re pregnant with…yourself. Or, the demon version of yourself.”

“Why doesn’t that hurt me?” I say, looking at the bloody pattern of smears and cuts along my soft stomach.

“Because you’re immortal, April. Though I guess now your name is⁠—“

Something cracks my brain in two as Rosalia finishes the sentence. It seems like she’s speaking, but not with her mouth, and the sound bends and warps, the sound waves seeming to dodge my eardrums.

“Ahh, fuck, I forgot you’re not anywhere close to understanding your real name yet.” Rosalia chuckles low and dark. She wipes her hand over my stomach and the blood and cuts disappear.

I sit up, still bewildered even if I feel strangely safe in Rosa⁠—

—Wait, that’s not her name, it’s Isolde.

“Why didn’t you jump in my head and scold me for still calling you Rosalia?” I say.

“I can’t…I can only do that with humans” Isolde grins.

“But I’m…”

“You need to catch up, April, or this is going to be a long fucking eternity for you.”

Well, whatever I am, it seems Isolde isn’t shy about bullying me, which I guess I appreciate in a way.

“Alright,” I put my head in my hands, staring at the floor. “I’m not a human, I’m technically dead, and I’m…somehow pregnant.”

“Right…that part…” Isolde stands up from the couch and walks in front of me, her body still looking gorgeous and delectable even on the other side of this metaphysical veil. “When I dislodged your human…thing…you probably call it a soul, it’s supposed to be obliterated and I absorb it. But, for some, for unlucky things with a will that goes beyond humanity…”

Isolde turns on her heel. I can’t help but see her as a ravishingly attractive college professor right now, giving a lecture on a complex topic. Though, maybe if my professors in college were all sleek, beautiful naked women, I would have paid more attention in class.

“Tenacious, stupid, stubborn, foolish fucks like you…and like me…when that soul breaks, something else replaces it. A curse of immortality, and a key to realms beyond anything you can imagine. But, that thing takes a year or so to incubate. Until then, you’ll have…growing pains.”

“Like…” I look at Isolde, dreading what she would tell me next.

“Oh, April…” She leans down, pinning my shoulders to the couch, and kisses me deeply. “What would be the fun in just telling you the horrible things that await you on your path to becoming an immortal demon? I assure you, the surprise will make it much, much worse.”

I smile, darkness enveloping me. Life may have been a series of dread and disappointment, but, it seems like death was looking pretty fucking good already.
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