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      It’s only temptation if you resist… When you give in, it’s called fun.

      Omega Mark is a nice guy. He calls his parents every Sunday, hands in every work assignment on time, and buys only organic vegetables. So it shouldn’t come as a surprise when he becomes the ultimate cliché—nice guys really do finish last. When he finds out his long-term boyfriend has been cheating on him, he snaps. Mark is tired of being good; following the rules never got him anywhere. Now it’s time to try something new. He doesn’t just want to be bad, though… he wants to be evil.

      Alpha Rostorok has spent eternity working as a greater vengeance demon. He is the complete opposite of nice. He would normally leave petty human complaints to his underlings to handle, but when the most delicious, extremely pissed-off man performs a drunken summoning, Ross finds himself giving in to the allure. And while he specializes in wrath, his favorite sin just happens to be lust…

      Make Me Love You is a standalone m/m mpreg romance delving into lust, sin, and revenge, while still bringing a light touch and a happily ever after.
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      I was so exhausted I was about ready to collapse right here at the boardroom table, face first onto the stack of papers in front of me. It didn’t matter that the lights were glaring down at me or that the room was full of people and activity. We’d been working this case for three weeks nonstop, scrambling to stay one step ahead of the defense team, and I hadn’t had a full night’s sleep that entire time. My brain had stopped working ages ago. It was pretty pointless for me to even be here at this point.

      Thankfully I wasn’t the one who would have to stand up and argue the case in court. My job was just to handle the case files and paperwork, sometimes help to collate all the evidence during pre-trial before handing it over to whichever lawyer was handling the case. This time it was Theodore Rubin. He was one of the senior partners here at the firm, Cass, Stohl, & Rubin.

      I startled upright, my eyes snapping open. Shit. Did I fall asleep? I glanced around to see if anyone had noticed and found that the room had mostly cleared out, only a few others left, the ones who were especially eager for the next promotion. Where did everyone go? What time was it?

      Mr. Rubin was smiling at me. Damn, caught in the act, and by the boss, no less. “Why don’t you go home, Mr. Banner. I’ve got this,” he said.

      I blushed and wiped at my chin to make sure there wasn’t any drool. “I’m okay,” I insisted, sitting up straight in my seat and blinking down at the paperwork in front of me. I wasn’t even sure what I’d been doing before I nodded off. Combing through phone records, maybe? No, those looked like bank statements.

      “Seriously, Mark, just go home and get some sleep. You’ve pulled three all-nighters already this week. If you keep running yourself into the ground like this, you’ll just end up making a mistake, and that’s the last thing we need at this stage of the trial.”

      I scrubbed at my face, my five o’clock shadow pricking at my palms. It couldn't even be described as scruff at this point, more closely resembling a midnight shadow, I supposed. “Yeah, okay,” I finally agreed. He had a point. I was more likely to lose the case for them at this point if I didn’t take a pause.

      “You’re doing a good job,” Mr. Rubin insisted, rounding the table and squeezing my shoulders, giving me a little shake to wake me up. As his hands lingered on me, it left me feeling a little weird, and I had to consciously try not to shrug him off. I was sure it was innocent, he didn't mean anything by it. “You deserve some sleep. Why don’t you come in late tomorrow. Sleep in.”

      I scoffed. “Sleep in? What’s that?” I wouldn’t even know what that felt like. I hadn’t slept past six am in years.

      “I’m serious. Go out for breakfast with your alpha. What’s his name again? Phillip?”

      “Peter.” I’d told him his name at least a dozen times. They'd even met at the staff Christmas party. I suspected Mr. Rubin knew his name just fine.

      “Yeah, Peter. You haven’t seen much of him lately, and it’s entirely my fault for keeping you here so late every night. Tomorrow is Sunday, so you guys get some breakfast, my treat. Use the company card.”

      Tomorrow was Sunday? I thought it was Thursday. “That’s really great, Mr. Rubin, thank you. I appreciate it.”

      “Call me Teddy, please. We’ve worked together for three years. I think we’re past the formalities at this point.”

      “Okay. Thank you… Teddy,” I said, trying the name on for size. I didn’t like it.

      He beamed at me, then nodded his head toward the door. “Go on. I’ll see you tomorrow afternoon.”

      I was bone-tired, and I had to prop myself up against the wall of the elevator to keep myself upright. Luckily, the crisp air outside went a long way toward waking me up. I drew the chilled bite into my lungs, letting it refresh me.

      I glanced at the time on my phone and saw it wasn’t even 11pm yet. This was earlier than I’d been heading home all week, maybe even longer. I had been planning on catching a rideshare since it was getting late, but now that I could feel my blood beginning to pump through my veins, I decided to walk the three blocks home instead.

      My grin widened. This was perfect! I would get to surprise Peter, maybe make love before falling asleep in his arms.

      I am the luckiest man in the world, I thought to myself, skipping a little down the sidewalk as I caught my second (or tenth) wind. I might not have looked lucky to an observer since it wasn’t exactly a classic interpretation of the word. My job was really tough and didn’t pay particularly well, but it was satisfying. And there was a lot of room to move up in the firm. I had a nice little apartment downtown, and most importantly, I had the most amazing boyfriend in the whole wide world. Maybe he would even propose to me soon. Then there would be marriage, a nice home in the suburbs with a fenced-in yard, maybe a dog… children…

      Yep. Life was good.

      I wasn’t born here in the city. I’d actually grown up in a small town called North Salter, which was funny because there was no South Salter (or East or West, for that matter), so I was never sure what it was north of. It was surrounded by rows of corn and fields of wheat that rippled like the ocean when the wind blew. It was where my parents still lived, in fact, and it was pretty enough, quaint and quiet, but it was never for me.

      My parents didn’t understand my fixation with living in a city, but they indulged me as much as they could. When I told them I wanted to be a lawyer, they’d said, “Why not just work for your uncle Dean? Why do you have to move so far away?” Uncle Dean ran a law office on the only main thoroughfare in North Salter, and he primarily handled land disputes between farmers who’d moved their fenceposts a foot in the wrong direction. Don't get me wrong, there was a place in the world for that, but I wanted more. I wanted to put criminals behind bars. I wanted to protect the little guy.

      It was late for dinner, but I swung by the pizza place on the corner and grabbed a pizza with Peter’s favorite toppings, sundried tomato and olives. I preferred pepperoni and mushroom, but I didn't mind making this sacrifice. I wanted to show him how grateful I was for everything he did for me. He always said he didn’t mind that I was working these late hours, but I owed him an apology pizza at the very least. And probably a blowjob or two.

      Our apartment was one of the older buildings in the neighborhood, but I loved its character. It had an ornate carved-stone façade, and when I pulled open the front doors, I was greeted by a blast of warm air, forcing back the evening chill. The mosaic tiled floor was uneven under my feet, but I loved it all the same.

      I came to a stop in front of the elevator, adorned with its "out of order" sign. I sighed. Surprise, surprise, the elevator was broken yet again. The landlord said he was taking care of it, but fat load of good that did. I groaned, staring up the narrow stairwell. As if I weren’t tired enough. I had my bag slung over my shoulder, the pizza in one hand, but I somehow managed to drag my ass up the stairs to the third floor.

      When I stepped out at my landing, I heard the thump of bass. I frowned. It was late for loud music, a flagrant disregard for the apartment rules. I would never talk to my neighbor, Jett, about it, though. That would mean another awkward conversation where I was more polite than he deserved, and then he glared wordlessly at me before slamming the door in my face, only to entirely ignore what I’d asked. Nope, I learned my lesson after the fourth try.

      Ugh. I really hated confrontation.

      The music, however, turned out to be coming from my apartment, not the neighbor’s. I juggled pizza and keys, then wrestled open the apartment door and stepped into the entry hall. “Peter?” I called as I dropped my bag and kicked off my shoes. He probably couldn’t hear me over the music coming from the bedroom down the hall. “Peter, I’m home, and I brought pizza.”

      This wasn’t exactly the welcome-home I’d been hoping for, and it only got worse as I walked farther into the apartment.

      “Seriously?” I grumbled as I took in the state of the kitchen. The place was a disaster! It looked like he’d cooked dinner a few hours ago and then just left all the pots and pans sitting out. He’d probably thought he’d have time to clean up before I got home. I made some space on the counter for the pizza box.

      I started tidying up a little, putting the dishes into the sink to soak. I dipped my finger into the sauce left in the pot. It wasn’t bad. I wondered if he’d left me some, but a glimpse in the fridge confirmed he hadn’t.

      I caught sight of movement out of the corner of my eye and found our cat standing in the middle of the dining room table, helping herself to the food left on the plate. “Oh, Cookie,” I scolded, coming over and scooping her off the table. “You’re not supposed to be up there. Human food will make you sick.”

      A flicker of irritation flared to life. Was it really so hard to put your plates in the dishwasher? My brain snagged on something. I paused, considering. What was it? The mess? Well, it was obviously a little annoying. I hadn’t come home early to clean. But that wasn’t what had given me pause.

      I did a little spin, looking around the room… until I came back to the dining room table. Dishes. As in more than one.

      Why would Peter need two plates? Two sets of cutlery? Two wine glasses? Peter didn’t even drink wine.

      I knew instantly, of course. I wasn’t stupid. But the emotional side of my brain was screaming at me that there must be some mistake. He’d had a friend over after work, obviously. They’d already gone home hours ago. They certainly weren’t in the bedroom with Peter. Or if they were, there was a logical reason. Maybe they’d been lightheaded after drinking too much wine and needed to lie down, or maybe they were having a pillow fight…

      I set Cookie down on the floor; I was feeling dizzy and didn’t want to risk dropping her. Then, on autopilot, I turned and walked down the hall toward the bedroom. As I got closer, I could hear that the shower was on. I allowed myself one last brief moment of hope that I didn’t have the whole picture, that it was innocent, nothing wrong at all. But that peace was shattered when I heard a moan.

      That wasn’t Peter’s voice. And I should know, I’d been listening to his moan for the past five years.

      Swallowing past the lump in my throat, I nudged open the door to the bedroom to see the bed unmade, rumpled sheets, and clothes strewn across the floor. A whimper snuck past my lips before I could stop it. I had no control over my body. My eyes were seemingly dragged over to the bathroom door, open just a crack. Steam was trickling through the gap, as though they’d been in there a while, and I heard a wet slapping sound, flesh on flesh.

      I didn’t want to look, but I had to. I needed to know for sure.

      With silent footsteps, I closed the distance and opened the door. I could see the blurry outline of them through the translucent shower curtain. “Fuck, yeah,” Peter grunted. “Take it, just like that.” His hips thrust with a frantic pace, his partner bent over, bracing themselves against the tiled wall. I could perfectly imagine the face Peter was making right now as he approached his orgasm. I knew that face. That was my face, it was supposed to belong to me.

      “Oh gods, Pete, yes” his partner panted. “Fill my ass!”

      I should’ve been struck by incredulous rage, but instead, I fixated on the ridiculous thought that he’d always told me he hated to be called Pete. Drinking wine, being called Pete, fucking another man. It was like I didn’t even know this version of him at all.

      Through the curtain, I saw his pace stutter, and he rammed himself into the other man’s ass as he came inside him. Was he even wearing a condom? How long had he been doing this? How many others had there been?

      That was when the rage hit me. We were supposed to be planning a future together. That was the whole purpose of me working these long hours in the first place. A future that was currently exploding in my face. Or more accurately, inside that stranger’s ass.

      In two strides, I was across the bathroom, and I ripped back the curtain, the flimsy plastic tearing in my grip. Two heads turned, two sets of eyes widening first in surprise, then terror. Water sprayed across the floor and my shirt, but I barely noticed it. I couldn’t give a fuck, not even if the bathroom flooded through the floor into the apartment below.

      “Mark!” Peter cried. “What are you doing home?”

      I raised an eyebrow, cold fury settling over me like a shroud. “That’s what you’re choosing to lead with? You might as well have said, ‘it’s not what it looks like.’”

      “It’s…” He had no explanation, nothing he could say to make this less incriminating, but I could see his mind spinning as he grasped at anything. “Baby, I can explain.”

      “Oh, really? Did you accidentally trip and fall dick-first into this poor omega’s ass? Don’t you just hate it when that happens?”

      The omega locked onto his knot was silent, their face beet red as they avoided looking at me and did their best to cover their junk with one hand.

      I could feel tears building, the hot, itchy burn at the corners of my eyes, but I refused to cry in front of this asshole. I spun around and stormed out of the bathroom. I could hear Peter scrambling behind me, his feet squeaking on the tub. “Wait! Mark!” With his knot still inflated, he was helpless to chase after me, but it wouldn’t last long. My window of time was closing fast.

      Without even a backward glance, I threw on my shoes, grabbed my jacket and keys, and ran out the door, taking the stairs two at a time. I didn’t know where I was going. My only destination was anywhere but here.
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      Fiona was my best friend in the whole world, so it was only natural that I soon found myself sobbing on her doorstep.

      “Oh, you poor angel,” she cooed, holding her door open and escorting me inside with a gentle arm around my waist. “Let me pour you a drink and you can tell me what happened.” This was often her answer to any problem, and while I normally would’ve argued with her that alcohol didn’t solve anything, today I found myself wiping my snotty nose on my sleeve and saying, “Okay.”

      Fast forward five drinks and an hour of unloading my emotional baggage later, and my tears had finally dried up, leaving behind a bitterness that I could almost taste over the alcohol.

      Fiona hadn’t left my side the whole time except to refill my drink. She sat beside me on the couch, rubbing a hand in slow circles over my back. Her kind, soothing gesture was at complete odds with the words spewing out of her mouth. “That son of a bitch,” she cursed darkly, her teeth gritted. “I’m gonna kick him so hard in the nuts that he’ll have an inverted penis. Ooh! He’ll have a vagina! Yeah. That’s what I’m gonna do. Good luck sticking it in anyone's ass after that,” she said in a voice that was frankly terrifying. Even scarier was that I knew she wasn’t joking. She was not someone you wanted to piss off. She was just as likely to bake you cookies as to put arsenic in them.

      “What’s the point, Fi?” I slurred, staring down into the bottom of my drink.

      “The point, my dear friend, is inflicting pain. Lots and lots of pain.”

      “But that won’t get him back.”

      She directed her snarl at me then, and I swore she hissed like a feral cat. “Please tell me you don’t actually want that two-timing bastard back.”

      An image of him buried inside that other man flashed in front of my eyes, and my stomach twisted in an alarming way. I swallowed down the bile inching up my throat, and when that didn’t work, I threw back the last of my drink. I wiped my lips on the back of my hand and thunked my empty glass on the coffee table. “Absolutely not. There’s no way I could ever… you know, after knowing where his dick has been. Or rather, not knowing where else it’s been.” I shuddered.

      “I hope he gets syphilis and dies,” she cursed. “In fact, I know a guy who knows a guy. I’m pretty sure I could make it happen.” Then she stood up from the couch and walked over to the array of bottles spread across her counter. “What do you want next? Vodka? Tequila?”

      I made a face. “I couldn’t possibly have any more,” I told her, but she was already pouring an unknown amber liquid into my glass, adding a splash of mix, and shoving it into my hand. “You’re gonna be the death of me, I swear. And then where would you be? Without a best friend, that’s what.” And yet, I still found myself raising the glass to my lips. Amaretto?

      Fiona and I had first met at the law firm when I started working there three years ago, and it had been like love at first sight, except she preferred women and I preferred men, so it was an impossible romance from minute one. We decided to settle for being best friends. She was the personal secretary to Naomi Cass, the lead partner at Cass, Stohl & Rubin, and working for the head honcho came with some serious perks—notably, getting the entire weekend off. She wouldn’t have to worry about the inevitable hangover tomorrow getting in the way of her job performance.

      I groaned, leaning back in the couch. “This is really gonna suck tomorrow.” I shook my head to try and clear it, but all it did was make the room spin in an alarming way. I clenched my eyes shut so I wouldn’t puke.

      “But tomorrow’s Sunday,” she said, before flopping down on the floor, arms and legs splayed like a starfish.

      “Yes, but we have that Armstrong case. Rubin said I could come in late, but he definitely didn’t say to take the day off.” I belched, tasting a sour concoction of the last hour’s binge.

      She waved her hand around vaguely and blew a raspberry. “Don’t worry about it. I’ll handle Teddy.”

      I chuckled, my heavy lids closing on their own. “And by handle Teddy you mean you’ll talk to Naomi and let her deal with him.”

      “It works, doesn’t it?”

      Neither of us said anything for a minute, and I started to wonder if she’d passed out on the floor. But then she said, “You know, you’re better off in the end. It was never going to last.”

      “It wasn’t?” I asked, surprised. This was the first I’d heard of it.

      “Nah. I never liked Peter. He was always speaking for you, like he knew your opinion before you did. Ordering your food at restaurants like you were a child who couldn’t order for yourself. And you were never really yourself around him. You can do so much better.”

      I seriously doubted that. Peter had been the best thing that ever happened to me, and now I was alone. I jokingly said, “If I was smart, I would like women instead. They’re so much easier.”

      Fiona cackled. “They’re really not.”

      “What am I going to tell my parents? They loved him, they thought he was the one.” So did I. “Maybe I should just call him,” I found myself saying, pulling out my cell phone. I’d muted it, and when the screen lit up, it was filled with dozens of missed texts and calls from Peter. “I should at least hear what he has to say for himself, right?”

      “No!” Fiona shrieked, lurching off the floor and snatching the phone from my hands. “Don’t you fucking dare!”

      “Why not?” I wailed, trying vainly to grab my phone back, but she had no problem batting my hands away. “It’s my fault, isn’t it? That he cheated?”

      Her eyes went wide. “What the hell kind of nonsense is that? Did you have an open relationship you never told me about?”

      “No, but… I mean, I’ve been working a lot of overtime. I was never home to cook dinner for him or to help with the chores. He was usually asleep by the time I got home, so we hardly ever had sex.”

      “If he wasn’t happy, then he should’ve ended the relationship, but cheating is never an option,” she said firmly, staring at me with her glittering black eyes. “He wouldn’t have left you, though, because he knew what a catch you are.”

      “I’m not a—”

      “Shut up and let me talk,” she commanded, and I was smart enough to obey. “You can’t see your own worth, and that’s part of what makes you so amazing. You have every right to be conceited, but you’re always too modest to brag about your successes. If I weren’t gay, I would find a way to turn you straight.”

      Even as I blushed at her praise and was tempted to brush off her compliments, I instead mumbled, “Thanks, Fi. I love you, you know.” Just when I thought I was all cried out, I could feel the tears threatening again.

      “I love you too. Come here, you big baby.” She dragged me into her arms for a clumsy hug.

      “It just hurts, you know? I had my whole future figured out, and now it’s in ruins. How was I so stupid? Was I really so blind that I never saw the signs?”

      “You weren’t stupid or blind. You were in love.”

      I didn’t want to admit to her that I was still in love. Just because he’d betrayed me, that didn’t make all the feelings go away. So, while I was angry and hurt, I also felt the burn of shame. “I wish I could just erase him from my memories. Like, make a wish or something, and poof! Gone.”

      “Well…” Fiona drawled, “what if I told you there was a way?”

      I laughed darkly. "Isn't that why we're drinking?" She didn't laugh along, though, and I leaned back to try and focus on her face to judge what she was talking about. “What, you’re serious? How does that work? I won't use drugs.”

      Fiona held one finger up to indicate that I should wait, then she stumbled over to her bookshelf in the corner of the room and got up on her tippytoes to pull down this massive tome from the top shelf. It looked like it weighed a ton, and when she dropped it into my lap, it was confirmed.

      I gasped at seeing the title. “Gods, what the hell, Fi!”

      “Not gods,” she clarified. “But you were right about the hell part.”

      The book in my lap was covered in black leather that seemed to shimmer, and the title, printed in blood-red letters, said, “Daemonium Evocatio.” It may not have been written in English, but even I could decipher the first word: Demon. I shook my head, sighing. “Be serious. The only thing this book will do for me is give me a papercut, and it’ll probably get infected. Where the hell did you find this?” As I flipped through it, I saw the pages were stained with all manner of suspicious fluid. I shuddered. Ew. I tried to push it back to her, but she wouldn't take it.

      “Don’t joke,” Fiona scolded. “The witch at that carnival sold it to me for a good price. She told me it was destined for me.”

      “She wasn’t a witch, she was a con artist,” I said, rolling my eyes, which set the room spinning again.

      “Come on, Mark,” she whined. “What’ll it hurt? If nothing happens, no big deal. But if it does work…” She waggled her eyebrows at me. “Revenge is sweet, my friend. That swine fucked you over, and he needs to pay.”

      “I thought we were going to wipe him from my memory,” I said, shooting her a look.

      “Payback first, then we'll get with the forgetting,” she said, before swaying to the side. She only narrowly managed to keep herself upright. “For one second, just let yourself imagine the revenge we could get. His skin covered in boils, splinters of wood shoved under his fingernails…” Her eyes drooped closed in a long blink.

      I laughed, patting my extremely drunk friend on the head. “Yeah, okay, sure, Fi. How about I get you a glass of water and some painkillers, and you just rest your head right here on the pillow.”

      “Okay,” she sighed.

      She didn’t even manage to stay awake for as long as it took me to come back with her water. I dropped down on the other end of the couch and sagged under the weight of my emotions. Without Fiona there to distract me, it all came back like a tsunami, threatening to pull me under.

      What was wrong with me? Why wasn't I enough for him?

      No, I scolded myself firmly. His actions were on him and him alone. He was the asshole.

      I swung back and forth between the two sides, but in the end, it was all just regret. Ultimately, I was angry with myself—for loving him, for trusting him, for wasting my fucking time with him—but it was easier to make him my target. That asshole used me! And I already knew the kinds of excuses he would feed me if I let him. He would tell me it was the first time it had happened, and me, being the sucker I was, would smile and nod like a fucking loser.

      My eyes drifted over to the black book sitting on the coffee table. It was just a book, nothing special about it, except… I could swear I heard a soft whispering. I peeked over at Fiona to see if she wasn’t playing a prank on me, but her breath was deep and even, and she was snoring softly.

      Mark… the voice called.

      I cranked around to look behind me, but we were alone in the house. Fiona didn’t have a roommate, and she didn't have any neighbors blasting music like I did. Maybe a car had driven past the house, and I was hearing things that weren't really there. Fiona’s story about a witch, paired with alcohol, and my ears had begun to play tricks on me.

      Maaarrrrkkkk…

      The book hadn’t moved from its spot, and yet, I swore I heard paper rustling, as though someone were turning the pages. My fingers itched to reach for the book, and I felt a tugging sensation deep in my gut.

      I scoffed, even as a nervous prickling sensation drew sweat to my skin. “It’s just a book.”

      As if to prove it to myself, I sat forward and grabbed the book, pulling it into my lap. It felt heavier than it had before, but that was impossible. Nothing had changed. I’m just drunk, I reasoned.

      I threw back the cover and looked at the bookplate on the first page: From the library of Griselda, the witch. I snickered. “Geez, lady. If you want to con people, maybe try for a little subtlety.”

      When I turned the page, though, I froze, the hair on the back of my neck rising. There was a full-page illustration of a demon there, and he was… well, he was hot, and not just in a fiery-depths-of-Hell kind of way. He had these huge, curved horns protruding from his forehead, but it didn’t do anything to detract from the lust factor. The devil was ripped! It was no wonder so many people were tempted to sin. The detail the artist had put into this artwork was commendable. His chest was bare and glistening in the light from the surrounding flames, which were painted in such a way as to cover all the naughty bits, but when I leaned in, I could see his nipples were pebbled. It was so realistic that I felt like I could almost stick out my tongue and lick him.

      The thought had my dick hardening, and I glanced over at Fiona with a pang of guilt. I should not be sitting here beside her with a raging boner. I cleared my throat and flipped ahead to the next page.

      The book seemed to be written in various languages, none of which I understood, although several people had made notes in the margins. The comments were things like, “Burning burgamot instead of myrrh works in a pinch,” or “Don’t believe the butcher when he tells you the pig’s blood is fresh. Best to slaughter your own.” Seriously? I wondered how much the con artist had managed to swindle from my friend, although I had to admit, the book looked almost authentic.

      Smirking, I closed my eyes and flipped through, then selected a page at random, slapping my hand down when I felt that pulling sensation give a sharp tug. “There,” I stated, staring down at the spell I’d selected. The ink had faded in spots, but it was still mostly legible. “Vindicta daemonium,” I read aloud, then shrugged. I was probably pronouncing it wrong. Someone had made a sketch in the top corner of the page, though, of what looked like a mirror and candles, and the words larmes et sang, whatever that meant. “This looks easy enough.”

      With the book pressed to my chest, I got up off the couch, the world swimming around me. I nearly fell straight over, but a hand caught my shirt and pulled me upright. “Thanks, Fi,” I said, laughing, but when I turned around, expecting to see Fiona standing behind me, I found her still asleep on the couch. Huh… I must’ve caught my shirt on the corner of the coffee table.

      I made a stop at the bookshelf to load up on candles. I hoped the demon didn’t mind the scent of strawberry shortcake. Did it matter if it was a soy candle instead of made from human tallow? Oh well. It was all a bunch of bullshit anyway. I headed for the bathroom where there was a full-length mirror. I was so focused on not dropping the candles that I didn’t even notice how the book felt almost warm against my chest, like I was holding a living thing.

      The instructions were in what I assumed was Latin or something, and that was hardly a required course in schools these days, so I was totally winging it. I lit the candles and lined them up along the vanity and the edge of the tub but left the lightbulb off. I figured they probably didn’t have electricity back in the days when this spell was written. Then I used Fiona’s lipstick to draw the symbols on the mirror according to the diagram, but it was probably supposed to be blood. Oh well.

      Finally, I held the book up in front of me, cleared my throat, and in the flickering light, stumbling over every word, I read the spell aloud. “Audite me, venite ad me, obaudite me. Fractus sum. Punite eos qui me laeserunt. Corpus tuum volo. Reple me Domine semine tuo et perfice me.”

      I waited… for what?

      I looked over my shoulder, then peered deeper into the mirror. What was supposed to happen, exactly? Was the demon supposed to appear in the mirror? Come through it? I doubted he would crawl up the drain, unless he was itty bitty. I assumed whatever it was, it was probably supposed to be more than the nothing that was happening now.

      I tried reciting the spell again with more vigor, then read it backward, but still nothing.

      I slumped back on the floor. “Fuck.” I hadn’t really expected it to work, but… it might’ve been nice. Not for revenge, I told myself, but I couldn’t get the thought of Peter out of my head. The way he had kissed me goodbye before I went to work, smiled at me, and told me to have a good day. Had that really been just this morning? How had everything gone to shit so quickly?

      Wiping away my traitorous tears, I said, “I hate you, Peter. I hate your stupid brown hair, your stupid perfect smile, and I hate your fucking wandering dick. I hate how you make me feel. You ruined everything.” My tears dripped down onto the book open on my lap, soaking into the pages and vanishing. I shook my head at how ridiculous this whole thing was. I was glad Fiona had passed out and wasn’t here to witness how pathetic I was.

      Gripping the book by the edges, I went to slam it closed, but my hand slid along the pages, and I felt a sharp sting as the page sliced the pad of my finger. “Oh, shit,” I mumbled, pulling my finger back to look at it. Sure enough, a line of blood had appeared. “Now I’m probably going to get gangrene, or some flesh-eating disease not seen since the days of Caesar.”

      Just as I was about to stand up and go hunting for some rubbing alcohol and a band-aid, there was a strange sound, like the wind blowing through the trees, and then I swore I felt the breeze on my face, and it smelled like… smoke. I was hit with instant panic that I had set a bath towel on fire with one of my candles, but before I could react, all the flames rose a foot in the air, illuminating the entire bathroom as though it were daytime, then in a flash, they all guttered and went out.

      “What. The. Fuck.”

      My heart was slamming against my ribcage, my breath hot and dry on my lips as I took deep, gulps of air. I waited, but the nothing of earlier was back with a vengeance. A big, fat nothing.

      My nervous laugh seemed loud in the silence. “You, sir, have had enough to drink,” I declared, standing on shaky legs and using the counter the steady myself. I left everything where it was. I would worry about cleaning it all up tomorrow. For now, though, I seriously needed to crash.

      Before I made any stupid decisions.
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