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To Bug, because you gave me something to fight for
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This book contains subject matter some people might be uncomfortable with. It contains death, car accidents, domestic violence, and might upset those with religious trauma.
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“So, you’re daddy’s little princess.”

Angie looked up to see a blond haired, blue-eyed demon smirking at her. “Who are you?”

“Name’s Beth. I just started working here, with security.” The demon tapped the badge on one shoulder before winking. “See you around, Princess.”

The next day Angie was sitting in one of the gardens when Beth came up to her with an orange rose. “Fresh from your daddy’s garden,” she said, winking, before moving on.

A week passed before Angie saw Beth again. She came holding a poetry chapbook from the human realm. Oh how Angie adored stories and poetry from the human realm. “For you,” Beth said, handing it over.

“Thank you.” Angie clutched the book to her chest, sighing.

“Not a problem, Princess.”

Angie was surprised when Beth didn’t walk away like last time, instead leaning on the wall, examining her nails and picking at her cuticles.

“You ever wonder what life is like outside castle walls?”

Angie looked down at the book in her hands, chest hurting. Her whole human obsession that her father hated was because of how isolated from everything she happened to be. She didn’t want to be trapped like she was, as the princess. It was so boring, so limited. “What is it like?”

“Well, it’s certainly not cushy.”

Beth’s manner was different than other demons she talked to. She didn’t want to say that Beth was disrespectful, just not afraid to be herself. It was exhilarating to be treated that way. Everyone else was so formal and rigid. Angie’s heart raced and she felt lightheaded.

“Have you been to the human realm? To Terra?”

Beth looked slyly at Angie. “Does the princess fancy a life outside castle walls? You know it’s not like life here, where everything is handed to you on a silver platter. You’d have to work. Actually work, not just look pretty.”

The rebuff only stung a moment. “I don’t care. I’d still love to see it someday.”

“It’s good to know even royalty have dreams.” Beth winked again and walked away, leaving Angie to her poetry book.

***
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Angie was startled when Beth came into her rooms instead of the guard she was used to being accompanied by. “You’re not my regular bodyguard.”

“Your safety has been reassigned to me, Princess.” Beth looked around the sitting room, grand in scale, with opulent decorations and fine furnishings. “This is more than a lifetime’s worth of wages in here.”

Angie didn’t know what to say to that, so she said nothing, instead getting dressed behind the screen in her room as Beth poked around.

“So what do you do for fun, Princess?” Beth asked as Angie emerged.

“Honestly? Nothing really. There’s quilting for charity and poetry readings for the nobility and royalty, and tea time. But it’s nothing I’ve ever been interested in.”

“That sounds boring. Let’s go outside the castle.”

Angie held her breath. Was that possible? “How?”

“Leave it up to me. I’ll get us cleared.”

Beth came back some time later with a few other people, two men and one woman. They were out of the uniforms that Angie was accustomed to seeing. “Hopefully we don’t look too much like hired muscle,” Beth said as they escorted Angie to the front gates.

Angie stared up at the gates in awe before getting into the car. It was an effort to not press her nose to the glass as her and Beth rode in the middle, next to each other.

Angie watched as they drove away from the palace and into a rougher neighborhood. “Are you sure this is safe, Beth?”? She asked as they pulled up to a run down bar and parked in the alley next to it.

“You’ll be fine, Princess,” Beth said as they hopped out of the van. Angie looked at the aged brick wall and the darkened front windows, and followed Beth and her entourage in.

Inside it was smoky and dimly lit. Yellowed bulbs illuminated the bar, the pool table, and the dart board, leaving the rest of the bar in darkness. It stank of stale cigarettes and cheap booze. Angie’s head swam with it. She’d never seen anything like it before.

Beth swaggered up to the bar and ordered a round of cheap beer, pressing one cold glass into Angie’s hand. “Drink up, Princess,” Beth said, winking, as they sat down at a table.

The beer was bitter and watery, completely different from the alcohol she was used to drinking at the palace. And Angie wouldn’t have changed the experience for the world.

“Ever played darts, Princess?” Beth asked.

“No, I haven’t.”

Beth took their empty glasses back to the bar and threw down a few bucks. The bartender gave her the darts, and they made their way over to the dartboard. “You want to try to hit the center.” Beth threw the first one, coming close. The following two were a little farther away. “There. You try.”

Angie retrieved the darts, marveling at the weight in her hand, and threw the first one. It landed on the very outside. A round of laughs went up as she flushed.

“It’s your first time. You’ll get the hang of it.”

Angie threw the second one, getting closer than the first. The last one landed closer than Beth’s darts had.

“See? What did I tell you?” Beth said, clapping Angie on the back. “Go again, I’ll get more drinks.”

Angie practiced as Beth ordered another round. People filtered in, immediately taking notice of Angie, who slunk back over to the table, darts still on the board.

“What's the matter, Princess?” Beth asked as she dropped off the drink.

Angie’s heart hammered as she looked at the newcomers. They were the kinds of people her daddy had warned her about but Beth wouldn’t put her in danger, would she?

One of them wandered over to the table. “Well I’ll be damned, Beth, you did it,” she said as she slid into the booth with the others. “How’d you pull that off?”

Beth laughed and slung one arm around Angie’s shoulders, causing her to blush. “Nothing a silver tongue and some sweet talking couldn’t handle.”

Angie gulped her beer, bitter and cold and so different from the drinks she was used to.

“Welcome to reality, Princess,” the newcomer said, and went over to the bar.

“See? It’s not bad at all.”

Angie nodded. It was different than she’d been told, that was for sure. She frowned into her drink, thinking about what else she had been lied to about.

“How about a round of pool?”

“I’ve never played,” Angie admitted.

“Sounds like you need to learn, then.”

***
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Angie’s mind was a whirl of emotion as they got back to her rooms. Beth bid her goodnight and went off to her own room next door, and Angie flopped on the bed with a sigh. Her heart raced and she could feel the flush on her face as she processed her first visit outside palace walls. She’d never known freedom outside of the watchful eyes within the palace, and she wanted more.

She sat up and looked at the door separating them, feeling a different kind of buzz as she considered Beth. Beth was intoxicating; every time she was around Angie found herself light-headed and fought to breathe properly. And she wanted more.

But it was late, and she was tired, so Angie curled up on her bed and went to sleep.

***
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The next morning Anngie woke up with a splitting headache. She groaned and threw the covers over her face as Beth burst into the room, cheerful as could be.

“Time to wake up, Princess.”

“Beth I feel like my head is caving in.” Nausea rose in her, and she rolled over just as Beth got a wastepaper basket under her in time, though most of what she did was dry heave. “Thanks. What’s wrong with me?”

“You have a hangover. But it’s okay. Take these and I’ll order food.”

Food was the last thing on Angie’s mind, but she did as Beth asked. The pills went down easily with the water, which was icy and refreshing, and she laid back down. “I don’t remember drinking all that much.”

“Well, it was more than you realized. And the purity too. The more impurities the more likely a hangover.”

Angie wondered if people outside the palace walls regularly drank to this point and then wondered why. It was terrible, unlike anything she’d experienced from drinking before. Hadn’t Beth said it was from impurities? Did that mean she had always imbibed in higher quality alcohol? That seemed like a strange idea.

She struggled to sit up in bed, yanking the pillows behind her to lean against the padded headboard, and glared at Beth. The world swam, but she held on as it slowly righted itself. “How do people drink like this?” she asked.

Beth laughed, though it wasn’t entirely wholesome. “It’s a completely different world outside palace walls, Princess.”

Angie reached for the water and took another swig, gagging slightly as it went down. “How is food going to solve this?” she asked.

“Nothing ever really ‘solves’ a hangover. You’ll just feel less bad.”

A servant came to the door with the food; steaming hot coffee, cold juice, and a bacon sandwich for the both of them sat on the trays. Angie curiously lifted up a corner of the cheap white bread Beth presented to peer at the mayonnaise slathered on it, then at the bacon, fried to a perfect crisp. “This will help me feel better?”

“Scientifically proven. Eat up, Princess.”

Angie picked up the sandwich and took a bite. The bread was soft, and the mayonnaise a pleasing accompaniment to the salty bacon. Chewing was easier than swallowing; her stomach rebelled, but she was able to keep it down.

“What else is different?” Angie shifted around on the bed and took another bite.

“Everything, pretty much.” Beth took a bite of her own sandwich. “There are things out there you couldn’t even fathom.”

“What if I want to? Fathom them, I mean?”

“Why would you? There’s no need to experience violence driven by hopelessness, Princess. To experience hunger, homelessness.” Beth sounded bitter, taking a large bite and chewing aggressively.

“Maybe I should. I’m supposed to take over some day, right? How can I lead people I don’t understand?”

Beth looked at Angie, and Angie could see her calculating something behind those dazzling blue eyes. “Alright. I can take you around some more, yeah. It’ll be hard, but I think I know a way to make that happen.”

***
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“You can obviously see things are different out here,” Beth said one night over drinks. They’d been going out multiple times a week for weeks now. Not always to dive bars, like the first place, but definitely places people like Angie didn’t tend to frequent.

Angie shifted uncomfortably. “It’s a pretty stark difference.”

“It’s because all the money gets funneled to the top, Princess.”

Angie frowned. That couldn’t be right. “But why?”

“Greed, corruption, the list goes on. Even you benefit from it, you know.” Beth made eye contact as she sipped her beer. “Not that I hold it against you.”

The idea horrified Angie. “I don’t want to benefit from suffering.”

“Well, what can you do? Beyond a revolution, nothing is going to change.”

The silence was thick and choking but Angie didn’t know what to fill it with. So she finished her drink. She had a lot of thinking to do.

***
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It wasn’t even a week later when Beth disappeared, replaced by a boring, stuck-up quiet fellow that completely ignored Angie. Angie was fretting, wondering where Beth went, when she popped back up to replace the guard.

“Miss me, Princess?” Beth asked.

Angie couldn’t quite bring herself to say yes. “What were you doing?” she asked instead.

“Getting permission to take you off grounds again. Come on.”

“Are we going back to that bar?”

“No. It’ll be a different one.”

That was what they did once a week. Went to different bars, met different people. Angie couldn’t help but wonder how Beth managed to get her out so often, but let it slide.

One morning Angie woke up as Beth came into the room. “How would you like to see the human realm?” she asked.

Angie’s head swam with the possibilities. “How?”

“I got my ways,” Beth said.

Angie couldn’t stop herself. “Yes, I want to go! Just tell me what to do.”

Beth smirked. “We’ll go out tonight. But we’re going somewhere other than where I told them to get the clearance. I know they usually follow us, but I have my ways.”

Angie held her breath. Could it work? “Whatever it takes, I’ll do it,” Angie insisted.

***
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Angie trembled with excitement as they loaded  up into the vehicle and drove out. At first they headed toward downtown, but then the driver hooked a right and gunned it.

“Might want to hold on, Princess,” Beth said as a speeding car revved its engine behind them.

Angie hung on, breathless with equal parts exhilaration and terror,  as the driver sped through the city, eventually losing the tail.

“We don’t have much time,” Beth said as they hopped out of the car and down into an underground bar they’d been in before. “Through the back.”

Angie’s heart thumped painfully as they raced through the back, up into a building, and down onto another street, eventually coming to a stop at an old, run-down building. “Inside,” she hustled Angie, the other two breaking away.

Angie followed Beth inside and Beth held her hand. “It’s the last doorway on the left. Open it and step through.”
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