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      xorgor

      Two naked succubi danced against each other on the table in front of me, their hands gliding around the other’s ass and breasts, groping, biting, teasing. I stared at them emptily with a couple of other demons who were at The Inferno for royal duties.

      These demons sure as hell didn’t know what the fuck that meant. They hadn’t been able to take their gazes off the succubi all night. We hadn’t even spoken a sentence about what would happen when the current demon queen, Queen Agool, stepped down from her throne.

      I sipped from a glass of wine and sat back on the maroon velvet couch. I didn’t even know why I had come. I would never inherit the throne, and I had better things to do than watch some girls touch each other. Plus, I’d had plans at the Dead Candle Tavern forty minutes ago.

      “Relax,” my brother, Erthrol, said to me. He sat on the couch next to me, gaze glazed over with lust and a smirk on his pretty-boy face.

      “Live a little, Xorgor,” some demon kid who supposedly had royal blood, Jaroth, said. Apparently, he was dating this human from a couple of towns over, but he couldn’t keep his hands off these girls tonight. “We got all these beautiful women here for us.”

      “No,” I growled.

      “Bella!” Erthrol beckoned one of the succubi to come forward.

      She sauntered over to us, swaying her hips back and forth, then sat with her bare ass on the table and her legs spread to give him a view.

      Erthrol stared longingly at her dripping pussy, then nodded to me. “Help my brother relax.”

      For a brief moment, Bella tensed. Then, as if she hadn’t reacted at all, she stood back up and walked around the back of the couch. She dragged her manicured fingers across my brother’s chest, leaned down, and whispered something along the lines of, “But I want you,” into his ear.

      His eyes darkened with lust, and Erthrol grabbed the woman’s chin and tugged her into a long kiss. He looked over at me and chuckled. “We can share her, Xorgor. Hmm?”

      So much for a caring brother. He didn’t give a damn.

      I averted my gaze and glared at the wall to my left. I didn’t know why the fuck I came here to these unimportant meetings. We never talked about our duties, and it wasn’t like anyone expected me—the oldest son—to inherit any throne. An ugly bastard like me could never rule.

      Nobody would take an incubus who didn’t get any seriously.

      Deciding that this wasn’t worth my time anymore, I stood. When nobody even spared a glance at me, I walked to the exit of this club and stepped out into the darkness of Durnbone. After using magic to cloak myself, I headed toward the Dead Candle Tavern without being noticed. I didn’t want to deal with the staring, the gawking, the looks of disgust on everyone’s face when they saw how ugly I was, especially for an incubus.

      When a group of werewolves opened the door to the Dead Candle Tavern, I slipped into the building, glanced toward the bar, and spotted a human barkeep with huge blue eyes and light-brown hair that fell just past her shoulders.

      She was here.

      I walked to the bar and took my usual empty seat at the far end. Dishes were stacked in front of me, piles of silverware next to them. I glided my thumb across my black, red, and gold family ring, watching her pour drinks for a group of succubi.

      Unlike the other bartenders, she had tied the strings of her blouse tightly together, completely concealing her chest. Matter of fact, most of her body was clothed, to the point where I doubted she made any tips from the rowdy animals who came here.

      She tucked some hair behind her ear and smiled at a fae couple. With my body invisible, I sat there all night, watching her pour drinks and talk innocently with the crowd. She didn’t know who I was, nor would she ever find out.

      No fucking way would I ever let her see me as the monster I was.

      A grotesque devil lurking in the shadows.

      An unwanted spawn of Satan.

      An ugly, evil, disgusting man who wanted the most beautiful woman in Durnbone.

      What would she think of me?

      A vampire at the end of the bar leaned forward and curled his finger around a strand of her hair, tugging on it. She tensed and lightly pulled away, but kept that tight smile on her face. He beckoned her to come closer.

      After nervously furrowing her brow, she shook her head. But he grabbed her wrist and pulled her closer anyway, whispering something into her ear. She gulped and smiled tensely again, as if she didn’t want to piss him off.

      “We’d like another!” one of the fae called to her.

      As if she hadn’t liked the attention from the vampire, she hurried over to the couple. The vampire stood up and walked to the restrooms in the back. I shot up from my seat and followed after him, fury rushing through me.

      In the restroom, the vampire stood with his cock in his hand, pissing into a urinal. I slammed the door and locked it behind me, uncloaking my body. After shaking the last bit of piss out of his dick, he stuffed himself back into his pants.

      “Listen, buddy, you don’t want to fuck with me—” When he glanced over at me, his eyes widened. “Fucking hell.”

      I took a step toward him, hands balled into fists by my sides.

      “Y-you’re him,” he muttered, moving backward and pressing his ass against the urinal. “You’re the demon everyone talks about in D-Durnbone. Look, I don’t know what I did to you, but I don’t want trouble. I’ll get the fuck out of here. I’ll leave town. I’ll do—”

      Before he could finish his sentence, I snatched his wrists with a tentacle-like black appendage that extended from the muscles in my back whenever I was aroused—emotionally, physically, or sexually—pulled him into the air so we were face-to-face, and held his wrists against the wall. He breathed raggedly, his chest rising and falling quickly.

      “Do you have fun, making women uncomfortable?” I asked, clutching his jaw in my hand.

      “N-no,” he stuttered. “Of course n-not.”

      “And the barkeep?” I asked, gripping his chin harder and harder by the second. My talons sank into his cheek, becoming drenched in his vampire blood. “You sure liked making her uncomfortable.”

      “I-I just wanted her to loosen up a bit,” he said. “She’s so uptight.”

      “What’s it with people like you wanting others to loosen up?” I growled.

      “I won’t do it again.” A bead of sweat dripped down his forehead. “I-I promise.”

      “No, you won’t.” I extended another black appendage from my back and aimed it at this vampire’s chest.

      He shook his head and begged—pleaded—with me to let him down, set him free, and promised me that he wouldn’t do any shit like that. But I didn’t trust a man like him not to flirt with the woman I liked again.

      I thrust my appendage straight into his chest, wrapped it around his cold heart, and tore it out of his body. Blood rolled down my appendage as his heart beat weakly against it. I tightened myself around it and watched as it burst in an explosion of blood and guts.

      The vampire’s corpse became dead weight, so I let him drop onto the urinal. I crouched in front of him and looked into his empty eyes. “You won’t get a chance to touch her again. She’s mine.”
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      “He’s a diabolical monstrosity,” a succubus with luscious red hair murmured to her scantily clothed friend at the bar in front of me. “I’ll tell you, I’ve never seen an incubus so ugly before. Half-human, half-demon. Jagged teeth. Sharp talons. Utterly disgusting.”

      “Not only that, but I’ve heard that Xorgor can’t even make a succubus orgasm,” a third succubus said as I poured her a glass of red wine. She grabbed it from me, her manicured fingers clicking against the glass.

      “You’re kidding,” her friend whispered. “I’d be ashamed to have a son like that.”

      “I would never let someone who looked like him into my bed.”

      After suppressing an eye roll at how superficial they all were, I walked over to a fae couple that had been at the bar almost all night now. They kept flirting innocently with me. As I took their empty glasses and handed them their bill, I continued to listen to the drama unfolding with the succubi.

      “Isn’t he supposed to inherit the demon throne?” the scantily clothed demon asked.

      “There are rumors, but there is no way that his family would let him. He’s such an ugly bastard. His younger brother or Jaroth is set to take the throne next, I believe. Thank fucking Asmodeus.”

      While all the succubi degraded this man they had probably never met, I wiped some alcohol I had spilled on the counter with a rag and carried empty glasses to the sink. They must’ve had boring lives if all they did was gossip and demean people.

      It was because of people like them that I didn’t wear more provocative clothing around here, like my manager had suggested, to reel in more tips. If they saw the scars that lay on my chest from a wolf attack over a decade ago, they’d shrivel back in disgust.

      The fae couple left a tip twice their bill with a note that read an address and a comment on how they wanted me to visit them tonight at their hotel. I tossed the note into the trash and found myself tightening my blouse, hyperaware of the scars hiding underneath it.

      Sure, people might’ve flirted with me here, but … once I went home with someone, they always asked how a pretty girl like me could look so ugly underneath her clothing. I didn’t have the energy for it anymore. Or maybe … I just wanted to protect myself.

      Because their words were true. I was ugly.

      “Of course you’re still working in this lousy bar,” a shrill female said behind me.

      I turned around to see Valerie—the one person I’d despised the most, growing up in Durnbone—sitting at the counter. She tucked some silver hair behind her ear and drew her tongue across her sharp vampire fangs. “Never made it that far out of Durnbone, did you?”

      With royal blood running through her veins, Valerie was fourth in line to inherit the vampire empire’s throne. But honestly, I doubted that she’d ever make it as a queen. She was too nasty and way too annoying, even to vampires.

      “I’d rather not leave,” I said. “My family is here.”

      “Family?” She chuckled. “You still have family left after that wolf attack?”

      I gritted my teeth and poured her a drink. No, I didn’t have any family left, but I didn’t want her to know that I hadn’t left Durnbone to explore the world like I’d always wanted because I didn’t have the money. I had an old home that my grandfather had left me, but I had to work for every scrap of food.

      “Do you happen to still have those scars?” she teased, smirking menacingly at me. “You know, the ugly ones across your chest.” She shivered, as if she was disgusted at the mere thought of them. “I remember the first time I saw them.”

      Despite wanting to strangle her to death, I gave her a polite smile and hoped that she would feel enough pity for me to leave a better tip than the last vampire I’d served at the bar. He had left without giving me anything.

      “How’s that girl you always used to hang out with in school? What was her name? Sina?”

      My throat dried, and I tightened my hand around a wineglass until it nearly shattered. “She’s doing fine,” I said quickly, though I hadn’t seen her in years.

      Four years ago, she had disappeared with her father without a trace.

      After that, I made myself busy with other customers until everyone left the bar, except her. Once I finally convinced her to leave way past closing time, I pulled on the string of my blouse to loosen it. It fell open a couple of inches in the front, enough to reveal the top of the diagonal scars that lay across my chest. Nobody was here, so it didn’t matter anymore.

      I grabbed a mop and a bucket of warm, soapy water, desperately wanting to get this over with and go home for the night. It would be the same thing tomorrow and the next day and the day after that.

      A wooden board creaked. I snapped my head toward it and gripped the mop tighter.

      “Is someone there?” I called, heart beating a bit faster.

      Sometimes, rowdy men and women tried grabbing a drink after they were finished fucking a monster at The Dungeon—a brothel where monsters, especially incubi, paid to fuck humans—down the road, but it had never been this late or this quiet.

      When no one answered, I sucked in a deep breath to calm my racing heart and continued to mop the floor. I didn’t exactly know what it was, but I felt like I was being watched from the shadows, like someone was definitely here.

      But all the lights were still on, and this place was empty.

      I mopped, the eerie, ominous feeling staying with me the entire time. Once I finished, I poured the dirty water out into the back room sink and threw my hair up into a high ponytail. Another floorboard creaked, and I froze.

      “Is someone here?” I asked again.

      Sometimes, the floor at my grandfather’s house creaked, but … it rarely ever happened at work.

      “Hello?” I continued, stepping back into the main room.

      A shiny black, red, and gold ring with the royal family’s crest lay on the floor that I had just mopped. I stared at it through wide eyes and crouched down to pick it up. Maybe one of those succubi had left it, but I didn’t think that they were that close to the demon royal family.

      Besides, I swore that I had picked up everything off the floor before I mopped. I would’ve seen this. But where had it come from? There wasn’t anyone in here with me, and no royal family members had been here tonight either.

      The gold glistened under the dim tavern lights, illuminating the demon horns and shattered heart on the face of the ring. My stomach twisted at the thought of how much this could be worth. Thousands of coins, maybe a million.

      If I left it here, someone could break in and steal it. But if I took it home with me, I’d be responsible for keeping it safe. I’d be responsible if someone robbed me while I walked home tonight, if someone broke into my house.

      After checking the schedule for tomorrow morning and realizing that Arleth, a money-hungry human bitch, would be opening the tavern tomorrow, I tucked the ring away in my pocket and grabbed my belongings. She couldn’t be trusted with it.

      I vowed to return it to whoever it belonged to by myself. I’d do whatever it took, and maybe they’d be so generous to give me some coin for returning it.
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      I’d fucking lost my family ring.

      After Maxine closed the Dead Candle Tavern, I uncloaked myself and searched every inch of that place. It had to have fallen off when I tried to make a quick escape as she mopped. But it wasn’t here. Not anywhere.

      Which meant that Maxine must’ve had it. Maybe she had found it and taken it. Did she plan on using it to get some coin? Blackmail? Why the hell would she have taken it home? There was a lost-and-found box behind the counter.

      I needed to get the ring back before returning home.

      When I reached the house that she owned, just on the outskirts of Durnbone, I grasped the familiar door handle. I wasn’t obsessed with her—that was what I told myself—but I had been here more than once.

      I usually followed her home when she worked late to make sure she got in safe. The people who frequented The Dungeon down the street from the tavern weren’t known to be nice.

      Slipping through one of the back doors that she had forgotten to lock again, I cloaked myself in magic and wandered through her old home. Most of the furniture was covered with plastic, as if it hadn’t been used in months. Cobwebs hung in the corners of the room.

      Her purse and work pants lay on the ground in the middle of the living room. I rummaged through her purse and found a couple of old coins and a picture of some girl I had never seen in Durnbone before.

      After slipping my hand into her pants pocket, I found the ring. I blew out a deep breath and slipped it around my finger, then placed her pants down where I had found them. I didn’t know why the thing was so important to me.

      Fuck that, I knew.

      One day, I hoped that I would have a shot at the demon throne. I could only get on it with this.

      The black, red, and gold glimmered in the moonlight, shining brightly around my thick finger.

      Suddenly, Maxine screamed from her bedroom upstairs. Without hesitation, I sprinted up the stairs and into her bedroom, stopping completely when I spotted her on the bed with her legs spread and a vibrating dildo plunged into her bare pussy.

      A grunt escaped my mouth, my cock growing hard.

      Maxine froze. “I-is anyone there?” she whimpered, glancing nervously around the room.

      I ground my jagged teeth together and tried to convince myself to leave, to walk out of the house and to not look back. But I found myself moving closer to the bed, crawling up onto it with her.

      Even in the comfort of her own home, even while she was naked, she clutched a thin white sheet over her chest. As if she didn’t want anyone in this house to see underneath it. As if she didn’t want to see underneath it herself.

      The bed creaked, but Maxine didn’t notice as she went back to pleasuring herself and turned up the vibrations. I sat between her legs, my cock throbbing at the sight of her pussy. I wanted nothing more than to take her. I had been dreaming about this night for fuck knew how long.

      She lay back against the mattress, spreading her legs even wider and holding the vibrating dildo in her pussy. Desperate to touch her, I slipped my fingers into her snug pussy right against the vibrator so she wouldn’t suspect a thing.

      I moved my fingers in a way that a vibrator never could, massaging her G-spot until her pussy was crying all over me. She pressed her head harder against the pillow, eyes rolled back and lower back arched.

      “Fuck,” she moaned, pulling her legs up into the air and showing me her pussy.

      Really making it hard for me not to want to taste her.

      For weeks, maybe months, I had sat in that tavern, watching her. Now, I was moments away from surrendering my control, to sneaking a taste of her while she made a mess of herself in the middle of her bed.

      The strong scent of her juices made my blood warm. I dipped my head between her legs, my lips millimeters from her salivating cunt, and took another long breath of sweetness, imploring myself not to do it.

      If I touched her with my forked tongue, I wouldn’t be able to stop. I wouldn’t be able to pull away or take my hands off her for the rest of the night. I would be completely helpless and bent to her will.

      “Oh, please,” she cried out. “It feels so good.”

      I froze to ensure my cloak of magic still shielded myself from her.

      If she saw me, she would flip the fuck out.

      “It feels too good. Too fucking good!”

      Maxine was an achy, needy mess in my grasp, begging me to take her, to touch her, to taste her. Every tremble from her pushed me closer and closer to the edge of my breaking point, to completely losing control.

      Another soft moan escaped her parted pink lips.

      Unable to stop myself, I gently replaced the vibrator with my mouth and sucked on her clit. She slapped a hand over her mouth and screamed into it, the muffled sound making me so hard that I had to grind myself against the bed.

      She drove me fucking wild.

      “Oh my gosh,” she cried, squeezing her eyes closed harder and squirming around on the bed.

      I gently seized her hips to hold them steady and continued to flick my tongue across her sensitive bud.

      “Fuck!”

      With her feet posted on the bed, she lifted her hips and bucked them back and forth against what she thought was her vibrator. She drew her cunt against my mouth, letting me taste every bit of her.

      I buried my fingers deeper into her and continued to curl them against her G-spot. Her legs trembled on the bed, a puddle of cum forming underneath her. She screamed out in pleasure again, body seizing.

      Once she lay back against the bed, she blew out a deep breath and let her chest rise and fall quickly. I gently played with her clit, sucking on it and flicking it with my tongue. Maxine whined and lifted her legs.

      “It’s too much,” she whispered to herself, holding the vibrator close to her clit again. Moonlight flooded into her bedroom, illuminating her pussy lips, glistening with her juices and my spit. “But I can’t stop. It feels too good. Gods, it feels so fucking good.”
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      After yawning, I stepped into the Dead Candle Tavern and walked to the counter to clock in for the night. Four wolves sat at the center of the bar, talking gruffly with one another. I inhaled sharply, the scars on my chest burning from the memories of the wolf attack years ago.

      Once I took a deep breath, I forced myself to smile and ask for their drink order. My eyes were heavy, the need to sleep overwhelming. I didn’t know what had gotten into me last night, but I couldn’t stop touching myself. I must’ve been up until four in the morning, teasing my aching clit, desperate for release after release.

      When I placed four pints of beer in front of the four wolves, I spotted a demon who resembled someone from the royal family walking out of the bar. I believed his name was Erthrol.

      “Excuse me!” I called, hurrying out of the tavern to catch him and return the ring.

      When he looked over at me with his curious yellow-tinted eyes, I swallowed hard and clasped my hands together. While I had worked here for over a year now, I hadn’t talked to an incubus other than asking for his drink order. And I didn’t know what had possessed me to say something now. It might not even belong to him.

      After he raked his gaze down my body, lingering on my covered chest, he smirked at me and stepped closer, the air around us suddenly becoming heavy. “I sure hope that I’m not in trouble with you, Miss …”

      “Maxine,” I said, my palms sweating. “You can call me Maxine.”

      My heart pounded against my rib cage, my mouth drying. Was this what it felt like to talk to not only an incubus demon, but also one from the royal family? I had heard they had powers that could make the strongest people fall to their knees in lust.

      As he continued to stare at me, I pulled my gaze away and smoothed out my shirt, my nipples piercing through the thick material of my bra. “Um … no. You’re not in trouble. I just …”

      Oh gods, why is this so hard?

      All I seemed to think about was how an incubus would be in bed. But, hell, I didn’t know if anything could beat last night. My pussy still ached from how many times I had come over and over again, the never-ending bout of lust swirling through me.

      “Hmm?” he asked, eyes darkening.

      “I found a ring,” I forced myself to say before I made an even bigger fool of myself.

      He stepped even closer. “A ring,” he said into my ear. “Is that so?”

      With his breath on my neck, I looked down at my feet and squeezed my eyes closed. What the fuck was wrong with me? I—reluctantly—talked to people all day at work, but I could barely speak tonight. All I needed was to hand over the damn ring.

      “Yes,” I said, stepping backward to put space between us. “From the royal family.”

      “Where is it?”

      “Right here.” I shoved my hands into my pockets to retrieve the ring.

      Nothing.

      My breath hitched, and I shook my head. Nerves rushed through my body.

      “I swear I had it,” I said, stuffing my hands deeper into my pockets in an attempt to find it.

      If I couldn’t find it, I would be screwed. I had brought it home with me to stop someone from stealing it, and now … now, it looked like I was the one who had stolen it to sell it for money or something.

      “I must’ve left it at my house.”

      But that wasn’t the truth. I knew I hadn’t left it at home, and I hadn’t dropped it on the way over. I had shoved it deep into my pocket last night before I left for work, and I didn’t take it out once. It hadn’t fallen out either at home.

      The demon hummed, and my skin warmed. Thoughts about last night rushed through my mind, and I found myself pressing my legs together.

      Why was I thinking about last night? Was it because I had stayed up for so long, been so high off of coming, that I might’ve accidentally left it there this morning?

      No. Right?

      “Your cheeks are red,” he said. “And you can’t look at me. Are you lying?”

      “No,” I breathed quickly, glancing up at him and shaking my head for emphasis. “I swear I’m not. I found it last night after I closed the tavern, and I brought it home so nobody could steal it here.”

      “What’d it look like?”

      “It was black, gold, and … red, I think.”

      “It belongs to Xorgor,” he said. “My brother. His has a little nick in the side like this one does.”

      “Xorgor,” I repeated, my heart suddenly racing. “Isn’t he—”

      “An ugly motherfucker?” he finished. “You wouldn’t forget a face like his.”

      My stomach twisted and turned, his words not sitting well with me. After those succubi had completely criticized Xorgor last night, I couldn’t help but feel bad for this man I had never met. Now, even his brother was poking fun at him.

      I touched the buttons on my shirt, ensuring that it was still pulled shut. If he was saying that about his brother … gods only knew what he would say about me if he saw the horrid scars across my chest. It had been over a decade, and I could barely look at them.

      “I haven’t seen him,” I whispered. “He wasn’t here last night.”

      The demon tilted his head down at me, like he didn’t believe me.

      “I swear.”

      “Xorgor, that piece of shit.” He chuckled to himself after another silent moment, the deep sound making me warm in all the wrong places. “I should’ve known he would skip the royal gathering to visit a sexy thing like you.”

      My cheeks burned with embarrassment. He wasn’t speaking sense.

      “He-he wasn’t here last night.”

      “Don’t worry. I’ll tell my brother that you had it and let him deal with you.” He moved closer to me and curled his finger around a piece of my hair, tugging gently on it and moving his lips millimeters from my jaw. “Or I can return and deal out the consequences of losing a royal family ring.”

      “Y-you will?” I asked, voice barely above a whisper.

      While I had lived in Durnbone for all my life, I couldn’t even begin to think about what kind of torture a demon would be capable of with me. I didn’t want to end up like one of those girls in The Dungeon, who monsters used and abused, doing whatever the fuck they wanted with them.

      I-I couldn’t do that.

      I’d promised myself that I would make it out of this town one day and find my best friend who had disappeared four years ago. Sina had to be out there somewhere, waiting for me to show up. She had to still be alive.

      “I’m sure I’ll be seeing you later, Maxine,” he purred into my ear. And then, in a moment, he vanished into thin air.

      I stared at the ground with tears in my eyes and sprawled my hand over my chest, my fingers grazing against my scars underneath my shirt. If I didn’t find that ring, then I would be done for.

      They’d put more scars like these all over my body. They’d destroy any last hope of me ever finding love. Because nobody liked a woman with scars mapped onto her body, with shame written into her skin. Those monsters would make me uglier than I already was. They would make me into a monster.

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
            5

          

          
            the meeting

          

        

      

    

    
      xorgor

      “What’s the point of being an incubus if you’re not getting any pussy?” Erthrol asked, walking backward down Durnbone’s stone road with his arms outstretched.

      It would sound like a lighthearted joke to anyone who didn’t know him, but Erthrol never made jokes without cruel intentions behind them.

      This joke was aimed at me, the monstrosity that plagued my family—a half-human, half-demon beast with one curved horn, jagged teeth that even my lips couldn’t hide, and skin charcoaled from the depths of hell.

      I balled my hands into fists and walked after him to wherever the fuck he wanted to go tonight. Usually, I wouldn’t even think about coming into town without being cloaked, but he had coerced me into it.

      Yesterday, he had told me a girl named Maxine from the Dead Candle Tavern had come up to him and told him that she lost my ring—the same ring that I wore on my finger right this very second. But she didn’t know that, and neither did he.

      He had been too caught up in making me jealous. He knew I had gone into the tavern, cloaked for a reason, and he had probably concluded that the reason was her. Demons loved corrupting pure girls like Maxine.

      Walking, I stuffed my hands into my pants pockets and kept my head down, loathing the way everyone here stared at me. I’d rather cloak myself and become invisible to the world so I didn’t have to listen to the whispers from the townsfolk.

      Erthrol stopped in front of the Dead Candle Tavern, and I tensed.

      “Why are we here?”

      “Come on, X,” Erthrol said, throwing an arm around me and waving to the succubi girls through the window, who giggled and waved back to him, not even sparing me a glance. “It’s your death day. Have some fun. The girl who lost your ring is working here tonight. I thought you might want to … punish her for it.”

      My body turned even more rigid as I looked at Maxine through the window, who was tending to some rowdy customers at the bar. I turned away quickly so she wouldn’t see me, not even through the foggy window.

      She’d never once seen me like this, and that was the way I wanted to keep it.

      “I don’t want to punish Maxine,” I said. “Let’s go back home. I don’t want to drink tonight.”

      “It’s your death day.”

      “I said, I don’t want to drink tonight.”

      “What a joke,” Erthrol said, tightening his grip on me. “An incubus running away from a sexy woman he could have some fun with. That’s why you don’t ever get any, X. You’re too afraid, scared of what they’ll think of you.”

      Again, another jab.

      The only fucking reason I looked like this was because of him–that’s what our parents had told us–and all throughout our childhood, he had made sure that I knew it too—that he was the only damn person in our family the girls gushed over. It was never me, and it never would be.

      “I don’t want to,” I said again through jagged teeth.

      If I admitted that I liked her, then Erthrol would go into that bar and bring Maxine home by himself, just to fucking spite me. And I would never let him get her alone like that. Maxine didn’t even know who I was, but I wouldn’t let my asshole brother taint her.

      “You stare at her all the time, don’t you?” Erthrol asked. “One of the guys even felt your presence in the tavern the other night. He said you were using your magic to cloak yourself. Why is that, Xorgor? Are you too afraid that Maxine will think you’re an ugly prick, like all the other girls do?”

      If I could kill him and not be banished for it, I would’ve a long fucking time ago.

      “Stay here for as long as you want,” he said, a smug look on his face. “But I’m going to go say hi to her, maybe have a drink and bring her home for the night, or maybe …” He chuckled menacingly. “Maybe I can make her my little toy.”

      When he entered the bar, I glared at the door, then followed him. Anger, rage, fury rushed through me. I hated this man almost more than I hated myself. But there was no way that I’d let him make Maxine his toy, not even if she wanted to be.

      Dressed in a button-up blouse that covered her entire chest again, Maxine pulled some glasses off the counter and dropped them into the sink. Erthrol slid onto the stool in front of her, and I gathered all the fucking courage I had left and sat beside him, jaw clenched and … hoping that Maxine wouldn’t fall under my brother’s charm, like everyone else did.

      A couple of people looked over, even some of the succubi, wondering what I was doing here. They didn’t have to say it out loud—I could see it in their disgusted glares and their scowls.

      After setting some napkins on the counter in front of us, Maxine placed her small hands on the bar and leaned toward us. “What can I get—” She looked up at me and paused mid-sentence, her gaze traveling across every inch of my fucked up face.

      I expected her to turn away, to direct all her attention to Erthrol, like all people did, even our parents.

      Except she didn’t.

      Instead, she stared at me quizzically. “Have I met you before?”

      Erthrol slung his arm over my shoulders. “You probably have, as you lost his family ring.”

      She widened her eyes, stepped back, and glanced down. “I’m so sorry. I-I brought it home to prevent someone from picking it up in the lost and found. I-I swear I don’t know where it went. I checked every inch of my house. I can do anything you want. I’ll—”

      “It’s okay,” I said.

      She snapped her gaze up to me, goose bumps rising on her skin. “I’m sorry.”

      “It’s fine.”

      For a moment, her gaze dropped to my mouth, and she furrowed her brow, the same way she had last night when I found her lying in her bed and touching her sweet little cunt. She almost looked aroused.

      But I didn’t know why. All I had said to her were a couple of words. I’d barely kept eye contact with her for more than a couple of seconds. I didn’t want her to know how much I fucking wanted her, didn’t want her to see right through me and sense that I had been here every night.

      “Um … what can I get you guys tonight?”

      “You,” Erthrol said, dragging her attention away from me. He leaned across the bar and lightly brushed his fingers against her skin, the hairs on it rising. “We want you to come home with us tonight. You know, as punishment for losing a royal family ring.”

      “Erthrol,” I snapped, showing him my jagged teeth and wishing he’d shut the fuck up.

      “Me?” Maxine’s cheeks flushed, and she sucked in a breath. “I … I have to work tonight.”

      Erthrol stood up and slapped me hard on the back, staring at the tavern boss. “We’ll see about that.”

      When he walked away, I glared at the bar with my jaw clenched and my hands balled into fists by my sides. What the fuck was he even doing? I couldn’t … Maxine wouldn’t want to do this anyway. She was just making excuses.

      “You’re Xorgor, right?” she asked once Erthrol started talking to her boss. She wiped the counter with a rag and peeked up at me. “Why don’t you ever come around here? Your brother is here nearly every night, always flirting with someone.”

      I glanced up to see her staring at me again. “I come here.”

      “I’ve never seen you here before. Do you come in the mornings?”

      “No.”

      What the fuck was wrong with me? I couldn’t even keep up a conversation with her.

      Before I could try to start up something else, Erthrol swung his arm around my shoulders again and leaned forward. “You’re done for the night, Maxine. And all ours.”

      Maxine stared between Erthrol and me, nervously chewing on her cheek. “Are you sure? I—”

      “Get out of here, Maxine,” her boss called. “We got things covered tonight.”
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      Twenty minutes later, we stood in my home, which I had really torn apart to look for Xorgor’s ring. Erthrol stood behind me with his strong hands all over my body and his hot breath on the crook of my neck. He undid the buttons on my shirt, starting from the bottom and working his way up.

      I stared at Xorgor nervously and covered my chest. “I, um … don’t usually do this.”

      Hell, I had never done this before. If this was what they wanted in return for losing his family ring, then I would much rather do this than have them scar my body all over.

      Plus, when I had first seen Xorgor sitting at the bar …

      Warmth spread throughout my core. I pressed my thighs together as the last button on my shirt came undone and kept my hands over my chest to hide the werewolf scars. I’d felt like I had met Xorgor before.

      I knew I had.

      Somewhere.

      Xorgor stared at me through one red eye and one green eye and parted his jagged teeth. “You don’t have to do this,” he whispered, his voice so low that I didn’t think that Erthrol had heard him.

      “You have nothing to worry about,” Erthrol whispered in my ear, drawing his hands down my sides and touching me the way that I had wanted someone to for so fucking long.

      It was all I could dream about, all that I imagined.

      Nobody had ever touched me like this.

      Erthrol kissed my neck and pulled my arms away from my body slowly. I stared at Xorgor as Erthrol exposed the nasty scars on my chest and hoped that Xorgor wouldn’t run away, disgusted at them. I wouldn’t blame him if he did.

      When I caught him furrowing his brow angrily at my chest, I frowned, my gaze faltering for a moment. “I …”
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