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For my babe, Rich
Pog
My name is Pog. I’m team leader of a succubus training facility on the north side of Chicago. I run a team of four right now, five I guess if you include our houseboy.
Oh. Yeah. On day one, the Regional Office sent us a pimp, excuse me, onsite manager, but we weren’t having any of that. My best friend Jee did the necessary training and orientation. Within two days we had us a houseboy, Reg.
Then Jee started losing her mind.
We are not guaranteed perfect sanity on this job. In fact, the recruiter warned me specifically about that two years ago, when I became a succubus. We get the perfect body, a fat salary, a credit card, and a place to live. If we have issues, that’s what money is for—to pay for a shrink if we need one.
Yeah, I can just see that first session. Hi, I work for hell, do you take Visa?
The body’s totally worth it, though. You can make it any size, shape, color, or configuration you like, minute to minute. Think about it. You never have to try on a pair of jeans again. You see a pair you like, you buy it, you take it home, and you fit your body to the jeans. You never age or die. You can heal from an unbelievable amount of damage, but, unlike mortal whores, you don’t take any abuse from anybody. Jee and I can relate to that, since we were both in the trade long before we were recruited.
The pay is crazy too. Thirty antique silver coins for meeting your quota, a ridiculously low three temptations per month. (Google current prices for an 1859 Victoria florin or a Caligula denarius.) That’s just for raising a boner on somebody. Go the distance and you get into bonus territory. The bonuses are really sweet. We have a nice relationship with every coin collector in the world, as you might imagine.
My favorite part? You have to eat forty-five hundred calories a day to keep the body skinny.
Oh, come on. You never have to try on a bra again.
Yes, we live in kind of a shit hole, aptly named the Lair by the male sex demons we inherited it from. But we’re making it comfortable. We can afford to.
Sounds like heaven, eh? Compared to the lives we all led before, it is.
Beth was dumped by her ex without so much as a toothbrush after twenty-eight years. Now she looks like a very upmarket bar skank. I was a fat whore. My new looks are either news anchor slut or available goth princess. Amanda fled her beehive monitor in the Regional Office in the Sixth Circle, Heresy, hoping to find a few other female demons to get together a women’s softball team. Amanda’s look is big, blonde, and burly. Jee was aging out in the child brothels of Bangkok. Her demon body is supermodel tall, reddish-brown, polished and manicured to perfection.
Jee and I trained as succubi together for two years, on our own, before the team came together at the Lair. We discovered the benefits of our demon bodies, dealt with my ex-pimp, made fabulous money together, and bonded over our sex work histories. We shopped, cried, raged, and experienced that sweetest form of revenge, living well. We had a similar outlook on survival.
And now Jee was losing it.
I suppose because of that outlook on survival, she wouldn’t talk about it, either.
At one in the morning, she woke us all up with some of the fastest, tightest, most desperate screams I’d ever heard. In thirty seconds, Beth, Amanda, and I stood outside her door, calling her name. That didn’t stop her. Beth went in and she still kept screaming. Amanda helped Beth hold her by her arms. Good thing they’re demons with super demon strength, or she’d have tossed them across the room. Finally I turned the light on and called her name, over and over, until she woke up.
Then, in the teeth of our testimony, she wouldn’t believe it had happened. She just stared at us standing around her bed in the middle of the night, like, What’s your fucking problem? I was sleeping.
That’s the attitude to which I referred.
I had this attitude myself, so I could understand. But where was it going to lead? And would any of us get any sleep from now on?
Reg
Jee’s my succubus. Technically they’re all mine. But who am I kidding? Jee owns me and I love it.
Being their houseboy was not the original plan. I was hired by the Regional Office meaning hell to be their onsite manager, hur hur, like a pimp only magical and everything. The thing is, I’m not managerial material. More of a bat boy. Hur, hur.
Pog is our real team leader. It was her idea to throw me off that balcony my first day, when I din’t know any better and come in acting like I owned the place. Jee set me straight.
They thought I din’t remember that. I admit, I woke up next morning in my bed back in my ma’s basement thinking it was all a dream—the interview with Ish Qbybbl, our demon supervisor, and him giving me the key and the address, and me going over there, walking in, grabbing Beth by the titty and making remarks, and all them hot babes grabbing me by the arms and legs and whoosh! Felt like I broke both legs and an arm when I landed. I lay there and felt horrible until I passed out. And then I woke up next morning in bed, good as new.
That second morning, I got a FedEx from Ish, fulla cash. I never seen so much money in my life before. I spent it all on clothes, so my Ma couldn’t get it away from me. Then I come back over here.
Best thing ever happened to me.
Remembering how I talked that first morning, and knowing the girls like I know them now, I’m not surprised they throwed me off a balcony. No wonder Jee took a firm line with me when I come back next day. I’m just grateful she din’t punched me in the throat. Because I woulda missed all this.
We live in the Lair of the Succubi, which is this old factory space on Ravenswood Avenue on the north side. (Who knew I would ever live on the north side? White Sox forever, no matter where I live!) We get our own rooms and our own fridge and a fancy massage chair and our own video game monitor and all the beer we can drink, and the food! Holy cow, the food. And they treat me nice.
And Jee. She makes everything worthwhile. She even gave me my very own dog bed in the kitchen, so I can be in the center of things.
I come outa some bad stuff. So I wasn’t surprised when I found out it was going sour.
Seems like everything started to fall apart when I went back to my ma’s place to get some stuff from the basement. Jee said I could go. That’s how I missed the start.
This morning I come home early from my ma’s to the Lair. I stood by while Jee took her shower, to give her her shampoo and things. She din’t wanna you-know. She din’t even want me to scrub her back.
Instead she sent me to the kitchen to help out with breakfast. Lately Pog lets me do that.
So here I was cooking. But I knew I hadda help Jee.
“She’s upset,” I blurted when I come into the kitchen.
Pog was already in there drinking expresso. She pointed at the machine.
“I’m worried about her.” I started wiping it down and getting the next shot ready for her. “Something’s wrong. What am I doing wrong?” It come out like a wail.
“It’s probably not you, Reg,” Pog said. “There’s a lot you don’t know about Jee.”
My stomach was churned up. I wanted to be in there, helping Jee dress.
Pog watched me make her another shot and pour it into a fresh cup and wash out her old cup. “It’s not you,” she said again. Pog don’t like to talk much in the morning.
The kitchen looked good. Pog keeps a tight ship. I went to my dog bed in the corner and waited for orders.
The kitchen is a long, wide concrete room in the middle of the second floor of an old factory that the sluts took over. Technically some incuboys remodeled it before we got the place, only they left, and our team moved in. The porn posters high up on the walls, the six video game screens, the six big side-by-side refrigerator-freezers, the margaritaville machines, alla that stuff was theirs. Also the cappuccino machine. I want to buy them another one. Pog says no, this one works. Since I clean it, she don’t care that it’s kinda old.
I listened for sounds from Jee’s room, which is right next to the bathroom, which is right across the hall from the kitchen. It can take her forty-five minutes to put on her makeup.
No noise was good noise, I guessed.
I guess Pog was thinking about that too. She sighed and got up and went to her fridge. We all got one, even me. She pulled out four dozen eggs, a gallon of half’n’half, a half gallon of whipping cream, two pounds of butter, two half gallons of orange juice, one high-pulp one no-pulp, and five bottles of champagne. She put all that on the counter and pointed. “Get to work.”
Mimosas and waffles, my favorite!
I’m Pog’s sous chef. She may be a sex demon but she cooks like an angel for the five of us, Jee, me, Pog, Beth, and Amanda. We gotta eat a lot or else we get fat. I never ate like this before in my life. They feed me same as everybody. I love it here.
I got a big bowl out and put the eggs in and started warming them in warm water. Then I warmed the half’n’half a cup at a time in the nuke and tested it on my wrist like Pog taught me. Then I pulled out the four waffle irons and plugged them in, and started the oven up to warm. Meanwhile Pog opened champagne and got her first mimosa going. I put the rest of the bottles on ice.
The kitchen filled up with the smell of hot iron and melted butter. My stomach started growling like a Rottweiler.
While I set the table, I listened for sounds coming from the bedroom next door to the bathroom. Not a peep. I hoped Jee got some sleep last night. I hoped she maybe went back to sleep now, after her shower. Probably not. Usually not. I wanted to go help her with her makeup.
“I’m ready for those eggs in two minutes,” Pog warned. She started measuring flour and sugar and baking powder and corn meal. I stopped setting the table for four and started cracking and beating eggs—with a whisk, like she taught me, not some old rotary egg beater. That’s for amateurs. She pointed at the butter and I throwed a couple sticks into a cup and nuked them. Then I put a fresh pound on the butter dish and nuked it just a hair for to get it soft. Jee likes a lot of butter on her waffles.
Pretty soon the batter was ready and the first batch was on the waffle irons. I stood by with a long fork to take them out and pop them in the oven so’s they’d stay warm.
My stomach was growling hard.
The first four waffles went ding. I flipped open the irons. Pog grabbed two with her fingers and started chowing. Then she pointed at the other two. “Eat.”
Pog takes pretty good care of me, too.
“Thank you, mistress,” I said, and I stuffed a whole one into my mouth, my stomach was growling that loud.
The shower started running again. Probably Beth. She gets up early. Amanda goes last. I think she puts herself last. Pog wouldn’t shower until breakfast was over, but that’s a’cause she’s fussy and don’t like what all that steam does to her makeup. Plus she’s a messy eater. We all are. We get so hungry.
There was maybe two gallons of waffle batter in the bowl. We made waffles like maniacs for twenty minutes. Then we started eating them off the irons again.
I waited for Pog to tell me what went wrong last night for Jee. Please tell me.
She din’t say nothing.
But sure enough Beth come in looking like a cheerleader wearing her mom’s clothes. She’s a blonde like Pog and Amanda, but she likes to keep her body shorter, maybe only five-nine. “What happened in there last night, Reg?”
She started whipping cream. I’d do it, only Pog says it’s Beth’s job. I think Pog only says that to keep Beth from driving her crazy in the kitchen. Beth was a homemaker in some fancy suburb before she signed on. Her husband dumped her for the babysitter. She ain’t got over being somebody’s cook and bottlewasher yet. Only way Pog can keep her from trying to take over the kitchen is give her special jobs.
“Sweartagod, mistress, I got no idea. She let me go home and get things outa my room at my ma’s house. I shoulda come back then,” I said, mad at myself. “What happened?” Beth would tell me.
“I woke up standing in the hall in my PJs,” Beth said. “I must have thought one of the kids was having a night terror.”
“Your kids have been grown up and out of the house for eight years,” Pog said.
“I can’t help it,” Beth said. “It’s hard-wired into you.”
“I wouldn’t know,” Pog said shortly.
“Blueberries, mistress?” I said, to keep the peace. I wanted to ask, what’s a night terror?
Beth said blueberries and Pog said strawberries. I put out the blueberries and took some strawberries outa Pog’s fridge and started washing and hulling. Beth clucked at me and took that over. I went back to prepping eggs and measuring melted butter for Pog.
Amanda come in last, after she had her whack at the shower. She don’t dress up at all. She looks like one of those semi-pro Chicago girl softball players, big and rangy and curvy—a glamazon. I set her up with a triple-shot low-foam salted caramel latte, pronto.
“Did you hear Jee screaming last night?” Beth asked her.
Screaming? My stomach went ugh.
“Want me to slice those strawberries, mistress?” I said to Pog.
Amanda din’t say nothing. She hardly ever does.
I waited for Jee to call for me to come fix up her shoes—she got about fifty pairs—but she din’t. My heart sank.
Pog piled waffles on a paper plate and put them on the floor by my dog bed. I looked at ’em, my stomach growling a whole lot so I bet everybody could hear it. Then I looked at the door.
“Maybe you’d better go see if she needs anything,” Beth said kindly.
I coulda kissed her.
I went and scritched on Jee’s door.
“I didn’t call you,” Jee says from inside. She din’t sound so happy.
I waited.
In a minute she says, “I can hear you breathing out there.” She probably could. She’s a succubus. She can hear a hard-on on a guy at fifty paces.
I din’t say nothing.
After forever she said, “Go eat.”
Miserable, I drug myself back to the kitchen and ate my waffles.
When she finally sailed into the kitchen, looking like Miss Indomalapalesia of 2017, all brown and perfect and stormy-looking, I was done eating and I was making more cappuccino for the girls.
She din’t even look at me.
I wanted to crawl in a hole and die.
I decided that when my chores was over, I was gonna look up this “night terrors” thing.
JEE
With all the stuff I’ve done and been done to, I never thought I’d be spooking out now, just as I’d become a succubus and settled down to a perfect life. I had a brand new, unbroken body. I had a room of my own, a lair full of trusted sisters-in-wickedness, plenty of food, drink, weed, and all the designer clothes and jewelry I could wear. Oh, and a houseboy.
Now this.
It couldn’t go on. If I was losing my mind, at least my street cred shouldn’t suffer.
Pog and Reg were cleaning up after breakfast, helped by Beth. Everybody had their eye off me, finally.
I went downstairs to the locker room and consulted the best magician I knew. Amanda was in there, cleaning the spikes on her golf shoes.
My back and neck felt knotted. “I need a spell.”
She didn’t even look up. “What kind of spell?”
I knew exactly what I wanted, but how could I describe it? Plus, I didn’t want to have to say it out loud. I still felt fragile.
With Amanda, you say things out loud. God knows if she gets anything that isn’t words of one syllable. “I suppose you heard me last night.”
“Oh. Yeah.” She went back to cleaning her spikes. “What kind of spell?”
Thank goodness she’s retarded. I sat down at the other end of the bench with the golf shoes between us. “You remember Get Smart, the TV show? About this dumb secret agent, and he had all this fancy gear that almost worked?”
Amanda smiled, nodded, then did a double take and looked at me. “How on earth did you learn about Maxwell Smart when you grew up in Indonesia and Thailand?”
“Duh. All American TV is available over there. Especially the old stuff.” I had fond memories of Agent Ninety-Nine, the unflappable girl sidekick. One of the best things about my childhood. Let’s not think about childhood this morning. I rushed on, “Remember the Cone of Silence?”
Now Amanda was smiling at the toe of her golf shoe. “But—” She glanced up at me.
I couldn’t meet her eyes. I got up and walked around the locker room, inspecting the newly cleaned and repainted lockers.
She said, “It would be pretty loud inside. Why would you want it loud inside?”
I wandered over to the big washbasin, which looked like a stainless steel fountain in a waist-high cement basin. Well, waist-high to a normal person. Coed demon sluts run tall. When we moved in, the whole thing was stuck shut with lime deposits and rust and nastiness, like everything else in this place. Now it’s shiny. It’s amazing what money can do.
“If it gets loud in there, it’ll wake me up,” I said over my shoulder. “But I’ll have privacy.”
Amanda’s denseness is a big plus sometimes. She didn’t seem to connect what I was saying with what happened in my room. “What if it doesn’t wake you up?”
I hadn’t thought of that. It rocked my nerves to imagine being inside a small space with my amplified screams and I might still be unable to wake up. I drew a shaky breath. “Then I guess it won’t.”
“Do you want the Cone of Silence to shut off once you do wake up?”
I thought of how long I’d sobbed after I woke up and threw everybody out of my room, sobbed with the pillow jammed over my head in humiliation. “No thanks. Let’s just keep my bedroom, uh, private. All the time.” After all, Reg was in there with me sometimes. I stole a look at her.
Amanda nodded. “I think I can do that.”
I pushed the on-button at the fountain-spout in front of me and watched a smooth, wide fan of warm water spurt out and arch up toward the center of the washbasin. My nerves began to settle and my neck muscles loosened. “Thanks. I’ll pay you whatever.”
“Screw pay. Only if it cuts into the last golf days of the season,” Amanda said, as indifferent as if I’d asked her to pass the salt.
I couldn’t face her. I nodded at the spray of water and then strode out.
The midday meal at the lair of the coed demon sluts was a team effort that day. Reg made sangria. Beth ordered in Ann Sather cinnamon rolls, which even Pog admitted were better than hers, made with both butter and lard, hoo boy so good. Amanda cleared the table and slapped down fresh paper plates and tableware when the litter got too deep.
I had sangria and watched. I was a slave for seven years. I’m done with work.
Pog cooked up a monster frittata with two dozen eggs, crumbled sweet Italian sausage, minced ham, diced Jarlsberg cheese, pineapple chunks, diced red and green pepper, leftover caramelized roasted carrots, and some crunchy fried onion bits because Amanda had bought a case of them at that food service supply store and we were trying to eat them up. There’s only so many crunchy fried onion bits you can eat with beer. That calls for pilsner, and none of us besides Reg likes pilsner.
I drank my brunch. Big surprise. “C’mon, c’mon, I need that back rub, stat,” I grumbled at Reg, while he loaded flatware into the dishwasher.
“Be right there, mistress,” he said breathlessly. He tied a knot in a big black garbage bag and hoisted it out of the barrel next to the kitchen table. “I only got the two hands.”
“Are you talking back to me?” I said dangerously.
He fitted the new bag into the barrel, sending me a languishing look. “No, mistress.” Multitasking on me.
“Somebody else could do that,” I complained.
“I like to keep it nice for you,” he said. “It’s so clean here.”
We all looked at him with incredulity.
“Oh, leave it,” Pog said, as I’d known she would. “Give her the damn back rub before she expires of old age.”
He sent her a servile look and dropped the bag on the floor. I stalked out, Reg scampering ahead to open the kitchen door for me.
When the kitchen door had swung shut, I stopped in the hall so fast, he bumped into me.
“Sorry, mistress,” he whispered.
I took pity on him. “Go sort my shoes, will you? By color this time.” I wanted to listen at the kitchen door.
I waited for him to go into my room and shut the door. Then I put my fingertips on the wall and stretched my demon hearing, aiming it at the kitchen.
Amanda was telling the others about the spell I had asked for.
Pog said, “Oh, good grief. That’s Jee all over. See a problem, throw money at it or spackle it over.” Thanks, buddy.
“What would you do in her shoes, Pog?” Amanda said.
“She doesn’t want to hear herself screaming?” Beth said. I heard her bustling around the kitchen, probably looking for something to clean that Reg hadn’t got to.
Amanda said, “She doesn’t want us to hear her screaming.”
Beth is clueless. “But why is she screaming?” There are a million unwritten rules about being a succubus, most of them made entirely for our own benefit. Like, don’t pry into other people’s pasts.
“Ask Reg,” Pog suggested. “He’s dumb enough to tattle.”
“Why would he know?” Beth persisted. “He started here the same day I did.”
I rolled my eyes and reminded myself never, ever to tell Beth anything. Reg was not dumb enough to tattle, but Beth?
“Because she wants to tell him, and she doesn’t want to tell you,” Amanda said. So she did get a few things. Amanda doesn’t treat people like they’re stupid, but you never misunderstand her.
Beth didn’t say anything.
Reg
Jee come back to her room and let me give her a back rub. I been getting pretty good at it. Only this time, she started stiffening up. That was all wrong. She was supposed to loosen up from that. She was trembling, too. She pushed her face into the bed real hard.
Me, I thought maybe she was horny, but when I tried to pull off her panties, she rolled over and socked me so hard on the side of the head, I went flying against the door with a big bang.
Then Pog and Beth come and tried to open the door. A course I was lying against it, holding my head, so they couldn’t come in.
I felt stupid.
Jee got up and started changing clothes like nothing happened.
I got up.
Beth pulled me into the bathroom so’s she could make a fuss. My head was bleeding kind of a lot, and she was all concussion ER blah, and Amanda said I was a demon now so no, and Pog squinted like she was trying to figure out what I done wrong this time. She got that look in her eye like the time she made them throw me off the balcony. She thought I’d forgotten that, but no way. I mean, who forgets that?
Jee come in the bathroom and peed and brushed her teeth like we wasn’t even there. Then she went out, shopping I guess because she had one of her little stringy purses over her shoulder.
Amanda went into Jee’s room with her toolbox.
I offered to help.
“No, thanks.”
Beth started asking me stuff.
“I ain’t supposed to tell.”
“Reg.” Beth looked me in the eye. “What did you do?”
I shrugged. “She was all tense, so I thought she wants me to you-know, and I takes her panties off, only then she clobbered me. Guess I shoulda ast.” That made me red in the face. “Rule number one is ask first. Guess I learned that one the hard way.”
Beth pinched up her face. “You went back to your mother last night—”
“Did not! Brr! Just to get some stuff.”
“So you don’t know what happened.”
I guessed, “Jee got in a fight?” But who with? Everybody here respected her.
“She screamed in her sleep.” Beth looked pale. “It went on and on. We couldn’t wake her. She—became violent when we tried. Finally Pog put the light on and said her name. That worked.”
That’ll teach me to go home for a hockey stick and a few comic books. I put up my hands. “Whoa, whoa, I dunno if you should be telling me this stuff. Jee don’t like people talking up her bidness.”
Just the thought that Jee been freaking out and I wasn’t there made me feel sick. It was my job to take care of her.
“I’m telling you in case it happens again,” Beth said. “She seems to think it will. She’s asked Amanda for a spell to—to prevent us from hearing her.”
I was thinking too hard to say anything. I knew she had a hard life before she got her contract. She said once she come from one of them cardboard box towns on a beach in Malapalesia or something, and a big wave killed everybody. That would wake a person up screaming. Shit like that can warp a person’s outlook on life.
I thought of somebody like me nothing ever happens to, bored outa my skull in Berwyn, never been anywhere, and I felt lucky to know somebody like Jee. She come outa that and made something of herself. I was grateful she bothered with me.
“I won’t do nothing to provoke her,” I promised Beth. “I don’t need any of that stuff from my mom’s house no more. I got better stuff now. I don’t know why I went back there.”
I did, though. For days I been feeling my mom back there like a toothache, pulling at the back of my mind like a baby crying next door, wah wah wah. When I got home—back to her house—she was all where you been you serpent’s tooth and so on. I was sorry I’d come back.
Beth’s a mind reader, I swear. “She’s your mother,” she said with a gentle voice, like I couldn’t of helped myself, or maybe she thought I shouldn’t of just run away when I got my contract.
Heck with that. I got enough of that from my mom.
Jee
Next day, I woke up in a foul mood. I smelled pancakes on the griddle—usually my favorite breakfast—but today I felt used and angry and sour and full of a jaded mistrust of the entire world. I didn’t need to cut open a bonefish to tell me I’d had more bad dreams. If I don’t wake up during the dream, I don’t remember it, as a rule, and if I do wake up, it’s because I’ve screamed my throat raw. I swallowed experimentally. Nope. Guess I didn’t scream long enough to wake myself up this time.
Ugh. Lousy start to the day.
I got some dirty looks from Beth and Pog when I got in to breakfast.
“What?” I said, hoping like hell the Cone of Silence spell had worked. If it hadn’t, I’d have a word with Amanda.
Pog just shrugged and went back to the griddle.
Amanda was eating pancakes and ignoring everything. She never commented if I raised a ruckus. Not even if I did it in her presence. Sometimes just for the heck of it I felt like slapping—
“You didn’t have to hit him so hard,” Beth said in her most critical tone. She was always criticizing the way I treated Reg. She didn’t get my jerk-whispering program.
A slight movement behind me made me spin around. Reg had my coffee in his hands. His eyes were on the floor. He had a scab on his forehead from yesterday, and a brand-new purple and black shiner nearly closing one eye.
“Who hit you?” I blurted.
His good eye flickered up at me and then down. He put the coffee on the table in my place and just stood there, good little boy, waiting for what came next.
I swallowed. Had I done that? Looking at his quiet expression, I began to feel nauseous. I sat down in Pog’s chair because it was closest and my knees weren’t working. I felt like a horrible person. It put the tin hat on my misery. Now I knew why I hated the world and myself this morning.
Reg got on his knees in front of me. His bruised face turned up toward me. “Mistress, don’t cry.”
“I’m not gonna cry,” I snapped. “Get up.” He got up and backed a foot away, looking hopeful out of his good eye. I’d have sworn he wanted me to belt him again. “Come with me.”
I blundered through the kitchen door into the hallway. When the door had swung shut behind us, I stood him against the wall under the ceiling light and turned his face up so I could get a good look. Man, I’d really walloped him. My chest filled with horrible hot boiling lead. Taking the back of his head in my left hand, I laid my right palm over his forehead and swollen eye and let heat flow out through my palm.
The whole time, he just stood there, looking at me with that one big puppy eye. As the heat in my hand began to flow into him, that eye closed. His face seemed to soften. I realized then that he had been expecting me to clobber him again. He sank to the floor slowly—my grip on his head couldn’t hold him up, he’s not a short guy—and he wrapped his arms around my lower legs and pressed his cheek to my thigh.
I waited for him to apologize. Usually he apologizes for pissing me off enough to make me hit him.
But he didn’t.
I waited to hear myself warn him to stay out of my room if I screamed in my sleep.
But I didn’t.
He was trying to tell me something. This was Reg, whose mouth generally couldn’t help opening and letting out something stupid and tasteless and crude. He knew what he’d done to get clobbered, but he didn’t want to promise not to do it again. That left him with nothing to say.
And I realized that I didn’t want him to stay out of my room when I was screaming in my sleep.
My god, I’m fucked up, I thought despairingly. “Get up.”
He stood and looked at me with two eyes, shining adoration in his face. There was no sign of injury now.
And you, my lad, are even more fucked up than I am. “Don’t look at me,” I said sharply.” Immediately he cast down his gaze. Lightly, I touched the formerly-bruised eyelid. His eyes closed as if in bliss. Yup. Fucked up.
I said abruptly, “You can sleep in my room if you want.”
Then I went back into the kitchen. I was a huge mess inside. I didn’t think I could talk to the others yet. But I couldn’t look at Reg anymore either, not until I settled down. I kept my eyes on my coffee and the mountain of pancakes and melted butter Pog put on my plate.
Some calories helped. The turmoil inside began to settle. By the time Reg came back into the kitchen, I felt in control of myself.
I could just tell Beth was going to say something. Newbie. No tact at all. I got up and left, after only one plate of pancakes. I had to know more, but I couldn’t just sit there and ask.
“What was that about?” Beth said when the door had closed behind me. Knew she wouldn’t let it alone. I leaned against the door frame and put my ear to the crack. “I didn’t hear any screaming last night.” Nobody said anything. “Reg, why did she hit you?”
“Ah, she had another night terror and I tried to wake her up.” I hear forks and knives clinking into the sink. He sounded unconcerned. Good boy.
But inside me a bell gonged like a funeral. Night terror?
“What’s a night terror?” Pog said conveniently.
“’At’s when you wake up in your sleep afraid of something’s gonna happen, only you’re not really awake. I looked it up.” he added proudly.
I turned away from the door and slumped against the wall, my legs going boneless again. What? What could I have been dreaming about that I’d be scared would happen again?
Well, a lot of things. Spoiled for choice, really.
I didn’t need to lay my ear to the door to hear. I have succubus hearing. I can hear a man’s dick get hard in his pants from across the room. I heard Beth as clearly as if I were still in the kitchen.
“What’s she thinking is about to happen again?” She always asked the question I didn’t want asked.
“I dunno,” Reg said simply.
Beth didn’t answer right away, and I couldn’t listen anymore. I fled to my room, got dressed, and went shopping the second day in a row.
When I got back, I felt better. I had bought a third of the Versace summer collection and shoes and handbags to match. Reg was tickled to death with his new diamond Rolex watch and his squeaky bear toy from FAO Schwartz.