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      Jessie had always felt like something was missing. When she graduated, she left her small town to find herself at school. Instead she ended up with a roommate from hell. Literally. She kept giving the roommate chance after chance, but things finally came to a head when the roommate makes a move on her crush.

      The same crush the roommate had talked her into approaching earlier in the evening.

      So, Jessie got even. She took something from the roommate.

      A card for an exclusive escort agency.

      An agency that specialized in making a bookworm’s dreams come true.
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      One Night with a Demon is written for mature audiences.

      It may contain subjects of alcohol, drugs, and prostitution.

      For a more detailed list of possible triggers, visit my website (katensmore.com) and click “Trigger Warnings” in the navigation bar. Please be forewarned that the detailed listing will have plot spoilers.

      If you are concerned about a particular trigger, please do not hesitate to contact me. There is a chat feature on my website, or you can find my contact details in the “About the Author” section.

    

  


  
    
      To all the readers out there who wondered if their book boyfriend’s horns could be used as handlebars.
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      When my roommate Reagan talked me into coming to the party, I thought she meant we’d be going together.

      At least until I received her text earlier this evening, stating she was already there and was wondering when I’d be showing up. It didn’t take a brain surgeon to deduce my thinking had been flawed. The thought of going to the party alone filled me with doubt, and I nearly talked myself out of it. After an hour of rummaging through my closet, I finally found something to wear. It took another hour and a shot of liquid courage to muster the confidence to leave the house.

      Somehow, when I envisioned getting away from my small town, I hadn’t expected to be thrown back into the same situation. The university campus held the same small town feel, only here I didn’t have parents watching my every move. I had hoped maybe I could have a fresh start and make new friends, but I should have known my aversion to social gatherings would still be an issue here.

      As soon as I entered the house, I heard the crowd's chant, “Drink, drink, drink,” and the clinking of bottles filled the air.

      There was a guy doing a handstand over a keg, chugging beer through the hose like his life depended on it. If he didn’t give up soon, he was in for a world of hurt. The throbbing headache he would have in the morning was inevitable, even if he stopped in the next five seconds.

      Memories flooded my mind as I recalled the last time I gave in to peer pressure at a party. My bright idea of consuming three shots, followed by several mixed drinks and a raspberry cooler, was not so bright in the end. Or at least that was what I had remembered drinking, although my memory was hazy. According to my friends’ stories the next morning, I had resorted to drinking Southern Comfort straight from the bottle by the end of the night.

      The next morning, I didn't feel comforted or southern at all.

      This time, I would not make the same mistake I had made before. When I finished the beer in my Solo cup, I took a deep breath and stepped into the sea of bodies, feeling the bass of the music vibrate through me. I was already feeling the effects of the alcohol, and I knew if I stayed any longer, I wouldn't be brave enough to approach the guy I had a crush on.

      Reagan used him as a reason to get me to come tonight, saying it was the perfect opportunity to make a move. Even now, I can't fathom why I shared one of my deepest secrets with her. I felt compelled to be truthful when she was near, so now I always lead with the truth. The painful truth of being too scared to talk to any of the guys around here. If she hadn't offered to be my wing girl, I wouldn’t have been able to gather the courage to come tonight.

      After I played wallflower for a few minutes I went in search of another drink. One more would do the trick and then I could go hunt down my roommate for some pointers.

      I rounded the corner, only to collide with something hard.

      “Oh my God,” I gasped. “I am so sorry!”

      Too bad I wasn’t smart enough to watch where I was going.

      “No big deal,” he responded, then pointed at his clothes. “See, just a few spots.” His eyes locked onto mine, then he perused my body, and said, “But if you want to make it up to me, my room’s just upstairs.”

      “Thanks, I’ll pass.”

      “How about a drink?”

      “No, that’s okay,” I replied, deciding not to add to my lack of awareness before the night was through. “Actually, I’m looking for Reagan, have you seen her anywhere?”

      “Last time I saw her, she was sitting next to the fire pit outside, but I don’t think you want to go out there.”

      “Why not?”

      He smirked. “Doesn’t seem much like your type of crowd.”

      “What’s that supposed to mean?”

      “Nothing. Why don’t you stick around here and hang with me instead?”

      “Thanks anyway, I’ll see you later.”

      Much later.

      His attempts at deterrence only succeeding in fuelling my curiosity, I became even more resolute in my desire to see what was happening outside. I pushed my way through the crowd, the chatter and noise fading as I approached the back door. The scent of marijuana was the first thing that hit me as soon as I stepped outside. The smoke from the fire curled lazily into the air, carrying with it the scent of burning wood.

      There weren’t a lot of people outside, but those that weren't sitting together in groups, had paired off. As I scanned the yard in search of my roommate, I took in everything that was happening. Sometimes I found myself in social situations, wall flowering like I was watching animals in the zoo. Next to the crackling fire, a person lay motionless in the grass, with a beer bottle still clutched tightly in their hand.

      When I finally spotted her, she was on her knees with a cock in her mouth. Heat rose to my cheeks, making me feel self-conscious. I tore my eyes away, feeling a sudden paranoia that someone might be watching me. Glancing back was inevitable because my curiosity demanded that I know who the guy was. The brightness of the flames forced me to shift my position, so I could see clearly. Stepping away from the warmth of the fire, I moved further away from my roommate and into the shadows, feeling like a total creeper.

      I let out a strangled gasp that caught in my throat.

      The guy she was sucking off happened to be
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