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      All Isobel wanted out of life was a loving husband and children. Instead, she was dealt with a cheating fiancé who only ever cared about himself. When she comes home and finds him in bed with a woman from work, she drops him like the piece of trash that he is.

      Feeling low, her friend talked her into calling an exclusive club. One that promised the night of her life with a fictional boyfriend straight out of a paranormal romance.

      Little did she know the man she ordered had a few tricks up his sleeve, and at the end of his tail…
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      One Night with an Incubus 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.
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      I couldn’t wait to get home.

      The boss let me go early, so I wanted to take advantage of the time. I hurried home, making sure to pick up all the ingredients for the special meal I wanted to make for my fiancé. He’d been working long hours at the office, and I thought he would appreciate me doing something special. Earlier in the week, I’d ordered some lingerie, hoping I could make his night.

      I parked my car in the garage, the sound of the door opening and closing reverberating through the space. Then I struggled with my bags as I made my way to the elevator, my finger pushing the button with a soft press. I stepped into the elevator, feeling the coolness of the metal wall as I leaned against it and waited for it to rise to the penthouse.

      Nothing but the best for Ted.

      When the door opened, I stepped out onto our floor and was immediately struck by the stark contrast between the usual quiet hallway and the feeling of being in an adult entertainment studio. The air was filled with intense cries followed by a shrill squeal resembling a stabbed pig.

      When I reached our door, I heard a voice groan, “It's like your pussy was made for me.” 

      An all too familiar statement.

      Only, according to our synced calendars, Ted wasn’t supposed to be home until six. And that sure as hell wasn’t a porn video being played too loud in our apartment. I didn’t hesitate as I turned the key in the lock. Besides, if they made so much noise I could hear them down the hall, I highly doubted they would hear me open the door. I kicked off my heels in the entryway and made my way down the hall.

      With the low moans and muffled cries coming from our bedroom, it was clear she had a partner who was proficient in pleasure. From the experience I had with him, which was as recent as this morning before work, I knew for a fact the skanky ho was faking it.

      Maybe she was a porn actress.

      He had never given me an O of that magnitude.

      Hell, he’d never even made my pussy clench with the thought of having his dick inside me. The photocopier repair man made me hotter than he did, and that guy showed enough butt crack to rival the Grand Canyon. 

      All of a sudden, it felt like a cold, hard truth was slapping me in the face. 

      I’d finished my shift early and rushed home to make sure a warm, home-cooked meal was ready for him when he arrived back from his exhausting day at the office. And he was fucking someone else in our bed. 

      Why the fuck did I waste so much time on such a dud?

      Oh right, my parents thought he was perfect for me.

      I almost laughed at the thought of one time when he thought he was fucking me good and asked if I was okay cause I had been so quiet. What was I supposed to say? Should I have told him having sex with him was like watching paint dry?

      Just as the door to the bedroom swung open, I heard, “Fuck yeah, take all my cream, bitch.”

      I picked up the first thing I could find, which happened to be the slut’s thousand dollar stilettos. He must have noticed her wide eyes, cause he pulled out of her and spun around mid-throw. Like an arrow heading for a bullseye, the shoe socked him in the balls. As he hunched over in pain, all I could think was that I wished he wouldn’t have turned around. It would have been better if the heel had gotten lodged in his asshole. 

      Would have served the fucker right if he’d had to go get it surgically removed and forced to tell everyone in emergency why it was there.

      “This is not what it looks like,” he pleaded with me. 

      Maybe I would have believed him if he didn’t have a used condom filled with his semen hanging off the end of his almost flaccid cock. Or maybe if the woman who laid spread eagle in the middle of our bed with her snatch on display for all the world to see wasn’t his silicone enhanced secretary. The disbelief may have even left my eyes if the bitch on the bed didn’t have both of her arms tied above her head, with the garter belt of the lingerie set I had only just purchased the day before.

      Oh, I knew it was mine because the fucking bag I had brought it home in was on the bedside table.

      I think that was when I went into a fugue state.

      Cause there was screaming, and I launched another stiletto.

      Oh, and it just might have hit the bitch right in her snatch.

      Yup, I felt very mature as I exited the apartment.

      But at that exact moment, I had zero fucks to give.

      “Fuck him and all his mother fucking bullshit,” I said to myself as I pulled up to my best friend’s apartment building. It was also exactly what I had stated after I told Tracey exactly what had transpired at the apartment. Then the asshole had the audacity to call me repeatedly, and when I didn’t answer, he texted my cell during my whole commute over to her apartment.

      “I know how you can get over him,” she told me as she set a large glass of wine in front of me.

      “How?”

      “You need to fuck someone else.”

      “What?” I gasped. 

      She couldn’t seriously mean that I should just go out and fuck someone to get over being cheated on. 

      Did she?

      “Did Ted ever give you an orgasm?” Tracey asked. “Without you having to help?”

      Face aflame, I answered
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