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Unlike the others, I can’t help put pace as I wait for my name to be called. The other demons waiting in the bland office space did their best to ignore me but I can feel they were annoyed. I can’t keep still with so much on the line. And all the seats are full anyway.

“Lissa?”

I perk up when I hear my name and nervously smooth out my dress before I follow the administrator into his office.

“Have a seat.” He says once the door closes. “I see this is your first assignment.”

“Yes, sir.”

“No need to be so formal. Call me Preston.”

“Alright.”

Preston sits in his chair and I hear his tail tapping on the floor while he reads my file. “I haven’t seen a demon as young as you apply to go to the human world in centuries. But it appears you filed all the proper paperwork and passed your exams.”

I try not to fidget in my seat. I have dreamed of going to the human world for most of my life so I could sample their dreams and finally escape the boredom here. “Yes, Mr. Preston,”

“Just Preston is fine.”

“Preston.” It feels wrong to refer to an elder so informally but things have been different in the demon realm since we modernized. We didn’t use to wear clothes or have offices to apply for a post in the human world. We would tempt them or wait till we were summoned. But there aren’t many magic users interested in summoning demons these days. I could get a boring job here but I’d much rather have a human of my own to feed off of and experience the human world for myself.

In secret, of course. That’s one rule that never changed: don’t expose the human world at large to the existence of demons. As long as I stick to using shadows as portals and keep myself hidden, I’ll be fine.

Preston nods and stops tapping his tail. “I’ll mark you down for a temporary approval and send your application to the high council. With a demon so young, they’re gonna have to take a look.”

I clearly didn’t hide my emotions well because when Preston looks up at me, he puts my file down and leans forward. “Don’t worry, Lissa. Your record is stellar and your test scores are off the charts. I doubt they’ll even call you in for a second in-person review but I would prepare yourself to be limited to feeding off just your assigned human in the beginning. Just to minimize the risk of exposure.”

I nod my head and thank him. That makes sense. Most demons my age aren’t interested in going to the human world. They’re more interested in partying here and leaving the demon realm is a huge responsibility.

The review can take months so I’ll just have to be patient.

-
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It finally happened. After months of training and waiting for an opening between our worlds, I finally secured a human of my own. As a dream demon, I hide in the darkness until my assigned person falls asleep and take a portion of their dreams to feed myself. Nightmares are the most potent but leave a bad taste in my mouth. I prefer more mundane dreams rather than bitter fear or overly sweet good dreams.

But there’s a problem. I’ve been here for almost a month and my human is an insomniac. I'm starving. I claw at the wooden slats under the mattress as if my futile efforts could cause any harm to them in my weakened state. It's been weeks of inconsistent dreams to feast on and the human above me hasn't done more than have shallow naps to trudge through his day. He barely spends a few minutes in REM sleep. The apartment is soaked with the scent of cheap coffee to maintain focus during the day and sometimes I see pill bottles in the trash, as their contents proved to be useless in getting any rest at night.

Now he's rolled onto his back for the fifth time with a heavy sigh that makes my stomach rumble with hunger. Luckily, he can't hear it over the swishing of that white noise machine he always uses. Another failed attempt at regular sleep but he runs it every night. The only thing it’s ever been good at is covering any sound I may make while I’m hiding under the bed.

I hear him moan and resign myself to another night left famished in the dark. I press my hands into my stomach until the tips of my claws sing far enough into my skin to sting and distract me from the hunger pangs. He moans again but it makes a different part of me clench with need. I recognize the sound of him jerking himself off. He doesn't usually masturbate in bed; preferring the shower for quick cleaning. Could he think an orgasm would leave him lethargic enough to finally sleep? I don't think he's ever tried that.

The low moans turn into gentle panting and I can smell his musk in the air. I press my thighs together, shocked he would entice me in such a different sense. Though he may be attractive for a human, I'd never thought of him in that way. Humans are similar in form to us in the demon realm but they are so fragile. Ben in particular since he’s getting weaker and thinner without proper rest. But listening to him jerk off is still making my slit swell and I feel my cheeks blush. Perhaps my lack of sustenance is affecting my mind. Dream demons are not supposed to fraternize with their assigned human and while no dream demon has ever been severely punished for doing so, I shouldn’t chance it on my first assignment. It’s already a reach for the demon council to allow a demon under five hundred years old to enter the human world at all, much less get a human to themselves. But it’s been so long since I’ve eaten and he is tempting me.

I try to keep still as he strokes himself, unable to tune out his low whines and growls. I picture his hand moving faster and it makes me shudder and my tail twitches. He must be close now, almost growling like one of my kind as he nears completion. My mouth waters in anticipation of not only a meal but to hear him finally feel something other than more infuriating defeat. Finally, I’ll have something to eat and leave this maddening hunger in the past.

My heart sinks when he curses under his breath and lays flat on top of his mussed sheets, disappointment oozing from every pore. I start to shiver as he grumbles to what he thinks is an empty room, the ache inside me growing. It coils maddeningly inside me and a growl vibrates my stomach and my throat. I want to launch myself into the bed with him and milk every inch of him dry. I am not supposed to be seen. My kind is meant for the shadows sustained by the dreams of humans who never know we're there. But if I don't do something, I'll starve. I’ll have to hope Ben doesn’t freak out and go screaming out the door, ranting about seeing demons crawling out from under the bed. I don’t think being thrown in a hospital on a psych hold will be any better for his sleep. They’ll probably drug him with some nasty stuff that will put him out in seconds, but those sorts of dreams are like eating old food and getting sick. I’ll have to take the risk to keep from wasting away or slinking back home to my realm in defeat.

I crawl out from under the bed and peer at the sweaty man. He looks so thin and frail now after so long without rest and decent meals. His skin should be creamy and soft but he's just pale with deep bags under his bright blue eyes. I pull off my dress and slither up the foot of his bed, between his spread legs, and come face to flesh with his straining cock. I breathe in deep and the scent of him makes my tongue reach out for a quick taste. Despite how little sleep has affected him; leaving dry skin, hooded eyes, and a skinny frame, he still tastes addictively sweet. I guess inside of Ben is a well of defiance to his situation I’d failed to see before. Perhaps revealing myself is what is best for him and myself.

His breath catches and he lifts his head, his eyes meeting mine. Instead of fear, his thin lips twist into
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