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	Chapter 1:
Don't Call Me Kitten



It was insufferable that
Leticia knew when I was horny. She didn't always comment, not
aloud, but she teased me even so. It was like she had a sixth sense
for my arousal. When she smelled it on me, when we passed each
other in the hall, she'd casually turn her head and offer what she
called her best "lesbo smirk." I usually scowled back at her and
said nothing (though my cheeks burned like two guilty
roses).

The most recent indignity
occurred while I was getting my mail. I looked up and she was
opening her own mailbox, not even looking at me but with that
stupid smirk on her little lips. They were soft and pink, too cute
for the cruel eyes that glinted beneath her faded blue hair. "How's
it going?" she asked, in a tone that knew exactly how it was
going.

I hated her. I put out no
vibes at all, not intentionally, not like at the end of a good date
or drunk at a bar and feeling sassy. On those rare occasions I
flirted, I smiled, I touched the man I wanted to take me home. That
afternoon, as I shuffled swiftly through my spam, nothing in my
demeanor said I wanted human contact. What I wanted to do was
scream in her face.

How did she always know?
After a long day at the office dealing with idiot customers and my
idiot bosses and trying not to suffocate in my cubicle, the desire
to just be pushed into my pillows and fucked into oblivion was
overwhelming. Maybe it was the junk mail, maybe it was the inherent
loneliness of my building's grungy postal corner, but something
about twisting my key in the metal box brought my horniness to the
fore.

It was gross. After an
exhausting, awful, thankless, shitty day, the last thing I felt was
sexy. But Leticia knew I wanted it.

"I'm fine," I snapped at
her.

She never snapped back. She
just shrugged and went back to reading her mail. But the smirk
remained. "This would all be so easy," her eyes said, "if you'd
just admit the truth."

Sometimes she left her door
open when I returned to my apartment--as a signal to my nervous
libido that relief was on call. From inside I'd hear her awful punk
music or the clang of pots and pans and know her stupid smirk was
just out of sight. Usually I hurried up the stairs to my apartment.
But then there were days when she didn't play games. She'd wait in
the doorway leaning against the threshold like an imperious cat,
arms crossed, eyes too big for her mouth, mouth too soft to ignore.
Those were the days I ended up inside her apartment. Those were the
days Leticia had her way with me.

I hated her. The kisses were
soft at first but soon came the teeth. She'd bite my lip and make
me moan to the ceiling, above which resided my own barren
apartment. How many girls had I heard her seduce while trying to
cook or sleep or read in peace? And so I wondered, not for the
first time, was I angry because I was just like them or because I
was just like her?

Maybe I was angry because
she tried to make me feel special. This time, when she pulled me
inside, she stuck her nose under my jaw and inhaled the perfume off
my skin. "I missed you," she murmured, and licked the hollow of my
throat. She didn't smell like me. She smelled like sweat and
acrylic paint. She smelled like weed and the essential oils she
used to cover it up. She smelled like raw lust and fabric
softener.

When her pale fingers slid
up my belly, I told her to stop. She spun me around to face the
wall. "Stop now?" she asked, and flattened me against it. Her
greedy fingers pushed up my bra. "Stop now?" she teased, and
grabbed my breasts. "Stop now?" she taunted, and bit my
ear.

"No," I
whimpered.

"Why are you
here?"

I hated her. I hated that
she asked me every time.

Most of all, I hated giving
in. It was weakness, plain and simple. I didn't understand what she
was, or why she constantly did this to me, or why she insisted on
teasing me, but nobody touched me like she did. Nobody wanted me
with such overwhelming desire. I could feel it in the way she
buried her nose in my hair, the way her fingers clawed possessively
at my skin. "Not so hard," I whined.

"Afraid your boyfriend will
find out you've been diddled by your neighbor?"

I spun around, my eyes
crackling like lightning. I tried to invoke thunder with my voice.
"He's not my boyfriend!" I said. "And you're not going to--to
'diddle' me!"

She was on me in an instant,
pushing me towards the open door--God, the door was still open--her
little lips nibbling at my cheek. "No?" she whispered. "Didn't you
come here to be fucked like the naughty kitten you are?"

"Don't call me kitten," I
whined.

"Grumpy kitten," she teased,
and spun her fingertip round my bellybutton. "There's the door. You
know your way out."

She was such a bitch. She
left me standing in the open doorway, my bra tangled in my shirt,
my hair already a mess. My mail was on the floor. I'd chosen to
come inside, chosen this despicable sin, and still she made me
choose again. "I'm leaving," I huffed.

She sat back on her bed and
crossed her ridiculous stockings. Crooked bands of black and white
spiraled down to her blue toenails. They poked through the ragged
holes in the bottom. Frayed shorts of hideous burgundy. A black
t-shirt for some band I'd never heard of, the collar loose enough
to show the world she didn't care for bras. She wasn't busty but
her nipples were obscenely noticeable. That blue hair, short but
long on top, blue undercut above her ear. Stupid silver nose
piercing. Stupid tattoos on her forearms.
She didn't look like girls are supposed to look. She teased me for
being pretty. [...]
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