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Synopsis

​ Great sex can be magical, but
what if magic adds sizzle—or horror—to the sex?

A young man’s magic binds him to both a demon and a
vampire. The unlikely love of two men survives the tragic death of
one. A college student experiences a nerve-wracking close encounter
with dick-grabbing tentacles slithering out of his toilet. And when
a man comes to visit an old school buddy, he’s seduced by the
father who has stolen his son’s soul...

Arcane mystery, supernatural seduction, sex that
haunts in a manner both weird and wondrous—these stories by ‘Nathan
Burgoine, Gregory L. Norris, Mark Wildyr, Jeff Mann, Johnny Murdoc,
Davem Verne, and others offer sexual thrills and perverse arousal,
spooky chills, and magical orgasms. Dare to enter a sexual
Otherworld.
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Introduction: Magic Under the Sheets

​ Vampires and voodoo,
bodybuilders and werewolves, magicians and the walking dead,
shape-shifters and priests, ghosts and nightmares, lovers
resurrected from the afterlife, beautiful men lured to a haunted
death—even monsters slithering from the bottom of the toilet bowl:
the supernatural and the sexual come together horrifically and
terrifically in this collection of the eerie and the erotic.

The fourteen stories here are linked less by
thematic type—jock, bear, daddy, twink, hustler, frat boy, muscle
man, beautiful boy, S / M master, porn star, whatever—and more by
the wide-ranging, otherwordly imaginations of their authors. The
anthology was inspired by a slew of short stories submitted my way
for assorted other collections—stories that, despite their quality,
weren’t quite thematically right for the sexually defined
collections I was then assembling.

Don’t get me wrong: editing an anthology focusing on
one look, one fetish, one sexual act, even one body part, has its
thrills. We readers—and editors—choose to be turned on by print
rather than by pictures, and two-hundred-plus pages of the kind of
sex that pushes the best of our buttons, be they buff boys or
tickled toes or rough sex or first dates, can be everything from a
welcome diversion to a functional companion.

But challenging the universe of writers of queer
erotica to incorporate settings and elements of myth, magic,
horror, and the supernatural—of the “other”—into their arousing
storytelling resulted in a collection that is certainly exotic,
unquestionably erotic, and exuberantly eclectic. Some of the
characters may be muscle men—but they’re muscle men whose bulging
biceps have a sinister source. Some of the characters may be men in
love—but they’re men in love whose idyllic lives are going to be
overturned by supernatural forces. Some of the characters may be
homophobic street hustlers—but happy homos are destined to take
over their chiseled, youthful bodies. And some of the characters
may be new lovers reveling in an outdoor adventure—until old-world
apparitions change their sexual ways.

There is magic under the sheets in these stories,
myths walking the world, passion that transcends life, potions that
right wrongs—and, in one searing story, tragic panic about who we
are, fear about being who we need to be. And isn’t that dread of
the unknown a part of what we were before we grew into our queer
selves?

The stories in Erotica
Exotica aren’t rooted in horror; they’re not particularly
scary, overall. But they do spring from a dimension of the queer
imagination that broadens the erotic. Queer sex, meet the
supernatural.

 


Richard Labonté

Bowen Island, British Columbia


Possession

​ ’Nathan
Burgoine

To be fair, binding myself to a vampire and a demon
seemed like a good idea at the time. I’d found myself in a crappy
position with zero options and had found a loophole, so I took a
shot and risked pissing off everyone—including the vampire and the
demon. Now the three of us were a coven.

Sort of.

Sitting in a church and looking at the four men and
one woman surrounding me in the pews, however, it occurred to me
that as decisions went, the triad I’d formed with Luc and Anders
might not have been in my top-ten best decisions of the decade.

“Let’s be clear,” Malcolm said. Like all of them,
Malcolm Stirling looked like he was a high-powered CEO, not the
head of a coven. He wore a very expensive suit, a burgundy silk
tie, and a glower that told me my chinos and T-shirt weren’t
passing muster. He cleared his throat, peering at me over his
glasses. “You conjured a storm. From an otherwise clear sky.”

“Yes.” There was no use denying it—it was the truth.
“In self-defense.”

The lone woman offered a smile that—though perhaps
not quite amused, at least wasn’t malicious—and said, “Oh, this’ll
be good.”

“Katrina, please.” Malcolm frowned.

She raised her hand to acknowledge that her
interruption broke protocol.

I tried not to smirk. The covens of Ottawa, Canada’s
capital, are huge on etiquette. What can I say? Government
town.

“Explain,” Malcolm said.

Between us, sitting on the pew, was a single white
feather, impossibly balanced on its tip. It had barely stirred as I
spoke. The feather would fall if a lie was spoken. So far, so
good.

 


*

 


I took a breath. “Someone sent a pack of demons to
assault me in my home.” Truth. “The demons battered down the wards
I had in place, and didn’t care that they’d be weakened by a lack
of invitation into my residency.” Also true. “I used sorcery to
defeat one, but there were nine. I was overwhelmed.” I paused,
remembering. “Overwhelmed” in this case meant having a big blond
demon with his hands down my underwear, sucking on my soul. “My
coven couldn’t deal with the surprise assault, but my use of
sorcery provided a distraction. That tipped the balance.” True, but
dodgy on the details. I resisted the urge to look at the
feather.

The men exchanged glances. Katrina regarded me,
mouth twitching in what I hoped was her attempt to hide a
supportive smile.

“How so?” Malcolm asked.

Crap.

“I made it dark,” I said. “They didn’t see the
attack coming from my coven in time.” This was also true, but even
dodgier. The storm had made it possible for Luc—the vampire in my
triad—to get out of the basement and join the fray. He shouldn’t
have been awake at all; it was the middle of the day. I didn’t want
the coven heads to know about that.

The older men—most were around triple my age, I was
sure—shared long looks. Malcolm began to frown again. I decided to
plow ahead.

“The last thing I want is to anger the coven heads,”
I said. That was one hundred percent true. “I did it because I saw
no other choice that would defeat nine demons.” I let that hang a
moment. My trio, I wanted to remind them, had indeed clobbered
nine demons. “As we agreed before—I just
want to be left alone.”

“But someone doesn’t want to leave you alone,”
Katrina said.

I locked eyes with her. “My thought exactly.” I
looked at the feather, suddenly inspired. “Since you’ve worked so
hard on the truth spell, perhaps you could all take turns saying
you had nothing to do with the attack?” I pointed at the
feather.

Malcolm plucked it from the bench. “This meeting is
adjourned.”

“Thanks for having me,” I said. It might not have
sounded sincere.

 


*

 


I remained seated while they left and tried to
gather my thoughts. The church was quiet. I had no illusions why
the small church was the meeting place of choice. Neither Luc nor
Anders could enter consecrated ground, and no matter your path of
magic all practitioners considered holy places to be neutral
territory. The coven heads had invited me somewhere I’d be alone
and, bound by very old magical laws, not able to assault them.

Then they’d made me take the magical equivalent of a
lie detector test.

I sighed, then made my way among the pews. Outside,
the sun was setting on a bright autumn Ottawa day, and I blinked as
it caught my eyes. There was a lovely stone-bordered park beside
the church, a typical bit of pretty green space in the Glebe. Maybe
I’d go sit there for a while.

“No fun being the new kid, eh?”

I turned. Leaning against the church wall was a
tall, fair-haired man in his early thirties. He was dressed less
formally than the coven heads had been, in a crisp white dress
shirt and navy pants, no tie, and no jacket. Between his scruffy
goatee and his cigarette, I wasn’t sure if he was part of the
covens or not.

“I’m sorry?” I said. I pulled my glasses from the
neck of my shirt and put them on. I don’t need glasses, and they
don’t have a prescription. What they do have is a particularly good
enchantment on them—if I do say so myself. The tall man glowed with
a pale silver light through my lenses.

Mage.

“The old boys’ club,” he said, taking a drag. He
nodded. I noticed that the coven heads, except for Katrina, were
all having a rather animated discussion in the parking lot.

“Ah,” I said. It seemed safest.

“I’m Ben,” he said, offering his free hand.

“Curtis.” We shook.

We watched the old men in their suits. “You’ve got
them talking.”

I was the topic? Crap.

“I think they’d all adopt you,” he said, tossing the
cigarette into the grass. “You don’t have to worry. If you’re not
sure which family to join—”

“No.”

He frowned. “I’m sorry. I thought you were an
orphan.”

He meant it in the magical sense—a wizard born to a
nonmagical bloodline—and he was right. He probably didn’t know that
he’d be just as right in the more traditional use of the word, or
that one or more of those wizards were responsible.

“I have my own coven,” I said.

That gave him pause. “A new coven?”

I nodded.

“Then you’re petitioning to be a coven head?” This
came out uncertainly. I was throwing Ben for a loop. I felt bad. He
was cute, in a tall and scruffy way.

“No,” I said. “I just want to be left alone.”

“If you’re not petitioning, why are you here?” He
looked genuinely confused. Maybe even worried.

“Someone tried to kill my coven,” I said. It rolled
off my tongue blandly, but inside I felt a cold lump in my chest.
Technically, it was more like someone had tried to kill
me.

“Why would someone do that?” He didn’t seem ruffled
by what I’d said. Anders—my demon companion—compared the magical
bloodlines to the mafia. I was starting to think he had a
point.

“I have a few ideas,” I said. “Either someone hates
me, or someone hates vampires, or someone hates demons.” I paused.
“I guess it could be all three.”

He stared. “What?”

“My coven,” I said. “It’s me, a vampire, and a
demon.”

“That’s…” Ben struggled for a word. He didn’t find
one, and just kept looking at me.

Screw it. I wanted a cup of tea. “Well,” I said,
with false cheer, “thanks for your time.”

“Wait,” he said. “I’d like to talk to you
again.”

I frowned. “Why?”

“It wasn’t so long ago I was the new kid.” He
smiled. “Besides, you’re cute.”

“Oh.” I felt my face heat up. I’ve always been an
easy blush.

“Benedict,” a voice called. Malcolm. It looked like
the old boys’ club was breaking up.

“Time to be a chauffeur,” Ben said. “I’ll pick you
up tomorrow night? At eight?” He was walking backward, watching me.
It made him seem younger somehow, though he probably had a decade
on me.

It occurred to me that Anders looked to be about
forty, and I’d found a flyer from the 1967 centennial celebration
of Confederation in one of Luc’s dressers when he’d moved in. Hell,
for all I knew, Luc could have been present for Confederation
itself. So what if Ben had a decade on me? When was the last time
I’d had a normal date that hadn’t been with a demon or a vampire? I
couldn’t remember.

“Okay?” he asked again, yelling louder now. He
pressed his hands together like he was begging.

“Sure,” I called.

 


*

 


Luc was up when I got home, the sun having set on my
way back from the church. He rose when I walked into my living
room. I’d inherited my parents’ Riverside home, and Luc and Anders
had moved in after we’d formed our triad. The room looked different
with Luc’s beautiful period piece furniture. I hadn’t changed the
house at all since my parents had died, until Luc and Anders had
moved in. A part of me felt almost guilty about letting him
redecorate even this much.

At least Anders had agreed to keep his seventies gay
porn posters in his bedroom.

“How did it go?” Luc asked. The vampire took my
shoulders and squeezed gently. He always took my breath away. He’s
taller than me—though that’s not a challenge—and handsome in a dark
French Canadian way. He’s got beautiful cheekbones and a lean,
muscular build that he doesn’t have to maintain at the gym, owing
to his undead nature. Some mornings when I go running, I think
about his perfect physique and hate him a little.

But then he does something like this and I forgive
him. Having someone wait for you, to ask how your day went—it’s
just so…normal. I haven’t had much normal in the last couple of
years. I felt a pang of guilt about flirting with Ben.

“Well,” I said, “they didn’t change the status quo.
I measured my heart against a feather and came out okay.”

Luc blinked. “You are the only one of us capable of
that, I’d say.”

“Aw.” To my total humiliation, my eyes teared
up.

“Don’t, lapin.” The
shoulder squeeze became a hug. I nestled into his chest—one of the
rare benefits of being a short man—and let him hold me.

“Sorry,” I said. “Some all-powerful wizard, eh?” I
wiped my eyes and stepped back. Then I looked at him. He was
impeccably dressed, as always. He’d obviously already showered,
dried his hair… I glanced at my watch. “What time did you get
up?”

“Almost a full hour before sunset.”

We regarded each other. That should have been
impossible. Vampire and all that. Our triad was having an effect on
all of us. My magic had always been strong but exhausting. Now I
could go a lot longer and perform more powerful magic. Even
sorcery, magic’s answer to the shotgun, was coming to me now.

I sat down, and he joined me on the couch. I leaned
into him and felt him force air into his lungs.

“You smell magnificent.”

I smiled. “You sound like Anders.”

“No, he doesn’t,” Anders said, stepping out of the
hallway. “I’d tell you you smelled fuckable.”

Such a charmer. I sat up. “Any luck?”

Anders shook his head. While I’d been at my
interrogation, Anders had decided to have a chat with the demons on
the street.

In every way that I find Luc attractive, Anders is
his opposite—and yet somehow just as hot. Anders is an incubus,
which means sexy is just part of the package, but it’s a package he
delivers well. Anders is taller, wider, more muscular, and has the
most amazing hairy chest. He’s uncouth, loud, abrasive, and always
looks like he hasn’t shaved in a few days. His face is masculine,
not beautiful, with a deep brow, strong chin, a nose that looks
like it has been smashed once or twice, and dark eyes that have a
way of looking at you like you’re edible.

Which he was doing. I shivered.

“Even with our rep,” he said, “the other demons
won’t say who sent the pack after us.”

“Or they aren’t aware who did,” Luc said.

Anders shrugged. “Maybe.”

I sighed and rose. “Well, I want to get cracking on
new wards for the house.”

“Don’t exhaust yourself,” Luc said.

 


*

 


If you’ve never leaned on an incubus’s hairy chest
while a vampire rubs you with a hot lathered sponge, I tell you,
you’re missing out.

My relaxing bath before bed was rapidly turning into
anything but. Not that I was complaining. Mostly I was groaning.
And maybe purring.

“I adore your legs,” Luc was saying, lifting my
ankle onto his shoulder and rubbing the sponge along my calf. He
was at the other end of the tub, naked, wet, and looking fine. He
let go of the sponge and started to rub my leg with his strong
fingers. It felt amazing.

“You did too much magic today,” he said. “You are
very tense.”

“Needed better wards,” I mumbled. I closed my eyes.
Anders shifted in the tub behind me, and his hardness pressed
against my back. He scooped up some more hot water in his hands and
let it pour down my chest. I rolled my head to one side.

“Let’s just live in here,” I said.

“No,” Anders said, rubbing his rough hands up and
down my chest. “Let’s go live in your
bed.”

I smiled. To say I was fond of living in my bed with Anders would be an
understatement.

“Non,” Luc said. “You will
go and find some of your usual trash upon which to sate
yourself.”

“What?” Anders said.

“He’s exhausted,” Luc said. “He needs rest.”

I opened my eyes. Luc was looking over my shoulder.
Anders’s chest tensed under me. Wow. Were they actually fighting
over me? It’s not like we didn’t all get together every full moon
to renew our bond. And quite a few nights in between.

Hey, they’re both really hot, and I’m a healthy
young man. Don’t judge.

“Fine,” Anders said, surprising me. He gently rolled
me forward when he got out of the bath, and I sank back into the
bubbles. Hot water and soap slid down Anders’s muscular back,
revealing the stylized tattoo across one shoulder that reminded me
of a feathered wing. His ass was all muscle, as were his thighs.
Damn, it was a good view.

He wrapped a towel around his waist and left without
another word. I couldn’t tell if his feelings were hurt. I wasn’t
even sure what his feelings were, most of the time. Other than
horny.

“Come,” Luc said, gently lowering my leg from his
shoulder. “We dry off, and then to bed.”

 


*

 


Luc climbed into my bed, and his arms encircled me.
He was still warm from the hot bath, which was a nice change from
his usually slightly cool touch. We spooned.

“You need to slow down,” he said, kissing the back
of my head.

I snuggled. “I know. I just don’t understand how
they broke through so easily.” The demons, all nine of them, had
pretty much sauntered in. The Law of Residency, one of the oldest
magical rules, should have at least slowed them down. My fuzzy
brain wasn’t giving me a hint, though, and I couldn’t stop worrying
the subject.

“Relax,” Luc said. “You need to sleep.”

“I know.” I shifted again. His cock hardened behind
me, and I couldn’t help but smile. “I thought you chased Anders off
so I could sleep.”

“You are rubbing that runner’s ass against me on
purpose, lapin.”

I wriggled. “Maybe.”

“You are teasing me,” he said, but his voice was
playful. His hand stroked me lightly and I stretched against
him.

“Maybe I just need to really exhaust myself. Then I
could sleep,” I said.

“If that’s what it takes,” he said, amused. He
pulled away, rolling me onto my back, and slid down my body until
his lips brushed my dick. I curled my hands in the sheets when he
took me into his mouth—that almost coolness was always a shock at
first—and swallowed me in one long motion. He didn’t have to
breathe. There are benefits in bed to that ability.

He sucked me while I lay back and enjoyed everything
he was doing. His fingers seemed to be everywhere, teasing one
nipple, then the other, scratching my thighs lightly, gently
tugging my balls in his hands. I was soon writhing and gasping, and
the air was crackling with accidental magic. Static sparked on my
lamp, and Luc increased his pace until I was almost over the edge.
He released my cock, and as his sharp fangs bit into my thigh I
shot hot cum onto my stomach. He swallowed once, then licked at the
two small holes. I gasped, my entire body lurching. There was
something about a vampire’s bite… I shivered again. By morning,
there would barely be a mark.

“I will clean you up again,” Luc said, his accent
heavy. “And then you will sleep.”

I was already drifting.

 


*

 


I woke up with my face pressed into a hard, hairy
chest. I lifted my eyes to see Anders looking down at me.

“I’m pretty sure I fell asleep with a vampire,” I
said, blinking.

Anders grunted. “You traded up.”

I laughed, and he groped my ass. “How you feeling?”
he asked.

“Better,” I said. I stretched, and Anders’s hands
were soon all over me, rubbing my stomach and chest. He rolled on
top of me, his morning intentions perfectly clear. I chuckled, and
he went for my neck with his rough scratchy beard.

“Good,” he said.

“Though I still”—I gasped as he flicked my neck with
his tongue—“have no idea who tried to kill us.”

Anders paused in his assault on my neck, though one
of his hands was sliding down my side. “Maybe the pack had a grudge
against me for hooking up with you and Luc.” His fingers tugged at
my waist, rolling us over until I was on top of him. I pressed
against his hairy chest. His hands grabbed my ass tightly.

“It would have to have been a coven,” I said, then
bit my lip as one of his fingers started to rub at me. It was hard
to think. “I can’t think of anyone else…with enough power…to make
demons attack…from weaker ground…” He pulled his finger away long
enough to make me lick it, but then paused, frowning at me.

“Weaker ground?”

“Residency,” I said. “You know, the whole ‘I invite
you in’ thing. Vampires can’t get across a threshold at all. If a
demon does it without permission—or a mage, for that matter—it
knocks down their power quite a lot. It’s like fighting with a
handicap.”

Anders shook his head. “I know. But they weren’t
weaker. They were fighting at full strength. Trust me. I figured
they’d tricked you into getting an invite.”

“No. They broke in.” I blinked. “That doesn’t make
sense. Crap.”

“It’s not like we can ask them,” Anders sighed. His
hands resumed their probing. “Too bad we don’t have cameras. Then
we could play it back and see…”

I slid off the bed, barely dodging his hands.
“You’re a genius.” I thought I knew what to do. It wasn’t something
I was particularly good at, but I was sure I could make it
work.

Anders regarded me as I opened my chest of drawers.
“If I’m a genius,” he grumbled, “why am I here with a hard-on, and
you’re over there getting dressed?”

 


*

 


“You’re going to ask the house?” Anders asked,
skeptical. Luc stood beside him. We were at the back door, which
had been repaired after the demon assault.

“Sort of. I’m going to ask the whole area for a
replay. Memento Loci, I think it’s called.
Everything holds a kind of trace of everything that’s ever happened
there. I’m not very good at illusions—that’s a fire magic, and my
fire magic has always been crap—but you both have that whole
predator sight thing. If I craft the illusion maybe you’ll see
what’s going on.” I took a deep breath, steadying myself. The magic
welled up inside me as always, eager to be used and so much
stronger than it had been before we formed the triad.

“Okay. Here goes.” I closed my eyes.

I held my hands in front of me, picturing the area
around the door enclosed within a circle of light. Next I imagined
the sun moving across the sky in the wrong direction, mentally
walking back through time until I was at the moment the demons had
arrived. Holding that image, I drew the magic up through my
core.

“Memor,” I said. I caught
the sharp scent of brimstone, and my skin shivered. “Ostendo.” I spread my hands. The magic burned on my
fingertips, then left me in a rush. I heard Anders gasp.

“The sun,” Luc said. I opened my eyes and gaped.

It was the best illusion I’d ever seen. I felt a
kind of pull between myself and Anders, and realized with a start
that his ability to draw on allure to shift how he looked to seduce
men was in every way an illusion. He was a being of fire. Was I
borrowing his ability, and channelling it through my own magic?

My backyard appeared exactly as before, with the
original door. It was a sunny morning, as Luc had said. I hadn’t
thought of that, and glanced at him, worried. But Luc was looking
around with wonder in his eyes—the illusion of sunlight wasn’t
bothering him. Every detail was perfect. As we stood there, demons
started stepping out of the shadows cast by the trees along my
backyard. The largest one, blond and muscular, approached the door
with something in his hand. I physically took a step back from the
image, before it could walk through me. Holding the spell together
was a constant heat on my skin, but it wasn’t especially tiring—I
could keep this up for a while. I glanced at Anders, who met my
gaze and gave me a brief nod. Whatever I was doing, he sensed it
was involving him somehow.

The blond demon—who would later nearly kill
me—walked up to the back door and held out a small metal
object.

“Is that a pocket watch?” Luc asked.

I went cold.

“Yeah,” I said. “It is.” It was an antique. Silver
and, I knew, inscribed with one word: “Baird.”

“Is it magic?” Anders asked. As we watched, the
demon touched the door and the wards I’d set in place crumpled like
tissue paper, the door twisting, igniting, and collapsing all at
once as the spells went off with no one to target. The demon
carelessly tossed the watch aside, where it fell into the shadow of
the trees and vanished without a trace, back to wherever the demon
had willed it to go.

“No,” I said. “It was my father’s. I had him buried
with it.” I waved a hand, and the illusion collapsed into wisps of
light and heat, then faded into nothing. The night returned.

 


*

 


I didn’t hear the doorbell. I was on my bed, staring
at the ceiling, trying to think of my next move. I was furious. I
couldn’t think of anything that didn’t involve going to the
gravesite, and I couldn’t use the same memory illusion spell
because I didn’t know exactly when the watch had been stolen.

Stolen from my father’s grave.

I closed my eyes, jaw clenched. The air crackled
with static electricity. If I didn’t rein it in, I was going to
ruin something.

Luc knocked at my door. “Curtis?”

“Yes?”

“There’s a gentleman to see you.” His voice was
muffled. He paused for a moment. “He is under the impression that
you have a date.”

I sat up. Ben. Crap! I looked at the clock. It was
just before eight. I groaned.

“Curtis?”

“I’ll be right there,” I called, and slid off my
bed. “Just give me a second.” I should change my shirt at
least.

“Of course,” Luc sounded amused. He added, “He’s
with Anders right now, at the front door.”

I decided I didn’t need the second.

I rushed into the hallway and passed Luc—who showed
me a hint of fang—and hit the stairs.

I came down the steps as fast as I could manage. Ben
stood waiting just outside the front door, which was open. Anders
stood watching Ben, arms crossed. The demon looked furious.

“Sorry,” I said. “I forgot.”

Ben winced. “Ouch.”

“No,” I said, realizing how it sounded. “It’s
not…uh…” I was blushing. “Something came up, and I lost track of
time.” Ben looked good, even with the scruffy goatee. I’d forgotten
how tall he was, and he definitely rocked the blue T-shirt he had
on. It set off his eyes, which I hadn’t noticed before were gray.
Also, it was quite a bit tighter than his dress shirt. He was
definitely fit.

“If you need a rain check—” Ben began.

“That’d be good,” Anders said.

I frowned at the demon, but he didn’t even look at
me. “No, tonight is fine,” I said. I thought I heard Anders growl,
but decided to ignore him. “I could use a distraction.”

I stepped out into the night.

 


*

 


“So a vampire, a demon, and a wizard walk into a
bar,” Ben said.

“I’ve heard that one before,” I said, pushing the
pasta around my plate.

“Curtis?”

I looked up, my face burning. “I’m sorry. I’m
horrible company tonight. And you made a lovely pasta, and I’m
barely eating it.” I sighed. “The first normal date I’ve had in
years, and I’m completely ruining it.”

Ben leaned forward. We were seated on opposite sides
of his small kitchen table. “Normal? Damn. I was aiming for
spectacular.”

I grinned. “I meant normal more in a…” I paused.
“I’m not sure what I meant.”

He smiled, which did nice things to his eyes. I’ve
always liked smile lines. “You’re not ruining it. You’re brooding,
but it’s a good look on you.”

I felt myself blushing again. “I’m sorry.”

“You apologize too much.”

“Do I? I’m—” I caught myself just before I
apologized again. “I’m like that.”

“What’s bothering you?”

I looked at Ben. Maybe what I needed was another
magical opinion. “Residency laws.”

He looked wary. “You mean the magical sort.”

I nodded. “When we arrived, you invited me in.”

“I didn’t want to feed you pasta through the mail
slot.”

“Kind of you. But by inviting me in, you allowed all
of me—my power—in through the door. I thought that was the entirety
of the residency laws, but apparently there’s more to it than that.
I’m feeling ignorant.” I scowled. “It’s leaving me a little
grumpy.”

“And brooding.” Ben nodded.

I laughed. “And brooding.”

“So what’s confusing you?” Ben asked.

“Something that belonged to an occupant of a house.
Can that be used to break residency?” The thought of the blond
demon with my father’s watch made me angry. The air tingled on my
skin. I tried to calm down.

Ben frowned. “What do you mean?”

“The demons that were sent after me had my father’s
pocket watch.” My fork sparked with a random static discharge, so I
balled the magic into the palm of my hand and said, “Ostendo.” An image of my father’s watch appeared,
pale and watery. I could see right through it. I blinked. I was
back to being crap at illusions.

Ben peered at it. “A possession of the owner of a
home…” He frowned, rubbing his scruffy goatee. “It could work. I
think.”

I sighed. “It did work.” I closed my hand. The image
washed away with a warm pulse.

“Have you considered that you’re going at this
problem the wrong way?” Ben asked.

I looked at him. His gray eyes were soft, but still
a little wary. “How so?”

“You’re living with a vampire and a demon,” he said.
“You’re stepping on the toes of the other covens, and they’re not
going to put up with it.”

I frowned. “Is that a warning?”

“Damn.” He leaned back. “Curtis, I like you. But I
think we both know what you meant when you said this was the first
normal thing you’ve done in a while.” He reached across the table
and took my hand. “I asked Malcolm about you. I’m sorry about your
parents. I wish things were different. Your…solution…isn’t going to
hold.”

His hand was warm. I looked at it. He squeezed. I
looked up at him, miserable. Was he right? Luc and Anders and me…
Was it only a matter of time?

“Hey,” he said, and pulled my hand to his face. He
kissed my palm. “You’re okay.”

My eyes teared up. Crap. Worst date ever.

He rose, letting go of my hand. “Come here.” I stood
and he hugged me. He was even taller than Anders, I realized,
pressing my face into his shirt while he held me. There’s just
something about being held.

He tipped my head and kissed me. Someone else could
make my decisions for a while. I needed a break. His goatee was
softer than I thought it would be.

In his room, we undressed slowly. He was indeed fit,
with a smooth tanned chest and a series of runes tattooed around
his left biceps. We continued to kiss me as we shed our clothes and
he nudged me onto his bed, his lips shifting to my chin, and then
my throat. I held on to him, rolling onto my back and pulling him
on top of me, and we lay together, rubbing against each other,
kissing and touching, teasing each other, until the kisses became
more earnest and his hard cock rubbed against mine. He broke off a
particularly long kiss, and, breathing heavily, asked, “This
okay?”

“Yes. Oh, yes.”

He grinned, then reached past me to his dresser,
digging out a condom, and we broke apart long enough for him to get
ready. When he’d gotten it on, I rolled over, and his hand brushed
my ass.

“Gribouiller,” he said. A
warm liquid spilled onto me from his fingertips. Magic flickered in
the room.

“French?” I said, turning my neck to look at
him.

He grinned. “I suck at Latin.” He lowered himself on
top of me. “Besides, French is the language of love.” I felt his
hardness against me, pushing. I tilted my head back, and pulled my
own magic before saying “tenebrae.” All
the lights went out.

After that, we didn’t talk at all. He entered me
gently, wrapping strong arms around me and kissing the back of my
neck. I pushed back against him, revelling at the feel of him
inside me—not on the edge of being too hot, like Anders, and not
cool, like Luc. Our pace built slowly, and when he came, he tugged
me over onto my side, keeping himself inside me while his hand
stroked my own climax out of me. We cleaned up by the dim light of
the street lamps, before he pulled the blanket over us both.

I fell asleep.

 


*

 


Breakfast was toast, with coffee for Ben and
tea—which he scrounged from the back of a cupboard—for me. He kept
looking at me while I ate. Finally, after I was sure my face was
very red, I said, “What?”

“Nothing.” He grinned. “You’re cute.”

I blushed more.

“Last night was…magic,” he said, and wagged his
eyebrows when I groaned. “I hope it wasn’t just a one-time deal for
you.”

I took a deep breath. “I don’t normally just throw
myself into a guy’s bed on a first date, if that’s what you
mean.”

“Good,” he said. “Because although I’ve got a long
day of being Malcolm’s errand boy ahead of me, I would like to see
you again.”

I nodded. “I think I’d like that.” I hoped I wasn’t
leading Ben on too much. I liked his company, and the sex had
definitely been good, but… “I’d like to take it slow.”

He raised an eyebrow, but said nothing. I went back
to my toast.

“I could talk to Malcolm about having you join our
coven,” Ben said, after a while.

“That would be taking things fast, not slow.”

He grinned. “Can’t blame a guy for trying. Let me
put my number into your cell phone.”

I handed it to him. We finished breakfast, and when
I got up, he gave me a tight hug. Stepping into the morning air, I
took a deep breath. I wasn’t sure what I felt.

I’d not gone more than ten steps before I saw Anders
leaning against the side of a tree. His jaw was tightly clenched
and his arms were fists at his side.

“Anders?” I said. His eyes flickered with pale white
flame. His stiff body emanated heat.

“Good morning,” he said. His salutation didn’t sound
particularly pleasant. I could sense his anger, like an echo at the
back of my head. And something else. Maybe he was…hurt? I rubbed my
eyes. I didn’t want to deal with the strangeness of the triad this
morning.

I walked past him. He fell into step.

“Curtis,” he said. It was more a growl than a
word.

“Look,” I said, turning suddenly and poking him in
the chest. “You’re like a rutting pig. You’ve fucked half the gay
men in the city. And I get it—you’re an incubus. You have to. But
don’t play the slut card with me, Anders, because it’s not
okay.”

“That’s not why I’m here,” he said. “You shouldn’t
trust him.”

Damn it. I wasn’t going to let him get to me. I’d
known damned well that we weren’t…what? Boyfriends? He was a demon!
I sighed. “Why not?”

He held out his hand. In his palm was my father’s
pocket watch.

 


*

 


It was almost ten at night when Ben parked at the
curb, still driving Malcolm’s car and wearing the white shirt I
assumed was his driver uniform. When he came around the front of
the car, he tripped and had to right himself for a moment, one hand
on the car’s hood. I bit my lip, tensing.

“What’s wrong?” he said, recovering and coming up
onto the church’s yard. “I got your message. Why did you want to
meet me here?”

I looked at him. Blond, tall, scruffy goatee. Hard
body, gentle in bed. I took a deep breath, and kept my voice
even.

“Consecrated ground. It seemed safest,” I said. “I
figured out who took the pocket watch from my father’s grave.”

He stared at me for a long moment. “And?” His gray
eyes showed nothing.

“I was hoping for a reason,” I said. I pulled the
watch out of my pocket.

He sighed. He didn’t bother to dissemble. “When did
you find it?”

I shook my head. “Anders found it. In your basement.
Pretty much right under where you were fucking me.” I glared at
him. “What the hell was the point of that, Ben? Why seduce me?”

“I like you,” he said, and the matter-of-factness in
his voice was infuriating. “Whatever else, I think you’re better
than the situation you’re in, Curtis. I’d like to be with you.”

I stared, incredulous. “You stole from my father’s
grave and sent demons after me. For all I know, you’re the one who
killed my parents!”

He shook his head. “No. I got the watch from your
father’s grave, and I worked the spell on it to break your wards.
That’s all. I had no part in anything else.”

He didn’t fire the gun, he just loaded it and handed
it to a killer. I shook my head. “I can’t believe I was dumb enough
to trust you.”

“You need to be with your own kind,” Ben said. “What
you call a coven…”

“Luc and Anders have never lied to me,” I snapped.
“In fact, all they’ve ever done is protect me.”

“The bonds you build during worship are supposed to
be sacred, Curtis.” His voice was imploring. “They’re not just
magical, they’re holy.”

“My bond with Luc and Anders is holy,” I said. “It’s just, y’know, holy in a gay
threesome sort of way.”

“The covens won’t put up with it,” Ben said. The
jerk even sounded genuinely sad. “You could have a normal life. I
can save you.”

“Wow,” I said, and shook my head. “What makes you
think I need saving?”

“Look around. You’re scared enough that you brought
me to a churchyard to talk,” Ben said.

I smiled. “Actually, that’s not true. This,” I said,
and raised my hands, “is a trap.” I released the illusion, and the
churchyard melted away with a palpable wash of heat. The small
park—complete with the stones along the curb that Ben had nearly
tripped over—appeared around us. The churchyard was about twenty
feet to the left.

Ben jerked and turned to face the churchyard, but
Anders stepped out of the shadows the moon cast under the maples,
and Luc approached from the opposite side. Anders nodded at me. If
he’d been tired by supplying all the oomph for my illusion, he
didn’t show it. I felt only the slightest drain. Ben turned his
face back to me, his hands raised.

“Crépuscule,” he snapped,
and the light fled the park. My eyes became gritty and smudgy. I
heard him move, and gathered power from within. This close to Luc
and Anders, the magic leapt to my call, coiling and strong inside
me.

“Necto,” I said. My spell
pulsed out, lightning quick. It grazed him and mostly deflected by
some sort of ward. Too late I remembered the runes around his
biceps.

“Get him,” I said, and a moment later I heard Ben
fall to the ground with a startled grunt. My vision cleared. Ben
lay prone just at the edge of the park, Anders leaning heavily
across him. I could smell burned cloth.

“Necto,” I said again, and
this time the spell took hold. Anders looked at me. I nodded, and
the demon rose. Ben stayed down, arms heavy and pressed into the
earth. Two ashy handprints had burned into his white shirt. The
power of the binding was strong. I was drawing entirely on my own
power, but maintaining the spell was nowhere near as exhausting as
it once had been.

Ben shivered as the three of us gathered above him,
fighting against the weight of the spell but not succeeding.

“You’re a freak,” he managed, through lips mostly
numbed by magic.

Luc moved with vampire grace, so fast he was a blur.
His hand was at Ben’s neck, holding him with casual menace. Ben
grew pale as Luc leaned over him. “Be polite.”

“If you kill me,” Ben was nearly choking in Luc’s
grasp, “they’ll destroy you!”

I shook my head. “We’re not going to kill you.”

“It was a close vote,” Anders said.

“We’re not going to kill you,” I repeated, louder.
“But you’re going to pass on a message to Malcolm.” I waited until
Ben met my gaze. “Here it is: leave us alone.”

“Or else,” Anders added.

“Yeah.” I nodded. “That, too. Anything that happens
to any of us, we’re going to hold you responsible, Ben.”

Luc let go of Ben’s throat, and the three of us
stepped back. I released the binding, and Ben scrambled to his
feet, obviously shaken. He raised a hand to his chest, wincing.
Blood seeped through his shirt. I wondered how badly Anders had
burned him.

“You’re crazy if you think they’ll put up with you
three,” Ben said, but his words lacked conviction, given how much
he was shaking.

“Détente will do,” Anders
said. Luc glanced at him and smiled. Then he hissed at Ben with his
fangs fully extended. Ben scrambled back to his car.

As he drove away, I couldn’t help myself.

I waved.

 


*

 


I was still wide awake when the bed shifted as
Anders slid in beside me. Without speaking, I curled against his
hairy chest. His strong arms wrapped around me. He was so
warm—warmer than a normal human being.

“Luc out feeding?” I asked.

“Yeah.” Anders gave my ass a quick squeeze. “You
okay?”

Concern always sounded awkward coming from him.

“Yes.”

“He was full of shit,” Anders said. “About you.
You’re not a freak.”

I laughed. “Yes, I am. But it’s okay. I’m starting
to think normal is highly overrated. Maybe I don’t get a normal
life, but I get you, and Luc, and the magic.” I smiled.

“You do,” he agreed. He started to rub my back, and
his dick stiffened against me. I reached down for it, and he let
out a little rumble in his chest when my fingers wrapped around
him.

“How’d you get the watch?” I asked.

“What?” Anders said. Clearly I was distracting him.
It was a nice change.

“You got the pocket watch from inside Ben’s house.
But you weren’t invited in. How’d you get in without breaking down
the door?” I stroked him.

Anders moaned, and his hand moved further down my
back. “Same way you said he got the demons in here, except the
other way around. I didn’t have to break the door. There was a big
enough shadow to walk through.”

He’d shadow-walked in without an invitation? I
blinked. “I don’t get it. Did you steal something from him?”

Anders rolled me onto my back, and then lifted
himself over me until we were looking eye to eye. He took my hands,
first one, then the other, and pressed them above my head, holding
my wrists in one strong hand. “No. He brought something of mine
into his house.” He smiled. “That let me in.”

I frowned. I still didn’t get it. “What?”

“He had you in there,”
Anders said, and moved his hips to grind us together. His free hand
took my chin. “And you’re mine.”

“I’m…” My breath caught. Above me, the demon held my
gaze, waiting for me to say something. Crap. Sometimes, I can be
really dumb.

“Mine,” he repeated.

He was waiting for me to speak. The demon that…what?
Claimed me? Cared about me?

Loved me?

I swallowed.

“Prove it,” I said, and a smile tugged at the
corners of his mouth.

He proved it twice before midnight.
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