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I had a strange series of dreams in the week before the Anomaly. Strange by normal human standards at least, strange to me at the time. 
I'd wake up with the sensation of something heavy pressing down upon me, rub my eyes, and see the demon lying on top of me. That wasn't the weird part.
Some nights it took the form of a bearded incubus with big sexy horns; other nights a pert-breasted succubus with little fangs and a sleek tail; other nights, not woman or man, but an eldritch monster swimming with duplicate body parts and hybrid appendages. But that wasn't the weird part, either. I happen to be very queer and very into monster erotica. 
What's odd was in these dreams I had a big, beautiful penis, and the demon would be riding it, and I could swear it was my very own flesh. (Oh, and for some reason they always offered me orange juice after.) Back in high school I'd had plenty of dreams where I had a dick. But I'd found a lot of community since then, especially here in gay hippy Ithaca. I had gotten pretty comfortable with the fact my dick was a rainbow-colored 7 inch silicone dildo. I'd learned to manage the dysphoria around having a front hole. I'd come to terms with my oversized clit, which had always been visually neither here nor there; and my little round breasts passed for man-boobs now after years of T. 
The night before the Anomaly, my sleep was deep and, to my memory, undisturbed. I’d chalked my dreams up to a recent change in meds. It made sense they’d go away as I adjusted. Truth be told, there had also been a noticeable uptick in intrusive thoughts, but I was coping, and that night I was pleased with myself. I'd done everything I could to beef up my support system in the pandemic. Zoom calls with friends, my therapist once a week. And in a few days my BFF, Sid, was coming over, after an unfortunate delay due to covid exposure.
The next day was an ordinary, quiet November day at the little farm on the snow-covered hill. I'd made a mutually beneficial arrangement to watch the farmhouse, since the Cornell campus was shut down for this semester and very likely the next. Zayde was weathering the pandemic at my sister's place in LA (another little piece of my support system was constant cute photos of my nieces on Snapchat), and what little work the farm itself needed this time of year was mostly left to contractors, who I didn't have to interact with. So it was quiet here, and it was quiet as a mouse down in East Ithaca, with the notable exception of the high-energy sciences laboratory. That lay a scant half-mile away at the foot of the hill. Coming back from my walk along the creek that afternoon, I could just hear the faint hum of transformers.
Because it was so quiet, it came as especially startling when it happened. I had just finished making dinner—tofu with black bean sauce, if memory serves—so I was doing dishes right in front of the kitchen window. A blue flash in the periphery of my sight left a ghostly impression, and then a white flash. Every light in the house flickered as I raced to the dining room to see what in hell was going on. An unearthly screech came ripping up the hill, followed by a BANG like lightning at close range. I made it to the big bay window.
The upper east wing of the lab was belching flames of an unholy crimson.
They danced hypnotically, and when I say that I do mean it. I must have zoned out for a couple minutes. Then I snapped back to attention; I could have sworn I saw a red streak fly away from the building just then, in the direction of the woods south of here. It was already gone from the corner of my eye, though.
As I stood there alert but confused, a procession of emergency vehicles began to arrive. Fire trucks, then police, then a trio of unmarked black SUVs. The DoD protecting its research investments, I thought. In the half hour or so that I stood watching, they got the fire mostly under control. But those top two levels of the east wing were donezo. At last I dragged myself away; it was time to eat my food before it was room temperature, and give Sid a call. This shit was unnerving.
I slept fitfully that night. No dreams of the demon, but plenty of dreams of crimson infernos, of me with different parts, extra parts, suffused with unearthly red aura, falling through holes in spacetime and drifting between far-flung worlds, where utterly alien creatures nursed unspeakable desires...
It was close to noon the next day when I finally rolled out of bed and into my signature gay-farmer overalls. I went about my routines in my quiet outskirt of my quiet town, but the absence of electrical hum out on the perimeter was surprisingly loud in my head. I felt dim and inscrutable foreboding.
Several hours, a delicious plate of leftovers and a generous dab later, I was huddled by the space heater upstairs, reading smut on the iPad. Tuesday night was ‘date night’, and I was determined not to let mere malaise stand in its way. See, I learned the hard way as a young queer man that the most important romantic and sexual relationship I can have—the one person I can always count on to love and respect me and bring me pleasure—is myself.
For a long time I didn't believe such a relationship was possible, let alone deserved. That got me into a lot of un-fun situations. I found myself in bed with homophobes, transphobes, chasers, and all manner of ignorant lazy jerks. If they weren't fetishizing my ambiguity, they were doing their damnedest to ignore my masculinity, presuming access to my shallow little front hole. G-d forbid they should ask first what I needed. So when I realized I could fuck myself ten times better than any of them, and at last began this relationship, I swore I would cherish it and keep it special. Thus, date night.
I lay on my back in the dimly lit bed with knees spread wide, wearing my plastic dick with a small vibrator tucked in the harness pocket. I was fucking my ass with a tentacle dildo I'd recently bought on Etsy. Unfortunately, I hadn't gotten very far into the main event when I was interrupted by a crash from outside, from the general direction of the sheds. I tensed from surprise and the dildo shot out halfway to the end of the bed. I sighed, hurriedly threw off the hardware and threw on sweats, and ran outside with a flashlight. I figured it was wild animals trying to get into the storehouse. Wouldn't be the first time.
But when I got to the sheds, there was no sign anything had happened at all. Windows and doorlocks were intact. All was quiet. Too quiet. I came back around in sight of the house, and just then, I shuddered. Again I could've sworn something had streaked across my field of vision. I looked toward the house, and saw nothing. Yet something set my heart pounding fruitlessly against the walls of its cage.
I was alone. No one to see me act like a silly child, so I abandoned pretense and sprinted to the door.
Thirty yards, nothing.
Twenty yards, still nothing.
Ten yards… a diffuse red glow rose up out of the bushes. Conscious thought lagged behind. I was running on adrenaline and reflex. A moment later, I was at the door, throwing it wide, almost forgetting to shut it, slamming it, trying the lock, omigod why isn’t it locking, holy shit it isn’t shut all the way, holy shit there’s an arm in the door, a clawed hand shit shit shit…
I opened the door and slammed it repeatedly. Terrifying awareness began to seep in. The arm in the door broke off and clattered to the floor, and finally the door closed and the lock clicked.
LET US IN! came a voice within my own head. A talon twitched uselessly on the floor a moment, and then... rancid red light began pouring in under the door, suffusing the severed limb with monstrous essence. I bounded up the stairs. But just as I was bouncing off the wall at the first landing, I heard, STOP, and for some reason I did.
Staring down from the landing I finally found my voice: "What in hell are you?"
HELL? The voice snorted and laughed. A CRUDE TITLE FOR THE OUTER REALM, BUT IT WILL DO. YES. WE ARE OF THE REALM.
"Demon, what do you want?"
WHAT DO YOU WANT? IT WAS YOU WHO CALLED TO US.
"Called you? How?!" As I watched, the arm became whole again, and then a hulking, misshapen thorax growing outward and upward. And another arm. And another. All suffused with crimson glow. 
WE WERE DRAWN TO YOUR DREAMS. OF EMBODIMENT, OF AFFIRMATION. OF LIVING AS YOU PICTURE YOURSELF.
"Wait. That was... you?"
YES.
"You came to me in my dreams, three versions of you, and you–you seduced me. You fucked me good and hard."
WAS THAT WRONG? WE ARE ACADEMICALLY CURIOUS WHETHER THAT WAS WRONG.
Such was the pull of the Anomaly's words in my head that I forgot fear, drawn into the conversation.
"Honestly? No, I thought it was hot as hell. Although, now it has me a bit fucked up. Like I must still be dreaming somehow."
OF ALL THE SAPIENT RACES WE'VE MET, ONLY HUMANS HAVE THIS UNFORTUNATE CONFUSION ABOUT WHICH REALM THEY'RE IN.
"I'm pretty sure this is not a dream. Where I am right now has none of the features of my dreams. I'm dressed normal, I look normal. I'm not sporting that dream peen."
TRUE.
"And yet, you're here. It doesn't work like that. Monsters from my dreams aren't supposed to just show up in the real world."
NORMALLY, NO. THE OUTER REALM AND YOURS DO NOT TOUCH, EXCEPT IN DREAMS. BUT THEN FOOLISH HUMANS MADE A SMALL HOLE IN REALITY. THEY DO NOT EVEN REALIZE WHAT THEY'VE DONE. BUT WE DID.
“Convenient. And you’re offering me this embodiment? You would change my body in exchange for what, my soul? My servitude?” Terror was still floating in the back of my mind, not forgotten. It noticed first that the formless was taking form, a disorderly heap of extra arms and faces and things less human-like. More importantly, a form with two legs. Legs that were testing themselves out. Legs that were ready to move.
NOT EXACTLY. YOU HUMANS AND YOUR MYTHS. WOULD YOU BELIEVE THAT WE ARE SIMPLY PLEASED TO HELP WHEN WE HAVE THE MEANS? 
“Call me a skeptic.” I tried to keep my voice steady. The entity was slowly stepping forward.
WELL. IF TRANSACTION IS WHAT YOU UNDERSTAND, THERE IS SOMETHING WE REQUIRE.
"What? Sex?" The Anomaly stood silently at the foot of the stairs now, either lost in thought or preoccupied with working its newly formed body parts. This body had several misshapen faces still trying to arrange themselves, trying to figure out how to speak. Finally one of them coughed, took several ragged breaths, and said in an androgynous rasp,
"Yessss. Hah. Sexssss. Your, hah, waking, hah, flesh."
I was speechless.
"It's been a, hah, long time, hah, you see."
The Anomaly was coming up the stairs slowly now, and I still stood at the landing, transfixed by what I was hearing. Fear and arousal mixed with utter shock at the proposition. Here was a real life monster, the very one from my dreams; and now as then, its seven arms and legs sported an intimidating variety of digits, pincers, suckers and more. Eyes winked where they shouldn't. Fanged mouths licked themselves. Orifices puckered in and out of existence. Thick black hair covered what seemed to be the groin, but its sway hinted at more fun surprises. 
"I'm... not saying no, but I have questions. How can I trust you?"
"Hah. You can, trust us or not. Hah. If we wanted a, hah, victim, we could have taken, anyone. Hah. We have seen, your mind. Hah. We knew, you would, say yes. Hah."
They crested the stairs slowly, torso heaving and heads bobbing.
I quivered with adrenaline as I reached out to caress the face growing out the left side of their chest. The skin felt like fruit leather; the teeth flashed a grim smile that nearly made me retract. Nearly. I fought back against the pit forming in my stomach, smiled, and drew a thoughtful breath. "Top? Or bottom?"
"We like to… hah... multitask."
Four slick arms shot out to grab me. My breath was stolen as I lifted off the carpet and slammed against the wall. Suckers and beaks tugged and tore haphazardly at my clothes. The scythe-like blade of an arthropod claw made several long slices that utterly destroyed the sweater, and sliced through the drawstring of my pants. They slipped down my thighs and were casually tossed aside.
Goose pimples broke out all over my body. My exposed chest felt cold, but my ears were like the surface of the sun. 
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