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Synopsis

​ Demons are of course nothing
more than fallen angels. And before the fall, Lucifer Morningstar
was the most beautiful of the angels, and the most beloved of God.
Over the millennia, demons have gotten a bad rap in every mythology
and in every culture. Tempting humans into sin and into evil—but
what is sin? What is evil? And good wouldn’t be possible without
evil. The editor of Wings: Subversive Angel Erotica proudly
presents the flip side—hot, erotic tales of sex with demons that
not only will arouse your nether regions but will also stimulate
your intellect.


RAISING HELL: DEMONIC GAY EROTICA

© 2012 By Bold Strokes Books. All Rights
Reserved.

 


ISBN 13: 978-1-60282-819-3

 


This Electronic Book Is Published By

Bold Strokes Books, Inc.

P.O. Box 249

Valley Falls, NY 12185

 


First Edition: December 2012

 


THIS IS A WORK OF FICTION. NAMES, CHARACTERS,
PLACES, AND INCIDENTS ARE THE PRODUCT OF THE AUTHOR’S IMAGINATION
OR ARE USED FICTITIOUSLY. ANY RESEMBLANCE TO ACTUAL PERSONS, LIVING
OR DEAD, BUSINESS ESTABLISHMENTS, EVENTS, OR LOCALES IS ENTIRELY
COINCIDENTAL.

 


THIS BOOK, OR PARTS THEREOF, MAY NOT BE REPRODUCED
IN ANY FORM WITHOUT PERMISSION.

 


Credits

 


Editors: Todd Gregory and Stacia Seaman

Production Design: Stacia Seaman

Cover Design by Sheri
(graphicartist2020@hotmail.com)

 



This is for Max Reynolds, because it was your
idea.


Editor’s Note

All characters depicted in this work of fiction are
18 years of age or older.

 



Edited by Todd Gregory for Bold Strokes Books

​Rough Trade

 


Blood Sacraments

 


Wings: Subversive Gay Angel Erotica

 


Sweat: Gay Jock Erotica

 


Raising Hell: Demonic Gay Erotica

 


Anything for a Dollar


Table of Contents

​Discodemius
- Jerry L. Wheeler

Loki’s Boy - Jeff
Mann

Brimstone -
Dale Chase

The Earl of Hell -
Nic P. Ramsies

One Night,
Then Another - Max Reynolds

Necessary
Evils -’Nathan Burgoine

The Truth in Your
Eyes - Joseph Baneth Allen

The Priest’s
Redemption - Jay Starre

Familiar -
Nathan Sims

The Lustrum -
William Holden

You’ve Got the
Eyes of a Stranger - Mel Bossa

Satan Takes a
Holiday - Jeffrey Ricker

Imp - Trebor
Healey

Duel on Interstate
Five - Felice Picano

Contributor
Bios

About the
Editor

Books Available
From Bold Strokes Books


Discodemius

​ Jerry L.
Wheeler

“Where are your claws,
man?” Kevin asked with disappointment once the smoke had cleared.
“And your horns—I don’t see any horns.”

The demon sighed and bent his head forward, parting
his blond, feathered shag haircut to reveal two nubby horns.
“Happy?” he asked. He straightened up and adjusted the collar of
his hot pink leisure suit jacket. His paisley-patterned Qiana shirt
was open to the waist, revealing a mass of medallions on gold
chains that clacked against his scaly chest.

“No, I’m not happy. You
don’t look like Azmodeus,” he said, pointing to the Wikipedia
article displayed on his laptop. “That’s who I called up.”

The demon edged to the perimeter of the circle,
grazing the border with the toe of his platform shoe. “I can’t
quite see it from here. Maybe you could just erase a little of this
circle so I can come closer.”

“I don’t think so, man. As long as the circle’s
intact, you can’t get out of it and you can’t hurt me. I read up on
this shit before I conjured you.”

“Hmph,” the demon sniffed. “I guess you didn’t get
to the part that said that’s just an artist’s rendering. He doesn’t
photograph well.”

Kevin raised his middle finger in triumph.
“Hah!” he said. “So you’re not Azmodeus.”

“He’s at his nephew’s bar mitzvah. I’m the on-call
demon today.”

“Great. Thirty dollars in candles, two hours of
chalking weird-ass symbols around this circle and a half hour of
chanting just for the on-call guy. What’s your name?”

“I am the unholy terror from the seventies,
Discodemius.”

Kevin giggled at first, but then he laughed louder
and louder until he finally doubled over in mirth, the demon
growing angrier by the second. His lizard-lidded eyes narrowed to
yellow slits and his dry, crusted lips began to curl with
impatience. His foul breath grew rapid and shallow, raising a
noxious cloud. He grew larger and larger until the top of his head
grazed the ceiling.

“Do not mock me!” the demon
intoned in a dark, threatening voice that was a multitude of
voices. Steam issued from his mouth and nostrils, gathering around
the light fixtures like a sulfuric sauna bath as it blistered and
peeled the wallpaper. Kevin’s laughter subsided to a grin as the
demon shrank down to his normal size.

“Heeeeey, that’s not bad,” Kevin said, “but it’d be
scarier if you lost the pink polyester.”

“Do I tell you how to
dress, asswipe? Just give me your Command so I can get back to my
dinner.”

“Command?”

“Yes, your Command. Your order. What you want me to
do. I thought you said you read up on this.”

“Um…yeah, I did.”

“No, you didn’t—goddammit, I hate amateurs. Now you’ll have to scramble for
something and it’s going to be ill-advised or just plain stupid.
You really shouldn’t call up demons unless you know what you’re
doing.”

Kevin scratched his sparse goatee. “Okay—entertain
me.”

“Do what?”

“I’m bored. Entertain me.”

“Entertain you? What am I,
the fucking Village People?”

“Who?”

“Never mind.”

“Look, that’s my Command. Deal.”

The demon’s initial scowl turned into an ugly,
sardonic grin. He got as close to the edge of the circle as he
dared. “Are you sure?” he purred—as only a
demon can purr.

Kevin no longer looked sure. He did, however, look
determined to follow through regardless of the consequences. He
shifted his weight to one leg, standing in his jeans as he crossed
his hairless, sleeve-tatted arms over his narrow chest, obscuring
the Abercrombie & Fitch logo on the T-shirt he wore. “Yeah. Do
it.”

“Very well. Close your eyes.”

“Close my eyes?”

“English not your native language? Close your eyes,
then open them again.”

“Why?”

“Because I’m the demon here and I said to close your
eyes and open them again. Jesus Christ,
you’re tough to work with.”

Kevin closed his eyes for only a second, then opened
them again quickly. But that long blink was all the demon needed.
Kevin’s entire apartment was empty—no furniture, no posters, no
laptop, and no throw rugs. And he stood in the middle of this empty
room totally naked. “What the fuck did you do with all my stuff?
And my clothes?”

The demon smiled. “Technically, nothing. They still
exist—just not in 1974. Most of your stuff hasn’t been invented
yet. As you can see, I’ve also removed your tattoos. That should
make it easier for you in some ways. However, I’ve let you keep the
earring. At least people will know you’re gay.”

“How did you know I was gay?”

“Please. A thin, hairless twink with ink, a Tintin
haircut, an earring, an A&F T-shirt and skinny jeans. That
flame can be seen from space.” His eyes went to Kevin’s nether
regions. “However, you do have some positive attributes. That cock
ought to make you pretty popular at St. Mark’s—maybe get you a
couple meals or a few nights in a warm bed with some sugar
daddy.”

“Wait, you said 1974—it’s 1974 now?”

“I thought it’d be 1975 before you caught on. We’re
still in New York City, though. I’ve taken you back in time,
leaving you stranded with no clothes, no money, no possessions, and
no way to get back to 2012. Are you entertained yet?”

“How long do I have to stay here?”

The demon shrugged again. “Time is a pretty relative
concept. Let’s see. I need to finish dinner, help the kids with
their homework, then there’s that hentai tentacle erotica I
TIVO’d—that always gets the old lady worked up—hit the sack
early…mmmmm…how about…as long as I fuckin’ want you to stay here? That work for you?”

“Not exactly,” Kevin replied, a sudden sad look in
his eye once again replaced by bluster. “Maybe I’ll look up Bill
Gates or Steve Jobs. Give ’em some ideas, you know?”

“And do you know how to find these
entrepreneurs?”

“Well, no.”

“Why don’t you Google ’em?”
The demon laughed, vanishing in a cloud of smoke nearly as thick as
the one he’d arrived in.

Kevin rolled his eyes. “Asshole.”

 


*

 


Without the demon around, Kevin’s veneer of bravado
vanished as completely as his clothes. He started to sink down on
the bare wooden floor but stopped when he noticed how dusty it was.
Am I that bad a housekeeper? he wondered.
The floor was no cleaner in the corner, but at least he had a wall
for support. He padded over, swiffed the area with the sole of his
foot, and sat down.

The second his ass hit the cold floor, he heard what
sounded like a cash register in the apartment next door, followed
by a thudding bass. He swung his arm around to pound on the wall,
but then thought of his next door neighbor Mrs. Mancuso.
That has to be her, he thought.
She’s lived there like, forever. He
couldn’t remember ever hearing music coming from her apartment,
though; only the wonderful smell of marinara sauce and yeasty
Italian bread. Kevin’s stomach rumbled.

She’s cool, he thought.
She’ll listen to me. Maybe even lend me a
robe. Of course meeting someone when totally naked is always
difficult, but these things can’t be helped. He stood up and took
one more look around the apartment for a towel or a sheet, but the
place was bare. Fucker’s thorough, he
thought. He put on his winning smile along with his most sincere
look—which was all he could put on—and
opened the apartment door.

The hallway was empty. Oddly enough, it looked
nearly the same as it did in 2012. The royal blue carpet was a bit
less threadbare, but not much. Cobwebs still moored the ornate wall
sconces just above reach, but they were now rooted in fussy,
pansy-cluttered wallpaper instead of chipped pastel blue paint.
Either way, they didn’t throw enough light to reach the locks in
the doors.

Kevin stepped out of the apartment, making sure the
door was unlocked before it closed behind him in case he needed to
beat a hasty retreat. He listened at Mrs. Mancuso’s door for a few
seconds, hearing a ripping sax solo coming from inside. He knocked,
suddenly feeling very naked—the possibility of being seen was also
giving him a semi. Kevin heard shuffling from inside, then noticed
the smell of weed. Mrs. Mancuso smokes
dope?

The door opened, but Mrs. Mancuso wasn’t behind it.
Kevin found himself staring into the violet-blue eyes of a guy
about his own age. His shoulder-length brown hair was freshly
washed—still damp, in fact—and he wore a tight, faded pair of 501s
with no shirt. A mat of hair encircled his large nipples, spanning
his chest and tapering down to a treasure trail that dipped
enticingly south. The towel draped over his shoulder fell to the
floor as he smiled and extended his hand out to Kevin.

“Hey, howyadoin’? Mikey said he was sending someone
over to help, but he didn’t tell me he’d be this cute. Or this
naked. C’mon in.” Kevin followed him inside and shut the door,
unable to keep his eyes off the way the Levi’s hugged the guy’s
ass. “Name’s Mark.”

“I’m Kevin.”

“So, what happened to your clothes? No, wait, don’t
tell me. You stopped at a trick’s place on the way over and
something happened. Maybe his old lady came home, and he hustled
you out the back door before you could get dressed, right?”

“Something like that.”

“Fucker. I’m surprised the pigs didn’t pick you up.
You must know some back-alley routes. I got some jeans and a
T-shirt you can borrow,” he said, looking back with a grin as he
sauntered into the bedroom, “but I kinda like you this way.”

Kevin took a look around the room. Braided oval
throw rugs were scattered on the floor along with cardboard
squares, boards, and cans of paint. Two vinyl bean-bag chairs
flanked the large picture window overlooking the park, and beneath
the window was a stereo resting on long planks held up by cinder
blocks. A marred and scarred coffee table held a bag of pot, a few
clay pipes, and a bong along with a lighter and a fuming stick of
incense.

The sax solo faded into a wash of organ and a loping
beat as Mark returned with a T-shirt for himself and some clothes
he tossed to Kevin. “Don’t get too used to those,” he said,
smirking. “I have a feeling they’re coming off again after we
finish the signs.” He sat down with his legs crossed under the
coffee table and started filling one of the pipes. “Acapulco Gold,”
he said. “This is some great shit. Want some?”

“Sure,” Kevin replied. He stepped into the jeans,
discarded the T-shirt and sat down beside Mark, their legs touching
beneath the table.

“You like Pink Floyd?”

“Who?”

“No, Pink Floyd.” Mark gestured toward the stereo
with the pipe. “Dark Side of the Moon.
Best album ever made for fucking.” He lit the pipe and hit it,
handing it over and letting his fingers linger on Kevin’s.

Kevin smiled as he took a quick hit, breathed out,
and took a deeper one. “And you think we’re gonna fuck?” He already
knew they would, but he didn’t want to appear too easy.

Mark grinned. “I was hopin’,” he replied. He let out
his breath and leaned in for a kiss. Kevin inched closer, putting
an arm around Mark’s shoulder and drawing him in. The smell of his
soap, the slightly bitter taste of pot resin on his lips, and the
fragrance of the incense all melded, making Kevin a bit dizzy.
Mark’s lips were soft, and their tongues danced a slow hustle as
their hands went to each others’ crotches.

Kevin felt his cock stiffening under Mark’s touch,
but as soon as he firmed up nicely, Mark pulled away and broke the
kiss. “Business before pleasure,” he said with a smirk. “Why don’t
you turn the record over, and I’ll open up the paint.”

“Turn the…”

“…record over,” Mark finished for him, “so the first
side can play again.”

Kevin wasn’t stupid—he’d seen records on the
Internet and had a vague idea of the process, but he didn’t have
any actual practice. Did you physically turn it over or was there a
button you pressed somewhere? He moved to grab the edges of the
record but was hypnotized by the lazy revolutions of the label, a
prism set in a sleek circle of black, tumbling edge over edge into
infinity as the playout groove washed toward it and receded again,
a thin line ebbing and flowing, keeping immeasurable time.

“Is the Acapulco Gold gettin’ to ya?” Mark asked,
laughing as he brushed him aside. “You’d better let me do that—I
don’t want my album scratched. Can you open the paint?”

“Sure. I don’t think paint cans have changed
much.”

“What?”

“Never mind.” Kevin stepped off the oval rug onto
the sheet-covered floor and sat down cross-legged in front of the
supplies, prying the top off one of the cans of black paint with a
spattered chisel. “What are we painting, anyway?”

“Signs for tomorrow.” A heartbeat, screams, and
talking filled the room, intensifying until all the sounds peaked,
coalescing into a loping mid-tempo bass line. “You know, the Pride
march. Didn’t Mikey tell you?”

“Oh—um, yeah.”

Mark sat down beside him and handed him a placard.
“Here—you do ‘Gay and Proud’ and I’ll do ‘Closets are for
clothes.’” They took tokes off the pipe and got to work. Kevin
loved Mark’s nearly cursive lettering, especially his “O”s, which
were long and thin—more like matched parentheses than letters. His
sign looked scrawled in comparison.

Guitars chimed in open, drawn-out chords suspended
with fat measures of sustain as Kevin held the brush in midair,
watching Mark. His long hair fanned out over his bare shoulders,
framing his face and those intense violet eyes, his unshaven scruff
looking rugged and masculine. His belly was flat and taut, and
Kevin wanted to reach out and rub it but was hesitant to startle
him. He felt his cock stiffening again. He extended his big toe and
gently nudged the ball of Mark’s foot, grazing the warm, hardened
skin.

Mark looked up and smiled, edging closer. “You’re
dripping.”

“Huh?”

“You’re dripping paint on your sign.”

“Oh—sorry.”

Mark laughed, a low chuckle that got Kevin even
hornier, if that was possible. He took Kevin’s brush away and put
both of them down on the rim of the paint can. “I can see we’re not
gonna get anything done until we get this out of the way.”

Pink Floyd commanded them to breathe—breathe in the
air. And that’s just what Kevin did, letting Mark take hold of his
hands and pin his arms over his head, laying him back and hovering
over him. Soft washes of pedal steel guitar and synths filled the
room, encouraging their languid explorations as Mark lowered
himself on to Kevin. Their mouths connected again, rougher and less
tentative, eager for the next round.

As they kissed, Kevin freed his hands and caressed
Mark’s furry chest, moving down inside his jeans to graze the
oozing tip of his hard cock, drawing a sigh from him. His hand came
away slick and wet, and Kevin grinned as he broke their kiss to
lick the pre-come from his fingers. Mark sucked on Kevin’s thumb
and ground his crotch into Kevin’s, their groins wet and hard
against each other as the music faded and the sound of running
issued from the speakers.

Kevin and Mark matched the urgency of the footfalls
echoing around them, pressing harder against other, their fingers
and hands as frantic as the pulsing vocoder line that danced around
the steps and the sounds of exertion—tongues, bellies, thighs, bare
feet, hairy forearms, shoulders, muscled backs, flashing teeth, and
hard, jutting nipples—their heavy breathing in tune and as one with
the sound effects.

They pushed each other’s jeans down, discarding them
with careless urgency as the cacophony built, Mark sliding down
Kevin’s chest to take his hard cock into his mouth. The footsteps
got louder and the screams rose around them along with the sound of
an airplane spinning out of control, much like Kevin’s head dizzied
from the pot and the sound and the silken feel of Mark’s tongue
bobbing up and down frantically on his dick.

Down and down the airplane spun, the sound now all
Kevin could hear as Mark caressed his balls. His load of spunk
built quickly. Kevin’s legs trembled in time with the vibration of
the floor and the speakers, shaking even more as Mark pumped his
dick and stuck his tongue in Kevin’s hole. Kevin shuddered and
exploded just as the plane crashed and silence reigned for a
moment.

But Pink Floyd wasn’t finished, and neither was
Mark. Kevin heard the faint sounds of a clock ticking as Mark began
tickling the hairs in the crack of his ass with his fingers, diving
in with his lips and tongue once again to the noise of more clocks
and more ticking, as if every antique timepiece in the world was in
the room counting down the seconds to orgasm. One alarm clanged,
setting off all the others to a maelstrom of ringing as Mark wet a
finger and pushed deeply into Kevin’s ass.

Bells clanged as Kevin opened up and Mark settled
himself between Kevin’s legs, pushing his cock relentlessly in as
metronomes kept time and other percussion warmed up an irregular
beat until Kevin thought his head might burst. Then suddenly they
were all in time and tune, Mark’s rhythmic strokes true and
ceaseless. The singer shouted about time, Kevin grabbing Mark’s
hips and thrusting himself into them, pushing Mark’s cock deeper
inside, pulsing to Mark’s short, sharp breaths. The guitar solo
screamed, driving Kevin’s desire higher and higher as he bucked
into Mark.

Mark pounded Kevin with a steady 4/4 beat, sweat
beading his forehead as he squinched his eyes and drove it home,
his panting chest heaving with lustful exertion. He pulled out and
jacked his cock just as the second solo ended, shooting a heavy
load all over Kevin’s chest, some hitting his mouth.

Kevin laughed and licked greedily, milking his own
hard dick for a second load that shot up Mark’s back. The guitar
and drums faded into a soft piano solo as Mark collapsed onto
Kevin’s chest, both trying to slow their breathing as Clare Torry’s
wordless vocals cooed, swooped, and swirled around them. “The great
gig in the sky,” Mark sighed as they cuddled on the floor, kissing
softly as they listened to the fadeout.

Then all was silent.

“I don’t know about you,” Kevin said into Mark’s
ear, “but I’m ready for Side Two.”

 


*

 


“Okay,” Mark said to the seven people in his living
room. “What did we do right today?”

“We got a total of $21.72 in fund contributions,”
said a girl in a frizzed-out blond Afro, jeans, and an embroidered
vest over a denim shirt.

“Good, good—what else?”

“I handed out all seventy-five leaflets,” Kevin said
proudly, “and fished out thirty-five from the trash barrels around
the area. That means at least forty people took theirs home.”

“Not counting the hundreds who saw the signs and the
people who stopped to talk to us,” added a guy wearing a Che
Guevara T-shirt, his long, red hair in a braid. “That’s good,
right?”

“Right.” Mark nodded, smiling. “All great. But
something I was thinking about today—look at how we’re all dressed.
Jeans, T-shirts, grubby clothes. We need some people dressed nicer
too, so the people see gay men and women of all kinds. Not just our
age. We need older people too. People in uniforms, maybe. Black
people, brown people, yellow people, all carrying signs.” He got up
and paced around the room. “The more kinds of gay people we get,
the more straights will understand that we’re everywhere and
everything and everyone.”

“Right on,” said the girl. “We need more lezzies
too.”

Everybody chuckled. “We need more of everyone,” Mark
said with a smile. “Don’t get me wrong—today was great. Let’s make
the next one even better.” They began gathering their signs and
moving toward the door, some stopping to talk for a moment before
leaving.

“Hey, you guys,” the guy with the big red braid
said, approaching Mark and Kevin, “you wanna meet up later?”

“I don’t know, Mikey,” Mark said. “Kevin and I have
something going on right now.”

Mikey looked suspiciously at Kevin. “Um…okay. Call
me.”

“You got it—so long, Mikey.”

Mark closed the door on the group, some still
talking in the hallway. “He still swears he never sent you that
night.”

Kevin snaked his arms around his waist and nuzzled
his neck. “Mikey’s smoked so much dope, I’m surprised he remembers
to tie his shoes. You know, I love you when you get all radical
like that.”

Mark gathered him close. “You love me like you love
pepperoni pizza, or you really love me? I mean, you wouldn’t say it
back to me the other day.”

“I told you, it just surprised me, that’s all.” He
snuggled into Mark as they clumsily crossed to the sofa and sat
down. “You’re the first guy who ever said that to me. I had to
think about how I felt. And I do love
you.”

“Good,” Mark said as he got up and dug deep into the
pocket of his jeans. “Then I won’t have to take these back.” He
produced two small boxes, one of them gift-wrapped.

“Presents?” Kevin asked.

“You don’t remember what today is?” he said, handing
the wrapped one to Kevin. “It’s the two-month anniversary of the
day you walked—buck-naked—into my life. And you stayed. I haven’t
been the same since.”

“I haven’t either,” Kevin agreed, tearing open his
package. He opened it to find a simple silver ring with a murky
oval-shaped stone.

“I have a matching one,” Mark said, opening the
other box. He grasped Kevin’s hand, took his ring, and placed it on
Kevin’s middle finger. “Now you do me.”

Kevin slipped the other ring on Mark’s finger.
“Aren’t we supposed to say something? Like a vow?”

“That’s for straight people,” Mark replied with a
grin. “Isn’t this enough?”

“Yes. Yes, it is—what kind of stone is this?”

“The guy at Bonwit Teller called it a ‘mood ring.’
It’s supposed to change color according to your mood.”

“They’re kinda blue right now. What’s that supposed
to mean?”

“Must mean we’re happy,” Mark replied, drawing Kevin
up from the sofa and holding him close. They kissed long and hard,
Kevin reaching down to embrace Mark’s stiffening dick, but he
pulled away. “Now, now,” Mark said. “That’s for later. Right now
we’ve got dinner reservations at Gallagher’s, and then we’re going
to 12 West for a little disco action. Tonight’s all about us,
baby.”

 


*

 


The steaks were tender and the evening beautiful as
they emerged from the subway station and walked the rest of the way
to 12 West, laughing and talking as if they’d known each other far
longer than two months. They got in place at the end of a huge
velvet-roped line. “Uh-uh,” Mark said. “Not for us. You wait here
and I’ll talk to the man up front.”

Kevin watched him walk away. Even a good half block
away from the open door, he could hear the thump of classic disco.
Only it’s not classic disco, he thought.
It’s just disco—but it’s amazing. In fact,
he was amazed by so much in his new life. There was Mark and the
music and the incredible friends he’d made. And there was fighting
for a cause. Something to believe in.

Lots of battles have already been
won back in 2012, he thought, but now I’m
helping fight them. It’s so much better than sitting on your ass in
front of a computer liking “social change” on Facebook. I don’t
miss any of that. I thought I would, but it just doesn’t matter
anymore. This matters—to everyone. But then he thought of
how HIV would change the landscape in just a few years.

They don’t know, he
thought. Kevin wished he could warn everybody. He’d save a whole
generation of gay men; save their accomplishments, their heart,
their music, their art. He could change the face of gay culture—but
as he felt his heart lifting at the prospect, he knew how
impossible that would be. No one would listen. It
sounds so improbable, he thought. A gay
plague will come and devastate us—sounds like something Anita
Bryant would say.

He craned his neck over the crowd and saw Mark
turning away from the bouncer at the front of the line, a huge grin
spreading across his face as he ran triumphantly toward Kevin.
This is all there is right now, he
thought. Him and me. Just as Mark was
closing the distance between them, Kevin smelled something like
rotten eggs behind him and turned to see a familiar scaly face.

His blond hair was still shag-cut and his horns were
still nubby, but he seemed to have more gold chains around his
neck. He grinned, revealing uneven rows of stained and broken
teeth, and there was no mistaking the gleam in his piss-yellow
eyes. He spoke not a word, but held up his wrist and pointed to his
Mickey Mouse watch.

And that’s when Kevin fainted.

 


*

 


“Are you sure you’re gonna be all right?” Mark said,
half a cup of coffee in his hand. “You were up most of the night. I
can always call in if you feel bad—I mean, that’s what they give me
time off for. And I wouldn’t mind taking care of you.”

“I’m fine,” Kevin replied. “I was fine last night. I
just ate too much. We should have gone in—I’m sure you had to pull
some strings to get past that line. I still feel bad about ruining
our celebration.”

Mark shrugged. “We have the rest of our lives to
celebrate.”

“Would you go to work already?” Kevin said. “I’ll
call you later, okay?” He took Mark’s coffee cup away and kissed
him.

“You better.”

Kevin looked into his eyes, feeling as if it was the
last time he’d ever see him. He held him close and kissed him
again, longer and more passionately than he’d ever kissed anyone
before. He longed to run away with Mark, to go somewhere where
they’d never be found. But that wasn’t going to happen.

“Wow,” Mark said. “What was that for?”

“Because I love you. Now get outta here.”

“Okay. Love you too.” He grabbed his jacket out of
the closet and went to work, leaving a scent of soap and musk
behind for Kevin to smell. He inhaled it even as it melded with the
sulfur smell once again.

“Touching,” the demon said, standing in the middle
of the oval rug. “I could almost cry.”

“What are you doing here? I didn’t call you.”

“I can appear residually from your last call.”

“What about the circle?”

The demon sighed. “I can’t move off this frickin’
rug. But I don’t need to. Anyway, we’re almost finished here. All I
have to do is send you back.”

“Now? What the fuck? I like
it here, I have friends, I’m in love, and you want to fucking send
me back? No way.”

“Too bad, sunshine—you don’t have much choice. Demon
here, remember?”

“I don’t want to go
back.”

The demon twisted his neck, looking around. “Sorry.
I was trying to find someone who cares.”

“Can’t we make some kind of deal?”

“Deals. Everybody wants to make a deal. ‘I’ll give
you gold, I’ll give you my firstborn, I’ll give you my undying
loyalty’—yada yada yada. I got gold comin’ out my ass, undying
loyalty’s a transient commodity at best, and I need another kid
like I need a second tail. No deals. You got nothin’ I want.”

Kevin rubbed his crotch. “Not even…”

“Please, junior. Got more than my share of butt-boys
too—and I like ’em with a little more meat on their bones.”

“Hey, you don’t have to be insulting about it.”

“Oooh—touchy. Just blink and it’ll all be over with.
You’ll be back in your snug little place with all your toys.”

“I don’t want to go.” Kevin resisted the urge to
blink, then suddenly the landscape around him melted, running down
in puddles as it revealed his old apartment. His laptop hummed, his
ice-making refrigerator clunked as a few blocks fell into the tray,
and his smartphone vibrated on the counter.

“And here you are,” the demon announced.

“This sucks,” Kevin said, tears springing to his
eyes. He wiped them away with the hem of his T-shirt. “Can you tell
me what happened to him? Where he is?”

“Who?”

“Mark, you fuckhead. My boyfriend.”

The demon pursed his lips and fingered one of the
ankhs around his neck. “No clue. Couldn’t tell you anyway. It’s
against the rules.”

Technological instinct taking over, Kevin ran to his
laptop, intent on Googling him, but as he approached the dark
screen, he didn’t recognize his own reflection. His hairline had
receded and his jowls were thicker, the skin of his throat slack
and hanging. He ran to the bathroom mirror and screamed. “You son
of a bitch! I’m an old man.”

“No shit, gramps. Almost forty years have
passed.”

He ran across the room to rush the demon but smashed
against an invisible barrier around the circle of protection.
“I’ll rip your fuckin’ head off!” he
bellowed, pounding against it.

“Time’s kinda tricky that way,” the demon said,
grinning as he buffed his nails. “I can circumvent the aging
process going into the past, but not on
the way back to the future. Odd, isn’t it?
I let you keep the mood ring and the clothes, though.”

Kevin whimpered and slid to the floor, his back
against a wall he couldn’t see. He started sobbing. “How much time
has passed?”

“In 2012? Oh, about three or four minutes.”

“You mean…oh Jesus, what will my sister say? My folks? I think
I’m older than my dad.”

“Not my problem, buckwheat. Look, I hate to
devastate and run, but I’ve got other clients. So, just to finish
up the formalities, have you been entertained?”

“Whaddya mean?”

“That was your original Command. You wanted to be
entertained, and the friendly folks at Demon Central want to make
sure you’re a satisfied customer. So, once again I have to ask,
have you been entertained?”

“What if I say no?”

“Then I get to stay here and think of even more
interesting ways to entertain you. And I can be very creative.”

“Yes,” Kevin mumbled.

“Yes, what?” the demon said. “It has to be in the
form of a statement.”

“Yes. I’ve. Been. Fucking. Entertained.”

The demon smiled, rubbing his hands together.
“Excellent. Well, the next time you need anything, don’t hesitate
to call us up. We’re here twenty-four seven for your demonic
pleasure. Catch you at the next AARP meeting, fucktard.”

Discodemius vanished.

And Kevin wept.

 


*

 


His mood ring was black, and he kept twisting it on
his finger, taking it off and putting it back on, buffing the stone
like some magical genie’s lamp that might grant him enough wishes
to get back to Mark. He lounged on his sofa, watching the news when
he wasn’t considering how his newly acquired paunch stretched out
his A&F T-shirt. He couldn’t fit into his skinny jeans anymore
and had to settle for a pair of sweats he borrowed from Mrs.
Mancuso. He had to tell her he was Kevin’s uncle, in for an
unexpected visit. She looked at him like she didn’t believe him,
but she gave him the sweatpants anyway.

He figured he’d be getting a lot of those looks.

The hair on his arms was gray, the skin thinner and
less elastic, and he got winded going upstairs. Getting old sucks balls, he thought. At least it does when it happens all at once. Maybe it’s
better if it happens gradually. Or
not. He got a twinge in his knee as he swung his legs over
the arm of the sofa to lie back and watch TV, staring at his
stomach instead. It looks bigger from this angle,
if that’s humanly possible.

He switched his view to the flatscreen, taking in a
crowd shot of the Occupy Wall Street protesters in Zuccotti Park,
just a few blocks away. If he turned the sound off and opened the
window, he could hear the fracas live, but he preferred the NBC
version. Kevin hadn’t paid much attention to the whole issue
before. It was just an inconvenience for anyone going uptown.

Now, however, he wondered what the hell they were so
upset about. He read a few of the signs, but they weren’t too
issue-specific. But then he saw one that gave him a start. He sat
bolt upright, his heart in his mouth. “Go
back!!” he screamed at the screen. And, as if it had been
listening, the camera settled on the protester who held it—but
Kevin wasn’t listening to what he was saying. He was staring at the
sign.

The “O” in “Occupy” was long and thin, like matched
parentheses. And the rest of it was cursive, not scrawled like
everyone else’s. It’s one of Mark’s signs,
Kevin thought. It has to
be. He’s there. He wouldn’t be anywhere else. And as the
camera went back to a long shot, Kevin noticed more signs that
resembled Mark’s. He looked down at his mood ring, which seemed to
be glowing a bit bluer.

And then he was off.

He didn’t grab his keys or lock his door—just ran
down the stairs, hit the door, and flew down the sidewalk for about
a quarter of a block. Breathing heavily by that time, he had to
stop and lean against a building as his heart hammered in his
chest. His mouth dry and his head racing, he forced himself down to
a fast walk that became a trot when his aching legs would allow,
and he soon reached the throng of protesters and police.

He stood on the corner of Liberty and Trinity,
deciding to go around to the rear of the crowd, but he was
sidetracked by a short blond woman in a yellow sundress holding one
of Mark’s signs. “Where did you get that sign?” he asked, not even
noticing what it said.

“Oh, isn’t it lovely?” she
cooed. “It really stands out, doesn’t it? I got it from some old
guy.”

“Some old guy? Where is he?”

“A long block down that way,” she said, pointing in
the opposite direction. “He’s making them in the middle of the
crowd at a big table—you can’t miss it.” Kevin didn’t even thank
her before he started running again, but his progress was slowed by
protesters and an advancing line of police with riot gear and
shields. He plowed straight into the action, watching for more of
Mark’s work.

The crowd thickened as Kevin’s legs began to throb,
but he threaded his way through the mob. Mark would be at the center of this
shit, he thought. Kevin’s claustrophobia was beginning to
grip him, but he kept his focus on finding Mark despite his
shortness of breath and the feeling of panic rooting itself in his
brain. He wanted to flail his way above the body of people and get
some air, but they compressed him from all sides.

Just as he felt he would faint, he nearly bisected
himself on the edge of a long table. Paint cans littered its top,
some overturned and some upright, with oozy brushes stuck here and
there. And at the opposite end stood a stooped guy about Kevin’s
new age, wearing faded Levi’s and a white T-shirt with his long
gray hair tied back, furiously painting a sign as he barked
orders.

“Jen, this is the last one. Gather up all the paint
you can find and meet me a couple of blocks from Liberty in about
an hour. Bob, try to get the table folded up and go with her—if
things get hairy and you have to sacrifice it, don’t worry. The
cops are too close, and there’s always tomorrow.”

“Mark!!” Kevin
screamed.

Mark looked up, his violet eyes searching for
whoever had shouted his name, then they landed on Kevin. He
frowned, leaning forward a bit and squinting. He raised a hand to
shade his eyes against the glare, then his face widened with
recognition. “Omigod!” he shouted. “Oh
fuck. Kevin? Kevin!” He tried to go around, but people were jammed
against the table, so he climbed on top, kicking cans and brushes
out of the way and extending his hand.

Kevin grasped it, grinning at Mark’s touch as he
climbed up on top of the table with him and they embraced, Mark
crying and unintelligibly screaming into Kevin’s shoulder. Kevin
couldn’t hear him or understand him, but he got the gist of it
anyway. He grabbed Mark’s face and kissed him. “I have to explain
some things,” he said.

“Not now. I just want you here with me. I didn’t ask
you any questions when you walked into my life the first time, and
I won’t now. Just tell me one thing—are you free? Are you still
mine?”

“Yes. And yes.”

Tears streamed down Mark’s cheeks. “Then we can move
mountains—c’mon, let’s show these kids how fuckin’ radicals
used to do it. Grab my waist and follow my
lead.”

Kevin grabbed Mark and jumped off the table into the
crowd, Mark fighting his way to the front of the line as the police
advanced. Kevin could see their shields and helmets mere feet away.
“Link arms!” Mark screamed to everyone
around. “Link arms!”

They linked with each other and then to the people
on either side, and the linking spread until there was a solid line
of men and women.

“THE WHOLE WORLD IS
WATCHING!!” Kevin shouted, repeating it as the linked men
and women picked up the chant. “THE WHOLE WORLD
IS WATCHING!! THE WHOLE WORLD IS WATCHING!!” As they
chanted, the line moved toward the police, but Mark wasn’t finished
with his instructions.

“Go down on your knees!!”
he screamed, his voice breaking. “Crawl toward
the fuckers!! Submission is strength!!” He sank down to the
sidewalk, forcing Kevin and the rest of the linked line to do the
same, still advancing on the police. The crowd behind the line saw
what was happening and also went down on their knees, inching their
way slowly toward the riot-equipped police force. “THE WHOLE WORLD IS WATCHING!! THE WHOLE WORLD IS
WATCHING!!”

Kevin looked over at Mark, his face a reflection of
radical ecstasy. He felt no panic, no claustrophobia, no
anxiety—just pure and simple love. And they crawled together on the
sidewalk, mouths open with unrepentant joy, their hearts beating as
one as they received the pepper spray sacrament.

 


*

 


Five stories above, Discodemius perched on a
building ledge between two pigeon-shit-coated gargoyles who bore
not a little family resemblance. He held a cell phone to one
pointed ear, his wings twitching nervously.

“How the fuck was I supposed to know they’d find
each other…what am I, psychic or something? Oh…I am? Why isn’t that in the manual? Oh…it is? Look, I took his youth away from him—that’s gotta
count for something, right? Okay, so he’s happy. It’s not my
fault, man. I’m a victim of
circumstance…another five hundred years!?
Just for this? No way—that’s bullshit.
I’ll file a fuckin’ grievance, just you wait!”

He snapped the cell phone shut and slipped it in the
pocket of his hot pink leisure suit jacket. “I hate this goddamn job,” he said. Glaring at nothing,
he spat on the crowd below and pushed off, flapping his leathery
wings as he glided into the clouds.


Loki’s Boy

​Jeff Mann

(for Tiffany Trent)

 


It’s high noon by the time Gunnar reaches the pool.
Sweating and panting after the long ascent, he pulls off his musky
shirt and wipes his brow and chest with it. He’s kicked off his
boots and has his trousers peeled down to his knees, ready for a
long swim and a sun-soaked nap, when he pauses, full of the sudden
conviction that he’s being watched.

Not likely in a place so remote, this Norwegian
mountainside. The Viking has walked, then climbed, for a good hour,
up through his father’s highest pastures, where cattle crop
summer’s lushness, on up through thick woods, then into the high
fells, with their windswept grasses and broken rocks, to find this
pool where he used to swim as a child. The sun’s bright, the sky a
pale blue; the breeze is cool on his bare skin. Wary, he scans the
dell, seeing no one, hearing nothing but altitudinous air whistling
in his ears and the burble of the waterfall descending into the
broad pool at its base. Then, reassured that he’s indeed alone, he
strips off the rest of his garments and dives into the water.

It’s colder than he expected. Gunnar shoots to the
surface, gasping and laughing, his nipples hard and his genitals
shrunken tight with the shock. Still, the water feels good, dulling
the ache that lingers in his leg. The dagger wound he received
during the last raid on Ireland has healed, leaving a white scar
along his blond-furred thigh, but still the limb hurts, and still
he limps. Every time it aches, he curses silently, not because the
pain is sharp—it’s subsided after so many months to a dull
throb—but because it is a reminder that he is home, not out on the
seas with his Viking companions, achieving booty and glory. He is
only twenty-five, but already his reputation as a warrior has waxed
large. Another season of inactivity, and who knows what younger,
stronger man might supplant him in the people’s praises?

Gunnar has come here to escape these thoughts, not
mull over them. He tosses mussed locks of hair from his eyes and
dives again. After a few strenuous laps about the pool, he climbs
onto mossy-slick rocks behind the waterfall and leans into the
powerful stream. The sensation’s like a strong man’s hands
massaging his shoulders. Another half hour of swimming and
floating, and, weary at last, he hauls himself from the chilly mere
and stretches out on the grass.

The boy is glorious to behold, though he does not
know it. His thick beard is golden, his long, shaggy hair the pale
yellow of mountain dawn. The exertions of farming and of battle
have sculpted his form into something approaching the ideal: broad
shoulders, muscle-thick arms, pectorals swollen with strength. His
nipples are large and pink, his chest smooth and white, his belly
flat and sprinkled with fine golden hair. Due to these physical
blessings, his reputation for fine looks almost equals his
reputation for martial prowess. The attentions of farm girls up and
down the fjord—Astrid, Ingrid, Gudrun, and Hilde—are numerous and
enthusiastic, but he does not feel for women what his comrades do,
and despite his widowed father’s frequent pleas that he marry, so
far Gunnar has avoided such entanglements, preferring the
companionship of other warriors during the summer raiding parties
and the comfort of his father’s hearth during the long and bitter
winters.

Were he entirely honest with himself, he would
realize that the brawny bodies of his Viking shipmates fascinate
him far more than the buxom charms of local lasses. Sometimes
Gunnar wakes from dreams both confusing and disturbing, in which
he’s caressing Thorir’s red beard or lying beneath Bjorn’s
strapping weight or even kissing his blood-brother Olaf. From these
visions, Gunnar wakes gasping and trembling, his belly spattered
with his own seed. He knows better than to discuss such dreams with
anyone. In Norse society, to accuse a man of desiring another man,
of opening his body to another man’s thrusting, is one of the
gravest insults. Gunnar has no desire to become a pariah, an
outlaw. And so he keeps his secret, smiling shyly at the admiration
of women, relishing male companionship and the few touches—quick
hugs, back-slaps, hearty handshakes, shoulder punches—that he can
steal during long sea voyages.

His months as an invalid, recovering on his father’s
fjord-side farm, have denied him those opportunities for physical
contact, however, and today, as he lies in the grass, naked and
drowsy, the summer sun burnishing his pale skin, the ache for touch
vies in intensity with the throbbing of his scarred thigh. If only
he were like other men, he thinks, resting a forearm over his eyes.
Then he would have a wife and children to come home to after the
summer raiding. “Allfather,” he whispers, “let me somehow be less
lonely.” He takes his cock in his hand, gives it a few wistful
strokes, and falls asleep.

What wakes him is the same feeling that flooded him
when he first reached the banks of the pool: that conviction that
someone is watching. Gunnar rubs his eyes and sits up. From the
pile of cast-off clothing he pulls his knife. Unsheathing it, he
stands, eyes raking the dell. The sun is low in the sky. Again,
there is no one in sight. But this time there is something more to
hear than the high winds and the waterfall. Somewhere nearby is a
low cry, an animal’s.

Gunnar knows that sound. He has heard it back home.
It’s the raspy caterwaul of a tomcat searching for a she-cat to
mount. It sounds again, closer, and then the animal appears by the
pond only a few yards away, slinking through wind-restive grass. It
hops onto a rock edging the
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