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Times Change

By Andy Frankham-Allen

Henry Ward Beecher once said, “clothes and manners do not make the man; but, when he is made, they greatly improve his appearance.” It was true. Appearance was all important in the world of mortal man, and as he regarded himself in the mirror, Iago smiled. He was the epitome of man; every muscle perfectly toned, his eyes exactly the right color to go with his skin tone, hair fine but thick, nails manicured to perfection. And his manners, beyond reproach.

No woman would be able to resist him, as ever.

Once again it was time to go forth, and multiply.

*

Sex on a stick. There was just no other term for it. When Caitlyn first saw him that’s exactly the phrase that popped into her head; second to that, she just knew she had to get this guy’s number.

She had been with her girlfriends enjoying a macchiato when she had spotted him. He was walking in her general direction, but she liked to think he was approaching her. In reality, he was probably going to order his own shot of caffeine from the counter behind her, but he did throw a very candid wink her way as he passed her table. Of all the girlfriends huddled around the little table, it was Niki who first spotted Caitlyn’s distraction.

“Do you really think so?” Niki whispered in her ear, leaning in close so the others wouldn’t hear.

Caitlyn smiled broadly. How could she not? “I really really do,” she said. She offered Niki a wink and excused herself from the table. As she walked towards the counter, she heard the curious whispers of her girlfriends, and Niki acting as if she knew nothing. Of course, soon they’d all spot the hunk of sexiness and they’d realize. But by then it would be too late; he would be hers.

She stopped at the counter, standing behind the man, pretending to look at the cakes in the display cabinet, but really admiring his rather fit ass. Dark blue jeans with white stitching clung tightly to his perfectly shaped bubble butt, the seam riding high between his legs. For a second Caitlyn actually had to look at the cakes, otherwise she knew she’d need to start fanning herself. Back under control she inched forward, almost touching him.

The girl behind the till must have noticed, because she cast a dark look Caitlyn’s way. Caitlyn just smiled back in response. She didn’t care; if the girl had eyes that worked she’d realize the need to do anything to try and get the attention of the man. At the moment he was simply a customer, but if the girl had played her cards right he could have become so much more. Caitlyn wondered where such thoughts came from.

He spoke to the cashier, and moved on towards the counter by the espresso machine, where his latte was being prepared.

“Can I help you?” the girl asked Caitlyn.

Caitlyn had to drag her eyes away from the man. “What? Ah, no,” she said, knowing she should at least pretend to consider wanting something. Other than that sexy beast, of course.

“Okay, well, if you’d like to move along, I do have other customers, you know,” the girl said, icy politeness in every word.

Caitlyn opened her mouth to speak, her mind rushing to find some kind of excuse to remain at the counter, close to the man. As it turned out, the man himself gave her a reason.

“Can I get you a drink?”

Caitlyn turned her head towards him, smiling in response to his own bright smile. He was perfect, no other way to put it. His skin was almost bronze, his hair raven black, and his eyes, deeply set in a face that looked like it had been sculptured by the angels, were as brown as mocha. And his smile… Pearly white teeth filled that smile, broad and welcoming. Caitlyn almost felt weak at the knees just looking at him. He stepped forward, and offered his hand. Automatically she reached out with her own hand, and he leaned over and kissed the back of it. It was such an old fashioned gesture. Caitlyn was certain that no one had ever done such a thing to her before. He looked to be no more than twenty-five, yet such an introduction suited a man twice his years. Caitlyn approved.

“And to whom do I owe the pleasure?” he asked, his tones speaking of Eastern origins, although not being much good at geography Caitlyn could never hope to pinpoint the source. But it didn’t matter, his English was perfect.

“Caitlyn,” she began, her voice almost a whisper. She coughed demurely (demurely! She had never done anything demurely in her entire life. Until now!), and tried again. “Caitlyn Eaves.”

“A beautiful name, for a beautiful lady,” he said, the words rolling off his tongue with such delight. “Possibly derived from katharos, the Greek for pure?”

Caitlyn had no idea. So she opted for, “possibly.” Not that the word pure had ever been applied to her before. Unless pure vixen counted.

“I am simply Iago.”

Caitlyn tried that name out. “Ee-A-gaw?” she said slowly, and grinned again. “Iago is a nice name. It’s distinctive.”

“Yes,” Iago agreed, still smiling at her. “Distinctive is good. I like distinctive. Excuse me,” he added as he was called to pick up his latte. Caitlyn waited, quite taken by his manners. Normally she wouldn’t care less, after all she was hardly the most couth person on the planet, and she liked her men to be men, not pansies. But with Iago it seemed different. Suited him like an old coat. And besides, unlike Hunter at home, there was nothing feminine about Iago. He was all man, and as he reached for his latte, she watched his t-shirt pull tight against his well-toned torso, feeling her pulse racing that bit more. Oh yes, all man.

Once he held the tall mug in his bronze hands, Iago looked back at Caitlyn. “Would you care for a drink?”

“I’m good, thanks. I’ve already had one,” she said, glancing back at the table her girlfriends were still sitting at. Iago looked over with a smile, and Caitlyn noticed almost all the girls bat their eyelids, grinning like idiots. Except Niki, who just winked at Caitlyn and returned to her decaf Frappuccino.

“I see,” Iago said slowly. “Then perhaps I can trouble you for your company? That is, if your friends don’t mind me stealing you.”

“Mind?” Caitlyn almost spluttered. They’d be downright jealous, but she wasn’t about to reveal that Iago. “I’m sure they’ll understand.”

“Excellent. Then, perhaps you can introduce me to them another time?”

Caitlyn wasn’t sure why he’d want that, and it wasn’t like she intended to share him, but she shrugged and muttered an “okay.”

At this Iago laughed. “Perhaps that table there?”

“As good as any,” Caitlyn said and allowed Iago to lead the way. After all, she wanted to get the best view of his ass as he walked. She followed, and glanced back at the girl behind the till, who was now staring daggers in Caitlyn’s direction. Too late, hun, Caitlyn thought, much too late. He’s mine now.

*

“I’m not so sure about this, love,” Hunter said, as Caitlyn opened the door to leave.

Caitlyn looked back, and offered him a reassuring smile. She did love Hunter, would never have shared a flat with him if not, but he was a bit of worrier. “Don’t be daft. What can go wrong? A man with such charm…and looks.” She stopped, and for a moment her mind went back to the coffee shop, and the way Iago’s biceps worked under his tight top. “Whew, did I mention how hot he is?”

Hunter had to laugh at that. “Yes, once or twice. Feel a bit jealous now, actually.”

“As you should, darling boy, as you should.” She leaned over and pecked him on the cheek. “Be seeing you,” she said and walked out of the flat.

She glanced back at the converted terraced house, and offered Hunter a little wave. He tentatively waved back, his face still carrying the same look of worry. Caitlyn shook her head. Silly boy, it wasn’t like this was the first date she’d been on. And besides, as Iago had promised, there he was now. Standing beside the black cab, door open for her.

“Your carriage awaits,” he said, as she approached.

Caitlyn fluttered her eyelids at him, and he flashed her his biggest smile. As she stepped into the cab he took her hand in his and kissed it. Oh yes, it was going to be wonderful night.

*

Hunter didn’t like it. Caitlyn was acting very odd, even for her. He had known her for a few years and she had never been one for lady-like behavior, but since returning from work she’d been very prim and proper, like she’d become some sort of fairytale princess all of a sudden; endlessly chatting about this guy who had totally blown her mind. Now, Hunter was more than happy to see Caitlyn falling for someone decent; after all, she had fallen for some skets over the years, but something about this didn’t ring true.

Although, Hunter had to admit, having now caught sight of the enigmatic Iago, that Caitlyn was right about his looks. He was gorgeous, of the drop dead variety. Even from this distance Hunter could see that.

He remained as he was for a while, standing in the doorway, watching the cab pull away, images of Iago filling his mind.

Yes, he was definitely hot, and it seemed such a shame to waste such an amazing man on someone like Caitlyn.

With a flourish Hunter spun on his heels and flounced back into the house. Caitlyn might think she was a princess now, but he’d show her what real royalty was.

*

As promised, Iago took her to a recently opened French restaurant just off Regent’s Street; Grand Restaurer de Londres. The food was divine, although a bit pricey for her, but Iago assured her that she deserved nothing less, so who was she to argue? Caitlyn stifled a giggle at that.

Once again she knew she was acting a little unusual in Iago’s presence, but she could not help it, he simply brought the inner lady out of her. Until the coffee shop at lunch she didn’t even realize there was a lady in her. And yet, here she was, sitting in the plush restaurant, using the correct cutlery, napkin spread out on her lap, and sipping expensive Cuvée Alexandra Rosé. Yes! Actually sipping, not downing in one go.

“How is the champagne?” Iago asked.

Caitlyn lowered the glass, and went to speak, but the bubbles from the champagne hit her nose and she laughed. Iago smiled at her indulgently, and reached his hand across the table. He held her hand gently, massaging the back of it with his ringed thumb.

“I know it is most improper, but I must say I do feel like I should invite you back to my hotel tonight.”

Caitlyn blushed, at the mere thought of spending alone-time with Iago. The girls would be so jealous tomorrow. “I wouldn’t be against such an idea,” she said softly.

Iago nodded his head once. “Then we are agreed.”

*

From his vantage point across the road from the Grand Restaurer de Londres, Hunter could see Caitlyn and Iago at their window table, he holding her hand while they talked, his eyes never once leaving her face.

Hunter didn’t like it. Should have been him in there with Iago, being the centre of his world, not Caitlyn.

Somehow he had to separate the two of them.

He narrowed his eyes in thought. An opportunity would present itself. He just had to be patient. Although, Hunter wondered, how long could he be patient for?

*

Food finished, bill paid, the two of them headed for the doors where the maître d’ was waiting for them with their coats. Once Iago had slipped into his, he opened Caitlyn’s and allowed her to slip her arms into the sleeves while the maître d’ held onto her purse. She thanked the man, and turned to Iago, who was holding the door open for her.

“After you,” he said.

“Why thank you, sir,” Caitlyn responded, and made to leave. She stopped, her hand holding her stomach as the acids within loudly digested some food. She looked around the restaurant in horror, her cheeks turning red. Normally a bit of gas would not have bothered her, “better out than in” as her mum would say, but with Iago here...

“The oysters might have been a little too rich for me,” she whispered, and Iago nodded in sympathy. But he said nothing, which troubled Caitlyn even more than her unruly stomach.

“The powder room is this way, Madame,” the maître d’ said, one arm sweeping in the general direction of the lady’s room.

With a flush, Caitlyn excused herself.

*

With delight he had barely felt before, Hunter watched as Iago stepped out of the restaurant alone. There would never be a better time, he decided, and rushed across the road. Such was his focus that he barely noticed the car racing towards him, but the honking of the horn alerted him in time and he was able to just avoid being hit.

He stepped onto the pavement, smiling at Iago, who, he noticed, had been watching him the whole time. Iago frowned, confusion sweeping across his face.

“Hiya,” Hunter said.

Iago stepped forward, his hand reaching out. “You are...”

“Hunter James. How you doing, love?”

Iago’s hand stopped within centimeters of Hunter. He glanced down at his hand, momentarily uncertain about something. “You are not a woman,” he said, looking back up, his deep brown eyes probing Hunter’s own baby blues, “and yet, somehow...”

“Well, I am sometimes,” Hunter pointed out, “if that helps.”

“Most perplexing. I have never...”

Hunter grinned. This was called knocking a man off his feet. He’d impressed a few men over the years, but never quite left them speechless. He stepped towards Iago, but Iago pulled back quickly, shaking his head.

“No, this is… No.” Abruptly Iago grabbed Hunter by his shoulders. Hunter closed his eyes, feeling Iago’s breath on his face. Utopia was calling him now. “You must leave, this cannot be.”

“Huh?” Hunter opened his eyes, and found his nose almost touching Iago’s. “Don’t be silly, love, you know you want me,” he said, surprising himself with his words. They were so unlike him, but deep down he knew they were true. Hunter frowned a little. “I can feel it.”

Iago’s eyes darted over Hunter’s face. “I do, but… No. Wrong. This is all wrong.”

He released Hunter and stepped back sharply. “Leave!” he hissed, turning away as he did so.

Hunter wanted to step forward, turn Iago around, show the man how much they wanted each other. But something in him broke; the rejection from Iago was too much. Trying to hold back a torrent of sudden tears, Hunter scrambled away.

*

Caitlyn stepped out of the restaurant to find Iago looking down the road, his eyes searching for something, a deep frown creasing his usually beautiful face. She looked to see what he was looking for, but there was nothing, just the usual hustle of people you’d expect to see on a summer’s night by Regent’s Street.

“Sorry about that,” she said, stepping into his line of sight.

Iago blinked, turning his attention to her. He smiled, an act that seemed a little forced to Caitlyn. She brushed the slight feeling of disappointment aside. “Yes, but let us not worry about that now. Shall we go to the hotel?”

Caitlyn put her arm in his and snuggled up to him. “Yes. Let’s.”

*

Together, arm in arm, they set off. Caitlyn filled with more bubbles than the champagne, her mind on the fun they’d have at the hotel. Iago, outwardly smiling, but inwardly still wearing his frown.

That man had confused him, drawn something out of him that only women were designed to do.

Something was wrong with the world.

*

It had been a long time since he’d felt like this about another man, but Hunter could not get Iago out of his head. Sure, he’d had plenty of romances since he came out at fourteen, and most of them had ended well, except for one. That had left him devastated, and he had sworn to himself that he would never ever again allow another man to make him feel that way.

But last night, when Iago had told him to leave…

He’d gone home and cried like a girl. So much and all night long, leaving him so tired in the morning that he had to call into work sick, spending the day in bed. Trying to sleep. And failing miserably at that, too.

The evening had been no better. His day job he could put off; if they complained too much he’d just tell them his mother had died. Wasn’t like he ever spoke to her, so the guilt factor would be pretty low. But his evening job…much like the show, it had to go on.

He was a performer, and Tess Tosterone never kept her audience waiting. Hiding behind the make-up, the glitz, made things easier to deal with, although while singing his end number, a funked up rendition of Madonna’s “Cherish,” he could have sworn he’d seen Iago’s face in the crowd. Several times over.

Now as he approached the converted terraced house, still dressed up as Tess, his mind was returning to Iago again. And he knew, without a doubt, that he had it bad.

Hunter had never been a believer in love at first sight, but after seeing Iago standing outside the cab… Now he knew it was possible. No, not just possible, it had happened. To him.

He just had to tell Caitlyn. She would understand. Of course she might be a little angry at first, since technically Iago was hers, but he’d make her realize that his love for Iago was stronger than any lust she felt.

Hunter closed the door behind him and made for his bedroom, which was the first door along the hallway, a few feet away from the living room opposite. “Hi, honey, I’m home,” he called out, using his husky Tess voice. “Be a love and put the kettle on, I’m beyond parched.”

Once he’d dumped his gear in his room and removed his heels (yes, they helped sell the illusion, but they were a nightmare to wear—almost as bad as the tights, but he couldn’t be arsed to remove them yet, besides his cuppa was waiting), he headed into the living room.

Where Caitlyn sat on the sofa with Iago.

Hunter stopped, his heart jumping into his throat. “Oh.”

Caitlyn looked up with a huge grin, her hand flying to her mouth. “Oh god,” she said, struggling on to her knees so she was leaning against the back of the sofa. “I was going to introduce you to Iago, but…” She looked Hunter up and down. “Who should I introduce you as?”

Hunter worked his mouth to speak, but no words would emerge, instead all he could do was look at Iago. The man remained where he was sitting, the same look of confusion sweeping across his features like the previous night.

“You really are most perplexing,” Iago said softly.

Caitlyn looked from Hunter to Iago, and back again. Hunter didn’t like the look in her eyes, that suspicious, almost accusatory, stare. He swallowed. “Yeah, get that a lot. Excuse me, love, I just need to go and jump in front of a bus.”

With that he rushed out to his bedroom, his heart a maelstrom of hurt and rejection.

*

Several hours passed before Hunter dared to venture out of his room. The flat was quiet, the living room light off. He had no idea if they were still in or not, he’d made sure his music was on full to drown out any possible noise the two of them might make together. It was bad enough just imagining the things Caitlyn would do to Iago, without the sound effects crashing into his room like some ghastly confirmation.

Now dressed only in his quarter lengths and a tee, he padded down the hallway towards the kitchen, careful to not make any sound as he passed by Caitlyn’s room. Just in case they were in there. He didn’t think he could bear seeing Caitlyn right now, let alone Iago. They had probably had a good laugh at his expense already.

Once in the kitchen he made himself a tea and sat down at the breakfast bar. He sat like that for a while, cradling the hot cup until it was not so hot, his thoughts running wild at what Iago had probably told Caitlyn about last night outside the restaurant. He didn’t know what she’d do about it, and he wasn’t sure he wanted to find out. All he knew for sure was that he wanted Iago, way more than Caitlyn could possibly want him. There were things he could do for Iago, to Iago, that Caitlyn couldn’t possibly compete with. If only Iago would give him a chance.

He sucked back a sob, just as the door to Caitlyn’s bedroom opened a crack. He looked up, expecting to get Caitlyn’s full wrath, but instead out stepped Iago. At first he was bathed in shadow, his outline implying that he was very naked, but as he stepped into the kitchen light Hunter saw that Iago did, at least, have his boxers on. His very tight boxers.

Hunter shifted uncomfortably, folding one leg over the other so as to hide his reaction to Iago’s remarkably perfect body. He swallowed hard, and offered up a “hiya”.

“Hunter,” Iago said, stopping at the breakfast bar directly in front of him. Hunter couldn’t help but notice that his knee was barely an inch from Iago’s crotch. Again he shifted, now even more uncomfortable, the object of his desire so close to him and yet, with Caitlyn only in the next room, so very far away still.

“Why do you perplex me so? Since last night you have filled my mind, and I do not understand why. This has never happened to me before.” Iago shook his head, and sat on the other stool. “I was created for women, not for men, and yet I feel drawn to you.”

“And not a sniff of alcohol, eh, love?”

Iago frowned at this. “No,” he said, his voice carrying a depth of seriousness Hunter had only ever heard from a priest performing last rights.

“Sorry,” Hunter said, trying to keep his own voice serious. Not an easy job; humor was his natural outlet when it came to unexpectedly intense moments like this. “It was a joke, you know, the old story about what’s the difference between a straight man and a gay man?” Iago looked at him blankly. “A few pints?” Still nothing. “Wow, thought everyone had heard of that, love.”

“I have not.” Iago leaned forward. “This world is very strange to me; not as I remember at all.” He sat back, and rested his hands on the breakfast bar. “I was made for women, they are pulled to me irresistibly; this is a fact. But I have noticed men looking at me, before and since last night. I thought they looked with jealousy, angered by the perfection they could never reach. But… Now there is you. And I see it is not jealousy. Like with women, it is desire.”

Hunter didn’t know what to say. Instead he just searched Iago’s face for some trace of humor. Clearly the man had to be pulling his leg. But Iago had the most earnest look that Hunter had ever seen.

“I have filled your head.”

Hunter blinked, not too sure he had heard right. “Sorry?”

“Last night, you were marked by me. Since then all you can do is think of me, is that not so?”

Hunter couldn’t help but smile at this. Wasn’t quite the way he would have put it, but Iago spoke the truth. “Yes, ever since I saw you outside last night I’ve wanted you.”

“Men desiring men?” Iago shook his head, his eyes clouding. “This is wrong.”

“Well, yes and no,” Hunter said slowly, not having expected to delve into such an intense topic so soon. All he really wanted was to get Iago into his bedroom. Only… “It’s not wrong for men to want men, but for me to want you. That’s wrong, love. Caitlyn is my friend, I love her, but…” He tried to find the words, to explain what his heart was telling him. He shrugged. “Truth is, Iago, she is not right for you. I am.” Hunter took a deep breath, glad he had finally said it.

“How can you be? Always there have been men and women. Two sexes, made to procreate, bring forth new life. I was made for women, to impregnate them.”

Now Hunter understood. He had met people like this before, straight men who had never considered the possibility of being bi, until being confronted with that one man who was able to spin their heads. And then the confusion set in.

“Times change, love,” Hunter said, and removed himself off his stool, no longer bothered by the stirring beneath his shorts. “Tell me you haven’t wanted me since last night? You said it yourself, you can’t stop thinking about me.”

“This is true,” Iago said, allowing himself to be pulled gently off the stool. “But it is still wrong.”

“Perhaps,” Hunter said, bringing his face closer to Iago’s, “but sometimes the wrong things are the best things.”

Iago was going to reply, but as soon as his mouth opened Hunter placed his tongue inside. For a moment they remained as they were, their tongues probing each other, casting about inside their mouths, each man enjoying the sensation of being within the other. A precursor to bigger and better things. Hunter was the first to pull away, and when he did he couldn’t help but smile at the way Iago placed one finger on his own lips, his brow furrowing.

“Tell me that wasn’t great?”

“It was…” Iago shook his head.

“Different? New? Exciting?” Hunter winked. “Exciting would be the best answer.”

“Wrong.”

Hunter pulled away, he didn’t understand. He was sure he was on to something, that Iago was seeing the light, but still all he could say was wrong?

“No, love, it’s not wrong. You are what you are, and you have to just accept that.”

Iago nodded slowly. “Yes, you are right. I know what I was made to be.” He pulled Hunter close, and ran a finger up his face. “This must never happen again.” His finger stopped against Hunter’s forehead. “You must see the truth, and abase yourself.”

A sharp pain stabbed his brain, and Hunter staggered back, holding his head. The pain continued, surging through him, causing him to fall to his knees. Once it finally subsided he opened his eyes and looked up at Iago. “What the hell did you just…”

What stood there by the breakfast bar was no man. It stood at least eight feet tall, a beast from hell. Leathery wings sprouted from its back, while coarse black hair covered its body like dripping oil. Its limbs were long and thin, built with sinewy muscle, and hanging between its legs, poking out of the dark hair, was the longest and most repulsive penis Hunter had ever seen.

“I have traversed the world more times than you can conceive of,” the creature said, its voice deep and resonant. Hunter swallowed; his throat dry. The voice, although lacking the warmth, was unmistakably that of Iago. “Always the men feared me; my name became myth, a tale used to scare adolescents. In Mesopotamia, I was known as Lilu, and my son was Gilgamesh. A great warrior, created for the war above. I have seen so much of this world, but never have I seen it so changed as now.”

Hunter couldn’t speak. This was beyond him. Iago, that most handsome of men, who had seduced him with just a look, was this creature, this… “What…” Hunter ran his tongue over his lips. “What are you?”

“I am incubus. I am he that preys on mortal women, he that raises them up to be the bearer of warriors, the victors of the war above us all.” The creature, the incubus, moved forward, every muscle in its legs moving beneath the oily skin. “This world is wrong; men no longer fear me, instead they wish to mate with me.” Hunter barely had time to blink before the incubus’ claw-like hands surrounded his throat, lifting him off the floor until his face was inches from the demonic visage. “Can you now bear children? Does the seed of man swim within you to create new life?”

Hunter wanted to answer, to explain what it meant to be gay, why it wasn’t wrong, but he could barely get breath into his lungs. Only the air supply through his nose was preventing him from fainting, such was the creature’s grip on his throat. He was getting delirious, he must have been, to even think that this creature cared what he thought.

A scream echoed from somewhere in the house. It had to be Caitlyn. The creature turned its great black head, its yellow eyes casting a look at the closed bedroom door. “Behold, man, you are about to witness the true meaning of creation,” the incubus said, and released its hold of Hunter.

He dropped onto the kitchen floor, hard. But he did not make any attempt to get up, instead he gasped for air, which flooded his lungs like shards of broken glass. His vision was becoming blurred, but he had to focus. To see what the incubus was going to do next. And so he watched. There was little else he could do.

The incubus approached the small flight of steps that led up to the hallway, and with each step it took its form began to change. First the legs and arms pulled in tighter, and the coarse hair seemed to melt into its skin. The wings folded tight against its back, sinking into the tight muscles there. Slowly the black oily skin became lighter, until it was the bronze it had previously been. Once again the creature was Iago, only this time he was completely naked, and for a moment Hunter found his eye lingering on the bubble butt as it moved in time with each step.

Hunter shook his head and looked away, reminding himself that Iago and the incubus were the same thing. That the perfectly formed man, the most stunning example of hunkdom that Hunter had ever laid his eyes on, was really that demonic creature which preyed on women. That lived to…

“Oh god,” Hunter said, his words barely a breath. He knew why Caitlyn was screaming.

*

It was impossible. And it was unwanted. Two thoughts, intricately linked to the size of her belly. Caitlyn could feel them (yes, them!) moving inside her. That’s what had woke her up. She had been sleeping, dreaming nice dreams of her and Iago, of all the fabulous things they would do together, when an alarm sounded in her head. As if her body was trying to nudge her from her dream. Wake up, it was saying, you have simply got to see this.

And see she did. As soon as she opened her eyes she noticed it. The massive lump in her belly, her skin stretched out like some balloon. She had never asked to be a mother, never wanted to be a mother. She knew she’d make a bad one, learned far too many mistakes from her own mum. There was nothing she could teach a child that would be useful.

She was careful. Always, no matter how serious a relationship she was in, she was always careful. A couple of years back she even had the Implanon contraceptive implant put into her arm, supplying her body with the progestin needed to stop ovulation. Only one in a hundred women with the implant got pregnant. She was sure it would not be her.

But, wait. The little lives growing in her, her body undergoing amazing changes so damned quickly. Hormones out of whack! She wasn’t thinking straight. She’d been pregnant for, what, an hour or two? How was she supposed to react? Think things through calmly, or go off her rocker.

Caitlyn screamed again.

*

The door opened before Iago reached it, and Caitlyn stepped out, looking around wildly. She pointed at Iago. “You!” she yelled, her arms flailing at him. “What have you done to me?” She pointed at her belly. “I mean…how?”

“Be calm,” Iago said, reaching out to her. She tried to pull away, but in her condition she could not move fast enough. He led her by the arm into the kitchen, and Hunter got a full view on her new “condition.” She was dressed in her usual pink satin pajamas, but they were now incredibly tight around the waist, while the top was no longer open, the bottoms having popped under the sheer pressure of her expanding belly.

Caitlyn was very pregnant.

And still Hunter just watched, the air ripping through his lungs.

Iago glanced over at him, as he helped Caitlyn to sit on the bottom step, and grinned. Hunter felt a shiver shoot up his back. He had to do something, prevent whatever was going to happen from happening. He attempted to rise off the floor, but his strength failed him.

Iago had done something to him.

The fake-man knelt beside Caitlyn, his naked knees resting on the cold lino of the kitchen floor. Hunter blinked, unable to miss the lengthy manhood hanging between Iago’s legs. Before Iago had revealed his true form, when he had still worn the tight boxers that now lay shredded on the floor, he didn’t seem to be packing so much. If he had been, Hunter would have noticed. Clearly, when disguising himself as Iago once more, the incubus had failed to disguise the thing that now hung so freely. Accident, or was it a spiteful act to remind Hunter of what he might have had, had things been different? Is that why he had winked? Iago was playing with him, sapping him of his strength so he was forced to watch while this…thing…that had so worked its way into Hunter’s very soul played out its twisted act of creation with Caitlyn.

*

“How is this happening?” she asked Iago, now calmed by the gentle administrations of her gorgeous man. “We only slept together last night… And tonight we…”

“One night was enough,” Iago said. “It always is enough,” he added with his calming smile, the one he had used on her so many times. She touched his face gently; his skin was so warm. Warm and soothing.

“But how? I have this implant; it’s supposed to be ninety-nine percent…”

Iago shushed her. “Be proud, my dear katharos, you will give birth to my new legion. And soon we will win the war.”

Caitlyn just stared at him. “What war?”

*

Hunter looked up at this. Iago, the incubus, had mentioned the war before. The war above!

Of course. He had read enough mythology books over the years; he had heard of the war in heaven. But it was just a myth, right? Like the incubus was a myth…

Reality crashed in, and Hunter’s brain shut down.

*

Iago noticed the man pass out, but he did not care. The world of man had become more complicated, and he needed more time to study it. But right now he had more important things to which he had to attend.

Caitlyn let out a scream of pain, and Iago turned to her. Beneath her belly, deep in her womb, his children were moving. Already they pressed against the birth sac, wanting to be free, to join their father in the war. It was only a matter of moments.

“Be at peace, katharos,” Iago said. “You cannot prevent this.”

She looked up at him, and he was struck by the anger and hate. He was not surprised by it. So many women over the centuries had responded the same way, once the truth became clear to them. Iago and Caitlyn were not destined to be with each other, she was merely an incubator for his seed to create life.

The truth hurt. “You bastard!” she screamed.

Iago smiled. “I am many things.”

He placed his hand on Caitlyn’s belly and, feeling their father’s presence, his children broke free, tearing their way through the woman’s internal organs, cracking the rib cage as if it were a weak prison, and ripped through the layer of skin.

Blood splattered Iago’s face, and his bright teeth erupted through his lips in a smile.

The war could now continue.

The incubus glanced down at Caitlyn’s dead eyes as its children swarmed up its black, oily arm. The woman would never know the great service she had performed, like so many women before her.

Still there was another who would know. The incubus rose to its clawed feet, and turned to where Hunter lay, still out cold. Death would be swift for the man, but the incubus did not wish to kill him. Although it knew that it would never be able to impregnate a man, something new stirred within, brought on by a remembrance of a kiss.

“Different? New? Exciting?”

Yes; all these things. One day the incubus would return, but in a new form, one Hunter did not know. It wished to explore further this new breed of man. The war would continue to wage without it for a while; its children, spreading out over its body as they were, would see to that. Yes, it would take a break from the war, and see what Hunter had to offer.

*

Three Months Later…

Questions, accusations, statements, medical examinations, even psychiatric evaluations. No one was quite sure what to do with Hunter after the police had come to investigate the reports of screaming from the neighbors. At first it was assumed that Hunter, who was huddled in the corner of the kitchen, cradling Caitlyn’s body in his arms, blood all over his clothes, had killed her. But medical examinations proved that somehow something had ripped itself out of her, killing her painfully.

Hunter wouldn’t talk of what had happened, not at first, but eventually he opened up. And that’s when they placed him in the psychiatric hospital, just for tests, of course. He’d been there for over two months since that one-off visit, and they were happy with him, although his counselor was worried for his safety.

Hunter was worried, too, but he had kept his nose clean and eventually his day-out was approved.

He knelt by the grave and placed the flowers gently on the ground. He thought it was going to be hard coming to see Caitlyn, but it was proving surprisingly easy. In his own mind he was still trying to sort out what had happened while he’d passed out, but it was as if there was some block preventing him from thinking too hard about it.

Hunter knew it would remain a mystery. And of that he was glad.

He smiled thinly. “See you soon, Cait, love,” he whispered, making sure his companion couldn’t hear him. He was pretty sure the orderlies at the hospitals had no idea what he was planning. It didn’t matter; soon he wouldn’t be a problem for them.

He stood up and walked over to his companion. A new member of staff at the hospital. A stunning young man from Scotland, with bright blue eyes, light brown hair and a smile that had bedazzled Hunter the second they’d been introduced.

“Ye ready to go back now, then, Hunter?” he asked.

Hunter nodded. “Yeah, love. Thanks for coming with me.”

The younger man held Hunter’s hand and together they walked off. “Ach, man, for ye, anything,” Iagan said, grinning.
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