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Chapter One 

 

His pet was gone. 

Noah eyed the snow covered tracks as they disappeared into the small pond 

behind the cabin. A gaping hole in the ice marked his pet’s entry but there was nothing to 

indicate his pet had found his way out again. 

A dull ache of regret twisted in his chest. It was a shame really, his pet had had 

potential, but Noah had dropped the illusion too soon and the man had been a bit too 

conservative to accept his true masculine form. 

Leaving his pet alone while the man was still dealing with his issues had been a 

bad judgment on Noah’s part. He knew that now. Live and learn. It had been his first 

attempt to keep a steady meal on hand. One was bound to make a few mistakes.  

The snow whipped along the air as a new sound drifted on the wind. Noah moved 

through the woods toward the highway and watched the lone car rattle to a stop. The 

night was closing in and already temperatures were dropping. A cold wind curled behind 

him and he fought the urge to be one with the frost, a true sign he was in need of 

sustenance. 

He needed a meal, but a steady food supply would be much better. Finding 

someone that fit the requirements was often harder than one might expect for a lone 

incubus. 

Noah peered through the branches of the trees trying to make out who was inside 

the car, but could see nothing through the thick snow floating through the trees. The 

flakes were large as the storm rolled in and the stranded motorist would need shelter 

soon. 
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The car grew dusty white as he waited, in no rush to make his move. The human 

inside tried several times to turn the car over without success before finally climbing out 

into the snow. The heavy coat and hat hid the person well as they fiddled with the engine 

and tried again, succeeding in only a helpless whine from the machine. 

The night grew darker and the cold closed in driving the person back into the 

safety of the vehicle. 

It was late when Noah finally moved through the woods approaching the car. A 

cold and desperate human would be far more willing to follow him anywhere but without 

certainty of the person’s gender, he approached the car as he was, not bothering with 

illusions. The spell required energy and he had little to spare. Slipping through the deep 

snow beside the vehicle, he tapped lightly on the fogged glass.  

The little car shook as the blurred shape of the person inside sat up. A second later 

a hand swiped the glass and Noah found himself looking at a burly man with a heavy 

beard and mustache.  

Relief rippled over the man’s face as he rolled down the window. “Boy, am I glad 

to see you. I thought I might freeze to death waiting for a car to pass.” 

Noah flashed the man his best charming smile. “The road closes this time of year. 

You’re very lucky I found you. No one is likely to come through here for days. I’m 

Noah.” 

The man put out his hand through the window. “I’m Roy,” he said and looked 

around outside. “Where’s your car?” 

Roy’s hands was strong and firm as they shook hands. 

“I don’t have one. I live close by and happened on to your car. Come on, the cabin 

isn’t far, you don’t want to freeze out here.” 

“You were wandering in the middle of a storm?” 

“I was looking for my … pet.” 

Roy climbed out of the car and looked around. “Did you find him?” 

Noah shook his head. “His tracks disappeared into a pond. He was a rather stupid 

animal.”  

“Sorry to hear that, but glad you found me. I’m almost a mancicle out here.”  
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Noah let his eyes linger. Such a big and healthy mancicle too. He towered over 

Noah’s much smaller and slighter build. This one had potential. 

Noah forced his gaze away and pointed into the woods. “Come on. We shouldn’t 

stand out here in the cold when there’s a warm cabin close by.” 

The big man stepped around the car. Noah smiled innocently up at the man before 

stepping back and leading the way through the woods. 

The snow picked up as they walked and Noah noticed Roy shiver as he followed 

along beside him. 

“So, what do you do out here?” Roy asked rubbing his arms over his coat.  

“Rescue burly lumberjacks from hypothermia,” Noah said. 

Roy chuckled. “No, I mean, do you live out here or something?” 

“Yes. I like my privacy. Hardly anyone happens upon my home.” 

“You live all alone then?” 

Noah looked him over. “Yes.” 

Something flickered behind Roy’s eyes but Noah couldn’t quite pin-point what it 

was before it was gone. Letting it pass without comment he led Roy deeper into the 

woods, weaving around trees before they finally reached the cabin. 

It was a small place, just two bedrooms and a cellar, but it was clean and warm. 

He motioned Roy inside and watched the man sink into the chair by the fire. The 

fireplace gave the dark cabin an amber glow and helped keep the cold winter at bay. 

Roy groaned and closed his eyes as if melting into the chair. Snow melted into 

small puddles on the hardwood floors at his feet. Roy was an attractive meal. Strong and 

broad shouldered with that sweet scent of strength about him. He would help make fine, 

strong children someday. And if done right, this one could last indefinitely. Strong and 

healthy men were always best.  

“Here, let me take your coat,” Noah said, moving close enough to let his 

pheromones linger near the man. 

Roy shot him a confused smile but handed over his coat. 

“I’ll make some tea. I’m sure you could use something to warm your insides,” 

Noah said, hanging the coat before moving into the kitchen area just off the living room. 

Roy cleared his throat and followed him into the kitchen. “Sounds good.” 
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Noah let Roy linger as he put a kettle of water on to boil and started on some 

soup. He had to make sure his future meal was well fed after his icy ordeal. 

“You’re all alone here. You know, I could be an axe murderer,” Roy said 

scanning the small cabin. His eyes sized up the exits before Noah felt them on the back of 

his neck. 

“So could I, I suppose. Are you?” 

“Am I what?” 

Noah turned to look over his shoulder at Roy. “Are you an axe murderer?” 

Roy twitched a grin. “Axes are pretty messy. I wouldn’t need an axe for a little 

guy like you.” 

“I don’t know. I’m stronger than I look,” Noah turned his attention back to the 

soup on the stove so it didn’t burn. 

He finished the soup and sat it down in front of Roy at the kitchen table. Topping 

the meal off with bread, butter and tea, he sat down across from the man to watch him 

eat. 

“You aren’t eating?” 

Noah motioned outside. “It’s not even dawn yet. I might have something for 

breakfast later. I’ll join you for tea though.” 

Noah poured himself a cup and sat down across from Roy. “So, what brings you 

this deep into the mountains?” 

Roy froze a second over his soup, his eyes distant. “I, uh, got lost.” He dipped his 

bread into his soup and started to eat. 

Something about that didn’t ring true, but Noah let it go. “It’s easy to get lost in 

these little roads. The mountains can be a maze if you aren’t sure where you’re going.” 

“What do you do out here, in the middle of nowhere?” 

“I like the quiet out here. Cities are so loud.” 

“Yeah, I can understand that. It is pretty peaceful out here. Is it like this all the 

time?” 

Noah nodded. “This cabin is hard to find if you don’t know where to look. I like it 

that way.” 
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The pheromones in the air were starting to make Roy flush. Noah stood up and 

leaned close as he took the empty bowl from in front of Roy and put it in the sink.  

“The shower is open if you want,” Noah offered. “Then you can get some rest. 

You must be exhausted. You can have my bed.” 

Noah smiled gently as Roy cleared his throat and got up a little stiff from the 

table.  

“Yeah, I think I need a shower.” Roy headed quickly toward the open bathroom 

door. 

Noah chuckled softly as the water began to run in the next room. This was starting 

to become more fun than he expected. 
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Chapter Two 

 

Roy hissed as the lukewarm water beat against his bare skin. His cock jetted out 

in front of him begging for release though he had a hard time coming to terms with why. 

He had never had this reaction before, to anyone. He prided himself on his willpower and 

restraint, but something was so off about this whole situation he had a hard time reining 

himself in. 

Closing his eyes he took a deep breath, trying to regain some sort of control. The 

image of Noah’s face filled his head. That long black hair that fell to his shoulder, and 

such black eyes, like chips of coal drew him in. Roy wanted to touch him, brush the hair 

from his face and see the beautiful glow of crimson against that ivory skin. Noah was 

such an oddly pretty man. Roy wondered if he would be ugly underneath like the others. 

Noah was so small and fragile, almost innocent. There was no fear in him, not yet. 

Roy wondered if he could make the man scream.  

Roy twitched a smile. He would choke off those screams with his cock. He’d 

make the little man choke and gag and love every moment of it. He had never considered 

doing that before. Never considered keeping such a pretty thing that long, but this one 

was different. Noah was a man, he would last much longer. His screams would be so 

much more satisfying. 

His thoughts focused on Noah’s pretty mouth around his cock. Each scream cut 

short as he grabbed Noah’s hair and shoved himself down Noah’s throat. He wrapped his 

hands around his cock, picturing that pretty mouth around him. That tongue flickering 

over his head before sucking him down inch by inch. Roy could almost feel it. Almost 

smell Noah’s scent. His hand beat his cock faster in such desperate need of release but 

not quite able to tip over the edge.  

He growled with frustration and squeezed his eyes shut tighter trying to picture 

Noah sucking him. Those red lips wrapped around him and that black hair tangled in his 

fingers.  

Roy hissed with need desperate for more. He could picture it so vividly, that 

flickering little tongue and the wet warmth of that mouth choking him down — 
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A knock rattled the door. “Do you need any help in there?” 

Noah’s voice sent him over the edge. The soft tone of voice sent a vibration 

through him. Streams of come mixed with water as Roy bit back the groan of release. 

He panted for air, trying to catch his breath as curls of steam drifted around him. 

“I’m … fine,” Roy panted and pressed his forehead to the cool tile wall.  

He listened for a minute and a few seconds later Noah walked away. Taking a 

deep breath Roy turned off the water and tried to shake off the strange lust. 

Control Roy. Control. 

He took another deep breath and let it out nice and slow. There was plenty of 

time. There was no need to rush. No one would ever find him here. He had all the time in 

the world. 

* * * 

Noah tasted the air, ripe with the scent of sex as he stood outside the bathroom. 

He savored the taste before forcing himself away. To keep Roy, he had to go slow. A 

steady food source was important. Living off the occasional meal was no way to live and 

constantly hunting grew tiresome. 

Noah sucked the energy from the air. It would do for now, but soon he’d grow 

hungry for more than a second hand appetizer. Roy was such a vibrant and passionate 

soul. The thought of bursting into the bathroom and taking him was almost 

overwhelming. 

Noah fought the impulse and pushed himself away from the door. Slipping into 

the bedroom, he stripped the bed. The scent of his old pet still clung to the downy soft 

cotton. He shook his head and tossed the old linen aside. The new sheets were clean and 

fresh, ready for a new scent to cling to the fine cloth. Fluffing the pillows he listened as 

Roy’s bare feet shuffled over the wood floors and stepped into the bedroom. 

“There you go. All ready for you,” Noah said, flashing Roy his best smile. “I have 

extra blankets if you’re still chilled.” 

Noah took a moment to admire the view. Roy looked much better now that he had 

showered. His damp hair was in need of a cut and his dark beard dripped with water. Fine 

broad shoulders and a hard flat stomach were sprinkled with dark curls that Noah would 

have loved to run his fingers through. The sweat pants hung low on Roy’s hips and Noah 
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could already see the effect he was beginning to have on the man as a distinct bulge had 

begun to grow.  

He let his eyes linger enjoying the discomfort that sent a visible shudder over 

Roy. “Good night, Roy.” 

Roy cleared his throat and climbed quickly under the blankets. “Yeah, thanks.” 

“You will let me know if there’s anything … else I can do for you. Won’t you?” 

Roy licked his lips making them so red it took a great deal of restraint for Noah to 

keep from jumping into the bed with him. 

“Uh, yeah. I’ll keep that in mind. Thanks.” 

Noah turned to leave the room, flipping the light switch off behind him. 

“Sleep well, Roy.” Letting his pheromones ripple through the room Noah closed 

the door behind him. 
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Chapter Three 

 

Roy thrashed in the soft sheets as images of Noah filled his dreams. 

He ran his hands through Noah’s black hair as he bent the little man over the bed. 

Perfect round cheeks stood out, presented to him. Roy ran his hand over the smooth 

cheeks and his fingers tingled with the touch. Noah moaned and pressed back into his 

hand. 

His cock ached as he stroked himself. He wanted to be inside Noah to make him 

scream. 

Roy moaned as the dream faded yet again. Always touching but never getting off. 

His hand pumped his cock without results and he rolled awake.  

Noah. 

The little man was the only thought on his mind and Roy found himself climbing 

out of bed to search for the little man.. 

Wandering into the living room Roy watched as Noah lay sleeping on the couch. 

All he had dreamed about was the man. The things he could do … god, he ached with the 

thought. 

Roy slipped his hand down his sweats and stroked his cock thick and stiff in his 

hand. Nothing he did soothed the ache. He wanted Noah like he had never wanted anyone 

before.  

With a shake of his head, Roy dismissed the thoughts and pulled his hand from 

his pants. He had unfinished business first. He needed to get rid of what was in the car, 

before Noah found it. Once that was done, Roy could enjoy everything Noah had to offer, 

and the images in his head were all so hot and fascinating. Things he had never 

considered before just refused to leave his mind.  

Roy took a deep breath forcing himself to remember his control before grabbing 

his coat from beside the door.  

Bundled up tight, he stepped from the cabin and squinted into the early morning 

sun. The air was different outside the cabin and the cool air helped ease some of the 

painful erection that had been taunting him all night. 
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Pulling up his collar, he headed toward the road along the same route Noah had 

brought him. He sighed with relief when he found the car. No tracks had come down the 

road since he left and snow on the car was untouched. 

He brushed the snow aside and climbed into the vehicle. The vinyl seats crackled 

under him and he smiled as he reached for something leather under the passenger seat. 

Pulling the bag free he opened it up and looked inside. 

His smile widened as the glint of steel glittered back at him. Reaching into the bag 

he caressed the smooth handle of the knife inside. He closed his eyes remembering how 

beautifully it had cut through warm flesh. How she had screamed as he carved the pretty 

off of her to show the world how ugly she really was. They were all ugly underneath. The 

sweet satisfaction of being the one to reveal that was a rush. 

The cool wooden handle teased his fingertips and he pulled it from the satin lined 

bag. Not a drop of blood marred the steel. He had been careful, washing and oiling the 

blade after each use. He could still smell the scent of knife oil clinging to the blade. 

He forced himself to put the blade back and tucked the bag under his coat. He 

needed to get rid of the ugly in the trunk, and the car too. Then he could have Noah. Noah 

in the quiet little cabin where no one would ever hear his screams. 

The wind blew outside the car making it shake under the assault. Things weren’t 

the same out here. Inside the cabin all he thought of was Noah, but out here, other things 

called out.  

Climbing from the car, he popped the trunk and stared down at the nude body 

inside. Her skin was so white against her ugly skinless face. The twisted muscles beneath 

her outer beauty were the true reflection of her soul. 

He reached into the trunk and tugged to pull her frozen corpse out onto the 

roadside before dragging her down the steep embankment. She slid most of the way, but 

he had to be careful and dragged her until he found a bramble to hide her inside. 

Going back to the car, he began to push it off the road. Aiming it as best he could, 

Roy shoved it off the road. 

The vehicle crashed down the steep embankment taking out small trees before 

disappearing from view. Movement caught his eye and he looked up through the trees in 
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the direction of the cabin. A ripple of black hair and deep blue jacket caught his attention 

before it vanished into the woods. 

Cursing, Roy started back to the cabin as fast as his feet could take him. Ignoring 

the growing wind and thickening snow, he crashed through the woods in a near panic. He 

needed to find out what Noah had seen.  

 

Roy threw open the door of the cabin, his eyes falling on Noah lounging on the 

couch. Noah was wearing nothing but a pair of shorts. The book in his hand seemed to be 

his only focus. A breakfast of hotcakes and sausage were sitting out on the kitchen table. 

Noah blinked innocently at him from over his book. A tiny smile twitched across Noah’s 

lips. 

“I wasn’t sure you’d be back,” Noah said. 

“Uh … were you outside?” 

“Why? Were you having visions of me?” 

Roy flushed with uncertainty. Noah wasn’t dressed to be outside and breakfast 

looked hot. He ran his hand through his hair, confused as he pulled off his coat. 

Roy shook his head, dismissing the uneasiness and stalked across the room to the 

table. His stomach growled. He was so hungry he could eat a horse. “Thanks for 

breakfast.” 

“Anytime. I’m guessing you didn’t get your car fixed?” 

Roy plopped down at the table and shook his head as he dove into the hotcakes 

topped with hot butter and syrup. “I think someone hit my car. It rolled down the ravine.” 

“What a shame. It could be awhile then before you think about leaving.” 

“You don’t mind, do you? I mean, I’ll go when the weather lets up.” 

“Oh, there’s no rush.” 

Roy eyed Noah as he ate. His bare chest was smooth but toned and the heat in the 

room was already having an effect on him. He bit his lip, food forgotten under the aching 

pressure of his cock. 

“Come here,” Roy rasped, his hand stroking his cock through his sweats.  

Noah got to his feet and Roy pushed his chair away from the table watching as 

Noah closed the distance between them. 
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Roy’s eyes drifted down to the vivid outline of Noah’s cock under his shorts. He 

had never seen another man’s dick before, not up close. He couldn’t help but wonder 

what it looked like under those shorts. 

Noah leaned up against the table beside him. “Need something, Roy?” 

His head spun. He wanted — god how he wanted Noah. He wanted everything 

about the man. Noah’s scent filled the air and he choked with the sudden tingle of lust 

rushing through him. He fought the need, his hand trembling as they glided over his cock. 

This desperate hunger was so alien, so confusing. 

Roy bit his lip and pulled his cock from his sweats. “Suck me.” 

Noah dropped to his knees in front of him. No hesitation. It surprised him. 

Surprise gave way to pleasure as Noah’s fingers teased his shaft. 

Roy took a shaky breath his cock only inches from Noah’s mouth. 

“Say please,” Noah whispered his breath tickled the curls of hair around Roy’s 

cock sending new spikes of need through his whole body. 

Roy couldn’t hold back, he grabbed Noah by the hair pulling him into his stiff 

cock. Those lips parted like butter, hot and wet. His whole body tingled to his toes as 

Noah began to suck.  

God those lips, that mouth. Roy watched fascinated as his cock disappeared 

between bright pink lips. His cock pulsed and Noah pulled back to lick beads of precum 

from the head. 

It was better than Roy imagined as if every nerve was vibrating. He needed 

release. He wanted Noah to swallow him, suck every last bit of him down. Roy jerked 

Noah’s head closer, burying his cock down the smaller man’s throat. Noah swallowed 

every inch as Roy began fucking his mouth.  

The need only grew. Roy was sure his cock would explode. He was lost, so close 

but in such terrible need. His fingers wrapped tighter in Noah’s silky black hair forcing 

him down. His cock hit the back of Noah’s throat again and again. He was desperate for 

release. 

Noah hummed as if acknowledging that hunger. Roy’s entire body shuddered as 

climax hit him like a hammer. Come rushed from him, spilling deep into Noah’s mouth. 

The little man swallowed him down, taking every drop as if sucking him dry. 
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He slumped panting over Noah, resting his forehead on the top of the little man’s 

head as his limp cock slipped from Noah’s lips. He could barely move. It was as if the 

energy had been drained from him with climax. 

Noah chuckled softly and got back to his feet. “Next time you’ll say please.” 

Roy huffed. Not bloody likely. 

Exhausted he staggered to his feet. He barely noticed when Noah stripped him 

down and put him into bed. Too tired to care, he slept. 

  



Haunted Kisses by C.M. Torrens 

19. 

 

 

Chapter Four 

 

Roy woke tired but felt fantastic. His body buzzed with a strange sort of energy he 

hadn’t felt before. His fingers tingled and every nerve was alive. He couldn’t ever 

remember having such a reaction after sex of any sort. His cock was already half hard 

with the memory of it. 

His knife! 

He sat up suddenly scanning the room for his clothes. His eyes fell on his bag 

sitting on the nightstand beside the bed. Sighing heavily, he snatched the bag off the table 

and looked inside. His knife was exactly as he had left it, wrapped in silk. He reached in 

to caress the handle before closing the bag again. 

He twitched a smile and climbed out of bed. His heart hammered at the thought of 

seeing Noah again. 

Stepping out into the living room he froze at the sight of Noah going through a 

bright red suitcase. 

“Where did you get that?” Roy snapped. 

Noah looked up at him, his black eyes wide and innocent. “From the trunk of your 

car.”  

Roy felt himself pale and his heart beat wildly in his chest. “You weren’t 

supposed to look in there. That was mine. That wasn’t for you.” 

Noah ignored him and continued looking through the suitcase. “These are pretty, 

don’t you think?” He asked, pulling out a lacy black g-string and matching bra. “Soft and 

smooth. Satin.” 

Roy bit his lip as he studied Noah a long moment. “What else … did you find?” 

“I really didn’t think you’d want the dead bodies, besides, they’re heavy,” Noah 

said as he pulled out a pink silk teddy. “Ooh, this is pretty.” 

Roy flinched and his body froze in sudden panic.  Shaking his head he closed the 

distance between them and grabbed the teddy out of Noah’s hands. “Stop that!” He 

grabbed the suitcase from the couch and slammed it shut. 
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Noah smiled and turned to face him. “Just trying to figure out what makes you 

tick, Roy. My beautiful Roy.” 

His head spun with confusion and uncertainty. The air felt so heavy and that 

aching need was starting to return. Grabbing his head he staggered into the kitchen for 

some water. He had a hard time thinking his body was still buzzing from last night. Noah 

could call the police. They would take him away forever. They didn’t see the ugly, no 

one did. They had deserved to die. It was his duty to show the world the ugly in those 

girls. 

He glanced over his shoulder at Noah who stood watching him from the living 

room. He had to make Noah understand. 

“What are you going to do? Call the police?” Roy asked. 

“Why would I do that? Do you want me to?” 

“No.” Roy finished his water and set it down on the counter. His head spun 

everything was so damn confusing. Why wasn’t Noah calling the police? Did he know 

about the hidden ugly that girl had? Had he seen it?  

He took a deep breath trying to focus. “I can’t think right. You confuse me. What 

are you doing to me?” 

Noah blinked at him. Those sweet eyes all wide and innocent. Those eyes alone 

had his cock twitching with need. The memory of those sweet lips around his dick made 

him dizzy. He tried to think, tried to breathe. No! Something was wrong. He should not 

be feeling this way. It was Noah’s fault! 

He turned and snarled at Noah. “I can’t think with you here!” 

There was no fear in Noah’s face and Roy closed the distance between them. He 

wanted to smack him, crush him, and squeeze his pretty little throat.  

“Are you sure thinking is the best thing for you, Roy? I mean, you did kill that 

girl. How many others?” 

“Shut up!”  

“Did they scream? Do you like hearing them scream? Were they very pretty?” 

“They’re liars! They’re all ugly underneath. I had to show people that, can’t you 

understand? They needed to know.” 

“And you’ve shown them plenty, Roy. You don’t need to show them anymore.” 
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Roy ached. God how he ached. It burned inside him like a fire. 

Noah took his hand and led him back into the kitchen. “You need to eat. No 

wonder you’re so distressed, you haven’t eaten all day. Come on.” 

Roy sighed at the touch of Noah’s hand. His mind focused on Noah and the 

sudden appeal of food. His stomach growled in response and he sat down at the table 

while Noah made him a hot sandwich and salad. 

How could Noah still want him here after what he had found in the woods? 

Maybe he knew how ugly they really were. Maybe he could see it too. 

He watched as Noah cleaned up the dishes. The slacks Noah wore framed his ass 

and Roy found himself wondering what it would be like to fuck him. His cock throbbed 

and his body tingled. He could almost feel Noah’s mouth on him, sucking him. Roy 

winced and took a deep breath, trying to calm himself. He had never thought about men 

before, not really. But he couldn’t see the ugly in men, not like he did the girls.  

He grit his teeth at the thought. Their laughter grated and mocked him. Noah 

hadn’t mocked him. Noah hadn’t thought him crazy or thrown him out, or called the 

police. Noah was nice and attractive. And small. He could make Noah do anything. 

His cock throbbed with need as he finished off the last of his meal. He fisted his 

cock under the table as he watched Noah’s tight little ass move in front of the sink. 

He shook his head suddenly and pulled his hand away.  This wasn’t at all right. 

Something had to be wrong with him. Getting to his feet he walked toward the bathroom 

for a nice cold shower. 

* * * 

Noah glanced over his shoulder and watched as Roy disappeared down the hall to 

the bathroom.  

It had taken every ounce of his willpower not to push Roy. He was still growing 

use to his new surroundings. Clearly he was a man who hadn’t been with other men 

before. Such a sweet little virgin just begging to be taken, but pushing too hard at this 

stage was dangerous. He’d end up with another swimmer if he wasn’t careful. 

Letting Roy take charge of things, if only during his slow acceptance of his new 

life, seemed the best option. Noah would spread those pretty little virgin cheeks 

eventually; he just had to do this right and not damage his new pet any further. Roy was 
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already damaged goods as it was. Still he was an interesting creature nonetheless, and 

watching him struggle with attraction and lust was more than a little amusing.  

Noah moved into the bedroom and pumped the room full of pheromones while he 

made up the bed. He had been especially careful to find soft things for the bed. Pets grew 

very sensitive to touch. Noah couldn’t wait for the day when a touch could feed them 

both everything they needed. But that would take time. 

Noah sighed heavily. Patience clearly was not his virtue. 

Roy needed more time to stew. Pulling on his coat he slipped from the cabin to 

get a walk in and let Roy’s need grow. There were no clothes in the house that would fit 

him and the pheromones would have plenty of time to do their magic. 
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Chapter Five 

 

Roy paced the cabin stroking his cock, trying to get off, but nothing seemed to do 

the trick. All he could see was Noah’s face and imagine how he might look bent over the 

nearest piece of furniture.  

He had taken two cold showers since Noah disappeared and they did nothing to 

sooth his lust. Night had fallen and Roy was beginning to worry. Roy pulled his hands 

from his cock and rubbed his temples. What if Noah didn’t come back? What if Noah had 

gone away for good? 

The sound of footsteps on the porch had him moving. Raw need vibrated in every 

fiber of his being. 

The door opened and Roy grabbed him, his hands ripping at Noah’s jacket and 

grabbing at his pants as he pinned the little man to the wall and rubbed his stiff cock 

against the ass of Noah’s pants. The feel of Noah’s skin … he needed to feel that skin.  

He tore at Noah’s shirt and moaned as his hand touched flesh. His whole body 

hummed with that touch. He kissed at Noah’s bare back as he jerked his pants off 

exposing his ass. 

Jerking Noah close Roy shoved his cock between those soft cheeks. Noah hissed 

under him and Roy dug his fingers tight into Noah’s hips. The tight hole opened slowly 

around his cock as he shoved himself deeper. Roy growled forcing them together with 

every thrust. His body hummed needing more as he worked his way deeper. So tight and 

warm he pounded into Noah. The ach of want only grew, climax so close and yet out of 

reach. A whimper escaped him, so intense but still not enough. He bit into Noah’s back 

quickening his pace willing his body over the edge. 

“Say please,” Noah growled into the dark. 

He bit Noah harder trying desperately to come, ignoring Noah’s words. Noah was 

his. Roy would take him and make him his. 

His cock burned with need, pleasure ripping through him with every stroke but 

just couldn’t get there. 

“Noah,” he groaned. 
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“Say please,” Noah urged again. 

“God damn it, please.” 

It was like a switch. His whole body seized with orgasm as he came deep inside 

Noah. His strength rushed from him and he sank against the wall leaning on Noah, just to 

keep himself upright. 

Roy panted into the wall. “What are you doing to me?” 

“Making you mine,” Noah said turning to face him. “Making you whole.” 

He sank against the wall too weak to move as Noah moved to stand in front of 

him. “You are a delicious man, Roy. All that delicious energy just begging to be tasted is 

such a temptation. You’ve been a study in restraint.” 

Roy stared at Noah, something had changed. There was something powerful 

about the little man he hadn’t noticed before. Something dangerous. 

He gasped too weak to move, his legs shaking just to hold him upright. 

“Oh hush, my pet,” Noah whispered stroking his cheek. “It’s okay.” 

Noah’s touch sent a rush of hunger through him despite his exhaustion. His cock 

made a feeble attempt to rise. 

“Let’s get you back to bed. You need rest.” 

He had no choice but to let Noah help him to bed, he was much too weak to 

protest as the little man stripped him and cleaned him up. Every touch made him ache, 

like an addiction.  

That’s what Noah was, an addiction. His touch was a high like no other, it made 

him dizzy and weak. Fucking him had made his head spin, he wanted more, even if he 

was too exhausted to act on it. 

* * * 

Noah made soup and set it beside the bed for his pet when he woke up. A well fed 

pet was a well fed incubus after all. 

Humming to himself he began to wash the dishes and do general maintenance 

around the house. He put Roy’s clothes and sweats in a box in the closet, he wouldn’t 

need them anymore. He wanted to have access to his pet anytime he wished; clothing was 

a hindrance to that. 
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It was dawn before Roy woke again and eventually came staggering from the 

bedroom with his empty bowl in one hand and the other covering his already stiff cock. 

“I couldn’t find any clothes,” Roy said, looking distinctly uneasy. 

Noah looked up from his book and smiled at Roy. “You don’t need clothes. Its 

plenty warm in here.” 

“You’re dressed.” 

“You’re mine, and I say you don’t need to be dressed.” 

Roy looked him over uncomfortably. “But … what if I need to go outside?” 

“You don’t need to go outside anymore. You will have all you need in here.” 

Roy let out a distressed whimper and stroked his thickening cock. “I can’t think 

anymore.” 

“That’s okay Roy. You don’t need to think anymore.” 

“I don’t?” 

“No. When you think, you hurt people, like the girl in the trunk of the car.” 

Roy blinked at him confused.  

Noah watched as Roy wandered around the kitchen and rummaged through a 

drawer in the kitchen. A glint of a knife caught the light through the kitchen window. For 

a moment Roy just stared at the blade, caressing the smooth handle before one hand crept 

down to his cock once again.  

Roy stood for a long moment staring at him. One hand was wrapped tight around 

his cock, the other around the knife as if he wasn’t sure which would bring him more 

pleasure. 

“Noah, I need,” he whimpered. 

“Come here, Roy,” Noah said, setting his book aside. 

Roy staggered toward him working his cock faster with every step.  

Noah eyed the knife. “If you use the knife, I’ll make you wait for what you really 

need.” 

Roy bit his lip as he came to a stop in front of Noah. “I need, Noah.” 

Noah said nothing, watching and waiting. 
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With a flash the blade caught the light as it bit into his cheek. The sting of the 

blade opened up his skin and blood soaked his cheek. He touched the blood, wiping it 

away.  

Noah sighed and ran his fingers along the closing wound as it started to heal. 

Annoyed he reached out and pulled the knife from Roy’s hand.  

“I warned you.” 

Roy stared at him the blood from his face draining away as his eyes grew wide. 

Roy reached his empty hand reached for Noah’s cheek. Noah let him inspect the wound 

as it closed, the shock and confusion in his face all too clear. 

Noah frowned. He was mildly concerned that his pet might decide to take a walk. 

He couldn’t have that. Not with this one. This one had such untapped strength he could 

feed from Roy for decades and never grow bored. 

Noah got to his feet and took Roy by the arm into the bedroom. Rummaging 

around in the drawers, he found a bit of rope. With extra care, so his pet wouldn’t do 

himself harm, he tied Roy’s arms to the headboard and then his ankles to the foot of the 

bed so he lay spread eagle across the bed. Roy didn’t bother struggling he just watched as 

Noah finished tying him up. 

“What are you?” Roy asked. 

“I am your Master,” Noah said, shooting him a small smile. “You were bad. I did 

warn you after all. We can’t have you thinking too much, Roy. Thinking is bad for you. 

Don’t you agree? Hurting people is not a good thing.” 

Roy closed his eyes. “They had ugly in them.” 

“Well, cutting down to the ugly doesn’t help anyone.” 

“It makes me feel better.” 

“Let me make you feel better, Roy. I’m all you need now.” Noah said, pumping 

the room full of pheromones until Roy groaned and wiggled against the ropes. 

His hard cock throbbed and glistened with pre-come begging for attention. Noah 

resisted the urge to feed on that need. Roy needed to learn his lesson, even if it meant 

waiting to feed himself. 

Noah left him to his punishment and went back to reading his book. He gave it a 

couple of hours, until the pleas grew hoarse before stepping into the bedroom. 
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“Fuck me, please. Please,” Roy begged as Noah stepped back into the room. 

“Will you behave?” 

“God yes!” 

Noah smiled and removed the ropes. Roy scrambled across the bed and climbed 

into his lap, eager to find the skin beneath clothing.  

Noah let Roy undress him. His eager little pet needed so much attention. Noah 

loved the taste of desperation in the air. He had never run across a meal quite like Roy 

before. Roy’s intensity made his essence taste sweet and the bitterness of self-loathing 

tickled his senses. 

Each breath was a new bit of Roy’s soul. The man had enough passion in his soul 

to feed two incubi. Lucky for Roy, he was a greedy male.   

He flipped his pet to the bed, watching the big man quiver with anticipation. His 

round tight ass lifted to him, begging for him. Kneeling behind Roy, Noah pulled out a 

bottle of oil and teased his hole. Roy practically wept at his touch, his body bearing down 

on his fingers as Noah opened him. Noah’s cock throbbed with need, his hunger growing. 

He slid his cock teasing Roy’s entry. The big man bore down into him and hissed caught 

between pleasure and pain. Noah let him rut against him, enjoying the squirming man, so 

eager to get off.  

Sweet gasps and cries filled the air as Roy squirmed to get more and back arched 

driving Noah deeper. Noah smiled and pressed into him with one quick thrust, driving 

himself to the hilt. 

Roy choked a cry, his whole body rippled with energy. Noah sucked in a breath 

drawing in the sweet taste of his pet’s distinct flavor. So raw and electric it filled him 

with every breath. Roy’s tight ass was so warm and the power the man let off was a 

dizzying rush. 

He fed, sucking all that Roy could give with every pounding thrust. Roy was like 

a never ending fountain. The man cried out as Noah drove Roy to the brink, his whole 

body rocked into him and the hand on his cock tried desperately to push himself over the 

edge. Releasing his hold on his pet, Roy came with a rush. The twitch of climax pushed 

Noah over the edge and he sucked up the fine elixir that poured from his pet. The energy 

filled him to the core and Roy collapsed on the bed exhausted once again. Roy would 
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grow more tolerant with time, Noah just had to remember to give him plenty of time to 

recover these early days. 

Noah liked this pet. He could keep this one for years if he went about thing the 

right way. 
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Chapter Six 

 

Roy heard voices outside. He couldn’t remember the last time he had heard voices 

besides his master’s. Time didn’t seem to exist anymore. Days and seasons blended into 

each other and time blurred. Sometimes he slept, sometimes he ate and washed and 

helped clean the house. Sometimes his master would leave, like today, and come back 

much later with things for the house. 

He liked it best when the master returned. Those times were always the sweetest. 

Master would take him to the bedroom and Roy could come several times in a row. 

Sometimes it seemed they fucked for days. When master was gone though, he sometimes 

remembered and started to think. He knew he shouldn’t think. Thinking was bad, master 

said so. 

He peered through the curtains and watched as two young women hiked toward 

the cabin. He scrambled into the bedroom and searched for some sweats. Being nude 

around Master was normal, but around others it was bad. 

He had just finished dressing when someone knocked on the door.  

Roy scrambled to the door and opened it. The two girls smiled at him. He smiled 

back. 

“Hi, you wouldn’t know which way the highway is, would you? We kind of got 

ourselves turned around,” the blond said. 

Roy eyed the two pretty girls. They were too pretty. Pretty because they were ugly 

inside. He knew that, all girls were like that. Pretty girls needed to show their ugly to the 

world. They liked to hide their ugly. He remembered how he used to show the world their 

ugly. That was before the master, but master wasn’t here. 

“The highway? Sure, come on in I’ll draw you a map.” Roy said, motioning them 

inside. 

He licked his lips as memories of the past came rushing back. Noah helped to 

keep them at bay, but his master wasn’t here and that old hunger was beginning to grow. 

“Do you live alone out here?” The brunette asked. 
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Roy shook his head as he moved into the kitchen. “No. I live with Noah. He went 

to town for groceries.” 

The brunette smiled at him. “Mind if I use your bathroom?” 

Roy pointed down the hall. “Last door.”  

His hand slipped around a knife in the drawer as he grabbed a pad of paper. The 

young blond girl smiled at him as he handed her the notebook. So pretty, he could almost 

see the ugly underneath. The cool handle of the knife in the drawer called to him. 

Beneath the pretty crimson would be ugly. 

Roy didn’t even realize his hand moved until the blade was whipping through the 

air. Her pretty little white throat opened up in an amazing line, kind of like a mouth. 

Blood bubbled from the wound as she staggered back. Her huge blue eyes stared at him 

as she clawed at the cut and fell into the kitchen table. 

“Pretty-pretty,” Roy whispered. 

She tried to move around the table but dropped to the ground, her eyes already 

starting to glaze over. The deep crimson river stained the table and floor. Her tiny hands 

slipped in the mess, leaving smears across the wood floor. 

She went still after a moment and it was then that he realized that his master 

might not be happy. He was thinking again. Master hated when he thought too much. Roy 

did things, bad things when he thought too much. It was better when Master thought for 

him. Better for everyone. 

The door opened to the bathroom and the second girl stepped from the hall. Her 

face paled in horror as she stared at the body of her friend and then locked on the knife in 

his hand.  

To her credit, she didn’t scream. Shock seemed to root her in place before she 

slowly started to back toward the door. Roy considered rushing after her, but the feel of 

the air was changing. The Master was home. 

The door opened and the girl jumped as she spun to look at Noah.  

“Help me,” she whispered, her whole body trembled and she threw herself into 

Noah’s arms. 

Roy’s eyes narrowed. “She’s ugly underneath! Don’t let her touch you.” 
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Noah wrapped his arms around the girl. He was barely as tall as she was. The 

whole room filled with Noah’s scent and Roy moaned, his cock stiffening so fast and 

hard it hurt. 

The girl in his arms seemed to melt against him as he whispered to her, and 

touched her. Roy glared at her, hating her all the more. Noah was his. All his. 

Noah frowned at him as he led the girl to the bedroom. “Clean up your mess, Roy 

while I tend to this other mess of yours. We’ll talk soon.” 

Roy felt his shoulders droop. He had disappointed his master. This was his 

punishment, the waiting. Wincing he nodded and looked at the knife in his hand. He had 

been bad again. “Yes master,” he whispered and went to tend to the body in the kitchen. 

It was some time before Master appeared again, but he was carrying the dead 

body of the girl in his arms. Roy was all too happy to bury her with the other one deep in 

the ground by the garden. 

When he returned Master was waiting and pointed to the bedroom. 

Stepping inside he sat on the bed and waited for his master. With soft ropes the 

master carefully tied him to the bed so his legs were spread and arms locked around them 

to help keep them apart. He was prepared to take whatever his master was ready to give 

him. 

* * * 

Noah stood back and sighed. He would miss Roy, but there was one last use for 

him. He was good stock after all. 

He teased that sweet entry with oil opening him slowly. Roy was always so eager 

these days and Noah’s cock twitched with need. He stroked himself gently sliding his 

cock inch by inch into Roy’s tight hole. Roy gasped under him begging for more as Noah 

filled the room with pheromones. Roy withered under him, trying to move, trying to get 

more satisfaction. He begged and pleaded, but Noah ignored him fucking him slow as he 

ignited his seed, bringing it to life. 

He spilled himself deep inside Roy, never letting him come. Over and over again 

he brought himself to that point and spilled deep filling Roy with his seed. 
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Finding a plug in the dresser, he plugged Roy up and tested the ropes that bound 

Roy to the bed. His pet’s cock twitched as he squirmed on the bed trying to get some 

relief. 

“Please master,” Roy begged. Tears ran down his face. 

Noah smiled down at him. “Patience Roy. Our span together is almost at its end 

but we had a very nice time, didn’t we?” 

Roy bobbed his head and thrashed on the bed. “Master, master, something’s 

inside me!” 

“Yes Roy. They’re just finding their way. Give them time. They’ll settle in a few 

minutes.” He patted Roy’s arm. “Relax. I’m going to make you something to eat while 

we wait. You need to keep up your strength.” 

Roy whimpered his faced twisted between pleasure and pain as he thrashed again. 

Noah left him to endure alone while he made Roy some food. When he returned a heavy 

sweat covered Roy’s skin and his cock, for the first time since they had met, lay limp 

against his thigh. 

Glassy eyes stared at him as Noah sat down on the bed beside him. 

“What’s wrong with me?” Roy asked. 

“Many many things Roy, but that’s okay. You’re perfect for your purpose.” 

Noah carefully began to spoon soup into Roy’s mouth, making sure he ate it all 

before setting aside the empty bowl. Sweat was dripping from Roy’s pores, but that 

would stop soon, once the dominate spawn found its place. As an incubus, he could only 

have one spawn at a time, but really, that was plenty. 

“Rest, Roy.” 

Roy’s eyes were barely open as he nodded. Seconds later he was asleep. 
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Chapter Seven 

 

Roy opened his eyes as Noah woke him once again to feed him. The ropes were 

gone and soft clean blankets covered him. Something was wrong with his body. It felt all 

twisted up and bloated. His cock ached again and he whimpered. He needed Noah. 

Needed him inside him. 

Noah seemed to know without him saying. He slipped into the bed without a word 

rolling him to his side. Warm arms wrapped around him and that sweet heavy cock teased 

his cheeks.  

Hands stroked him gently, feeding his desire without the ache of desperation he 

had come to expect. Warm lips kissed the back of his neck and shoulders, caressing his 

skin. 

He could not remember a time when their sex had been like this. He savored it 

falling into Noah’s caress. Every touch was slow, heightening his pleasure. A soft moan 

escaped him as Noah pushed inside him. His little lover was such a big man. The aching 

burn followed by a shock of pleasure. He gasped as Noah worked that spot inside him. 

Hands stroked him enhancing every movement. That ache began the need to come, that 

need for release. 

Noah didn’t make him wait. “Come Roy, come for me.” 

Roy groaned and shuddered spilling over Noah’s nimble fingers. 

Comfortable and safe in Noah’s arms, he slept again. 

He woke several times to a repeat, each time he felt more uncomfortable and 

bulky under the blankets but Noah never let him move too much, attending to his every 

need in a fog of pleasure. 

It was the discomfort and stab of pain that woke him, bringing him fully awake. 

Noah had tied him to the bed again spread eagle and sat between his thighs. For a 

moment it was hard to register the bulge across his belly. His mind just couldn’t be 

seeing it. 

He shook his head and gasped as the bulge moved under his skin. 

“Noah!” he screamed and thrashed against the sturdy ropes. 
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“It’s okay. This is our baby. He’ll be beautiful, you’ll see.” 

The room filled with Noah’s scent and Roy groaned with pleasure and need. Tears 

streamed down his face as he jerked against the ropes.  

“Please, Noah. I don’t want this.” 

“Shh, it’s okay.” Noah rubbed lotion across his grotesquely huge stomach.  

Noah’s touch made Roy gasp with pleasure, and hands began stroking his cock. 

“Noah,” he groaned twisting in a moment of bliss. 

Pain shot through him again and he screamed. His stomach twisted and stretched. 

The agony was so intense, but only for a moment. Noah’s hands worked his cock and 

teased at his ass until the pleasure was blinding. 

He screamed again, uncertain if it was pleasure or pain. Fingers fucked him, and 

hand stroked him and his stomach stretched again. 

“Please!” he screamed. Not entirely sure what he wanted anymore. His mind was 

a haze his body tormented with pleasure and pain so intense it was impossible to tell them 

apart. 

He opened his eyes watching as his skin stretched thin. He couldn’t breathe. The 

ripping burning pain was maddening. He laughed, a high hysterical laugh. His cock ached 

his mind shattered into a pained bliss. 

“Come, Roy. Come now and greet your son.” 

Roy cried out, his whole body trembling with the command. Come spewed from 

him like a fountain. Tiny claws ripped from his stomach, eager to be free. 

He screamed and laughed and trembled as a tiny arm broke through his stomach. 

Blood seeped from the wound coating the white sheets in thick crimson. 

Noah grinned down at him and reached into Roy’s stomach pulling out a small 

child. Thick blood coated the baby’s skin and pure black eyes stared at Roy. It smiled and 

tiny razor teeth lined its mouth. 

“You did so well, Roy. Thank you,” Noah said. 

In too much pain to move, Roy stared at the child as Noah laid him on his chest. 

Little teeth bit into his chest and began to chew. Noah’s delicious scent filled the 

air. 
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Roy wept too weak to move, too dizzy from blood loss to scream. The pain didn’t 

exist anymore his mind had turned it off. He watched with mild fascination as his son 

ripped chunks of his flesh away devouring him bit by bit. 

* * * 

Noah watched as the last of Roy’s life slipped away and handed his son the still 

quivering heart of his human sire. 

The boy had grown well these past few hours and was now the size of an average 

human toddler. He waited for his son to finish his meal and scooped him up, putting him 

in the bath. It took some time but his eyes grew clear and turned an intense brown, like 

his sire and curls of brown hair fell to his shoulders.  

“Daddy?” the boy asked. 

Noah grinned. “Yes my little Rory. Are you feeling better?” 

The boy nodded and grinned back showing off his razor teeth. Those would fade 

with time. Once he had his first truly satisfying meal and his need for fresh meat 

disappeared. 

Dressing him quickly Noah scooped up his son and turned the gas on in the cabin. 

He let the gas linger as he packed up a single bag and a book of matches. Lighting the 

book on fire, he tossed it onto the bed and mostly eaten corpse, before scooping up Rory 

and leaving the cabin. 

They were several yards from the cabin when it went up with a roaring whoosh. 

Whistling to himself he walked easily down the road with Rory on his hip. They 

walked for most of the day, bypassing the city before they came upon a car broken down 

on the side of the road. 

Noah chuckled and kissed the top of his son’s head. “Are you hungry, Rory?” 

The boy grinned back at him, showing his teeth. “Yes daddy. I very hungry.” 

Noah’s eyes fell on the young woman as she tried to get a jack out of her trunk. 

“Good. Because I’m hungry too.” 
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One Last Goodbye 

 

Can you see me? 

I watch as Brian steps from the shower. His golden skin glitters and beads of water drop 

to the hard tile floor. The pain in his eyes tears at my heart and all I want is to turn back time. 

Just for one moment and tell him how much I love him. 

I reach a tentative hand to his cheek and finger tips fall on nothing. A strange tingle 

washes over my palm, but there is no substance. Death has taken everything from me. All but my 

memories. 

Brian moves to the mirror, tears and water streaming down his face. I ache to hold him 

and comfort him. To tell him I'm here and that he isn't alone. 

Please, Brian. Please hear me. 

I move behind him and stare into the mirror. His blond hair is wet and matted to his head, 

beads of water dripping down his face. He looks up into the mirror and for a moment he seems to 

see me. His red-rimmed eyes go wide and a painful moan escapes him. 

"I miss you so much, David." His voice cracks and echoes off the bathroom walls. Tears 

turn his eyes into liquid drops of jade. 

I miss you too, Angel. You were always my angel. Always saving me from myself. 

He tears his gaze from the mirror, anger flashing in his eyes. He stalks into the bedroom 

and throws himself down on the bed. The bed we had shared. It seems like yesterday and a 

lifetime ago. 

He grabs for my pillow and buries himself in the fluff. His body wracks with grief. My 

soul shudders with the intensity of our pain. A flood of heart wrenching agony makes me dizzy 

and my mind reels. How can I leave him like this? This ache is too much for any one person to 

bear. 

I move to the edge of the bed and lie behind him. I try again to touch him, letting my 

fingertips hover above his skin until I can almost feel his warmth. 

Angel, I'm here. Hear me, please. 

His skin prickles under my fingers and a tiny glimmer of hope spreads through me. 

Brian, my angel. Hear me. 

"David?" 
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A quiver of excitement ripples through me and I concentrate on just my hand. Touching 

his bare shoulder, the tingle intensifies, and Brian takes a sharp breath. The growing sensation in 

my hand slowly begins to turn into the feel of warm skin. I'm uncertain if it's just my imagination 

or not. It doesn't matter. 

His skin is smooth and damp from the shower as I run my hand over his shoulder and 

press closer to his body. The tingle grows as my essence presses against his. 

A groan escapes him, my name on his lip. I place a kiss on the back of his neck and lean 

over to wipe his tears away. His tears have dried and his expression uncertain. 

Close your eyes, Angel. Remember me. Remember how much I love you. 

He closes his eyes and I place kisses on his neck and shoulders. He breathes deep as if 

savoring my touch. 

I wrap my arms around him and sink into him, our souls touch and he shudders. The grief 

of his soul eases as I caress him. He aches with need and I urge his hands to caress his body with 

me. 

We touch, together as one, our hands travel over his chest teasing his nipples. I tell him 

how much I love him and hear him moan my name. I remind him how strong he is, how happy 

he was, and will be again. I tell him not to fall into despair and that this goodbye will not be 

forever. 

He seems to hear every word. 

Our hands move slowly down his stomach, teasing the golden curls that trail down past 

his navel. He catches his breath and his cock stiffens with need. I wish I could taste him, but the 

memory is all I have left. 

Can you feel me? 

"Yes," he says. 

The light in the room seems to dim. 

I spread my essence through him, touching every part of him at once. He gasps and 

thrashes on the bed, his hands tangling in the sheets. 

It takes focus, but I find the center of his pleasure and caress that spot, and spread myself 

to other parts. His cock twitches as I imagine licking and tasting. Pre-cum beads on his shaft and 

leaves a glowing trail down over his balls. I fondle them, never releasing that special spot deep 

inside him. Holding his soul close while I move through him. 
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His back arches and he squirms for some relief, but there is none. I am inside him. 

He reaches for his cock, stroking himself. The coil of climax hovers just out of his reach 

as I push it back. I need this to last, it is all I have — all we have left. 

I touch and tease and caress until my name becomes a litany on his lips. The pressure 

builds as his pleasure grows to heights I can no longer hold back. 

He comes with a cry, his seed spilling over his stomach. I pull outside of him and watch 

as he pants, trying to recover. 

He looks at me then. Not through me, or past me. He sees me now. His jade eyes dark 

with sorrow but some of the pain is gone now. 

"I love you, David." 

I love you too, Angel. Goodbye. 

"Goodbye." 

The room is dark. It's time for me to leave. With one last kiss, I leave my angel to his life 

and hope that last goodbye is enough to see us both through until we meet again. 

# # # 
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Primal’s Gift 

By 

C.M. Torrens 
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I. 

 

Primal Death walked the city street drawn to a particular sense, the warm glow of another 

Death. No souls called to him, and hadn't for some time. He was thankful. Things were 

happening and throwing the world off balance. He was going to have to look into it, but not 

today. Today he had another task. A personal one. 

The colorful lights of the holiday season shone off the snow as he made his way through 

the dark street. He pulled his fedora down to keep the light snow out of his eyes, his pockets 

bulging with candy and trinkets.  

He smiled as a family rounded the corner and a boy stopped to stare at him. Primal 

reached into his pocket and handed out a few candies. The boy's face spread into a bright smile 

as he pulled the candies tight to his chest.  

With a wink and a grin, Primal continued on his way. The sounds of Christmas music and 

warm laughter echoed down the street, but watching the children was always the best part. The 

way their faces glowed was priceless. They made the season special. He never grew tired of the 

holidays. 

The night grew darker and his trinket filled pockets grew lighter. Reaching into his 

pocket his fingertips fell on a small wooden box. He hoped it was the right gift. It was hard to 

choose a present for a being that needed no basic comforts. 

Hand closing around the warm wood, he shook off his nerves and followed his senses 

toward another Death. 

* * * 

 Angel stalked the city street watching the bustling crowd and gawdy red and green lights 

blinking over dirty snow. He loathed this time of year. Once a simple holiday, it had exploded 

into an infestation of greed and gimme.  

He turned off the main street, away from the shops, needing to get away from the crowds 

and crackling speakers blaring out Christmas jingles. A soul called to him ringing through his 

bones drawing him further away from last minute shoppers and whining children. 

The call persisted the ache drawing him toward his next job and he found himself in front 

of a small home. No colored lights adorned the house, much to his relief, but a single handmade 
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wreath decorated the front door. The sound of footsteps caught his attention and he looked down 

the block. An older Death walked toward him, his face lined with age, gray eyes kind and gentle. 

His familiar fedora cocked sideways to keep back the light snow. Primal. One of the first, maybe 

even the first of their kind. Angel remembered him well.  

"Primal?" Angel said, unable to hide his surprise. "It's been a long time." 

A gentle smile touched his lips. "Yes it has. Things are very strange lately." 

Angel frowned. "Checking up on me?" 

"Should I be?" 

Angel felt heat rush to his face. "I hope not." 

Primal chuckled softly. "It's not you I'm worried about Angel. Come on, let's visit the 

couple, shall we?" 

Angel nodded and followed Primal into the small house. An elderly couple sat huddled 

together on the couch under a blanket, a tiny little tree decorated the living room. A few small 

candles brightened the room and made the glass balls on the tree glitter. The old man's breathing 

was labored and an oxygen tank sat propped against the couch. His wife tucked the blanket 

around them better and lay her head on his shoulder. 

"Cute couple," Angel said and his eyes slid across the room to the mountain of gifts under 

the tree. "A shame they spent every last penny on gifts. They might be able to heat the house if 

they hadn't." 

"Such a cynic you've become, Angel." Primal studied the couple a long moment. "They 

love each other, they don't seem upset about their choices." 

"But the whole holiday has become so rushed and panicked. Nothing warm about it 

anymore." 

"This moment isn't warm?" 

"An exception." 

"When was the last time you gave something for the holiday?" 

"What would I give? I'm a Death, like you." 

"You seem to forget that we have substance too. We can be seen, felt, if we put our minds 

to it." 

"Like Old Death." 

"Old Death was a special case. He found his soul mate as he was losing his way. Are you 
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losing your way too, Angel?" 

Angel sighed. "Maybe I am." 

Primal moved closer and Angel swallowed, suddenly nervous. The heat of Primal's body 

so close he fought to concentrate on the couple in the next room. 

"You're suddenly tense, Angel. Are you okay?" 

Angel nodded finding in hard to speak. He cleared his throat and looked over his shoulder 

at Primal. Did he know?.  

He turned to face him slowly, gathering up his courage as he stared into Primal's eyes.  

The strong planes of his face eased with laugh lines. His dark hair, more silver than black slicked 

back away from his face, and a stray lock curled to his temple. 

"Why are you here, Primal?" Angel asked. 

Primal reached into his pocket and pulled out a small box. "Did you think I'd forgotten?" 

Angel frowned and eyed the box in Primal's hand. A small green and red bow decorated 

the top of the small wooden box. 

"Forgot what?" 

"Tonight is your first century. Happy … uh, death day?" Primal said, handing him the 

box.  

Angel stared down at the box afraid to touch it. "What is it?" 

"It’s my gift to you." 

Angel hesitated before reaching out to take the box. Pulling off the bow and chewed on 

his bottom lip. Thumbing the latch, he shot a queasy look at Primal. 

"What are you afraid of?" 

"I've never gotten a gift before. Seems like I should give you something too." 

"The season is about giving, not receiving, Angel." 

Angel ran his hand over the smooth wood before opening the box slowly. A small 

glowing light filled the box. Squinting into the light, he reached inside and touched the glow. 

* * * 

How had his love become so cynical? Primal wondered. 

The centuries tended to blur together and maybe it was easy to forget that they were 

people as much as the next. This was why he treasured the holidays so much. The smiling faces 

and laughter warmed his heart. It was seeing that joy in the eyes of others that made people want 
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to give everything they had to those they loved. 

He watched as Angel slipped his hand into the box. His dark eyes grew distant and dark 

hair dripped with melting snow. His lips curled into a distant smile as the memory took hold. 

What do you see, my love? 
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II. 

 

The world shifted and morphed around him as his mind spun. A moment later Angel 

found himself in a small corridor outside his apartment. He was a child again, not more than 

eight. Not a young Death, a real child.  

The bare wood floor in the hall was covered in a dirty green runner of carpet. Behind him  

shouts vibrated from inside. Down the hall Christmas music played and laughter rippled from the 

apartment. A sharp contrast to his own apartment. 

Curious, he picked up his worn teddy and dragged it with him down the hall. The scent of 

Christmas dinner filled the hall and children with their shiny new toys ran around the apartment. 

The open door gave him a perfect view of all the things he saw on TV. How things were 

supposed to be, but never were. 

A little girl inside ran to the door and looked him over. "What did Santa get you for 

Christmas?" 

Angel looked down at his thread bare toy, stuffing spilling from an empty eye socket. He 

shoved the toy behind his back uncertain what to say. He couldn't recall ever getting a gift from 

Santa. All the kids talked about him, even the horrible boys that were said never to get gifts from 

the kindly man. 

A deep voice called the little girl back into the apartment and the world inside was closed 

to him with a click of the door. 

He turned back to his own apartment as the shouts grew more intense, wishing for just 

one moment that things were different. 

The slow steps of a man climbing the stairs caught his attention and Angel looked up as 

the man paused in the hall. His long trench coat was covered in snow and hat sat at an angle on 

his head, keeping his face in shadows. 

He stared up at the man in awe. His hair touched with silver and gray eyes bright and 

kind. He didn't have a beard like he did in the movies or a mustache, but those eyes, so bright 

and alive, said it all. 

"Merry Christmas, young one," he whispered, and pulled out a handful of candies and a 

brand new teddy bear. 
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Angel took the toy in his hands and stared up in awe at the man in front of him. He 

couldn't find his voice. He knew he should thank him for such a gift, but was unable to make the 

words unclog his throat. 

The man laughed gently. "Shh. Have a great holiday." 

Santa had made a trip just for him. Perhaps to make up for the lack over the years.  

The man ruffled his hair and continued on his way down the hall and up the stairs, before 

disappearing out of sight. 

The vision faded, but not the joy. 

* 

His vision blurred and Angel closed the box slowly. Primal stood in front of him, 

watching his face, hope visible in those gray eyes. 

"Well?" Primal asked. "What was it?" 

Angel frowned. "You don't know?" 

"I gave you one happy memory, I didn't choose it,.You did." 

He looked up at Primal a long moment. "Do you still give gifts to children?" 

Primal blinked. "Only to those who see me. How did you know I did that?" 

"That was my memory. It was you. I thought you were Santa Claus. You gave me a new 

teddy and some candy." Angel stared up at him. "You were my happy memory. You've always 

been my happy memory." 

Primal reached out and stroked his cheek. "I didn't know." 

Angel cupped his hand over Primal's and smiled. He could get lost in the gray eyes. 

The souls of the couple called out to them and Angel turned his attention back to his duty. 

They moved behind the couch and one at a time, released the couple from their shells. Primal 

took Angel's hand as the portal opened. The elderly couple barely noticed them as they walked 

hand-in-hand through their portal. In love even after so many years. 

Angel could relate to that. 

The portal closed leaving them alone in the small candlelit house. Church bells chimed in 

the distance announcing the arrival of Christmas. 

Primal's hand tugged him close and Angel looked up into his gentle face.  

"Happy Holidays, Angel," he whispered. 

Angel leaned in close. "Happy Holidays," he said, and their lips met in a gentle kiss. 
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His body sighed against Primal's holding him tight. Another fond memory only Primal 

could give. 

# # # 
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