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The Bite




“Please…”

Perhaps it was a good day for rain. Fat, ice-cold drops splattered the asphalt, whipped about by a biting wind just as frigid. It was as if the heavens had pulled open a vault of misery and dumped it on the world. It was the kind of torrential downpour that soaked a man to his bones and drove him to seek the warmth and dryness of a hearth.

A man, alone in the pouring rain, stood outside the café where the happiest years of his life had begun, and where they had ended with all the grace of a crashing plane. The man was drenched from head to toe, not a hair on his head that wasn’t plastered to his scalp with water. He shivered, his teeth chattering, and yet he couldn’t feel the cold. He couldn’t feel the pain. He just felt empty.

A bolt of lightning briefly illuminated the roiling gray above, and a peal of thunder followed in its wake. The dull boom rolled over the man and shook the nearby windows but he didn’t so much as flinch. A car honked as it whizzed past, throwing up a shower of water from the gutter. The man was unmoved.

For four years, the man had been so happy. Four years, he spent with the man he’d thought would be the one. He had never felt safer, more at ease, and more loved than he had felt when he had been with the love of his life. And yet, some hours ago—he’d lost track—his entire world had come crashing down on top of him.

Despite everything that was going on in the world, the man had thought that the love he had was untouchable. He had thought that whatever fortune or misfortune the universe contrived, he and his beloved would weather it together.

The man could only wonder whether he had not suffered enough in his twenty-four years on a world that was at best indifferent, and at worst contemptuous, of who he was. It just seemed particularly cruel to have the one shining light in his life ripped away.

A quiet sob shook the man’s thin frame. The steady rhythm of feet splashing through the rainwater behind him kept on without missing a beat. City folk weren’t uncaring, but everyone was too absorbed in their own problems to notice anyone else’s. It just seemed so unfair that the rest of the world kept going when the man’s world seemed to have stopped in its tracks.

“Hey, man, are you okay?” said a voice from behind him. The concern was welcome, a break from the monotony of the pitter-patter of rain. The comforting hand on the man’s shoulder seemed to give him permission to feel.

“No,” he whispered. He felt an arm wrap around him, and the tears that had so far refused to fall poured down his face. The warm embrace did nothing to assuage the yawning chasm that he felt inside of him, but it did at least let him get the lump out of his throat.




• • •




“I just don’t know where else to turn to…”

The earnest words of the prayer, spoken in words slurred with drink, were like a whisper in the breeze that wound through the halls of the temple to the Étrad Sídhthe. The attendants laboriously polishing the gilded statues of men in all types of ecstasy looked about as if perturbed by the sound. “Is that what I think it is?” said one, hanging from the ceiling in a sling of ropes whilst absentmindedly rubbing a statue’s gleaming bicep with a cloth and his crotch.

“None of this makes any sense! I just want him back…”

“I think it is,” said another of the attendants, cleaning the toes of a golden Adonis with his tongue. He turned his eyes to the vaulted ceiling, to the glimmering silks crossing from one side of the hall to the other, suspended from the tops of the marble columns that paraded down the length of the corridor.

“I’ll pay any price! I’ll give you anything you want! I just want him back…”

Gaining in strength and bolstered by the benediction of the temple’s attendants, the prayer thundered down the central aisle of the main chamber. The words were steeped in the kind of desperation known only to the most sincere of loves. Disciples of the Étrad Sídhthe in their leathers and sheer cloths looked up from their coupling. Even the Cáel Sídhe took notice.

Perched upon a dais where an altar should have been were two tall thrones. Atop one, Cáel draped his slight, effete body over one of the armrests. In that position, the bright pink veils he wore, that left very little to the imagination to begin with, revealed even more of his lithe form.

With the twitch of an eyebrow, the Cáel looked across to the man seated on the other throne. His eyes glowed with the light of divination as he sought the source of the prayer’s pain. When he found it, he gave the Brogda Sídhe a meaningful look and said, “Well…that’s not good. I’m tempted, but do we even want to touch this right now?”

“It’s definitely not good,” said Brogda. His deep, sensual baritone voice sent a shiver down the spine of every man in the room whose heart held even the slightest dreg of submissiveness. He leaned forward, his brows furrowed with thought.

The dignified purple toga edged in gold stretched across Brogda’s broad chest and bulging muscles as he considered the situation, and the prayer. “But I don’t think that we want to touch it. Not directly, at least. He’s declared war, but you know what it took last time. We need time to get ready.”

“But we are going to do something, right?” said Cáel, emphasizing his words with exaggerated gestures with his right hand. He would have used both hands, but his left was busy stroking the massive cock of the disciple perched on the other armrest of his throne. “This isn’t something we can just let go.”

Brogda leaned back with a small, wicked smirk. “Correct. Which means that we’ll have to use someone who is, on the surface at least, not directly affiliated with us.” He rested his palms on the ends of the armrests of his throne. The disciple that had been worshipping his feet doubled his efforts as Brogda’s mighty cock stirred to life. The front of Brogda’s toga tented upward, parting around the rock-hard pillar that was his erection.

Every bottom, versatile, and even a few tops moaned at the sight of Brogda’s cock. The sole exception was Cael, who merely eyed Brogda’s erection hungrily. “I have just the person in mind,” said Brogda. “Do you think I could borrow that shopkeeper of yours?”

The only response that Cael gave was a smile, a devilish glint in his eye.




• • •




Isaac was still reeling from it all. He couldn’t believe his luck. Four years together, four years of happiness despite the troubles, down the shitter in an afternoon. It was almost as if there was something mean and capricious out there in the universe having a hell of a time with his misfortune. As if he hadn’t already suffered enough.

It had been weeks since the fateful day that had shattered Isaac’s hopes and dreams for the future. He had money, but he felt destitute. He was bereft of any joy, and he was just desperate to understand where everything had gone so wrong.

Isaac probably hit rock bottom a few nights ago. He had called upon the Old Lore, the stories his grandfather had brought him up on. He had turned to the Fae, creatures that humanity had chosen to largely forget because of the exacting price of their aid. He had bared his soul and offered everything that was left to him, and yet no response had come. He was sure that he had performed the rituals properly, had prepared the right offerings. Now, he mostly just felt numb.

Had Kevin just walked out of his life and left it at that, he might have handled things better. But getting called a faggot by his boyfriend had felt like a stab in the heart. The same boyfriend who had held him the night he opened up about what he endured growing up in a small town.

There was nothing ambiguous about the situation, no possible misunderstanding that could explain the way that Kevin had said that word to Isaac. Kevin’s tone had been utterly devoid of the mock-homophobic tone that they sometimes used in the bedroom. Kevin had said the word with the full disgust that Isaac would have only associated with the most extreme of bigots.

Isaac would have never thought his kind, sweet, and thoughtful Kevin to be capable of such vitriol. It was as if Kevin had died, and some sort of resentful spirit had overtaken his body. Isaac certainly felt that a part of him had died that day.

As if to add insult to injury, the one time that he had decided to leave the house the week after the confrontation, Isaac saw Kevin with a big-breasted blond bitch with a rack that could qualify as weapons of mass destruction. It was unfair to be angry at the girl, but he was. He hated her and he didn’t even know her. He couldn’t help it. Seeing her cling to the arm that he used to cling to roused something ugly inside of him.

Isaac and Kevin were supposed to start a life together. They’d rented an apartment together two years ago to symbolize their promise. Now, he doubted he would be able to hold on to it for much longer. He didn’t have enough income to comfortably make the rent on his own every month, but he didn’t really have anywhere else to go.

It was good that Isaac didn’t have a typical work schedule, otherwise he would have been fired before the bed on what used to be Kevin’s side got cold. The days dragged on from dawn to dusk, and all Isaac could do was lie in bed, alone with nothing but memories to keep him company.

Isaac felt so sapped of the will to live that he seriously considered pretending no one was home when he heard the buzzer go off. He rolled over onto his side and closed his eyes, hoping that there wouldn’t be a second buzz.

As to be expected, given Isaac’s luck, the buzzer went off a second time. His parents hadn’t raised him to be rude so he got his sorry ass out of bed to answer the door. Sure, his parents hadn’t raised him to be gay either, in their words, but that was beside the point.

Isaac passed a mirror on the way out of the bedroom. He looked terrible. He made a half-hearted attempt to straighten himself out and look at least somewhat presentable, but it was a futile attempt.

A wrinkled T-shirt two sizes too big, that used to belong to Kevin, was draped loosely over Isaac’s narrow shoulders. A pair of too-large sweatpants was perched precariously on his bony hips. It was hardly the correct outfit to make a good impression in, but Isaac just couldn’t muster the energy or the will to care.

Isaac decided that combing through his hair with his fingers and smoothing down the front of his shirt would have to do as far as looking like less of a slob went. He stifled a yawn with his fist as he trundled out of the bedroom and toward the door.

Regret at not dressing up followed almost immediately after Isaac opened the door. His breath hitched in his throat at the sight of his unexpected visitor. Standing in the hallway just outside the apartment was the most glorious specimen of masculinity that Isaac had ever seen.

The man had arms and legs like tree-trunks and was wearing a cotton tank-top stretched over pecs that could probably serve as a shelf to put a vase or set of books on. The tightly-fitted shirt accentuated the man’s tight abs that Isaac was pretty sure could grind rocks to dust. The sight of the veritable Adonis standing in front of him made Isaac’s brain short-circuit.

“Hello,” said the man. His voice was a low, gravelly rumble that sent a shiver down Isaac’s spine and right up his hole. He nearly creamed from that one word alone, and the sweatpants he was wearing did little to hide his erection.

Isaac blinked. He was convinced that the man was lost. Surely, this gorgeous man wasn’t here for the express purpose of visiting him. Why would a god like this ever be interested in little old me? he asked himself. It simply made no sense.

In fact, Isaac was so certain that the man had buzzed on the wrong door that it took his brain almost a minute to process that the Adonis had used his name. “Isaac Newman?” the man had asked. Isaac gaped at him.

“Y-Yes?” Isaac stuttered, when he remembered that he was possessed of the faculties of speech. Heat blossomed on his cheeks as he struggled to look anywhere but the man’s bright gold eyes. It was almost like he was a virgin schoolgirl, unable to maintain his composure around an attractive man. “H-How can I help you?”

The man smiled. “Gabriel McGann. Pleasure to meet you,” said Gabriel. He held out a hand to Isaac. It was large, the fingers thicker by far than Isaac’s own slender digits. Gabriel’s callouses were coarse against Isaac’s fingers as they clasped their hands together. The way that Gabriel’s touch lingered a hair too long when they let go made the skin on the back of Isaac’s hand tingle. “May I come in?”

Isaac liked to think that he was a well-spoken and eloquent guy. In high school, writing in his free time was the one way he could express the feelings that he mostly kept bottled up inside. Of late, certain colourful words had crept into his vocabulary, but he’d still managed to retain some semblance of coherence. At least, where extremely attractive men weren’t concerned. The only response that Isaac could give Gabriel was a quiet squeak and a nod.

“Thank you,” said Gabriel. He was the spitting image of a gentleman as he came into the apartment. He took off his shoes and set them aside. He stood there politely, smiling at Isaac as he waited for him to take the lead. Isaac eventually managed to get around to introducing Gabriel to the rest of the apartment, but only after he managed to tear his eyes away from the bulging muscles that had reignited the libido the last few weeks of misery had snuffed out.

Isaac showed Gabriel to the living room and motioned to the couch. “Um. Please, sit. Can I get you anything? Tea, maybe?” he said.

“Any reason you went for tea right off the bat?” said Gabriel. The way that he smiled made Isaac’s heart skip a beat. Isaac felt like a horde of butterflies were milling about in his stomach.

Isaac said, “I-I just thought you might want some given your…um…accent.” Gabriel chuckled. The deep, rumbling sound sent a shiver down Isaac’s spine. “I-I didn’t mean to offend you or anything, I just…I assumed… And I really shouldn’t have because stereotypes… And I’m sorry!”

“Don’t worry about it. I didn’t take any offense,” said Gabriel, waving his hand in front of his face. He motioned for the love seat set perpendicularly from the couch. “Please, take a seat. I would like to talk to you. As I understand it, you’ve been going through something of a rough patch recently?”

The question brought reality crashing through the hazy fantasy that Isaac had constructed in his head around Gabriel. It made the break-up seem so much more real now that someone else was asking him about it. His knees felt weak as he lowered himself onto the chair. He blinked tears out of his eyes as he nodded.

“I don’t mean to sound insensitive or anything, but I would like to get the facts straight. Your problems have to do with a long-term relationship that ended abruptly, correct?” said Gabriel. Isaac swallowed. He couldn’t find the words to respond. A nod was the most he could manage. “Your boyfriend ‘turned straight,’ was it?”
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