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        Eat your heart out.

      

        

      
        When Kathy meets Charlie at the library, the two have instant chemistry. The only problem is that he’s quite a bit older than her. Despite that, Kathy finds herself falling for Charlie. Hard.

      

        

      
        Meanwhile, Samantha is wrapped up in her own marital woes that distract her from noticing just how much Kathy is giving up for her new boyfriend. When she finally does notice, she discovers that Charlie is actually an incubus who intends to impregnate Kathy and take her back to his coven to bear his children.

      

        

      
        The only problem is that Kathy is already under his spell.

      

        

      
        Incubus is the twelfth book in the Coven series, which is part of the Art of Magic universe, containing the Lost By Magic and the Under the Moon series.
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          - JULY 1990 -

        

      

    

    
      Orias lay back on his bed, lined with red satin sheets while one of his succubi fed him grapes. Another succubus was at his feet, massaging them with her hands. A third stood by and cooed at him, pointing her pouty lips in his direction and giggling whenever he smiled at her.

      Rusalka entered his chambers with a stricken look on her face.

      “Hello, my darling,” Orias said in greeting. “It’s so nice to see you. What seems to be upsetting you?”

      She held back tears. Out of all the succubi in Orias’s harem, Rusalka was the youngest.

      “I have failed you,” she said.

      Orias waved away the other succubi who had been fawning over him and sat up. “What do you mean, my dear?”

      “You have sent me to find a man who would help me make a child. I did as you asked. I found a mate, I seduced him to have sex with me, but I’m afraid there isn’t a child inside me. I know that for certain.”

      Orias stood and approached Rusalka. He placed a hand on her stomach and closed his eyes, sensing for life in her womb.

      When he opened his eyes, he announced, “It’s true. She is barren.”

      There were collective gasps from around the room. Each of the succubi stared at each other with worry and curiosity. Each of the demons in the harem had given birth to a child—or several—within their lifetimes. Many of the children had been traded for protection, or taken for the seductive powers they would eventually possess—whether they were incubi or succubi.

      “Listen to me,” Orias said to his ladies. “Our coven is growing older. Rusalka was the last succubus to produce another child to ensure the longevity of our coven. Without her child, we are facing an uncertain future.”

      The worried murmurs throughout the room increased. Without children to trade for protection—or to take care of them as they aged further—the coven would surely die off if all of the succubi could no longer produce children.

      “Unless,” Orias spoke up again, “we do something about this.”

      “But what are we going to do?” Rusalka asked. “I was the last hope.”

      “While it’s true that the fertility in all of you has reached the end of its limit, my own fertility has no end,” he announced. “As the only incubus in our coven, it is my duty to protect you all. And, if by providing that protection, that means leaving you all momentarily so that I can find a mate to provide us a child, then so be it.”

      More gasps filled the room, followed by protests. None of the succubi liked the idea of their incubus being with anyone other than someone from their coven.

      “I know this is not the ideal solution, but it is our only choice to secure the future of our line,” Orias said. “We will survive!”
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          - WEDNESDAY -

        

      

    

    
      Samantha rolled her eyes as her husband grumbled on the other end of the couch. She knew his thoughts on coming to see Dr. Bradford, but she didn’t care. Their marriage was in trouble and so far, all of their attempts to reconcile weren’t working.

      “Good morning,” Dr. Bradford said in greeting. “It’s nice to meet both of you. I’m glad you decided to come and see me today.”

      Steven scoffed. “I bet.”

      She swatted at him. “Would you cut it out?”

      He shrugged. “Sorry, but I just don’t see why I needed to take the day off for this.”

      “Are you saying that you don’t think your marriage is important enough to take time off of work?” Dr. Bradford asked.

      “Not, that’s not what I’m saying,” Steven said. “I just think that what’s going on between a man and his wife should stay between a man and his wife.”

      “Except, we’ve tried that approach and it’s still not working,” Samantha countered. “Can you honestly sit there and tell me you’ve been happy lately?”

      He crossed his arms and looked around at the books lining Dr. Bradford’s office.

      “Exactly!”

      Dr. Bradford took a deep breath in order to quiet the bickering couple. “Why don’t we start by identifying what the two of you view to be the problem in your marriage?”

      “There isn’t a problem⁠—”

      “He’s been so distant and⁠—”

      “She’s been so wrapped up in thinking that⁠—”

      “We don’t talk, we just argue⁠—”

      Dr. Bradford held up his hand to stop them. “Why don’t we try one at a time?” He pointed to Steven. “Why don’t you start?”

      “Honestly? I don’t think we even need to be here. Samantha’s the one who is so hyper-focused on destroying our marriage since our son was born. We were doing fine until all-of-a-sudden, I’m not doing this right and why’d I have to do it that way and I should just know what she expects from me. It’s like, all of a sudden, she’s determined to find fault with me.”

      Samantha’s eyes grew wide. “I resent that! Yes, I may be more critical since Josh has been born, but that’s only because I realize that we have an impressionable child watching us and seeing the examples we set for what a good person is and what a good marriage is. Honestly, I think we can both do better, but apparently I’m the only one who cares.”

      “Samantha, let’s try to refrain from accusations,” Dr. Bradford put in. “However, I do think it’s a fair point to adjust your attitudes when you bring a child into the world. Naturally, as humans, our perceptions change. The child’s needs come first a lot of the time, but that doesn’t mean we can neglect other needs as well, such as the needs of our spouse. Now, before we move on, Samantha, is there anything else you’d like to share about what you think the trouble with your marriage is—again, let’s try to keep the accusations to a minimum.”

      She let out a deep breath and crossed her arms as well. “I just get frustrated when I seem to be the only one—a lot of the times—who is working on our marriage. I’m the one who is worried about how I’m treating Steven or what I say to him and trying to find ways for us to spend time together away from Josh, but also find ways for us to spend time together as a family of three. And all of this on top of running the household and going to work.”

      Dr. Bradford nodded and turned to Steven. “Do you wish to offer a rebuttal? You said you think your marriage is doing okay. What do you think about Samantha’s concerns?”

      Steven shrugged. “I guess things did used to be easier between us, but we also just had a baby. There’s an adjustment period. We’ll figure it out.”

      The room fell into silence as Dr. Bradford studied the two of them. “When was the last time the two of you had sex?”

      Samantha and Steven both stared at him in disbelief. Samantha felt a bit exposed for the shift in conversation to be such an intimate part of their lives.

      “Has it been so long that neither of you can recall the last time?” he asked. “I know it’s an uncomfortable question, but also a very important one.”

      “Well…” Steven started, then turned to Samantha to finish.

      She nodded slowly. “We’ve…done it several times since Josh was born.”

      “And did you both enjoy it?”

      Samantha crossed her legs and turned to look at her husband to take this next uncomfortable question.

      Steven didn’t say anything.

      “I think the two of you need to readjust your thinking on your marriage,” Dr. Bradford suggested. “Typically, when we’re young and start dating, we’re still living with family and so our partners are our escape from the world. Romantic dates are times for us to relax and unwind. We often don’t notice that when we get married, things begin to shift. We initially think, ‘Ah, this is great! I get to spend all of my time with this person.’ And then the children come.” He smiled widely. “And that’s when we return to the idea of family and escapism. Not only is your partner someone you’re sharing a family with, but they need to continue to be your escape from the responsibilities of the world. Date each other again, as if you were teenagers. And never stop.”

      “So…that’s it?” Steven asked. “Your suggestion, at $100 an hour, is to go on a date?”

      Samantha smacked his leg and furrowed her brow at him.

      Dr. Bradford smiled. “Yes, for now. You need to reconnect with one another. Talk to each other. Enjoy each other’s company. Connect intimately again so that you refuel the drive and the passion between you. That will make being partners in life so much more easier.”

      “So you’re saying, just like, go to dinner or something?” Samantha asked.

      “Go to dinner, go for a long walk, see a movie, whatever it is that the two of you enjoy doing together, do it,” the doctor explained. “Find joy in each other’s company again. Do you think that’s manageable?”

      Both Steven and Samantha nodded.

      “Good,” Dr. Bradford said with a smile. “Then that’s your homework. Go on a date—or several—and try to reconnect…intimately. If you can do that, and prioritize each other again, you’ll rediscover the importance of communicating with one another. It won’t happen immediately, but little-by-little, you’ll start to see improvements in your lives. Understood?”

      Again, both of them nodded.

      “Good. I’ll see you again on Monday.”

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            3

          

          - WEDNESDAY -

        

      

    

    
      The library was one of Kathy’s favorite places, ever. She loved walking between the stacks of books, being surrounded by the possibilities of a million different stories, words, turns of phrases. Not only that, but the historic library brought her comfort with it’s tall ceilings, intricate moulding details, and dark wooden panels. She loved the idea of so many people co-existing in a space, and yet having it be quiet enough to be able to focus and reflect on a million different thoughts.

      At the moment, Kathy was perusing books on editing and writing. It was a skillset that she wanted to be able to expand on, considering that she didn’t have very many marketable skills for employers.

      She reached up to put a book back on the shelf, but as she did the book pushed back another book that slid too far back on the shelf before she could catch it. It pushed into the books on the opposite side of the metal shelf and knocked those books back onto the floor in the next aisle.

      “Whoa!” a man shouted on the other side.

      Kathy rushed around the stack and saw several books scattered on the floor around a man who was rubbing his head. “I’m so sorry! I was putting a book back and it pushed the other ones back—are you okay?” She knelt down and began to pick up the books that had fallen.

      “No harm done.” He knelt down next to her to help. “Although, I have to admit that I never expected to be attacked in the library.”

      She rose to her feet, balancing books in her hands, and laughed at his joke.

      The two of them locked eyes and Kathy forced herself to look away.

      “So…architecture, huh?” She turned and started resolving the books. Idly, she wondered if it would be better to just take them to the checkout desk and explain what had happened so a librarian could make sure they were put away properly.

      “Yes, it’s an interest of mine.” He handed her the books as she shelved them.

      “Are you an architect?” She made sure the books were all neatly arranged on the shelf and in order according to the Dewey Decimal System.

      “Unfortunately, no,” he said. “But I’ve always been a fan of design. I have to admit that I’m not very artistic, myself. I’m much more of a numbers person, but art has always intrigued me. Perhaps it’s because it’s out of my skillset.”

      “I can understand that. You have an appreciation for it because you know how difficult it is.”

      “That’s a nice way of putting it.” He smiled at her.

      Now that the books were put away, she had nothing to distract herself with. She searched for a polite way to exit, but couldn’t come up with one.

      “Are you an artist?” he asked. “Or creative in any way.”

      Kathy choked out a nervous laugh. “An artist? No. But I love reading…and I’ve always wanted to write a book.” She shrugged. “I just haven’t committed myself to sitting down and writing one yet.”

      “You should.” He chuckled. “Trust me, at my age, you understand how short life really is and how quickly you’ll grow to regret things.”

      “How old are you?” The question fell out of her mouth before she could stop herself. As soon as she heard it, her eyes grew wide and she clamped a hand over her mouth. “I’m sorry! I shouldn’t have asked that!”

      He laughed. “No, it’s okay. I’m not offended. I’m fifty-two.”

      “Fifty-two?” Again, the words left her mouth without consulting with her brain first. “Sorry. I’m just surprised. You don’t look that old.”

      Suddenly shy, he smiled and looked at the books on the shelf. “Well, thank you for that.”

      As she studied him, though, she finally saw the salt-and-pepper in his beard and the sides of his head, she saw the wrinkles near his eyes and around his mouth, and when he looked in her eyes again, she saw the wisdom that came with age.

      “I’m twenty-three.” It was her way of cutting off whatever interest was bubbling between them. They had both been flirting, that was for sure, but an almost thirty-year age gap was too much. They had no future together.

      And yet, Kathy still felt the attraction between them.

      He extended his hand. “I’m Charles Parrish, but I’d like you to call me Charlie.”

      She took his hand. “Nice to meet you, Charlie. I’m Kathy.”

      After they shook, he maintained his grip on her hand. “I need to get going, but I just wanted to thank you for not officially killing me today.”

      Her eyes fluttered to the books, then back to him as she smiled. “Yeah, sorry again about that.”

      “Maybe we can not kill each other again sometime.” He pulled his hand back.

      “Maybe.”

      “It was nice meeting you, Kathy.” He began to walk backward, down the aisle. “Take care.”

      She waved and watched him walk away.
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          - WEDNESDAY -

        

      

    

    
      Steven pulled up the car to a stoplight. He and Samantha hadn’t spoken since they had left counseling. The radio quietly played in the background, but neither of them were really listening to it.

      “So,” Samantha started, “where do you think we should go on our date?”

      Steven, who was already annoyed at the car in front of him going too slow, simply shrugged. “I don’t know.”

      “That’s not a lot to go off of.”

      The light turned green and Steven quickly shifted into the next lane to pass the slow car in front of them, whipping back into the previous lane once he got around the other driver.

      Samantha gripped the handlebar and braced herself against the dash with her other arm. “Steven, slow down!”

      “I was trying to pass that guy. He was pissing me off!”

      Even though they had only been married a year, Samantha knew that the offensive driver was only a scapegoat for his annoyance. With his driving returning to a normal speed, she let the topic slide for a moment and they fell into another silence.

      As he made another turn in the direction of Josh’s daycare, she tried a different approach. “I want you to put an honest effort into this.”

      “Into what?” His tone was sharp, but still she pressed on.

      “Our marriage. I want it to work. I want it to be a source of strength for us. Not a source of anger or resentment. I want Josh to admire it, and any of future kids that we might have.”

      Finally, Steven sighed. “Yeah. Me too. Why don’t we go see a movie then?”

      Samantha shook her head. “We won’t be able to talk to each other during a movie. Maybe if we go to dinner or something beforehand—or, I know, we can go away this weekend. Yeah, Kathy can watch Josh and you and I can go to the Poconos or⁠—”

      “Sam, do you think we’re made of money?” he snapped.

      “Well, no, of course not.” She had a part in handling their family’s finances, so she was well aware of how much they had and it was enough for a one-night stay on the other side of the state. “I just thought⁠—”

      “I’m trying to put away money into an investment account for Josh.”

      That surprised her. It was something the two of them had talked about when she was first pregnant, but the idea hadn’t been brought up again since. She liked the idea, and her heart warmed at the thought of Steven taking care of their son well into his future, but the fact that he hadn’t discussed it with Samantha beforehand irked her.

      “I can’t do that if you keep spending my money,” he said.

      “Your money? Oh, that’s right. Blame your wife for spending your money as if I don’t have money of my own to use.” She resented being downgraded to an overused stereotype. “For your information, I was planning on paying back the money for this trip from my funds. But right now I don’t want to go anywhere with you.”

      “You don’t have that kind of money.”

      She turned on him. “I have ten grand saved up in my own personal account. After my dad left and Kathy and I almost lost the house, I learned pretty quick to build up emergency expenses. And how much do you have saved up for emergencies?”

      Steven gripped the steering wheel tighter in his fist.

      “Yeah. That’s what I thought.”

      They turned into the parking lot for Josh’s daycare. Samantha unhooked her seatbelt and reached for the door to get out, but turned and looked back at her husband.

      “I’m worried that if we keep going down the road we’re going, we’re going to end up divorced.”
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          - THURSDAY -

        

      

    

    
      “I can’t remember,” Shirley said the next morning at work. “What else do I need from this patient?”
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