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  Incubus


The soft hum of tires on damp pavement seeped into my bones, a familiar, mundane sound that almost made me think this would be a night like any other. Except…I knew better. This was the first night of my new life, and I was nervous as hell. 
“Nerissa?” my new boss said softly. He had one hand on the wheel of his BMW, his other hand resting on the shifter. Both hands were covered in the supple leather gloves he always wore day or night, no matter what he was doing. 
It was an odd world I had stumbled into. But so far, not bad. Of course, I’d yet to complete my first job. A job, I reminded myself, which would pay my rent and go a long way toward funding my college classes.
“Yeah?” I said on a sigh, smoothing my hands over the soft, cable-knit sweater dress that covered my thighs. 
Arson glanced my way as we stopped at a light. I’d laughed at his name the first time he introduced himself. But yep, Arson. That was a thing. Apparently, non-humans chose weird names for their kids. “There’s no need to be so nervous,” he said gently, his voice as even and calm as always. The guy never got upset. It was weird how not upset he always was. Like he was trying really hard to be normal. 
I took in his orderly brown curls and the perfectly pressed dark pants and pinstriped vest he wore over his crisp white shirt. There were tattoos at his throat, barely peeking past the collar of his shirt. But still, I’d never figure Arson was some sort of magical pimp, just by looking at him. 
“Did you review the file I gave you?” he asked. The light turned green, but he waited for a trickle of kids in loudly colored Halloween costumes to cross the road. It was a bitter night to go trick-or-treating, the fall wind whipping up every now and then, sending a burst of red and orange leaves and spitting rain to attack the scurrying children as they darted from house to house in the dark. 
All those people out tonight. And none of them realized the monsters they imitated were real. It still blew my mind.
“I read it,” I answered, forcing myself to stop fidgeting. 
Arson accelerated the way the man did everything—smooth and in control. “Then you know you have nothing to fear,” he reminded me. “Some incubi can be cruel—just like any other species. But I’ve never known Eder to be that sort.” 
“Okay,” I said, looking out the window at the blur of Halloween masks and falling leaves. Incubus. I should be focusing on that, and on the fact that monsters were real. But instead, I was worried about how I’d perform. 
Arson clearly misunderstood my nervousness. He didn’t understand that it wasn’t the monster I was afraid of. “If you feel at all uncomfortable, you have your amulet, yes?”
I pressed a hand to the bump under my dress, just above my breasts. The amulet that would summon my handler if anything went wrong. “Yep.”
Because Arson wasn’t just any classy pimp. He was a mage. A magic worker.
Yeah, I wouldn’t have believed it either, until a couple weeks ago. It was a spitting, chilly fall afternoon much like tonight. Arson approached me in daylight, thankfully, which somehow made the weirdness less weird. The handsome, well-dressed man had handed me a business card for a shop that sold antiques and “unique arcane items,” and asked if he could speak with me over coffee. 
Strange, but whatever. Free coffee. And talking to a good-looking guy in a public coffee shop was hardly the worst thing I’d ever endured in my life.
Yes, that sounded hopelessly naive. But I wasn’t as young as most of the college kids I spent my days with. Having to save up for school on my own meant I’d gotten a later start. I had a bit more life experience. I knew to stay in public and watch my drink, at least. 
Arson was polite and well put-together. But he was obviously batshit crazy. At least, that’s what I’d thought when he started spewing bullshit about “otherkin” and magic. When he’d basically explained that he’d like to hire me for some sort of monster escort service. 
I might be the absolute poster child of a struggling college student, but drugs weren’t really my thing. And I’d never been so drunk I hallucinated before. Plus, you know, I had been on my way home from my shift at the local library when I ran into him, so…pretty sure I was still sober. 
Arson had been patient and determined in the face of my blatant lack of belief. He had shown me magic—called flames to dance on his fingers when no one was looking, levitated my coffee cup…that sort of thing. I thought it was all tricks and nonsense, of course. Until he let me feel the energy that coursed through his skin when he took off one of his gloves and touched the back of my hand. It took a couple more coffee dates and a tour of his extensive library of truly ancient books, but eventually he convinced me. 
Yep. Magic was real. Arson was a mage. And he said there were a whole host of otherkin who needed a human’s…um, services…to survive, to maintain their own personal magic and for various other reasons. Sure, I’d heard of otherkin—I was a giant manga nerd, and otherkin were right up there with furies. But it turns out, not all of that crap is a fantasy. Don’t believe the internet, folks. Or not entirely, anyway. It turns out, it’s not the fake things people pedal as being real that will get you—it’s the real things media makes you think must be make-believe. They’re using your disbelief to hide right in plain sight.
But as freaky as all of that was, I actually found the idea intriguing. I mean, come on, someone just told me all the stuff I loved to encounter in my escapism was real. Of course I wanted to see for myself. The problem wasn’t the hidden other world I had just discovered…it was my stunning lack of self-confidence. 
If you told me to imagine the sort of woman people would pay to have sex with, it wouldn’t be me. Average height, a bit chubby, plain features, freckles, and absolutely zero sex appeal. I mean, don’t get me wrong, I don’t hate myself or anything, but I would have pictured someone like the models on the covers of magazines. Not an ex-farmgirl who loved pizza and mashed potatoes a bit too much to ever be thin, and enjoyed cuddling up in my adult onesie with the unicorn horn and watching anime….
“What are you really worried about?” Arson said as we pulled up in front of a small but classy motel on the outskirts of town. 
I met his blue eyes and grimaced. “Incubi are hot, right? Like, that’s kind of their whole purpose for existing. What the heck would one want with me? Why does he need to pay for…uh…food?”
Arson chuckled. “I think you underestimate your selling points, dear girl. If the otherkin who hire your services wanted just any old prostitute off the street, they could seek assistance elsewhere. But that’s not what they want. They want real. Down to earth. You. As for the rest, he will tell you that if he decides it’s pertinent.”
I sighed. “Confidentiality,” I muttered.
He smiled softly. “I know it sounds absurd to you, since you haven’t known about this world for very long. But I take the trust of my clients very seriously, Nerissa.” Kind and warm he might be, but I could hear the warning note in Arson’s voice. Sometimes I got the feeling Arson was more dangerous than he seemed. Or at least, very used to people doing what he said without question.
There were only a few rules I had to follow in this strange, high-paying job. One was never fool myself into mistaking sex for affection—never get attached. The other, was never ask questions about a client’s reasons or their personal lives. 
This little business Arson was running was new. He only employed me and one other guy I’d never met, and he ran things out of his actual arcane objects shop—a little store that masqueraded as a high-end antiques shop for those who weren’t in the know about otherkin. He insisted he was trying to help others. To keep the peace. But I admit, I didn’t fully understand. All I knew was for some stupid reason, I trusted the weirdo.
Well, that and if I survived, I stood to make a lot of money from these little trysts. 
“Room six,” I said, confirming.
He nodded. “And the room is yours until tomorrow at eleven. You may need the extra sleep to refuel.”
Because I was about to go feed a hungry sex demon for money. 
I nodded and got out of the car, shutting the door behind me, and giving Arson a little wave before I could completely lose my nerve. Sure, part of me was scared. Part of me didn’t even think this was real. But another part of me…well, that part of me really wanted to see a demon in real life. 
Yeah, my head might be a little messed up. Maybe I’d watched too much anime and read too many erotica stories.
I took a deep breath, shifted my purse a little higher on my shoulder and lifted my chin, like this was all just another day in the life. My knee-length boots were quiet on the sidewalk that led down the row of softly lit motel doors. No spike heels or hooker boots for me, just functional thick-soled boots. The clients knew what they were getting, and I wasn’t going to risk a broken neck just to look like how I thought an escort should look. 
I stopped in front of number six and lifted a hand to knock, but the door opened before I could make contact. I stood there, frozen, staring into the leering grin of a Halloween mask. A ridiculous-looking red plastic demon face with nubby little horns. “Nerissa?”
The raspy quality of his deep voice was a bit unsettling, but paired with the stupid children’s mask, and the soft gray cashmere sweater he wore, it kind of lost its creepy factor. “Yep,” I said, stupidly. 
He huffed a slight chuckle. “I am Eder. It’s a pleasure to meet you.” It was a pretty name. Not one I’d ever heard before. And the way he said it made it sound exotic and sensual. “Please, come in.”
He stepped back and made a sweeping gesture with the arm that wasn’t busy holding the door open. The room was posh, for a motel, and dimly lit with the soft yellow glow of a single bedside lamp and dozens of softly flickering candles. 
I walked in, trying to keep my breathing even and not freak out like a whore on her first assignment. 
Which I was. 
Look, there’s nothing wrong with sex, or sex work. Making pleasure taboo was a big patriarchal-religious societal load of crap. I was over that. But was I really about to get it on with a demon? Or was this all just some sort of long-running bad joke? I was still kind of expecting cameras and loud game show hosts to pop out from somewhere, if we were being honest.
“I like your mask,” I said, in typical smooth Nerissa fashion. “Very…Halloweeny.”
Eder huffed another of those raspy laughs, going over to the small couch that took up one side of the room. “Happy Halloween. I chose it as an icebreaker.” He gestured toward the chilled champaign that waited on the low coffee table. “But maybe alcohol would work better. Would you like a drink?”
I set my purse aside and crossed the room, sinking down onto the couch with a sigh and a happy nod, glad we weren’t going to just dive right in. I needed a second to get my mind wrapped around all this. Eder took a seat beside me, moving with this sort of inhuman grace, like a big, slinky cat or something. He poured champaign for us both, then sat back with one arm draped casually along the back of the couch, not invading my space. Just…waiting. 
I smirked at him as I sipped my drink. “Are you going to wear that silly mask all night?” I pictured the tall, broad-shouldered blond wearing nothing but the leering demon mask and nearly snorted my bubbly. 
He pulled the mask off and set it aside. I frowned. 
He wore another mask underneath, this one made of a sheer black fabric that stopped just above his sensual lips. “Better?”
I sighed. “This is one of those things I’m not allowed to ask about, isn’t it?”
He sipped his drink, shining light-green eyes glinting in the dimly lit room. “Arson tells me I’m your first?”
I huffed, gripping my champaign flute in both hands so he wouldn’t see the fine tremor that went through me. “You make it sound like I’m a virgin or something. Believe me, that ship has sailed.”
He chuckled again, the sound a bit less raspy without the plastic mask, its deep tone making me tremor for other reasons. “I meant, this is your first encounter with an otherkin, aside from your new employer?”
I drank more bubbly alcohol and met those pretty green eyes. “Yep. Honestly, I expected more…I don’t know, horns and wings? Flames maybe? Fangs?”
He chuckled and shifted closer, the fine fabric of his light gray sweater and trousers sliding along the synthetic material of the little motel couch with a soft noise that seemed intimate, somehow, in the quiet room. He lifted one perfectly manicured hand to stroke a strand of wavy red-brown hair back from my cheek, then trailed his fingertips along the curve of my jaw, lightly, slowly, eyes watching my face for any hint of discomfort. 
“Arson’s new business venture has merit,” he said softly. “There are a whole host of otherkin who need human company to survive, but…sometimes finding companionship can pose a challenge, for any number of reasons.” He paused. “Arson has cautioned you not to ask personal questions of your patrons?” 
I nodded, trying not to focus on how my skin seemed to buzz slightly where he was touching me. His fingers kept up that slow, soft touch, sliding over my cheek, up then back down again, as if soothing me, probably lulling me with some sort of otherkin magic. “He said not to ever ask why I was here or anything about my patrons that they didn’t offer up freely.”
Eder nodded, and I was seized by the insane urge to yank that damned fabric off his face, so I could see his expression more clearly. “He’s right,” he whispered, leaning in, ducking his head to press those sensual lips to my temple. “It’s safer not to pry, Nerissa. Some of us—like myself—may pay for your services out of convenience. But some may have deeper reasons. And otherkin are very protective of their hurts and their secrets.”
The way he purred my name, with that little hint of a lilting accent, made my toes curl. “Okay.”
“I’m not angry with you for being curious,” he whispered against the skin of my cheek. Somehow he had set both our glasses aside and I hadn’t even noticed. His magical fingers slid from my face, down the side of my neck, his lips following with soft, butterfly kisses that made my skin tingle. “Fortunately for you, I’m not one of the dangerous ones.”
Oh, no. I did not believe that for one second. I was already about to lose my mind, and he had barely freaking touched me. I tilted my neck in encouragement, and was rewarded with a lingering kiss over my pulse point, his fingers trailing lower, teasing the skin along the V-neck of my sweater dress, sliding along the upper swell of my cleavage. 
“Do you know what I’m about to do to you, darling?” he whispered against my skin, his lips moving to caress the outer shell of my ear, warm breath a tickling tease of sensation. “Do you understand how an incubus feeds?”
I swallowed hard, having to work to make words. “Sexual energy,” I murmured. “Like…like a vampire without the blood,” I stammered as his fingers dipped under my clothes to lightly caress the top of my breast. 
He chuckled against my hair, drawing in a deep breath, as if scenting me. “Like a vampire. That’s rich. I like you, human.” He breathed in again, and I felt a ripple of something, a shiver of magic in the air around me. Arson had tried to explain auras, but I hadn’t really understood until now. That must be what this was, this warm, golden energy that seemed to radiate from the incubus, pulling me toward him like a flower toward the sun. 
“Arson chose well,” he purred. “Your energy is so delicious, so warm and earthy. So honest and alive. An incubus feeds on that energy, Nerissa,” he whispered. “I’m going to draw it up from your center, until it churns under your skin. Then devour it like the delicacy it is.”
He pulled back, leaving me breathless and horny as hell. Wow. Hoo boy, was I ever in over my head. My emergency amulet was heavy against my chest. But I had no desire to use it.
Eder touched my face again, making me meet his shimmering light green eyes. “How about we move to the bed, Nerissa? Let me introduce you to the world you didn’t know existed.”
I stood, my legs moving of their own accord, like my body was way ahead of my brain on this one. Bed. Incubus. Now. No thinking needed.
I paused by the bed, bending to unzip my boots, but a long arm wrapped around my waist pulling me back against a warm, hard body, the strength in him obvious, not human. “Let me,” he whispered in my ear. “Unlike some of your other patrons, you don’t have to cater to my pleasure, sweet Nerissa. Tonight is all about how wonderful we can make you feel.”
I shivered at the warm brush of his breath on my exposed shoulder, letting him turn me to face him. A single warm finger pressed under my chin, tilting my head back for a kiss. His talented lips slid against mine, soft and slightly sweet, tasting like honey and cinnamon, and every warm, delicious thing my mind could conjure up. His warm hands slid over my body, outlining my soft waist and my generous curves, not seeming to mind my extra padding. Then he pulled away, leaving me breathless and a little dizzy. 
Eder urged me to sit on the edge of the bed while he knelt at my feet, unzipping my boots and dragging them off, making even that simple thing into a sensual act full of promise and heat. His hand slid up my leg, smoothing over my tights, rucking up my skirt in a slow drag, leaving warm tingles behind. His green eyes were glowing. 
“Can we get rid of these clothes, lovely Nerissa?” Every time he said my name, it felt like he was casting a spell, dragging me more deeply under some enchantment that made me forget the rest of the world existed. I lifted my hips, letting him pull off my tights and my plain jane black underwear, feeling weirdly sensual with my wet pussy exposed to him, the rest of me still clothed in the long, cable knit sweater.
My mind skittered sideways on a tangent about how a real escort would probably have gotten a Brazilian wax or something. But Arson had—in a frank and mortifying conversation my first day in his employ—insisted that I shouldn’t change anything about my appearance. I had stubbornly extended that to grooming. So the perfect, godlike man currently between my legs got a view of plain old me with minimal trimming. Someone kill me now.
Eder didn’t seem to care, if the increasing light in his eyes meant anything. His hands smoothed up
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