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If you wanted a predictable
life, you probably chose the wrong profession, Tristan told himself staring at the
ceiling. A few lavishly painted fauns and several other
unidentifiable, grotesque creatures glared back. They looked
annoyed and disapproving. Maybe it had something to do with the
fact he’d drawn a chalk circle over the frescoes to trap and
exorcise a demon—a task he’d completed perfectly fine. Or maybe
they were shocked with what had happened afterwards, on the bed
right under their noses. A two-day sex marathon with a lustful
incubus. What a distress for unwilling witnesses.

Tristan had been called in to The
Alchemist’s Rest, a
hotel in the center of Prague, solely for the exorcism thing. An
encounter with said incubus, who called himself Jarek—that was a
coincidence, but a happy one, at least so far. It had felt strange
at first because he’d assumed Tristan’s own appearance, but Tristan
had seen so many strange things in his not-so-long life that the
awkwardness had worn off pretty soon. As it turned out, having sex
with a doppelganger was considerably better than getting off all by
himself.

Tristan lazily turned to his side to have
a better view than the ceiling frescoes. Jarek lay sprawled across
the bed sheets right next to him, naked and smug.
They both were a sweaty mess
after another round of enjoying each other, waiting for room
service with a meal. A late breakfast or dinner. Tristan had lost
track of time.

He had severely overstayed the hospitality
of the hotel owner, Gustav Meyer, who had hired him. It was well past time to declare the
job done and move out of the hotel. He lingered on a sudden
thought. Would Jarek want to go with him?

But why would he? The incubus seemed to be
well-settled. He’d said he had a mutually beneficial
agreement with Meyer. It
allowed him to stay on the premises and seduce the visitors if they
should be so inclined, and thus feed on their sexual energy.
Basically, Jarek was an escort.

What could Tristan offer him? Not much. In
his late twenties, he was still a wanderer, a stray. Just an unlicensed magician
performing freelance jobs all over Europe. He earned enough to
provide for himself, and he was even well-reputed, but not wealthy
or influential. Also, he could hardly be called an example of
excellent life choices.

Jarek seemed to take pleasure in their sex
as much as Tristan did, and maybe … just maybe … to have some
sympathy for him, but was it enough?

There was no harm in asking Jarek, though.
He could decide for himself.

“Wanna go with me?” Tristan wanted
it to sound nonchalant,
but a hint of hesitancy had crept into his voice. “I mean we could
travel together. Prague is gorgeous, no doubt, but it’s nice to see
other places. I think I’d love company.”

Jarek laughed quietly. “Oh, I’ve seen
quite a lot of places,
enough for a lifetime.” He turned to face Tristan. “Don’t look at
me like that. I didn’t mean to be impolite. And it’s not a no. But
I can’t just leave, so it’s not a yes either. You’ll have to ask
Master Meyer.”

“Ask him what?”

“If he’ll allow me to go with you.”

Tristan stared at him blankly, and Jarek
sighed at his incomprehension. “I told you I had an agreement with
him. It goes both ways. He lets me, um, work at his hotel, but it
means I’m bound to it. I don’t look for lovers on the side. I don’t
turn down any of his
guests who’d want me. Just like an ordinary escort.”

Tristan made a grimace. “So he’s what? Your
pimp?”

He didn’t mean it to sound so rude.
Fortunately, Jarek only huffed with amusement.

“If you want to put it this way. Though
he’d certainly be
offended if you called him that. It’s just a business
deal.”

“Is it a permanent contract?”

“For a year and a day. The usual thing with
creatures like me. It won’t expire in quite some time. I’m not sure
you’d wish to wait.”

Jarek’s hand traveled distractedly along Tristan’s flank down to
his hip and stayed there, as if suggesting they had more
pleasurable options for spending time rather than discussing this.
Tristan’s cock twitched appreciatively, agreeing with the unspoken
offer, but Tristan wanted to make things clear first.

“So. If I talked to Meyer … and if we
settled it … would you go with me?”

“I could.”

“You could,
but would you want to?”

He felt pathetically insecure when he
asked this, and his heart missed a bit as Jarek postponed his
answer. He didn’t dare
to look at Jarek’s face.

“I think I would,” he finally heard. “Very
much so,” Jarek added, moving closer. And the next whisper was into
Tristan’s ear, a warm gust of breath, “Tell me where you’d like to
go.”

“Vienna maybe?” Tristan
proposed in an uneven
voice as Jarek’s moist tongue slowly traveled round his earlobe.
Jarek’s curls tickled his cheek. “Plenty of things to do there for
a freelance magician, and plenty of things to occupy ourselves with
after the job is done.”

“Things like this?” A trail of ticklish butterfly-light kisses
down Tristan’s neck.

Tristan laughed. “I mean opera and stuff.
But this … this is good, too.”

A wet stripe of saliva along his collarbone.
“And where else shall we go?”

“Rome, definitely.” With all its
prophets, saints, and
sibyls frozen in place and time, in marble and paint. With all its
tombs and pantheons, temples and catacombs, terrifyingly ancient.
Perhaps they seemed less intimidating if someone held your hand as
you passed them by.

“Paris, too.” There would be crowds of tourists on its oldest
bridge, Pont Neuf. And fireflies, like tiny cigarette sparkles over
the murky waters of the Seine river. He’d seen them once, but there
had been no one to show them to.

“It would be nice,” Tristan breathed out
dreamily. Maybe even
stupidly romantic. He hadn’t thought of romantic things for a long,
long time, and didn’t expect he ever would.

Jarek hummed in agreement, his kisses
trailing lower, down Tristan’s chest…

And that was when the room service finally
arrived.

Jarek pecked a quick final kiss to
Tristan’s navel. “Stay here. I’ll get it.”

He slipped out of the bed and didn’t
bother with wrapping a sheet or a towel around his waist for the
sake of modesty. Whether the room service guy was shocked at seeing
a naked man opening the
door, Tristan couldn’t tell from where he was. Maybe he just gave
Jarek the condescending look the hotel staff usually had for mere
mortals, whatever they did.

“You didn’t forget you look just like me,
did you?” Tristan chided Jarek as he closed the door. “What will he think, having seen
you like that, butt naked, and assuming it’s me?”

“That you’re well hung?” Jarek suggested
blank-faced, only the corner of his mouth twitching with a
held-back smile.

Tristan threw a pillow at him.
“Flatterer!”

Jarek caught it. “Did I embarrass you? Sorry
if I did.”

Tristan shrugged. “No, it’s fine.”

It wasn’t embarrassment. More like envy.
Tristan wished he could be so casual and unselfconscious about his
body, naked or not. He wished he could take life
more easily in general.
He didn’t have a talent for that.

They dined in bed, taking turns to steal
each other’s food, though Jarek rather picked at it than ate properly, and then resumed
their interrupted activities. Pressed together from head to toe,
they kissed leisurely as if they had all the time in the world.
Tristan felt a bit sore between his legs after a few rounds of
vigorous coupling, but it was a pleasant burn, a reminder of their
bodies united in so many enjoyable ways, and his cock certainly
seemed to vote for a sequel. The sheets were a wrinkled mess
beneath them, and Tristan could feel the ready heat of Jarek’s
erection against his own, a torturous sensation because he needed
more friction, more, more, and right now.

“Shh, there’s no hurry,”
Jarek whispered as he
aligned his cock against Tristan’s, his hand wrapping tightly
around them both. “Don’t rush it. Don’t come until I say you
may.”

Jarek’s hips rocked lazily against him,
and Tristan tried his best not to squirm in uncontrollable ecstasy,
or maybe agony, or both.
Jarek made his pace purposefully, cruelly slow. Tristan grasped at
his back, fingernails digging deeper and deeper, all muscles drawn
taut with need. He lost any awareness of how much time had passed,
but he couldn’t hold on much longer, he couldn’t, he
couldn’t…

“Not yet,” Jarek warned him with a wicked
grin, squeezing the base of Tristan’s cock to prevent the
approaching orgasm. “I want to savor this. Savor you, while I can.
Your face … it’s so open now, so unguarded. I like it.”

Jarek brushed a finger against Tristan’s parted lips, pushed
it into his mouth, then added another, and Tristan moaned around
the digits at the brisk command, “Suck. Show me how desperate you
are.”

And desperate he was indeed. Their
erections were still grazing against each other, but just slightly. Tristan could
barely hold back from gripping his cock and roughly finishing
himself off—a few tugs would be enough, he knew it. Yet he willed
himself to lie still, grabbing fistfuls of sheets instead, as
Jarek’s fingers continued to plunge into his mouth. Maybe it was
the fascination in Jarek’s eyes that stopped him. Or the way
Jarek’s breathing hitched when Tristan swirled his tongue around
the sensitive fingertips, sucking fervently, obediently.

He wanted Jarek to lose his composure, too. He wanted to catch a
glimpse of the same frustration, the same need in the face that
mirrored his own. For this, he could wait.

But oh God, things would be so much
simpler if he were bound, restrained somehow! Should he beg
Jarek to tie him up
again?

“That’s good,” Jarek praised him, a little
unevenly. “Perfect, in fact. I think you deserve a reward.”

Finally, the saliva-slicked fingers
withdrew, and it was easy to guess where they would go next. Still,
Tristan gasped as he felt them against his oversensitized opening, tapping at it,
probing at the rim. Then they slipped in, knuckle deep in one push,
and Tristan writhed on them, the stretch and burn both delicious
and too much to bear.

“Too soon?” Jarek asked considerately,
kneading just the right
spot, but Tristan only hummed in response, incapable of speech. He
didn’t know if he wanted more sensation or less, if he was too sore
to continue or not. He’d rather Jarek decide for him—at this point,
on the verge of losing control completely, he didn’t mind if Jarek
took over his body and owned it, as long as he wished to. It would
be almost a kindness.

A few more thrusts before Jarek’s fingers
pulled out, leaving him bereft, too empty. Jarek’s cock slid
against his perineum instead, not entering, just rocking up and down teasingly along the
cleft. Tristan groaned when Jarek’s hand closed around his
long-neglected erection again, and Jarek dipped his head to nip at
Tristan’s lips just in time to catch this sound. There was hunger
in his eyes, fierce and unsatisfied, an expression gratifyingly
close to what Tristan wanted to see.

“You know, it doesn’t matter if I’m inside
of you or not,” Jarek murmured haltingly. “I still have you, this
very moment, all of you.”

And it was true, wasn’t
it? Jarek became his
only anchor to reality as Tristan pushed into his fist in abandon,
arching into the touch, forgetting to be self-conscious about the
scars on his body, to worry about Jarek’s contract or anything
else. He felt himself dissolving in lust, melting, letting
go…

“Now,” Jarek said. “Come now.”

It was a wonder the cry Tristan let out
didn’t alarm the whole hotel. The soundproofing must have been
really good in here.

Outside the window, the newly fallen snow
sparkled in the sun on the red-tiled roofs, and the Old City was solemnly festive in
its white attire. As they lay in bed, spent and contented,
everything was gloriously perfect, except Tristan felt the idyll
might fall apart any minute.

He wanted to make it more permanent, at
least to some degree.
But suspected he might fail.

****

Tristan had delayed his conversation with
Meyer until the next morning, well aware of it being cowardice on
his part. It was so much easier to discuss business matters when it
was all about money. Money was important, yeah, but he could find another job if
something wasn’t to his liking. Being a freelancer had its perks.
Now, though… There was something much more significant at stake,
and it was unnerving.

Talking to Meyer turned out to be as unpleasant as Tristan had
expected.

“Why would I want to break
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