Lust… this was the very definition of lust. There was no two ways about it
It was debauchery to the extreme with an endless sea of attractive bodies, a flowing river of cheap booze, and a smell that made Stola’s nose wrinkle with an almost instinctive disgust. This was not his usual environment, no not even remotely.
Then why had he come here in the first place?
That was a good question and not one that he felt especially confident answering in his current state. He needed a distraction, plain and simple, and the consequences of that decision could be damned.
“Wait, aren’t you…” the imp serving him began to ask.
Stolas snapped his fingers and produced a small fortune in the form of a couple green bills, more than this imp probably would’ve seen in countless nights catering to their usual dregs. “I’m not, thank you.”
This seemed to silence the employee as they nodded and took the money, placing down a glass and then filling it with a generous amount of red wine. They seemed to think about leaving with the bottle but then looked at the small fortune in their hand, clearly thinking better of it as they left the whole thing behind as well.
“Ring the bell if you need anything else?” they quickly added before ducking out of the semi-private booth.
Stolas nodded.
He shifted in his seat, trying his best not to think about what a black light would’ve revealed in a venue like this. Nor did he think about how much of his bare skin was touching this cheap, and likely fouled, leather.
Instead, he focused on what he had worn to tonight’s outing, appreciating his tight shorts and brightly coloured tank top. They’d been all the rage in his youth. Yet, he could tell by the choice of fashion amongst the press of bodies in the crowd, that these were articles from a bygone era. As such, he contented himself with lounging in his booth and nursing his wine, looking at the stage instead.
What would the general populace say if they saw him like this? Lucifer forbid that someone like that leech Vox should’ve found out about his current state. He’d be all the talk on one of those accursed gossip programs that Velvette put out day-in and day-out.
Stolas drew in a breath and picked up the glass, taking a careful little sip from it.
Breathe in, breathe out. 
This place catered to clients such as himself and it would not do their reputation well if any unwanted parties were to find out about…
About what? About the fact that he’d tossed his life away and flushed it down the drain for an accursed imp who didn’t even respond to his affection in kind? How about the fact that he was slumming it in a den of debauchery and was dressed like a twink who hadn’t come to terms with the fact that he was well past the age where that was an appropriate choice to make?
Okay… okay… focus on the breathing. He was doing so good with the breathing just now. Why had he stopped?
And so, he did, focusing on taking in a breath and then letting it out slowly as he sunk into the privacy of his booth. Slowly, so slowly, he started to gain some sort of control over his faculties, once more reminding himself that everything was totally fine and that he certainly had his emotions under control. Even if it didn’t feel like it at this moment.
He was having fun… right?
Thankfully, before another spiral could claim him, the lights of the establishment dimmed. The only illumination were the few candles around him, adding an allure to the air and acting almost like a tonic to help settle his nerves. The darkness was comforting in a way, obscuring him from view and allowing him to blend in as just another anonymous guest among many.
Stolas leaned forwards, taking another sip of wine.
A sultry song started to play, coming through with the heavy beat of a pronounced bass. For a few moments, there was just this music with a building tension which had an almost palpable effect upon the very air itself.
When suddenly, on the stage, a curtain parted and someone took command of the venue just as that beat hit its peak.
Oh… oh no…
As the beat dropped, an absolutely alluring creature came bounding forwards, dressed in a soft pink lingerie. Their attire accented the white fur of their slender frame as divinely as anything could in a realm as cursed as this. Their form seemed so familiar, that snaggle-toothed smile creeping into the very back of Stolas’ mind where his deepest memories resided. He knew this figure but couldn’t recall where he had seen them before.
They moved as if the stage was their dominion, flowing so naturally with every step that they took. It was addictive to watch as they so eagerly flaunted their assets, bending over and moving their body to show off the many curves of their supple form.
 And Stolas couldn’t help but lean even further forwards, enticed so utterly by this figure.
“I must have them,” Stolas whispered.
My kingdom, my kingdom, my kingdom for a… 
Well for that absolute delectable sultress in pink who flaunted themselves for his amusement.
Stolas glanced at the buzzer in his booth. The imp told him that he could have whatever he desired as long as his money was good. And fortunately for him, there were very few denizens of hell who had more of it than himself.
So, Stolas reached out and pressed the button.
Who needed that bastard imp anyways?
[hr]
Stolas’ left leg bounced up and down. He could feel a nervous energy burning through his system. It had been there for the last half hour.
Angel Dust.
That was the name that the imp had given him. And yes, he was in fact for sale. For a price that few demons could afford and even fewer were willing to spend. Yet, Stolas’ mind was focused on this creature, enticed and so utterly tantalized by him.
What was a small fortune to a prince looking to sate his interests? What was a small fortune if it meant occupying his mind with this alluring distraction?
He looked at his bottle of wine, realizing that he was already a third of the way through it. Its intoxicating allure had grabbed hold of him so utterly, the edge of anxiety dampened by a soothing blanket of alcohol. A warmth permeated throughout his form and shielded him from his own unkind mind.
That’s how he was able to take another sip, gingerly downing half of his current glass. He needed the courage borne from it at this moment.
Who needed Blitzo? Who needed that bastard when he could have any other soul that he wanted?
“Huh… so Drew wasn’t lying,” a voice called. “You are a prince.”
Stolas stirred and saw the slender being perched upon the frame that hid his booth from the outside world. This Angel Dust was even more alluring up close, dressed nicely in the same lingerie that he had worn on stage. There were no blemishes upon his person, no marks or errors to his seamlessly perfect form. 
This close, Stolas could pick up on every hair in his chest fluff and even the outline of a bulge contained within the crotch of his attire. He was ravishing, breathtaking even. His mere presence made Stolas’ brain short circuit, trying his best to call upon some sort of rational thought from within the cluttered sea of sparking endorphins which had come to dominate his grey matter.
“Hey,” he finally whispered, wincing as his voice cracked.
Angel Dust scoffed. “Cat got your tongue?”
“Something like that,” Stolas whispered, blinking. He was in a stunned stupor… he knew as much. It took him a few seconds before he snapped back to the moment, blushing a bright red when he was finally able to speak. “Would you like to take a seat? I… I have wine.”
“Wine?” Angel asked. He pushed away from his perch and slipped into the booth, closing the drape behind himself as he entered. This gave the two of them a little much needed privacy. “Ain’t you a classy John.”
“Perks of being a Prince,” Stolas chided.
Angel settled down in a spot next to him. He grabbed the bottle and the empty glass next to it, filling it with a splash and taking a gingerly little sip. 
As he did so, he leaned against Stolas. The creature had many arms and he used them to their fullest as he draped one over Stolas’ shoulders and rested another upon his bare leg. Even then he still had two free to do as he pleased.
Stolas drew in a breath. “I… I liked your performance.”
“I could tell,” Angel teased. “Do you uh… do you come here often?”
“No, no, certainly not,” Stolas quickly said, though immediately burned bright red. “Not that there’s anything wrong with that. I just… I…” He swallowed a lump in his throat. “I’m trying out something new is all.”
“I don’t mind being something new,” Angel teased, batting his lashes. His smile was seductive, almost like a whisper from a lover.
Stolas nodded and looked them over. He had paid a fair amount of money and could do whatever he pleased with them. There were so many options, so many holes or utilities that he could think to exploit at this moment. Those hands would feel divine, that fur soft, those lips plush when they were wrapped around his anatomy.
Yet…
Yet, they weren’t Blitzo.
Why can’t you get that stupid imp off your mind, you absolute idiot? He’s made it crystal clear that you are not a priority in his life. You are nothing more than a means to an end for him. Get that through your thick skull and move on with your life before you lose what little value your name has left chasing a commoner like him.
If he was going to ruin his reputation then he might as well do it in style. This was hell after all, not a place for love and romance. The kind of creatures who enjoyed those things certainly didn’t end up in a place like this.
“You running from something?” Angel asked.
Stolas blinked as he was knocked out of his thoughts. “Pardon?”
“Sorry, don’t mean to…” Angel drew a hand away from Stolas’ leg and rolled it through the air. “Don’t mean to be presumptuous, just… I know the kind of guy who takes an interest in me. And no offense, hun, but you ain’t that kind of guy.”
Stolas chuckled. “That obvious?”
“Can I be honest?” Angel asked.
Stolas took a sip of wine. “Please do.”
“Your clubbing outfit looks like the kind of clubbing outfit that someone who died back in the eighties would’ve worn,” Angel commented, looking him over. “You’re a couple decades out of date with it which tells me that this isn’t your usual scene.”
“And I am certainly far older than the Reagan years,” Stolas murmured, shaking his head. He looked at Angel but the thoughts of fornication and lust were quickly leaving his mind. Instead, he started to resent himself as he saw a very expensive and very real proof of the fact that he was not coping well. “There’s a boy.”
“Usually is,” Angel teased as he eased back into his seat. He didn’t move away entirely but he definitely inched back from being intimate to something approaching comforting instead. “Well sometimes there’s a girl but usually it’s a boy when it comes to guys who buy me.”
Stolas shook his head. “Sorry, you… you probably don’t want to deal with this. You’re an escort not a therapist.”
“Well considering that hell is a little short on qualified mental health experts, I do what I can,” Angel teased, offering that snaggle-toothed smile as he helped himself to another sip of wine. “I am used to being bought for all sorts of reasons. Honestly, I appreciate giving my holes a little bit of a break.”
Stolas snorted. “Fair enough.”
“So, you got boy troubles,” Angel commented, smirking. “What’s he like?”
“He’s a complete and utter ass who only thinks of himself,” Stolas grumbled. “A self-centered and exploitative prick who uses me for my grimoire and has proved that he couldn’t give a rat’s ass if I was to live or die.”
Angel nodded. Yet, he continued to smile. “I feel like there’s a but in there somewhere.”
Stolas scoffed. “But he’s also funny and handsome and especially protective when he can find it in himself to remove his head from his ass.” He sighed. “And I must admit that I find his freedom for life and drive to make a name for himself utterly inspiring to witness.”
“Also, the sex is great?” Angel teased.
Stolas blushed but nodded to this. “Also, the sex is great.” He sighed. “And he’s like eight inches hard.”
Angel whistled. “Nice.”
Stolas sunk into the comforting embrace of the sofa, closing his eyes and rubbing his temples between a forefinger and thumb. He had a beautiful boy in his arms. Yet, he had no interest in sex. All he could think of was Blitzo: craving him, wanting him, and desiring nothing more than to get through to him and make him understand how important he was to a Prince like him.
Yet, he couldn’t, no matter how hard he tried.
“Do you have any advice?” Stolas whispered.
Angel shrugged. “Have you tried telling him all of this?”
“He’s amazingly detached from his emotions,” Stolas murmured. “Not an easy person to get through too at times.”
“Then try harder,” Angel commented.
Stolas nodded. “Easier said than done.”
“Doesn’t mean that it ain’t worth trying,” Angel said, shaking his head as he gestured outwards, motioning through the air with his hand. “Look, you’re obviously pretty torn up about this guy. And if you’re rebounding hard enough to pick up a tired toy like me then you aren’t going to get over him very easily either.”
Stolas worked his beak, hating even tolerating this idea. It felt silly, utterly deranged to even think about accepting what this boy told him. Yet, he also couldn’t find any fault with what he was saying. It was the truth, even if it was a little hard to hear.
“You seem rather wise for your years,” he finally conceded, looking at his companion.
Angel smirked. “Let’s just say that I’ve been in the game long enough to know what my clients want. Some of them are looking for a cheap squeeze but more than a few are just looking for someone to be honest with them.” He leaned against Stolas, pressing his body against him once again. Yet, this gesture was more comforting than intimate. “And you seem like the kind of guy who is just looking for a little honesty in his life.”
Stolas scoffed. “I don’t know, you do seem like you’d be a pretty nice squeeze.” He shook his head, knowing that there was literally no bravado behind his words. His tone was completely hollow and they both knew as much. “I suppose that I will try reaching out to him.”
He glanced at the glass of wine within his hand and helped himself to another sip. All of his lust had bled away and at this moment he just felt especially silly. His outfit didn’t feel appropriate for his station, this wine was overpriced, and the figure he was accompanied by had cost him no small amount of money to procure.
There were countless means by which he could’ve spent his wealth more wisely.
“You seem rather nice for a realm as vile as this,” Stolas quipped.
Angel scoffed. “Been going to this thing to help me work through my issues.” He took another sip from his own glass. “The chick in charge of it is a little too idealistic but honestly… we could use a little idealism down here.”
Stolas smirked. “And what is this support group called?”
“Hazbin Hotel,” Angel said. 
The way he said it made Stolas believe that he should’ve heard about this place. Yet, all he could do was shake his head. “Never heard of it.”
Angel blinked. “Run by the Princess of Hell?”
“Oh, I haven’t seen the Morningstars in literal years,” Stolas said, sighing fondly. “Lucifer used to be such a rogue at dinner parties. It’s a shame that he hasn’t come to many functions since Lilith left. How is dear Charlie doing?”
“We…” Angel shook his head. “We literally saved demons from an attack by heaven?”
“Huh, first I’ve heard of it,” Stolas commented.
Angel blinked, looking so utterly shell shocked by this confession. “We were on the news?”
“Oh, I’m old fashioned and prefer to read the paper,” Stolas replied, scoffing. “Also, I don’t know what it is but that Katie Killjoy woman sound eerily familiar and puts me off.” He shook his head. “But regardless this little venue sounds rather nice. I’m glad that it’s working out for you.”
“Jesus Christ,” Angel whispered.
Before their conversation could continue there was a knock upon the wall from just beyond the curtain.
“Hello Sir,” a sickly-sweet voice, like venom offered with a Latin flourish. “I’m afraid that your time is up.”
Stolas felt Angel tense. As he looked over, he could see the fear just brimming under the surface. For sure, this boy wore a good mask but even a good mask couldn’t hope to hide those pinprick pupils nor was it able to obscure his quickened pulse.
He was about to ask what was the matter but he suddenly realized that probably wasn’t wise. After all, he had a pretty good idea what it was.
“Is that so?” Stolas asked, sighing as he puffed out his chest. “I’m sure that you’ll find that I’m more than capable of affording an extension.”
A pause.
“Are you questioning a Prince of Hell… Overlord,” Stolas growled.
The Latin voice suddenly laughed, sounding a little nervous. “Of course not, Sir, enjoy my toy as long as you’d like.”
He was gone before Stolas could say anything else, his feet fading into the distance.
“Thanks,” Angel whispered.
Stolas shook his head. “You helped me, so the least I could do is help you in whatever way I can.” He flashed a terse smile as he motioned to the bottle on the table. “Plus, this wine isn’t going to drink itself. So, you’d be doing me a favour by helping me finish it.”
Angel grinned and grabbed it, topping off his glass. “Now that, I can help with.”
