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I thought I knew heartbreak. Three years with my boyfriend, supporting his dreams, and he repays me by screwing my "best friend". In our bed. On my grandmother's quilt.

Furious, I performed a vengeance ritual from some sketchy grimoire. But when my blood hit the circle, I didn't just summon help—I bound Vernox, a vengeance demon, to me until justice is served.

Now he follows me everywhere in leather and danger, whispering dark promises about what Trevor and Megan deserve. But Vex doesn't just want revenge on them—he wants to destroy everyone who's ever hurt me.

And the way he touches me, claims me, makes me realize I don't want vengeance anymore. I want to be loved properly. Possessively. Forever.

"You bound me to you, baby. That means you're bound to me too."

I summoned a demon for revenge. Instead, I got a hot protector with anger issues and incredible stamina. I'm keeping him.


CHAPTER ONE
LYSSA

Finding your boyfriend balls-deep in your best friend was bad enough.

Finding them in YOUR bed, in YOUR apartment that YOU paid for because Trevor was "between jobs," was worse.

Finding them while you were supposed to be in Advanced Economics, wearing your stupid mandatory Whitmore University uniform—pleated skirt, knee socks, and pressed blazer like we were in some British prep school—was just insulting.

"Lyssa!" Trevor scrambled off Megan, his dick still hard, which was extra insulting. "You're supposed to be in class!"

"Prof cancelled." I stood in my bedroom doorway, numb. "Megan, that's my grandmother's quilt you're fucking on."

Megan had the decency to look ashamed, pulling the quilt up to cover herself. The quilt my dead grandmother had hand-stitched. I was going to burn it.

"Baby, this isn't what it looks like—" Trevor started.

"Your dick is literally still wet from being inside her."

"Okay, it's exactly what it looks like, but—"

"Get out."

"Lyssa, let's talk about this—"

"GET OUT!"

They scrambled for clothes. I went to the kitchen and grabbed the wine I'd been saving for our anniversary tomorrow. Not to drink—to throw. The bottle shattered against the wall just as Trevor tried to exit, making him yelp.

"Crazy bitch!" he yelled, fleeing with Megan.

Crazy. Right. I was the crazy one for being upset about my boyfriend of two years fucking my best friend since middle school.

I stood in my apartment, shaking with rage. Pure, undiluted rage. The kind that made your vision go red and your hands shake. I needed to DO something. Break things. Scream. Get revenge.

That's when I remembered the weird little bookstore off campus. The one that sold occult stuff alongside used textbooks. Twenty minutes later, I was standing in their "Metaphysical" section, still in my uniform, probably looking deranged.

"Rough day?" the goth cashier asked.

"You could say that."

"Revenge section is left shelf, bottom row."

I didn't question how she knew. I found what I was looking for immediately: "Vengeance for the Wronged Woman" - a slim leather journal that felt warm to the touch. Like it had been waiting for me.

Three dollars later, I was back in my apartment, shoving my coffee table aside. The instructions were simple. Chalk circle. Photos of the wrongdoers. Blood of the wronged. Words of summoning.

I drew the circle with chalk from my statistics class. Placed photos of Trevor and Megan in the center—couple's photos we'd taken last month, all smiles and lies. The kitchen knife would have to do for the blood part.

The words were straightforward: "Spirit of vengeance, I call thee. Right the wrongs done unto me. By my blood and by my rage, let justice be done in this age."

I was supposed to put blood on the photos. But my hand was shaking with anger, and when I sliced my palm, I cut deeper than intended. Blood didn't drip onto the photos—it poured over the entire circle, soaking into the chalk.

"Shit!"

The circle erupted in black flames.


CHAPTER TWO
VERNOX

I was enjoying a nice torture session—this idiot had cheated on his wife with her sister AND mother—when the summons hit. But this one was different. Instead of pulling me somewhere, it wrapped around me like chains.

What the fuck?

I materialized in a small apartment that smelled like perfume, tears, and virgin rage. Not virgin virgin—this one had definitely had sex. But virgin to real rage, the kind that burned worlds.

A young woman in a school uniform stood over a blood-soaked circle, palm still dripping. Blonde hair in a messy bun, mascara smudged from rubbing her eyes in fury. Pure rage rolled off her in waves.

"What the hell?" she said, staring at me.

I tried to step forward. Couldn't. I was inside the circle, bound by it. By her blood.

"You've got to be fucking kidding me," I said.

She took a step back but didn't scream. "You're... in my circle."

"I'm not just in it. I'm bound by it." I tested the edges. Solid. "You put your blood on the binding circle instead of the target. You've tied me to you instead of summoning me to do your bidding."

"I tied a demon to me?"

"A vengeance demon, specifically. And yes." I sat down since I wasn't going anywhere. "I'm stuck here until vengeance is complete."

"Vengeance." Her eyes hardened. "Good. Trevor and Megan. They were fucking in my bed. On my grandmother's quilt."

"And you want them dead?"

"No! I want them to suffer. I want Trevor's dick to shrivel. I want Megan to break out in hives every time she tries to lie. I want them to feel as betrayed as I do."

I looked at the photos in the circle. Generic pretty boy, vapid brunette. Hardly worth demonic vengeance, but the binding didn't care about my opinion.

"These are your targets? They're pathetic."

"They're terrible! Two years I supported Trevor while he 'found himself.' And Megan? She helped me pick out lingerie for him. She probably imagined her taking it off instead the whole time."

"From the energy signature? They've been fucking for three months, minimum."

"You can tell that?"

"I'm a vengeance demon. I know all about betrayal." I studied her. "You're not crying."

"I'm too angry to cry."

"Good. Anger is useful. Tears just smudge mascara." I stood. "Let me out and I'll destroy them."

"Define destroy."

"Ruin their lives. Make sure everyone knows what they did. Ensure they never feel happiness again."

She moved closer to the circle. "What happens if I let you out?"

"I'm bound to you until vengeance is complete. I can't hurt you, can't leave you, can only act in your interest."

"So you're like... my personal vengeance demon?"

"Temporarily. And unwillingly." I met her eyes. "Break the circle, Lyssa."

"How do you know my name?"

"Your blood is binding me. I know everything about you now."

Her face flushed. "Everything?"

"Everything. Including that Trevor never made you come. Not once in two years."

"That's private!"

"Nothing's private when you blood-bind a demon." I studied her. "Break the circle. Let me help you get revenge."

She scuffed the chalk with her foot. The moment the circle broke, I could move freely. I stepped out, and she backed up quickly but didn't run.

"You're really tall."

"You're really angry."

"I have every right to be."

"Yes, you do. And we're going to make them pay for it."

The way she looked at me then—not with fear but with interest—sent something through me I hadn't felt in centuries. Desire.

Not just for vengeance, but for her.


CHAPTER THREE
LYSSA

The demon, Vernox, stood in my living room looking wildly out of place. He was wearing all black, but it wasn't normal clothing. It seemed to shift and move, sometimes looking like leather, sometimes like smoke. His skin was dark, covered in tattoos that MOVED, showing different scenes of revenge when I looked directly at them.

"First things first," he said. "We need a plan."

"Can't you just..." I waved my hand. "Demon them?"

"That's not how vengeance works. It has to fit the crime. They betrayed you, so the punishment involves betrayal. They humiliated you, so they get humiliated."

"How?"

"Tell me about them. Everything."

I sat on my couch, still in my stupid uniform. "Trevor Williams. Business major. Rich parents, trust fund, thinks he's going to be the next Wolf of Wall Street. We met sophomore year. He was charming, said I was different."

"They always say that."

"Megan's been my friend since we were twelve. She was there through my parents' divorce, my dad's death, everything. I trusted her more than anyone." My hands clenched. "That's what makes it worse. Trevor's just a dick, but Megan? She knew everything about me. Every insecurity, every fear."

"And she still fucked your boyfriend."

"On my grandmother's quilt!"

Vernox smiled, and it was terrifying. His teeth were sharp. "The quilt offends you most."

"My grandmother made it for my hope chest. For my future marriage. And they..." I stood, pacing. "I'm going to burn it."

"No. We're going to do something better." He moved closer, and I caught his scent—cinnamon and smoke and something metallic. "But first, you should know something."

"What?"

"The blood bond means I can feel everything you feel. Your anger, your hurt." He paused. "Your attraction to me."

My face went hot. "I'm not—"

"You are. Have been since I stepped out of the circle." He tilted his head. "Interesting, considering you just caught your boyfriend cheating."

"You're objectively attractive. It's just an observation."

"I'm a demon."

"A hot demon."

He laughed, and it sounded like distant thunder. "You're handling this remarkably well."

"I'm too angry to be scared." I looked at him directly. "Plus, you're bound to me, right? You can't hurt me."

"I can't. But I can do other things."

"Like what?"

He moved faster than human possible, suddenly right in front of me, backing me against the wall. "Like make you forget Trevor ever existed. Like show you what real pleasure feels like. Like fuck you so well you thank me for getting bound to you."

My breath caught. "That's... presumptuous."

"That's honest. The bond goes both ways, Lyssa. I can feel your arousal spiking right now."

"We just met!"

"And yet." He leaned closer, not touching but close enough that I felt his heat. "Tell me you're not wondering what demon cock feels like."

"I—" A knock at the door interrupted me.

"Lyssa? Baby? You there?"

"Fucking Trevor," I growled.

Vernox smiled. "Perfect. Let the vengeance begin."


CHAPTER FOUR
VERNOX

Lyssa's rage spiked deliciously at the sound of Trevor's voice. Through the bond, I could feel her desire to rip the door open and punch him. But also, underneath, the hurt.

"Let me handle this," I said.

"What are you going to do?"

"Give him a preview of what's coming." I shifted my appearance slightly—still obviously inhuman, but now I looked like every boyfriend's nightmare. Taller, broader, radiating danger.

She opened the door. Trevor stood there with grocery store flowers, looking pathetic.

"Lyssa, baby, I'm so sorry—" He stopped, seeing me behind her. "Who the fuck is this?"

"This is Vernox," Lyssa said calmly. "My new boyfriend."

I stepped forward, putting my hand possessively on her waist. She didn't flinch, playing along perfectly. The touch sent heat through both of us—the bond making sure we both felt it.

"You must be Trevor," I said, letting my voice carry a hint of otherworldly threat. "The pathetic ex who couldn't satisfy her."

Trevor's face went red. "What? Lyssa, you just caught me—"

"Three hours ago," Lyssa said. "And I've already moved on. Vernox was very... comforting."

I pulled her against me, and she melted into it, selling the act. Through the bond, I felt her body responding—heart racing, skin heating, arousal building just from the contact.

"She told me all about you, Trevor. Two years and you never made her come? Embarrassing."

"That's not—Lyssa never said—"

"I faked it," Lyssa said sweetly. "Every. Single. Time."

Trevor looked like she'd slapped him. "You're lying."

"Remember that time you thought you gave me multiple orgasms? I was thinking about my vibrator the whole time."

I laughed, dark and mocking. "Whereas Lyssa's already come twice just from my tongue."

Lyssa's arousal spiked hard at that lie. The bond let me feel exactly how wet she got just from the suggestion.

"Bullshit," Trevor sputtered. "You were a virgin when we met!"

"And you wasted two years of my life with mediocre dick," Lyssa shot back. "Vernox showed me what I was missing in about ten minutes."

"Leave," I commanded Trevor, adding demonic compulsion to my voice. "And if you come near her again, I'll demonstrate exactly how inadequate you are."

Trevor backed away, terrified. Good.

Lyssa slammed the door and immediately stepped away from me, but her arousal didn't fade. If anything, it got stronger.

"Holy shit, that felt good."

"That's just the beginning." I watched her pace, energized by the confrontation. "But you should know something."

"What?"

"When you said I made you come with my tongue? Your arousal peaked. And it hasn't gone down."

Her face flushed. "It was just... the revenge talking."

"Was it? Because I'm very willing to make that lie true."

"We can't—I just caught my boyfriend—"

"Ex-boyfriend. Who never satisfied you." I moved closer. "I'm a vengeance demon, Lyssa. Making you come so hard you forget his name would be a form of revenge."

"That's a reach."

"Is it? He made you feel undesirable, unsatisfied. I could make you feel worshipped. Claimed. Thoroughly fucked for the first time in your life."

She was breathing harder. "The binding—"

"Means I'm yours until vengeance is complete. You own me, Lyssa. Use me."

"I don't own you."

"You literally do. Your blood bound me. I'm yours to command." I stepped closer, backing her against the door. "So command me. Tell me to make you forget he ever existed."


CHAPTER FIVE
LYSSA

The way he said it—"you own me"—shouldn't have been as hot as it was. But knowing this powerful demon was bound to me, mine to command, mine to use...

"This is insane," I said.

"Your ex was fucking your best friend. Sanity is relative."

"I don't even know you."

"You know I'm bound to protect and serve you. You know I can't hurt you. You know I want you." He stepped closer. "And you know your body is responding to me in ways it never did to Trevor."

He was right. I was soaked just from him standing near me, from his voice, from the way he looked at me like I was something to be devoured.

"Show me," I said before I could stop myself.

"Show you what?"

"What you really look like. All of it."

His clothes—or whatever they were—dissolved into smoke. Underneath, he was incredible. Dark skin covered in those moving tattoos, showing scenes of revenge and justice. His body was lean but powerful, with muscles that moved in ways that weren't quite human. And his cock...

"That's different," I breathed.

It was thick, darker than the rest of him, with swirled ridges that seemed to pulse. The base was already swollen.

"Vengeance demon anatomy," he explained. "Designed to adapt to what you need. To give you what you've been denied."

"It adapts?"

"To you specifically. Your body, your needs, your desires." He stroked himself once, and I watched the ridges shift slightly. "It knows you've never come from penetration. It's already adjusting to fix that."

"That's impossible."

"I'm a demon. Impossible is relative."

I reached out, then pulled my hand back. "What about the rest of the revenge?"

"We have time. The bond isn't going anywhere." He tilted his head. "Unless you'd rather focus on ruining Trevor and Megan first."

"I..." I thought about it. About Trevor's face when I said Vernox made me come. About how good it felt to throw that in his face. "I want to forget them. Just for tonight. Can you make me forget?"

"Completely."

"Then do it."

He moved so fast I barely saw it. One moment he was across the room, the next he had me pressed against the wall, my wrists pinned above my head with one hand.

"Still wearing the uniform," he noted. "The one you were wearing when you caught them."

"Should I change?"

"No. I'm going to fuck you in it. Reclaim it. Make it so you never think of them when you wear it again."

He kissed me, and it was nothing like kissing Trevor. His mouth was hot, demanding, his tongue longer than human normal. He tasted like cinnamon and danger and something wild that made me want more.

His free hand slid up my thigh, under my skirt. "No panties?"

"I took them off when I got home. They felt contaminated."

"Good girl." His fingers found me wet and ready. "So responsive. Has anyone ever appreciated how responsive you are?"

"No."

"Their loss." He slid two fingers inside me, and I gasped. "My gain."

His fingers weren't human-normal either. They were longer, thicker, and they curved just right to hit spots I didn't know existed. And those ridges—fuck, his fingers had them too, just smaller, and they moved independently.

"Oh fuck," I gasped.

"That's it. Let me learn you." His fingers moved, and I swear they were changing, adapting to my responses. "Every reaction teaches me what you need."

He fingered me against the wall until my legs shook, until I was begging, until I came harder than I ever had in my life. And he was right—I completely forgot about Trevor and Megan.

"That's one," he said, pulling his fingers out and licking them clean. "Want to see how many I can give you?"

"Yes. Please. Vernox—"

He carried me to my bedroom—not the contaminated one, my roommate's old room that she'd vacated last month. Laid me on the bed and pushed my skirt up.

"Leave it on," he said when I started to unbutton my blazer. "I want to defile the uniform."

He spread my legs wide, and the way he looked at me—like I was a feast and he'd been starving—made me even wetter.

"Has anyone ever gone down on you properly?" he asked.

"Trevor tried. Once. For like thirty seconds."

"Criminal." He lowered his head. "I'm going to eat you until you beg me to stop. Then I'm going to keep going."

His tongue was longer than human, more flexible, and when it first touched me, I nearly came just from that. He licked me from entrance to clit in one long stroke, and his tongue was ridged too, creating sensation I'd never imagined.

"Fuck!" I grabbed his hair, which was softer than it looked.

"That's it. Use me. I'm yours, remember?"

He ate me out like it was his job, like he'd been created specifically to make me come with his mouth. His tongue fucked into me while somehow also playing with my clit—demon anatomy was wild—and those ridges moved and shifted, finding exactly what worked.

I came twice more before he finally pulled back, his face wet with me.

"Please," I begged. "I need you inside me."

"Not yet." He kissed up my inner thigh. "I told you I'd make you forget Trevor's name. Can you even remember it right now?"

"Who?"

"Perfect."


CHAPTER SIX
VERNOX

She looked perfect—blonde hair spread across the pillow, uniform skirt pushed up around her waist, blazer still buttoned but askew. The picture of private school debauchery. But more than that, she looked claimed. By me. The demon she'd accidentally bound to her.

The irony wasn't lost on me. Vengeance demons were meant to serve justice then leave. Not get bound to angry college girls who made my cock harder than it had been in centuries.

"You're staring," she said.

"You're beautiful."

"I'm a mess."

"You're perfect. And you're about to be properly fucked for the first time."

I positioned myself between her thighs. Through the bond, I could feel her nervousness mixing with desperate need.

"The bond," I said, pressing my cock against her entrance. "It means I know exactly what you need. What you've always needed."

"Which is?"

"To be claimed. Thoroughly. Completely. By something that can actually satisfy you."

My cock adapted as I pushed against her. The ridges shifted, finding the perfect configuration for her body. The thickness adjusted to stretch her just right—enough to feel full but not pain.

"Oh god," she gasped as I pushed in. "It's moving. Your cock is actually moving."

"Adapting. Learning." I slid deeper, slowly, letting her adjust. "Feel how perfect it is? Like it was made for you?"

"Yes. Fuck, yes."

I fucked her slowly at first, watching her face, feeling her responses through the bond. Every thrust taught me more—what angle, what depth, what speed. The ridges moved independently, finding and stimulating every sensitive spot.

"This is what you were missing," I growled, thrusting deeper. "This is what real pleasure feels like."

She was clawing at my back, legs wrapped around me, meeting each thrust. The uniform was still on, rumpled and askew, and something about defiling that pristine private school image made it even hotter.

"Harder," she demanded. "I can take it."

I gave her what she wanted, fucking her with more force. The bed creaked, headboard hitting the wall, and through the bond I felt her getting close.

"Vernox, I'm going to—"

"Come. Come on my cock. First time of many."

She came apart, screaming my name. Her pussy clenched around me, and the ridges responded, moving to extend her orgasm. She came for what felt like minutes, wave after wave, until she was sobbing from the intensity.

"How?" she gasped. "How is it still—"

"Demon anatomy. I can make you come until you beg me to stop."

"Don't stop."

"Never?"

"Never."

My knot started swelling. "This is going to lock us together."

"Do it. I want it. Want to be stuck on your cock."

The knot pushed inside, swelling to its full size. We were locked, my cock pulsing as I filled her. The ridges continued moving, stimulating her while we were stuck together.

"How long?" she panted.

"As long as you need. The adaptation includes duration."

"That's convenient."

"That's vengeance. Giving you everything you were denied."

But it was more than that. Through the bond, I could feel something shifting between us. This wasn't just revenge sex. This was something else. Something neither of us expected.

She came three more times while we were knotted, each orgasm triggering more of my release. By the time my knot deflated, she was thoroughly claimed, thoroughly satisfied, and I was thoroughly fucked in a different way.

I was falling for her.


CHAPTER SEVEN
LYSSA

I woke up at 3 AM, sore everywhere, with a demon wrapped around me like an octopus. My uniform was completely destroyed—torn, stained, unwearable. Perfect metaphor for my old life.

"You're awake," Vernox said against my neck.

"Do demons not need sleep?"

"No. But I enjoyed watching you."

"That's creepy."

"You drooled on me."

"That's worse."

He laughed, and I felt it everywhere we touched. "How do you feel?"

"Sore. Satisfied. Confused."

"Confused?"

I turned in his arms to face him. In the darkness, his tattoos glowed faintly, still showing moving scenes of vengeance.

"This was supposed to be about revenge. But it feels like more."

He was quiet for a moment. "The bond is... unusual. I've never been bound TO someone before. It's always been the other way around."

"And?"

"And I can feel everything you feel. Your pain, your pleasure, your... affection."

"Is that what we're calling it?"

"What would you call it?"

"I don't know. I just found out my boyfriend was cheating on me like eight hours ago. Now I'm in bed with a demon I accidentally bound to me, and I'm feeling things I shouldn't be feeling yet."

"Like what?"

"Like I don't want the bond to end. Like I want to keep you."

His arms tightened around me. "Vengeance demons don't get kept."

"This one does. You're mine, remember? Bound by blood."

"Until vengeance is complete."

"Then we better make sure it takes a really long time."

He kissed me then, deep and possessive. "I can work with that."

"Good. But first, I need a shower. I'm sticky everywhere."

"My fault."

"Your demon cum is excessive."

"It's proportional to my desire."

"Then you must want me a lot."

"You have no idea."

He followed me to the shower, and of course that turned into shower sex. He fucked me against the wall with my leg over his shoulder, the ridges on his cock having learned exactly how to make me come in minutes.

"Not fair," I gasped as I came for the second time. "You have cheat codes for my body."

"I have supernatural knowledge of your pleasure."

"Demonic knowledge."

"Even better."

After the shower, we made coffee and planned. Well, Vernox planned while I sat on the counter in his shirt (manifested from shadows) and watched him pace.

"Megan works at that boutique downtown, right?"

"Yeah, why?"

"And Trevor has his big presentation tomorrow? The one for his father's company?"

"How do you know that?"

"Blood bond. I know everything you know." He smiled, sharp and dangerous. "Here's what we're going to do."


CHAPTER EIGHT
VERNOX

Watching Lyssa's exes destroy themselves was almost as satisfying as making Lyssa come. Almost.

We started with Megan. I could influence electronics—demonic energy interfered with technology. Every screen in her boutique displayed her texts to Trevor. All of them. Including the ones describing what she wanted to do to him while Lyssa was in class, the ones making fun of Lyssa's "vanilla" sex life, and the ones with photos that were definitely taken in Lyssa's apartment.

Customers saw everything. Her boss saw everything. She was fired on the spot.

Then Trevor. The presentation he'd been preparing—the one Lyssa had helped him with for weeks—somehow got replaced with a slideshow of his dick pics. Not sent to Lyssa. Sent to twelve different girls over the past two years, including Megan's younger sister.

His father's business partners were not impressed. His father was even less impressed.

"It's petty," Lyssa said, watching Trevor flee the conference room through the security footage I'd accessed.

"It's justice."

"I thought it would feel better."

"It's not complete yet." I pulled her onto my lap. "They haven't faced you together."

"I don't want to see them."

"You need to. For closure." I kissed her neck, feeling her pulse race. "And to show them what they lost."

She ground against me, and my cock was immediately hard. "Or we could just stay here and fuck again."

"Tempting. But you need this. Trust me."

That night, we went to the campus bar where Trevor and Megan were drinking away their problems. Together. Because of course they were.

Lyssa wore a dress I'd manifested—tight, black, showing everything Trevor had taken for granted. I stayed visible but human-passing, though something about me made everyone step aside as we walked through.

"Lyssa!" Megan stood, makeup ruined. "Please, I'm so sorry—"

"I don't care," Lyssa said honestly. "You two deserve each other."

"Baby," Trevor started.

I growled. Actually growled. Trevor stepped back.

"Here's what's going to happen," Lyssa said. "You two are going to stay together. Because everyone knows what you did now. No one else will want you. You're stuck with each other, knowing you're both cheaters, never able to trust, always wondering when the other will betray you."

"That's not—" Megan started.

"It's already happening," I said. "Trevor's been texting Ashley from his economics class. Megan's been DMing her ex."

They turned on each other immediately, accusations flying.

Lyssa laughed. "Perfect. Absolutely perfect."

We left them fighting and went home. The moment we were inside, Lyssa jumped me, wrapping her legs around my waist.

"That was so hot," she said between kisses. "Watching them implode."

"You taste like vengeance and victory."

"Fuck me. Right here. Against the door."

I did. Hard and fast, her dress pushed up, my cock adapting to give her exactly what she needed. She came screaming my name, and I followed her over, my knot locking us together.

"We're stuck," she panted.

"For at least an hour."

"Good thing you can hold me up."

"I could hold you forever."

The words slipped out before I could stop them. Through the bond, I felt her emotions spike—surprise, hope, something deeper.

"Forever's a long time for a demon."

"Not long enough with you."


CHAPTER NINE
LYSSA

"The bond should be complete," I said, looking at the faint mark on my palm where I'd cut myself. "Trevor and Megan destroyed each other. They're both miserable. Justice is served."

Vernox was lying on our couch—he'd officially moved in after the first month—reading one of my romance novels with academic interest.

"These are anatomically impossible," he commented.

"Says the demon with a cock that literally adapts to my body."

"Fair point." He set the book down. "And yes, the bond is complete."

"So why are you still here?"

"You know why."

I did. The bond had evolved past vengeance weeks ago. Now it was something else. Something neither of us wanted to name.

"Say it," I demanded, straddling his lap.

"You first."

"I love you."

He was on me in a heartbeat, kissing me deeply. "Fucking finally."

"You love me too?"

"Lyssa, I'm a vengeance demon who's been making you breakfast and helping you study for finals. I learned to use your coffee maker. I watch reality TV with you. Of course I love you."

"So the bond?"

"Permanent, if you want it."

"How?"

He bit his wrist, black blood welling. "Drink. Become immortal. Be mine forever."

"That's a big commitment."

"You accidentally bound me to you for three months and we've been fucking daily. We're past big commitments."

"What would I become?"

"Not fully demon. Something in between. Immortal, stronger, able to see the supernatural world clearly. Still you, just... more."

"And we'd be together?"

"Forever. Literally."

I took his wrist, looking into his eyes. "Forever sounds good."

I drank. The change was instant—strength flooding my system, senses sharpening, mortality falling away like old skin. I could see Vernox's true form clearly now, all of it, and he was magnificent.

"Mine," he said.

"Yours. And you're mine."

"Forever."

He fucked me to celebrate, my new immortal body able to take him even better. The ridges on his cock adapted to my new form, finding new ways to make me come.

Later, Trevor texted me. He and Megan had broken up. He wanted another chance.

I sent him a photo of Vernox's bite mark on my neck, my red eyes glowing in the camera flash.

Then I blocked his number and let my demon fuck me until I forgot Trevor had ever existed.

***

Six Months Later…

"So you're telling me," the crying girl said, "that you can help me get revenge on my cheating ex?"

We were in a coffee shop near campus. She'd found us through whispers, rumors of a girl who could summon vengeance on those who deserved it.

"We can," I said. "But are you sure that's what you want?"

"He fucked my sister. At my birthday party. While I was blowing out the candles."

Vernox and I exchanged a look. Through our bond, I felt his assessment—genuine betrayal, deep hurt, worthy of vengeance.

"We'll take the case," I said.

That night, we destroyed her ex's life. Vernox handled the supernatural elements while I provided strategy. We'd become a team, partners in vengeance and everything else.

"Another satisfied customer," Vernox said as we watched the ex's world crumble through social media.

"We're doing good work."

"We're doing vengeance."

"Same thing sometimes."

He pulled me against him. "Ready to go home?"

"Always."

At home, he fucked me slowly, tenderly, taking his time. Three rounds with knotting, until I was completely spent.

"I love you," he said against my skin.

"I love you too. My demon. My mate. My partner in crime."

"Technically, nothing we do is illegal."

"Partner in vengeance, then."

"Better."

I'd accidentally bound a demon with my blood and rage. Now I was immortal, mated, and running a supernatural vengeance service with the love of my eternal life.

Best. Accident. Ever.
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