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Deal with my Demon

My life is falling apart. My bakery's failing, my divorce is bankrupting me, and I'm desperate enough to try the crossroads ritual my grandmother whispered about.

I never expected someone like Azriah to answer.

The crossroads demon offers everything I need: success, money, revenge on my cheating ex. All for the low price of my soul. But when our first kiss ignites something primal between us, I realize this deal comes with benefits I never imagined.

Two c*cks, supernatural stamina, and centuries of experience? Sign me up.

"Sign the contract, Monica. Let me give you everything you deserve."

I sold my soul for revenge. Instead, I got the best sex of my life and a demon boyfriend. Hell yeah, I'd make this deal again.


CHAPTER ONE
MONIKA

My grandmother always said desperate times called for desperate measures. But I'm pretty sure she didn't mean "summon a demon at a crossroads to save your failing bakery from your dickhead ex-husband."

Yet here I was at midnight, standing where Old Mill Road crossed Highway 49, holding a box of "offerings" and feeling like a complete fucking idiot.

The divorce had taken everything. Ten years of marriage dissolved into legal fees and his lawyer—his twenty-two-year-old girlfriend who'd just passed the bar—systematically destroying my life. The bakery I'd built from nothing was about to be seized as "marital assets" even though Brett had never set foot in it except to complain about the flour in my hair.

"This is so stupid," I muttered, looking at the contents of my box. A photo of myself (humiliating), a handful of graveyard dirt (creepy), a silver coin (found it in the register), and a knife for the blood part.

The ritual was simple, according to the water-stained notebook my grandmother left me. Bury the box at the center of the crossroads. Say the words. Offer blood. Make a deal.

I'd driven twenty miles out of town to find a crossroads that wasn't a traffic light. This was proper middle-of-nowhere territory, where the asphalt was cracked and the moon was the only light.

I dug the hole with my hands, dirt caking under my nails. Thirty-five years old, on my knees in the dirt, about to perform a ritual I didn't believe in because I had literally no other options.

"New low, Monika," I told myself, placing the box in the hole. "Officially rock bottom."

I covered it with dirt, stood up, and pulled out the knife. The words were simple—my grandmother had written them phonetically.

"Spirit of the crossroads, I call on thee. I offer blood for sovereignty. Come to me in my time of need. Grant me power, grant me speed."

I pressed the knife to my palm and—

"You know, most people just declare bankruptcy."

"Jesus fuck!" I spun around, nearly dropping the knife.

A man stood behind me, which was impossible because I'd been alone two seconds ago. No car. No footsteps. Nothing.

He looked like he'd walked out of a hedge fund, not appeared at a crossroads. Expensive suit. Black hair slicked back. Pale skin that seemed to glow in the moonlight.

"Though I appreciate the old-school approach," he continued, adjusting his cufflinks like we were at a business meeting. "Very traditional. Your grandmother taught you well."

"Who the fuck are you?"

"Azriah." He bowed slightly. "Crossroads demon, dealer of bargains, and apparently your midnight consultation. You were about to cut yourself?"

I still had the knife raised. "The ritual requires blood."

"It requires a single drop. You were about to filet your palm like salmon." He stepped closer, and I caught his scent—expensive cologne over something else. Copper. Smoke. "May I?"

Before I could respond, he took my hand. His touch was cold and hot at the same time, like touching dry ice. He pricked my finger with one sharp nail, and a single drop of blood fell onto the dirt.

The ground hissed and steamed.

"There," he said, still holding my hand. "Contract initiated. Now, what can I do for you, Monika Elizabeth Reeves?"

"How do you know my name?"

"Blood tells me everything. Including that you're recently divorced, sexually frustrated, and about to lose the only thing you care about." He released my hand. "Sweet Dreams Bakery. Cute name. Kinda cliche though, if I’m being honest."

My cheeks burn. "Can you save it?"

"I can do anything. The question is what you're willing to pay."

Here it came. The soul bullshit.

"My soul, right? That's the deal?"

He laughed, and it sounded wrong, like playing a record backwards. "Oh, Monika. Souls are worthless. Do you know how many souls are already in Hell? We're at capacity. The market's completely saturated."

"Then what do you want?"

His eyes traveled down my body, slow and deliberate. Not leering, more like calculating.

"Isn't it obvious?"

"You want to fuck me?"

"I want to own you." He moved closer, and I backed up until I hit my car. "Every night. Every way imaginable. Forever."

"That's insane."

"That's the deal." He caged me against the car with his arms. "I save your bakery—make it wildly successful beyond your dreams. And in exchange, you belong to me. Your body, your pleasure, your orgasms. All mine."

"For how long?"

"Eternally."

"What if I say no?"

"Then you lose everything by Friday. Brett gets the bakery, the house, probably your car too. And I find someone else to bargain with." He leaned closer, and his breath was cold against my ear. "But you're not going to say no."

"How do you know?"

"Because you haven't kneed me in the balls yet, despite thinking about it. Because you're curious what it would be like. Because you haven't had decent sex in three years."

"How?"

"Blood, remember? I know everything about you now. Including that Brett was terrible in bed and you faked every orgasm for the last five years of your marriage."

My face burned. "That's private."

"Nothing's private from a demon you've bled for." He pulled back, straightening his suit. "You have until dawn to decide. That's five hours. I'll wait."

"Where?"

"Your bakery. We should discuss terms somewhere comfortable, don't you think?"

He vanished. Not like walking away or getting in a car. One second there, next second gone.

"What the fuck?" I said to the empty road.

But I got in my car and drove back to town, because what else was I going to do?


CHAPTER TWO
AZRIAH

The bakery was exactly what I expected. Small, charming, held together by determination and debt. Monika had poured everything into this place. I could smell it in the walls—desperation mixed with flour and vanilla.

She arrived fifteen minutes after I did, finding me sitting at one of her café tables with a cup of coffee I'd made myself.

"How did you get in? I have an alarm."

"I'm a demon. Alarms are adorable but ineffective." I gestured to the chair across from me. "Sit. Let's negotiate."

She sat, wary but trying to look tough. Divorced, bitter, but not broken. Interesting.

"Tell me about the divorce," I said.

"Why?"

"Context helps with contracts. I need to know what I'm fixing."

She sighed, running a hand through dark hair that needed a trim. "Brett cheated. For years, apparently. With multiple women, but Amber was the final straw. Twenty-two, fresh out of law school, thought it would be fun to fuck my husband and then represent him in the divorce."

"Creative."

"She's getting him everything. The house, the cars, half the bakery's value even though he never contributed a fucking dime." Monika's hands clenched. "I built this place from nothing. Worked eighteen-hour days. And now she's taking it because technically I used marital funds to start it."

"The injustice bothers you."

"Of course it bothers me!"

"Good. Anger is useful." I leaned back. "Here's what I can do. Your bakery becomes the most successful in the state. Lines around the block. Food Network features. Celebrity customers. You'll have enough money to buy Brett and his child bride ten times over."

"In exchange for sex."

"In exchange for everything." I let my mask slip a little, showing her the red behind my eyes. "I'm not talking about occasional fucking, Monika. I'm talking about complete ownership. You wake up wet because I want you to. You come when I say. Your pleasure belongs to me."

"That's slavery."

"That's the price." I pulled out a contract—old school, parchment and everything. "But I'm not unreasonable. You'll enjoy it. I'm an incubus."

"A what?"

"Sex demon, subspecies of crossroads demon. I feed on sexual energy and deals. You'd be supplying both."

She looked at the contract. Plain English, no tricks. I may be a demon, but I'm not a cheat.

"This is crazy. I'm considering selling my body to a demon for a bakery."

"You're considering trading a life of misery for one of success and pleasure. Sounds rational to me."

"Why me? You could make this deal with anyone."

"Not anyone calls me properly. And very few have your particular... flavor." I inhaled. "Rage mixed with determination mixed with sexual frustration. You taste like potential."

"You can taste emotions?"

"I can taste everything about you. Including that you're wet right now."

She shifted in her chair. "I'm not—"

"You are. Have been since I mentioned owning you. Your body is interested even if your mind is screaming." I leaned forward. "Want me to prove it?"

"How?"

"Stand up."

She did, suspicious.

"Hands on the table."

She hesitated, then placed her palms flat on the wood. I stood, moving behind her. Not touching, just close enough that she could feel my presence.

"I can make you come without laying a finger on you," I said. "Incubi have that power. Should I demonstrate?"

"That's not possible."

"Neither is a demon appearing at a crossroads, yet here we are." I let my power unfurl, wrapping around her like invisible hands. "You'll come in thirty seconds."

Her breathing hitched as my energy found her nerves, lighting them up one by one. Her nipples hardened, visible through her shirt. Her thighs pressed together.

"Twenty seconds," I counted down. "Your clit is throbbing. Your pussy is clenching around nothing. You're about to come harder than Brett ever made you."

"Fuck," she gasped.

"Ten seconds. Five. Four. Three. Two—"

She came with a cry, knees buckling. I caught her before she fell, still not technically touching her, just holding her up with my power.

"That was without contact," I said as she panted. "Imagine what I can do with my hands. With my mouth. With my cocks."

"Cocks? Plural?"

I smiled. "Did I forget to mention that part?"


CHAPTER THREE
MONIKA

I should have run. Should have thrown holy water at him or something. Instead, I was still bent over my own table, recovering from the strongest orgasm I'd had in years, while a demon explained his anatomy.

"Show me," I said, because apparently I'd lost my mind.

"Here? In your bakery?"

"You're the one who made me come in it."

"Fair point."

His expensive suit dissolved into shadows, and I got my first look at what I'd be signing up for.

His skin went from normal-pale to white like marble, with black veins running through it like cracks. His eyes turned solid red. And his cocks—

"Holy shit."

Two of them. One above the other. The upper one was ridged, deep red, with a swollen base. The lower one was smooth, black, slightly smaller but still intimidating.

"Crossroads demons are built for variety," he explained, stroking both with one hand. "I can use them separately or together. Lady's choice."

"That's physically impossible."

"I'm a demon. Physics doesn't apply." The shadows reformed into clothes. "But we'll work up to that. No need to break you on the first night."

"Confident, aren't you?"

"You're going to sign the contract. We both know it."

He was right. I was thirty-five, divorced, about to lose everything. What did I have to lose?

"I want conditions," I said.

"Such as?"

"Brett has to know I'm successful. I want him to see it, to know what he threw away."

"Easily done. What else?"

"I want Amber disbarred."

"Vicious. I like it. Already in motion, actually. She cheated on her bar exam."

"How do you know that?"

"I know everything. It's part of the demon package." He slid the contract across the table. "Anything else?"

"Can I still run my bakery? Or will I be too busy being your sex slave?"

"You'll run it during the day. I'll fuck you at night. And sometimes during lunch breaks." He produced a pen from nowhere. "Sign, Monika. Take the deal."

I read it through. It was exactly what he'd said—my body for my bakery's success. Forever.

"What happens when I die?"

"Typically, you'd go to Hell. My ownership guarantees it."

"Typically?"

"But if the relationship evolves, if there are actual feelings, you could become like me. Immortal. Mine in a very permanent way."

"You're saying I could become a demon?"

"You're saying you're already thinking that far ahead?"

I picked up the pen. "Fuck it."

I signed.

The moment the ink dried, power rushed through me. My skin tingled, my vision sharpened, and I could smell everything—the bread from this morning, the coffee, and him. Sulfur and copper and something dark.

"The contract is binding," Azriah said, standing. "No takebacks."

"I don't want takebacks. I want you to prove you're worth it."

He moved so fast I didn't see it. One second he was across the table, the next he had me pressed against the wall.

"Careful what you ask for," he growled, and kissed me.

His mouth was cold and hot at once, his tongue longer than human normal and forked at the tip. He tasted like smoke and whiskey and danger.

"Stockroom," I gasped when he let me breathe. "There's a couch."

"Lead the way."


CHAPTER FOUR
AZRIAH

The stockroom was cramped but private. The couch had seen better days, but it would work.

Monika was already pulling off her shirt. "If we're doing this, we're doing it right."

"Eager?"

"I haven't had sex in eight months. Haven't had good sex in three years. And I just sold my soul—or whatever—to a demon. Might as well enjoy it."

I liked her pragmatism. "The contract doesn't actually involve your soul."

"Then what does it involve?"

"Your pleasure. Every orgasm you have feeds me. The better it is, the more energy I get."

"So you have incentive to be good at this."

"I have incentive to be spectacular at this." I pulled her against me, running my hands down her back. "And I've had centuries of practice."

"Centuries? How old are you?"

"Old enough to know exactly how to make you scream."

I lifted her onto the couch, spreading her legs. Her practical cotton panties were soaked through.

"These need to go."

I didn't wait for permission, just tore them off. She gasped but didn't protest.

"I'll get you new ones," I promised.

"I don't care about the panties. Just touch me."

I dropped to my knees, spreading her wider. "Gladly."

My forked tongue had benefits. I could tease her clit with one part while the other explored. She tasted like frustration and need.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, grabbing my hair. "Your tongue—"

"Designed for this." I pushed inside her, going deeper than any human tongue could. The fork of my tongue flicked rapidly over her clit while I tongue-fucked her.

She came in minutes, thighs clamping around my head, and I fed for the first time in too long. Her energy was potent, all that anger and determination mixed with pleasure.

"Again," I commanded, not giving her time to recover.

"I can't—"

"You can. You will. That's the deal."

I made her come three more times with just my tongue before I finally pulled back. She was sprawled on the couch, completely wrecked, and we hadn't even fucked yet.

"Which one?" I asked, standing.

"What?"

"Which cock do you want first?"

She looked at both, then at me. "Dealer's choice."

"Dangerous words."

I lifted her legs over my shoulders and pushed the ridged cock against her entrance.

"This one first. The ridges will prepare you for both."

"Both? Tonight?"

"Not tonight. Eventually. When you're ready."

I pushed in slowly, watching her face. The ridges caught on everything, dragging against her walls.

"So big," she whimpered.

"You can take it. You were made to take it."

Inch by inch, I filled her. Each ridge was designed to hit different spots, and they could move independently, rippling inside her.

"How—"

"Demon anatomy. Don't question it, just feel it."

I fucked her properly then, using strength and speed no human could match. She clawed at my back, leaving marks that healed instantly.

"Harder," she demanded.

"Greedy."

"That's why you picked me."

True. I fucked her harder, and felt my knot beginning to swell.

"What's happening?" she gasped.

"My knot. It's going to lock us together."

"Do it."

The base swelled, stretching her impossibly. One more thrust and it locked inside, too big to pull out. Then I was coming, filling her with more cum than any human could produce.

"So much," she moaned. "I can feel it."

"That's the point. You're being claimed. Marked inside and out."

We stayed locked for twenty-three minutes. Every time she thought I was done, I'd pulse again, adding more. By the time my knot deflated, she was thoroughly claimed.

"That was..." she panted.

"Just the beginning," I promised. "We have eternity, remember?"


CHAPTER FIVE
MONIKA

I woke up in my own bed with no memory of how I got there. Azriah was sitting in my bedroom chair, fully dressed, watching me.

"Creepy," I mumbled.

"I'm a demon. Creepy is part of the package." He stood. "It's 5 AM. You need to open the bakery in an hour."

"Fuck." I sat up, wincing. Everything ached. "Did you carry me home?"

"You passed out after round three. I teleported you."

"Round three? I only remember two."

"You were barely conscious for the third. Still counted though." He looked smug. "Get dressed. Shower first. You're covered in my cum."

He wasn't wrong. I could feel it dried on my thighs, my stomach, probably in my hair.

"Are you going to watch?"

"Always."

"That's going to get old fast."

"No, it won't." He followed me to the bathroom. "Part of the contract. I have access to you whenever I want."

"I don't remember that clause."

"Subsection 3-A. Small print."

I turned on the shower, then looked at him. "There wasn't any small print."

He grinned. "You're right. But you still signed it."

"Asshole."

"Your asshole, technically."

I threw my loofah at him. It went right through his head.

"Incorporeal," he explained. "One of my useful skills."

I showered while he provided commentary on my bruises (his fault), my flexibility (better than expected), and my ass (apparently perfect). By the time I was dressed, I was ready to strangle him.

"Can you shut up for five minutes?"

"I could. Won't though."

But when I opened the bakery, something was different. There was already a line of customers. At 6 AM.

"What did you do?"

"Made your croissants irresistible. Literally. Anyone who walks past will want them."

"That's cheating."

"That's marketing."

***

By noon, I'd sold out of everything. I made more money in six hours than I usually made in a week. Three food bloggers had called. The local news wanted to do a segment.

"This is insane," I said, counting the register for the third time.

"This is the deal working." Azriah materialized behind me. "Check your email."

I did. There was one from Amber's law firm, formally dropping all claims on the bakery.

"How?"

"She's being investigated for ethics violations. Seems she was sleeping with clients. Including your ex-husband while representing him."

"That's perfect."

"I aim to please." His hands settled on my waist. "Speaking of pleasing..."

"It's 2 PM. The bakery is open."

"And the stockroom door locks."

He was already walking me backward.

"This is unprofessional," I protested, but I was already wet.

"This is the deal." He lifted me onto the prep counter. "I own you, remember? Every hour of every day."

"I have dough rising."

"It has another hour." He pushed my skirt up. "No panties. Good girl."

This time he used the smooth cock, fucking me slow and deep while I tried to stay quiet. Customers were twenty feet away, separated only by a door.

"Let them hear," he growled when I bit my lip to muffle a moan. "Let them know their baker is getting thoroughly fucked."

"I have a reputation."

"You have a successful bakery. That's all that matters."

He was right. And as his knot swelled, locking us together on my prep counter, I realized I didn't care about my reputation anymore.

"That's my girl," he praised, filling me again. "Accepting what you are."

"Which is?"

"Mine. Completely and utterly mine."


CHAPTER SIX
AZRIAH

Three months into our arrangement, Monika had transformed into something magnificent. The woman who'd once begged me in desperation now commanded her bakery empire with ruthless efficiency. Orders were booked solid through next year—wedding cakes, corporate events, society galas. She'd hired twelve new staff members, expanded into the building next door, and launched a catering division that was already turning heads in the city's elite circles.

Brett had called forty-seven times. I knew because I'd listened to each pathetic message with Monika, her head thrown back in laughter that turned to moans as I reminded her why she'd never answer.

And Monika was thriving—gloriously, defiantly thriving.

Currently, she was bent over her mahogany desk, trying to review contracts while I stood behind her, my hands on her hips. We'd been building to this moment for weeks. Today would be different. Today would be the first time.

"You're tense," I observed, running a claw gently down her spine.

"I'm trying to read a contract worth half a million dollars."

"And?"

"And you're distracting me."

"I haven't even started yet." I pressed against her, letting her feel both cocks through my clothes. She shivered.

"Azriah..."w

"You know what I want to do today."

Her breath hitched. "We've talked about it."

"Talking and doing are very different things." I leaned down, my mouth near her ear. "Are you ready to take both?"

The pen trembled in her hand. "My assistant is right outside."

"Then you'll have to be very, very quiet."

I'd been preparing her for this. Working her up to it slowly, carefully, over the past month. First with fingers, then toys, gradually increasing what she could handle. She was ready—more than ready. She was desperate for it.

"Yes," she whispered.

I manifested both cocks fully, the primary one already pressing against her wet entrance, the secondary one positioned carefully above. "If it's too much—"

"It won't be."

"So confident now. Remember when you were terrified of just one?"

"That was before I knew what you could do with them."

I pushed forward slowly, the first cock sliding into her pussy with practiced ease. She was soaked, had been since I'd bent her over the desk ten minutes ago. Then, carefully, I pressed the second against her other entrance.

"Breathe," I commanded.

She did, and I pushed forward, both cocks beginning to penetrate simultaneously.

"Oh fuck," she gasped, her knuckles white as she gripped the desk edge. "Oh fuck, Azriah—"

"Shh. Rebecca is right outside."

"I can't—it's so much—"

"You can. You're doing beautifully." I moved deeper, inch by careful inch, until both cocks were halfway inside her. "How does it feel?"

"Full. So full. Like I'm being split apart but... good. It's good."

I began to move, slowly at first, both cocks sliding in perfect synchronization. The contract beneath her was forgotten, her signatures becoming increasingly erratic as I picked up the pace.

"Focus," I commanded when her signature went completely off the line.

"Hard to focus when you're in both holes for the first time."

"You wanted this. You begged for it last night."

"Last night I wasn't trying to close a deal worth—oh god—" Her words cut off as I added the ridges, both cocks now textured for her pleasure.

The pen dropped from her hand, rolling across the desk.

"Azriah!"

"Yes?"

"I'm trying to run a business."

"And I'm trying to feed. We can multitask." I thrust deeper, and she had to bite her hand to muffle her cry. "Besides, you're the one who scheduled this meeting knowing what we had planned."

"I didn't think you'd actually—" Another thrust, perfectly angled, and her protest died in her throat.

"Didn't think I'd what? Follow through? You should know me better by now."

Both cocks swelled slightly—not the knots yet, just enough extra girth to make her gasp. The double stretch was overwhelming her in the best way, I could feel it in how she clenched around me, how her whole body trembled.

"I can feel everything," she panted. "Every ridge, every vein. It's too much."

"No, it's perfect. You're perfect. Taking both my cocks like you were made for it."

She came with a muffled scream, biting down hard on her hand to stay quiet. Through the door, we could hear Rebecca answering phones, completely unaware of what was happening in the executive office.

"Good girl," I praised, continuing to thrust through her orgasm. "But we're not done. Not even close."

"We're never done," she gasped, already building toward another peak.

"That's the deal. Your success for my pleasure. And you've been very, very successful lately."

Three months ago, she'd been desperate, broken, willing to make a deal with a demon to save her business. Now she was powerful, confident, successful beyond her wildest dreams. She didn't need me anymore, not really. The business would survive without our deal.

But she kept coming back. Kept letting me push her boundaries, kept taking everything I gave her and asking for more. Not because she had to anymore, but because she wanted to.

And that was the most dangerous thing of all.


CHAPTER SEVEN
MONIKA

One year later…

"Sign here," Amber said, her voice defeated, mascara streaking her cheeks.

I signed the papers with the same pen I'd used to sign my first contract with Azriah. Brett's business, sold to me for pennies on the dollar after the bankruptcy.

"You won," she said.

"I did."

"How? How did you destroy us so completely?"

"I made a deal with the devil," I said honestly.

She laughed bitterly, thinking it was a metaphor, and left.

Azriah materialized beside me, his true form magnificent in the afternoon light streaming through the office windows. "Not the devil. Just a demon."

"My demon."

"Your demon," he agreed, pulling me against him. "Ready to celebrate?"

"Here?"

"It's your building now. Every inch of it."

He bent me over Brett's former desk—mahogany, pretentious, perfect for defiling. My skirt rode up easily, no panties to impede him. I hadn't worn underwear in eight months.

"Both?" I asked, already spreading my legs wider.

"Both," he confirmed, pushing into me with practiced ease.

A year of this and my body had molded to his. The familiar stretch of both cocks, the ridges that he'd learned to manipulate perfectly, the fullness that had become my addiction—it was home. It was everything.

"I want forever," I said as his knots began to swell.

He stilled. "The immortality deal?"

"Yes."

"That's permanent, Monika. There's no going back. You'll become something else. Something other."

"I'm already other. I'm yours."

"This is different. You'll change. Your humanity will burn away. You'll become like me—demon-touched, immortal, damned."

"Good."

He bit my neck as he came, and I felt something fundamental shift. Fire raced through my veins, not painful but transformative. Power flooded every cell, rewriting my DNA, changing me at a molecular level. My vision sharpened until I could see colors that didn't have names. My hearing expanded until I could hear heartbeats three floors down. And the pleasure—god, the pleasure was exponential, every nerve ending singing as his cum filled me with more than just seed.

Magic. Power. Immortality.

"What's happening?" I gasped, my body convulsing around him.

"Transformation. You're becoming like me. Immortal. Mine forever."

"Yours," I agreed, feeling my humanity slip away like an outgrown coat. "Forever."

When it was over, when his knots finally released and I could stand, I looked in the mirror. Same face, but different. My eyes now held red flecks that caught the light like garnets. My skin was paler, luminous, perfect. And I could see things—threads of power in the air, the pulse of life force in the building around us, Azriah's true form without him having to show me.

"Beautiful," he said, standing behind me, his reflection clearly visible for the first time.

"Damned," I corrected.

"Is there a difference?"

"Not anymore."

We christened every surface in the building—the conference table where Brett had once rejected my ideas, the supply closet where he'd fucked Amber, the reception desk where I'd cried after discovering the affair. Each location reclaimed, repurposed, made mine through sex and power and the complete destruction of my old life.

My new stamina meant I could take him for hours without tiring. Both cocks, both knots, endless orgasms that would have killed my human body. By dawn, we'd fucked in every room, and I was still impaled on both his cocks in what had been Brett's private bathroom, my back against the marble wall.

"Best deal I ever made," I said, rolling my hips to take him deeper.

"For both of us," he agreed, his hands possessive on my waist. "Though I have a confession."

"Oh?"

"The crossroads ritual—it wasn't random. I'd been watching you. Waiting."

"For what?"

"For you to be desperate enough to summon me. I wanted you from the first moment I saw you, months before Brett's betrayal. I may have... influenced things."

I should have been angry. Instead, I laughed. "You manipulated everything?"

"Not everything. Your success is real. Your power is earned. But Brett's weakness, Amber's availability... I may have nudged things along."

"You demonic bastard."

"Your demonic bastard."

"Forever," I agreed, clenching around him.

And somewhere in the city, another desperate soul would stand at a crossroads with blood on their hands, looking for salvation through damnation. They'd speak the words, make the offerings, open themselves to negotiation.

But they wouldn't get Azriah.

He was mine.

Forever.

Just like the deal promised. Just like we'd both planned, even if I hadn't known it at the time.

The bakery empire would continue to grow. My power would expand. And every night, I'd take both of my demon's cocks while planning the complete domination of the city's culinary scene.

Because I'd made a deal with a demon, fallen in love with him, and become something more than human in the process.

And I regretted absolutely nothing.
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