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Chapter 1 — The Bargain

The air in the shop tasted of old paper and ozone, a sharp, burnt smell that clung to the back of my throat. Rain traced silver rivers down the front window, smearing the streetlights into gold. My fingers trembled over the open page of the Compendium of Lesser Summonings, a book I’d bought for a song at a library sale, thinking the Latin incantations were quaint historical fiction.

I was wrong.

The circle I’d chalked on the worn floorboards glowed with a faint, pulsing amber light. It wasn’t chalk anymore. It was a seam of something hot and living, etched into the wood itself. I’d read the words aloud, desperate and half-delirious after another empty sales day, the final notice from the bank a cold weight in my cardigan pocket. I’d whispered for a solution. For a miracle to save Between the Lines. I’d gotten sigils instead.

The air in the center of the circle shimmered like heat off asphalt. Then it thickened, darkened, and coalesced into a shape that was unmistakably, unnervingly male.

He was tall—tall enough that his dark, curling horns nearly brushed the low-hanging Tiffany lamp. He stood barefoot and bare-chested, loose black trousers clinging to lean hips. His skin was the color of old honey. His eyes were pure molten gold, no pupil, no white. They fixed on me, and a smile touched his lips. Beautiful. Terrifying.

“Well,” he said. His voice was a low vibration that hummed in my bones. “This is a surprise.”

I scrambled back, my shoulder hitting a shelf. A cascade of paperback romances tumbled to the floor. “You’re not… I didn’t mean to…”

“Summon an incubus?” he finished, tilting his head. The horns emerged from a wild mane of black hair, smooth and sharp-tipped. “You read the invocation for a lesser demon of prosperity. A Pragma. Nasty little things, all ledger books and compound interest.” He took a step forward, but the glowing boundary of the circle flared, holding him in place. He looked down at it, amused. “Your containment is adequate. For a novice.”

“I want you to go back,” I said. My voice came out thin. “Please.”

“Ah. But you called. A summoning creates a tether, little one. It requires a resolution. A transaction.” Those gold eyes swept over me, from my messy dark bun down to my socked feet. The cardigan suddenly felt too thin, the slip dress beneath it too insubstantial. His gaze was a physical touch, a slow stroke that left heat in its wake. “My name is Azrahel. And you are?”

“Lily.” The name slipped out before I could stop it.

“Lily,” he repeated, tasting it. “Pale and delicate. And in need, I presume. One does not crack open a Compendium on a Tuesday evening for fun.”

Shame and fear curdled into something sharper. “My bookshop is failing. I need a way to save it.”

“A financial solution.” He sighed, theatrical. “How mundane. I am a creature of desire, Lily. Of hunger. I deal in the currency of the flesh, of surrender, of pleasure given and taken. I could make your little shop the talk of the town, fill your coffers with gold… but I would require payment in my kind of coin.”

My heart hammered against my ribs. “What kind of coin?”

He smiled wider, teeth white and perfect. “You.”

The word hung in the candlelit air. I wrapped my arms around myself. “Explain.”

“A simple bargain. Seven nights. You invite me into your space. You willingly surrender to me for the duration of each night. You give me your body, your responses, your pleasure. In return, I will give you anything your heart desires. The success of this shop is a trifle. Wealth, fame, artistic inspiration, the love of a thousand strangers… name it, and it is yours. After the seventh night, the bargain is complete. The tether severs. You keep your prize. I take my sustenance and go.”

“Surrender,” I echoed. “You mean sex.”

“I mean the full, explicit, and enthusiastic sharing of the sexual act,” Azrahel clarified. His tone stayed clinical, yet every word dripped with sensual promise. “My nourishment is the energy of your climax, the heat of your desire. I will touch you, taste you, fill you. You will come for me, repeatedly, until dawn lightens the sky. That is the transaction.”

The clinical words, spoken in that velvet-dark voice, sent a hot pulse straight between my legs. My cheeks burned. It had been so long since anyone had looked at me with want. So long since I’d felt anything but the cold grip of worry. The heat in his gaze was both balm and brand.

“And if I say no?”

He shrugged, a graceful roll of muscle. “The circle holds me for now. Eventually your energy will wane and I will dissipate back to my plane. Your shop will fail. You will return to your life of quiet desperation. A pity.” He didn’t sound pitying. He sounded bored.

I looked around my shop—the sagging shelves, the “Final Sale” signs, the dust motes dancing in the candlelight. This place was my heart. All I had left of my grandmother. Of myself. I thought of the bank notice, of packing everything into boxes, of the hollow silence that would follow.

Then I looked at him. The impossible creature in my circle. Beautiful. Dangerous. Offering a way out.

“How does it work?” My voice was barely a whisper. “The consent.”

His golden eyes sharpened. “The bargain is the frame. You will read the terms aloud—the seven nights, the willing surrender, the reward of your choice. You will speak your agreement. That agreement is a binding magic, but it binds me as much as you. You may void the bargain at any time, on any night, by speaking the word ‘fractus.’ I will cease all touch and depart immediately, forfeiting any claim to that night’s sustenance. The terms reset; you would need to begin the seven nights anew if you wished to try again. There is no other penalty for refusal, mid-act or otherwise.”

He said it plainly, a contract clause. It was the safeguard. A way out. It made the terrifying proposition feel almost manageable. A deal. A business arrangement with a demon.

My body was traitorously alive, buzzing with nervous energy. The idea of those hands on me, that mouth… A flush spread across my chest. I was twenty-eight. My last relationship had fizzled out two years ago, a casualty of my obsession with the shop. I’d forgotten what it was like to be wanted. To be consumed.

“What do I have to do right now?” I asked.

“Read the terms I dictate. Speak your acceptance. Then break the circle. Invite me out.”

I took a deep, shuddering breath. The smell of him reached me then—not sulfur, but something dark and sweet, like incense and storm-wet earth. “Okay.”

“Okay?” he prompted, one brow arched.

“Dictate the terms.”

He began to speak, and his voice changed, taking on a resonant, formal quality that vibrated in the small shop. “I, the summoned, Azrahel of the Incubi, offer this bargain to the summoner, Lily. For seven nights, consecutively or at the summoner’s chosen intervals, the summoner shall willingly surrender her body and her pleasure to me. She shall receive me, welcome my touch, and seek her own climax for my sustenance. In return, I shall grant the summoner’s deepest desire, as named by her prior to the commencement of the first night. The bargain is binding upon my utterance and her acceptance. The summoner retains the right to void the bargain at any point by speaking the word ‘fractus,’ whereupon I shall desist and depart. This is the whole of the agreement.”

He fell silent. The candles guttered. The rain beat its steady rhythm.

My mouth was dry. “My deepest desire… is for this bookshop, Between the Lines, to be permanently secure and successful. Thriving. A beloved institution.”

“Noted,” Azrahel said. “Now accept.”

I looked into those molten gold eyes. I saw my reflection in them—small, pale, decided. “I accept the bargain.”

A pulse of energy shot out from the circle, a warm, silent wave that made the candles flare and the books hum on their shelves. The amber light of the sigils brightened to a blinding white, then vanished, leaving only the faint chalk lines I’d drawn.

The circle was broken.

Azrahel stepped forward. He was free.

He moved with an otherworldly grace, closing the distance between us in two silent strides. The space that had felt cozy before now felt impossibly small, dominated by his height, his heat, his presence. He loomed over me. I had to tilt my head back to meet his gaze.

“The first night begins now, Lily,” he said softly. “Unless you wish to invoke a delay?”

My heart was a wild thing in my chest. This was it. The point of no return. I thought of the word ‘fractus.’ A safety net. I clutched it in my mind.

“No delay,” I heard myself say.

A slow smile spread across his face. “Good.” He reached out, and his fingertips brushed a stray strand of hair from my cheek. The touch was electric, a jolt of pure sensation that made me gasp. His skin was warmer than a human’s. “You are afraid.”

“Yes.”

“You are also aroused.”

I couldn’t deny it. A hot, slick pulse answered between my legs. My nipples had tightened into aching points against the silk of my slip. “Yes.”

“Honesty. I appreciate that.” His hand slid from my cheek to cup the nape of my neck. His thumb stroked the sensitive skin behind my ear. “The bargain is for your willing surrender. Your pleasure is the instrument of my meal. I will wring every sigh, every shudder, every scream from you. But it starts with a choice.” He leaned down, his breath warm against my lips. He smelled of that dark, sweet spice. “Do you choose to invite me to touch you, Lily?”

My mind listed every reason to refuse—the danger, the unknown, the irreversible line I was about to cross. But another part, a deeper and hungrier part that had been starved for years, uncoiled. This was a bargain. My shop for my body. My loneliness for this.

“Yes,” I breathed. “Touch me.”

His mouth captured mine.

It was not a gentle kiss. It was a claiming. His lips were firm and demanding, and he tasted like sin itself—rich, addictive, dark. A sound escaped me, a muffled whimper that was part fear, part overwhelming need. One of his arms banded around my back, pulling me flush against the hard, bare plane of his chest. The other hand remained tangled in my hair, holding me still for his exploration.

I had never been kissed like this. It was all-consuming. My hands came up, fluttering for a moment before settling on the warm, smooth skin of his shoulders. Muscle shifted under my palms. He was real. This was happening.

He tilted his head, deepening the kiss, and his tongue swept into my mouth. I met it with my own, a shy, tentative stroke that made him groan. The vibration of it went straight through me, pooling low in my belly. My knees went weak. He held me up effortlessly.

When he finally broke the kiss, we were both breathing heavily. My lips felt swollen, sensitive.

“The desk,” he murmured against my skin, his mouth trailing down my jaw to my throat. “Clear it.”

I turned, movements clumsy with need, and swept my arm across the old oak desk. Pens clattered, notepads fluttered, a cup of bookmarks scattered across the floorboards. The noise rang too loud in the quiet shop.

Azrahel guided me back against the edge of the desk. The wood was cool through my dress, smooth and unyielding. He stood between my parted legs, his golden eyes burning into mine. “You wear too many layers, mortal.”

His hands went to the buttons of my cardigan. He opened them with a swift, efficient motion, pushing the soft wool off my shoulders. It fell to the floor. Then his fingers found the thin straps of my slip dress. He hooked them with his thumbs and pulled them down, baring me to the waist.

Cool air kissed my skin. My nipples tightened further, aching. He looked his fill, his gaze a slow, heated drag over every inch. “Lovely,” he said, voice a rough scrape. He leaned in and took one pebbled peak into his mouth.

I cried out, back arching off the desk. His mouth was hot, wet, relentless. He suckled deeply, tongue circling the taut nub, while his hand cupped my other breast, thumb rubbing back and forth in a rhythm that made my hips jerk. Pleasure, sharp and bright, arrowed from my breasts straight to my core, where a desperate, empty ache throbbed.

“Azrahel,” I gasped.

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devastating attention. His free hand slid down my side, over the curve of my hip, and pushed the hem of my slip up around my waist. His fingers brushed the damp lace of my panties. I shuddered.

“So ready,” he murmured against my skin. He hooked his fingers in the lace and pulled them down my legs. I stepped out of them, feeling the cool air on my bare cunt, utterly exposed, utterly wanton there on the desk in my dark, quiet shop.

He straightened, looking down at me. His eyes glowed with an inner light. “Open for me.”

I let my knees fall wider apart, baring myself to him completely. The vulnerability made my pulse hammer in my throat. He traced a single, hot fingertip through my folds, and I nearly came off the desk from that feather-light touch.

“So wet,” he said, holding his glistening finger up for me to see. Then he brought it to his mouth and sucked it clean, eyes locked on mine. The sight sent a fresh rush of slick between my thighs. “You taste of desperation and honey. A heady mix.”

He unfastened the tie of his trousers. They slid down his hips, and he sprang free—fully erect, thick and long and veined, the head already flushed dark. My breath caught. He was magnificent, and the sight of him, fully revealed, sent a new flood of heat between my legs.

He stepped closer, the head of his cock nudging against my entrance. “This is the heart of the bargain, Lily. Your willing surrender. Do you surrender this to me? Do you welcome me inside?”

The words were ritualistic, another consent gateway. A chance to say ‘fractus’ and end it. I looked from his fierce, beautiful face down to where we were about to join. The ache inside me was a throbbing, insistent demand.

“I surrender it,” I whispered. “I welcome you.”

He drove into me with one smooth, powerful stroke.

I cried out, a sharp sound of shock and fullness. He was big, stretching me, filling a void I hadn’t fully acknowledged. There was a brief, burning pinch of adjustment, then an overwhelming sense of completion as his cock seated deep. He was still, buried to the hilt, letting me adjust.

“Breathe, little one,” he said, his voice strained. His hands were braced on the desk on either side of my hips.

I let out the breath I was holding. The initial shock melted into a deep, radiating pleasure. I felt every inch of him, the thick drag of his shaft, the way my cunt clenched around him. “Move,” I pleaded, my voice barely recognizable.

He obeyed. He withdrew slowly, almost completely, then thrust back in. The friction was exquisite. He set a slow, deep pace, each stroke hitting a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, his breath hot in my ear. “Take me. Give me your pleasure.”

His rhythm built, becoming harder, faster. The desk scraped against the floorboards with every thrust. The sounds were filthy and perfect—the wet slap of skin, our ragged breaths, my broken whimpers. One of his hands slid between our bodies, his thumb finding my clit.

I shattered.

The orgasm ripped through me without warning, a convulsive wave of pleasure so intense I saw white. My back arched, and I screamed, my fingers digging into the hard muscle of his arms. My cunt pulsed hard around his cock, milking him in rhythmic spasms. He kept thrusting, kept rubbing my clit, drawing the climax out until I was sobbing with the intensity of it.

As my waves began to subside, his movements became more urgent, more frantic. His control slipped. His golden eyes were blazing, fixed on mine. With a final, deep plunge, he groaned, a raw, guttural sound, and I felt the hot pulse of his release inside me, flooding me. He shuddered, his body going rigid against mine, before collapsing over me, his head resting on my shoulder.

We stayed like that for long moments, joined, breathing in ragged unison. The smell of sex and his strange, spicy scent filled the air. The rain continued to patter against the window.

Slowly, he softened and slipped out of me. He straightened, looking down at me with an expression I couldn’t read—something like satisfaction, and something like curiosity. He offered me his hand.

I took it, my own trembling. He helped me to my feet. My legs almost buckled. He caught me, holding me steady against his chest.

“The first night is not over until dawn,” he said quietly, his hand stroking my hair. “That was merely the first course.”

I looked up at him, my body humming, sated yet already stirring again under his touch. The bargain was sealed. The shop was saved.

And I was in deeper than I’d ever imagined.


Chapter 2 — The First Night

My legs didn’t want to hold me. I clung to Azrahel’s bare shoulders, my fingers sliding over skin that felt like warm marble, my body humming with an aftershock that vibrated all the way to my teeth. The shop was impossibly quiet, a sacred silence broken only by our mingled breathing and the distant rain. The scent of us—musky, sweet, and his underlying spice—hung thick in the air, more potent than any incense.

He held me, his hands splayed on the small of my back, keeping me upright. “Steady, little summoner,” he murmured into my hair, his voice a low rumble I felt in my own chest.

“I’m fine,” I lied, my voice hoarse.

He chuckled, the sound dark and knowing. “You are not. And that is as it should be. The pact demands more than a single, fleeting surrender. It demands immersion.”

I pulled back just enough to look up at him. In the guttering candlelight, that amber gaze burned with an internal fire. His horns, elegant and dark as polished ebony, curved back from his temples. He was terrifying. He was beautiful. And he was still inside me in every way that mattered, his presence a physical brand on my senses.

“What now?” I asked.

“Now,” he said, releasing me slowly, testing my balance. I wobbled but stayed upright. “Now, you clean up. And then we talk. The terms of our arrangement extend beyond the physical act. There are rules to this… communion.”

He gestured toward the back of the shop, toward the small bathroom and the even smaller stockroom I used as a makeshift kitchenette. “I will wait.”

It felt absurdly mundane, walking away from a demon on shaky legs to tend to the mess we’d made on the floor. But the mundane was a lifeline. I fetched a damp cloth from the bathroom, my reflection in the mirror giving me pause. My dark hair was a wild tangle. My lips were swollen. My eyes held a dazed, sated look I’d never seen before. A faint blush covered my chest and throat. I looked thoroughly, undeniably ruined.

I cleaned the floor where we’d lain, the simple task grounding me. The worn wooden floorboards, the familiar smell of old paper and dust, they were my reality. He was the fantastical intrusion. Yet, as I knelt there, the tender ache between my thighs was a constant, thrilling reminder that the fantastical had been very, very real.

When I returned, he was not where I’d left him. He was standing by my favorite reading nook, a high-backed velvet armchair bathed in the soft glow of a Tiffany lamp. He had one of my books in his hands—a first edition of Wuthering Heights I could never bring myself to sell. He turned a page with a careful, almost reverent touch.

“You care for these,” he stated, not looking up.

“They’re my life,” I said, coming to stand a few feet away, crossing my arms over my chest. I felt exposed in my simple cotton slip, despite what we’d just done.

“They are shells. Beautiful, poignant shells, holding echoes of mortal passion.” He closed the book and set it back on its shelf with precise alignment. “I deal in the passion itself.”

He turned those molten eyes on me. “Sit, Lily.”

I did, sinking into the armchair opposite him. He remained standing, a towering silhouette against the bookshelves. The candles cast long, dancing shadows from his horns.

“The bargain is seven nights,” he began, his tone shifting from intimate to formal. “From sunset to sunrise. During that time, you are mine. Your body, your pleasure, your willing surrender. In return, I will manifest your deepest desire. The preservation of this place.” He gestured around the shop. “The magic is already at work. Can you not feel it?”

I listened. Beyond the rain, the old building seemed to sigh, a soft creak of settling timber that sounded less like decay and more like comfort. The air felt warmer, less dusty. A strange certainty settled in my bones: the roof wouldn’t leak tonight. The damp spot in the corner by the poetry section would be dry.

“I feel it,” I whispered.

“Good. The rules are these. First, the surrender must be willing. Each night. A ritual requires conscious participation. You may refuse. Refusal voids the bargain for that night only, but the clock does not stop. A refused night is a night lost from our seven. If you refuse four nights, you get only three nights of my power. Do you understand?”

I nodded. It was a brutal calculus. My desperation had a timer.

“Second,” he continued, pacing slowly before me. The sight of his powerful body moving with such predatory grace made my mouth go dry. “You may use a word to pause. A safeword, in your modern parlance. It will halt all proceedings. We will talk. But, like a refusal, it consumes time. The night progresses whether we are joined or not.”

“What’s the word?” I asked.

He smiled, a flash of sharp, white teeth. “You choose. Something you would never say in the heat of passion. Something absurd.”

I thought for a moment. “Pineapple.”

His smile widened. “Pineapple. So be it. If you cry ‘pineapple,’ I will stop. Instantly.” The promise in his eyes was stark and serious. “Third. The connection must be maintained. For the magic to flow strongest, skin to skin is preferable. My essence to your… receptivity.”

“You mean sex,” I said, forcing my voice not to tremble.

“I mean communion,” he corrected softly. “Of which sex is the most efficient conduit. But not the only one. My touch alone can sustain it, for a time. But it will not be… satisfying. For either of us.” His gaze heated, trailing over my body in the chair. “The first joining was to seal the pact. The ones to follow are to fuel it.”

He stopped his pacing and crouched before my chair, bringing us eye to eye. His scent hit first—smoke and spice and something darker, like old stone after rain—followed by the heat rolling off his skin. The sheer otherness of him pressed close, thick enough to taste. “Do you have questions?”

A thousand. Only one mattered. “Why does it have to be like this? Why a bargain? Why not just… take?”

His eyes seemed to deepen, the gold going almost amber, holding galaxies of weary centuries. “Because what is taken has no flavor. What is given, especially when given with trepidation, with doubt, with that flicker of burgeoning desire… that is ambrosia. Your willing ‘yes’ is the key, Lily. It unlocks everything.” He reached out and traced the line of my jaw with the back of his knuckles. A shiver raced down my spine, electric and warm, settling low in my belly. “Your first ‘yes’ was for your shop. I am here to cultivate the second.”

“What’s the second?”

“The ‘yes’ for me,” he said simply. Then he rose, extending his hand. “Come. The night is waning, and your education has only just begun.”

I placed my hand in his. He pulled me to my feet and then into his arms, not in passion, but in a slow, deliberate dance. He began to sway, guiding my body against his. “Feel the magic,” he whispered into my ear, his breath stirring my hair. “It’s in the air. It’s in the touch. It’s in the space between our heartbeats.”

I did feel it. A low thrum of energy, like a cello note played deep underground, vibrated through the floorboards, up through my bare feet, and into my core where a new, insistent warmth was already gathering.

“The first lesson,” he said, his hands sliding down to my hips, holding me flush against him. I could feel him, hard and ready again, pressed against my belly. “Is awareness. Your human senses are dull knives. I will sharpen them.”

He bent his head, and his lips found the sensitive spot where my neck met my shoulder. Not a kiss, but a slow, open-mouthed press of heat. A bolt of pure sensation shot straight to my clit, making me gasp and clutch at his arms.

“You see?” he murmured against my skin. “Every part of you is connected. A touch here…” He sucked lightly, and my knees buckled. “…echoes here.” His hand slipped between us, the heel of his palm pressing against the damp fabric over my mound.

I moaned, my head falling back. This was different from before. Before had been a storm, a frantic claiming. This was a deliberate, slow-burning seduction. He was mapping me.

“Your skin tells stories,” he said, walking me backward until my shoulders met the edge of a sturdy oak reading table. He lifted me, sitting me on its surface, pushing a stack of catalogs aside with a careless sweep of his arm. He stepped between my thighs, spreading them. The cool wood beneath me, the heat of him before me—the contrast was dizzying. “Stories of loneliness. Of long nights spent here, with only these paper ghosts for company. Of touch withheld. Of desire banked like a forgotten fire.”

His words were arrows, each one hitting true. Tears pricked my eyes, not from sadness, but from the terrifying accuracy of his perception.

“I am here to stoke that fire, Lily,” he said, his voice dropping to a velvet growl. He hooked his fingers in the thin straps of my slip and drew them down my shoulders. The fabric pooled at my waist, baring my breasts to the cool air and his hot gaze. My nipples tightened instantly.

He didn’t touch them. He just looked, his eyes drinking in the sight. “Beautiful,” he breathed, and it didn’t sound like empty flattery. It sounded like appraisal of a fine instrument.

Then he lowered his head.

His mouth closed over my right nipple, and I cried out. His tongue was a rough, hot stripe, laving and circling before he drew the peak deep into his mouth, suckling firmly. The pull connected directly to the aching emptiness between my legs. I arched into him, my fingers tangling in his thick, dark hair. It was soft, like sable.

He switched to the other breast, giving it the same devastating attention, while his hand finally, finally cupped me through my slip. He rubbed the soaked fabric against my clit in slow, maddening circles.

“Azrahel,” I whimpered, a plea without a specific direction.

He released my breast with a soft pop. “Tell me what you want, little summoner. Use the words. The bargain feeds on clarity.”

I was panting, my entire world reduced to the points of contact: his mouth, his hand. “I want… I want you to touch me. Really touch me.”

“Here?” His fingers stilled.

“Yes.”

He hooked his hands in the waistband of my slip and underwear and drew them down my legs in one smooth motion, discarding them on the floor. I was completely naked, splayed on the table in the middle of my bookshop. Exposed. Vulnerable. And burning for him.

He stepped back, his eyes raking over me from head to toe. The hunger in his gaze was a tangible force. “Look at you. A feast laid out for a starving creature.” He leaned forward, bracing his hands on the table on either side of my hips. “And I have been starving for a very, very long time.”

He didn’t kiss my mouth. He kissed my sternum, then my belly, his lips trailing lower. He dropped to his knees before the table.

My heart thudded against my ribs. “What are you…?”

“The second lesson,” he said, his voice vibrating against my inner thigh as he pressed a kiss there. “Is gratitude. You have given me access to this.” His breath ghosted over my curls. “I intend to worship it.”

And then his mouth was on me.

I shrieked. His tongue was a broad, wicked stroke from my opening all the way up to my clit, where he settled in with ruthless focus. He licked and sucked, his hands sliding under my thighs to grip my ass, holding me open for his devouring. The sensation was so intense, so utterly foreign, it bordered on pain before it exploded into pure, mind-melting pleasure.

“Oh god, oh god…” I babbled, my hands flailing before grabbing the edges of the table. The wood groaned in protest.

He hummed against me, the vibration shooting through my core like lightning. His tongue delved inside me, fucking me with shallow thrusts before returning to circle my clit. He was relentless, an artist of sensation, learning what made me jerk and what made me melt. He found a rhythm, a pressure, that had me hurtling toward the edge within minutes.

“I’m… I’m going to…” I choked out.

He pulled away. The loss of contact was a physical agony.

“Not yet,” he said, his lips glistening. His eyes were pure inferno. “The peak is mine to give. Not yours to take. Remember that.”

He rose, his own need evident in the formidable erection straining against the strange, dark material of his trousers. He unfastened them, freeing himself. I stared, my mouth watering. He was magnificently proportioned, thick and long, the head flushed a deep, ruddy color. A bead of moisture gathered at the tip.

He gripped himself, stroking slowly as he looked at me. “Ask for it.”

The command hung in the air. This was the willing surrender. Not just allowing, but asking. The magic thrummed, waiting.

My voice was a ragged thread. “Please. Azrahel. Please, fuck me.”

A groan tore from his throat. “Since you asked so nicely.”

He moved forward, notching the head of his cock at my entrance. He pushed in, but only an inch, stretching me deliciously. He stopped, his whole body trembling with the effort of restraint. “Look at me.”

I dragged my gaze from where we were joined to his face. His expression was one of fierce, possessive triumph.

“This,” he said, driving forward another inch, “is the conduit.” Another inch. My breath hitched. “Your pleasure is the fuel.” He sank the rest of the way home in one slow, devastating slide, until our bodies were flush. I was so full, so perfectly stretched. He held there, buried to the hilt, letting me feel every ridge, every pulse of him inside me.

Then he began to move.

This was nothing like the frantic pace of the first time. This was a deep, rolling rhythm, a tide pulling out and surging back in. Each withdrawal was an agony of loss; each thrust was a homecoming. He leaned over me, bracing one hand on the table by my head, the other tangling in my hair, tilting my face up to his.

“Feel it,” he commanded, his voice thick. “The energy. Flowing from me, into you. Through you. Into the stones of this place. It’s in the sweat on your skin. In the sound you make when I fill you.”

I was making a sound, a continuous, low moan with every exhale. The pleasure was a coiling spring in my belly, tighter and tighter. The table rocked with our rhythm, a steady thump-thump-thump against the floor. Books trembled on their shelves.

“Azrahel,” I sobbed, my nails scoring down his back. I felt the strange, smooth texture of his skin, the powerful muscles working beneath.

“Give it to me,” he growled, his pace increasing, each stroke hitting a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. “Let me feel you shatter. Feed the bargain.”

His thumb found my clit, rubbing in tight, urgent circles, perfectly in time with his thrusts. The combination was too much. The spring snapped.

My climax detonated, a silent, white-hot explosion that ripped a scream from my throat. It felt endless, waves of ecstasy crashing through me, milking his cock inside me. I convulsed around him, my vision blurring.

With a shout that was more roar than human, he followed me over. His thrusts became short, sharp jerks as he buried himself deep and poured his release into me. The heat of it triggered another, smaller aftershock, a fluttering pulse that left me boneless and gasping.

He collapsed over me, his weight a welcome anchor. Our sweat-slicked bodies stuck together. The only sounds were our ragged breaths and the triumphant, joyful creak of the old building settling around us.

He was the first to move, slowly withdrawing. The loss was profound. He lifted me from the table, cradling me against his chest as if I were made of glass, and carried me to the velvet armchair. He sat, holding me in his lap, my head on his shoulder.

For a long time, we just sat in the quiet. His hand stroked my hair, my back. The magic hummed contentedly in the air, a job well done.

“Dawn is near,” he said finally, his voice soft.

I looked toward the high window. The black was softening to indigo.

“Will you be here tomorrow?” I asked, the question leaving my lips before I could stop it.

He tilted my chin up. His eyes were hooded, satiated, the gold banked to a slow-burning ember, but watchful. “I am bound to the bargain, Lily. For six more nights, I will be here at sunset.” He brushed a thumb over my kiss-swollen lips. “But you asked a different question. You asked if I will be here. The demon will be. The question is, will the man you are starting to want?”

He didn’t wait for an answer. As the first true grey light of dawn filtered through the rain-streaked glass, he began to fade. Not like a ghost, but like a shadow dissolving in the growing light. His form became indistinct, his warmth receding from my skin.

“Until nightfall, my little summoner,” his voice echoed from the empty air.

And then I was alone, naked in my chair, aching in every wonderful way, the scent of sex and spice already beginning to disperse. The shop felt different. Alive. Protected.

And I was already counting the hours until sunset.


Chapter 3 — The Second Night

The day passed in a blur of ink and dust. My body felt strange, new. A pleasant soreness lingered in muscles I hadn’t known I possessed. Between customers, I’d catch myself staring at the sigil on the floor, now just a faint scuff of chalk on the old woodboards. My skin remembered the heat of his touch, the pressure of his cock inside me, the way pleasure had ripped through me until I shook. A flush would creep up my neck each time.

I kept replaying his question. Will the man you are starting to want?

I didn’t have an answer. I only knew the waiting was a physical ache, different from the soreness. It was a hollow, needy feeling in my stomach that had nothing to do with hunger. It was the phantom sensation of his hands on my hips, his lips on my throat.

The final customer left at six, clutching a bag of paperback romances. I locked the door, flipped the sign to ‘Closed,’ and leaned against it, my heart already hammering.

The shop was quiet, just the hum of the old refrigerator in the back room and the gentle patter of another soft rain beginning outside. I’d lit candles earlier, placing them on various shelves, their light flickering across the spines of thousands of books. The space felt sacred, secret.

I’d spent the afternoon deciding what to wear. A ridiculous exercise, given how quickly everything had come off the night before. But it felt important. In the end, I chose a simple slip dress of deep emerald silk. It whispered against my skin as I moved. No bra. No panties. Just the silk and me.

I poured a glass of water, my hands trembling slightly. The clock above the register ticked past 7:30. Sunset.

A shift in the air pressure made my ears pop. The candle flames dipped, then flared tall. The scent of ozone and warm spice bloomed from the center of the room.

He stood there, within the faint outline of the sigil. Azrahel.

My breath caught. He was exactly as I remembered, yet somehow more. Tall, his bare chest a sculpture of shadow and candlelight, the dark horns curling from his temples like a crown. His golden eyes found me instantly, and a slow, knowing smile touched his lips.

“Lily,” he said, my name a caress in the quiet.

“You came back,” I said, then winced at how obvious it sounded.

“A bargain is a bargain.” He stepped out of the circle, his movements fluid, predatory. “But you dressed for me.”

He circled me, not touching, just looking. The silk felt suddenly transparent under his gaze. My nipples tightened, pressing against the thin fabric. He noticed; his smile deepened.

“I wasn’t sure if…” I trailed off, not knowing how to finish.

“If I’d appreciate the effort?” He stopped in front of me. He lifted a hand, and the back of his knuckles brushed down my arm from shoulder to wrist. A trail of fire followed his touch. “I do. The anticipation is part of the feast.”

He leaned in, his lips brushing the shell of my ear. “Tell me. When you were ringing up sales or shelving books today, where did your mind go?”

I swallowed. “Here. Last night.”

“Good.” He straightened. “The terms, Lily. Do you remember them?”

My voice came steadier than I expected. “Seven nights. My willing surrender. For anything my heart desires.”

“And the escape clause?”

“I can void the bargain any night. All I have to do is say it.”

He nodded, satisfied. “Then I ask again. Do you submit to the terms of the bargain tonight, of your own free will?”

The words hung between us, heavy with power. Magic licked across my bare arms like static. This was the gate. The choice.

I met his molten gold eyes. Hunger burned there, yes, but so did that iron patience. He had stopped last night. Held me when I needed it.

“Yes,” I said. “I submit.”

The magic sank into us both, a living heat that sealed itself around our bodies. His control slipped a fraction, the predator no longer leashed.

He closed the distance. His hands framed my face, thumbs stroking my cheekbones. “Last night was an introduction,” he murmured. “Tonight I want to hear you.”

Before I could speak, he took my mouth. The kiss was hard, possessive, his tongue pushing deep. I moaned into him and clutched his shoulders, nails biting into hot skin and hard muscle. He tasted of dark wine and pomegranate, rich and forbidden. My dress whispered up my body and off in one smooth pull. Cool air kissed my nipples, my stomach, the wet heat between my thighs.

“Exquisite,” he breathed, his gaze moving over me like a slow-burning match.

He bent and sucked one nipple into his mouth, teeth grazing, tongue flicking. The jolt went straight to my clit. I arched, fingers twisting in his hair. He gave the other breast the same ruthless attention while his hand slid down my belly and between my legs. Two fingers parted my folds and found me slick and swollen.

“Already dripping for me,” he growled against my breast. “Dreaming of this all day.”

He circled my clit in slow, firm strokes, never quite giving me what I needed. I panted, thighs shaking. “Azrahel… please…”

“Please what?” The tip of one finger breached me, barely inside.

“More.”

He pushed two fingers deep. The stretch made me gasp. He curled them and found that spot that lit me up white. A broken cry tore out of me. My nails scored his shoulders.

“That’s it,” he rasped. “Let me hear every sound. Every one feeds the magic. Feeds me.”

He fucked me with his fingers, thumb grinding my clit in tight circles. Pleasure coiled tighter, hotter. I babbled, hips rolling, chasing it. The orgasm crashed through me sudden and brutal. My cunt clamped around his fingers, pulsing hard, and I screamed his name into the high ceiling of the shop.

He held me through the aftershocks, fingers gentling as I trembled. When he withdrew them he brought them to his mouth and licked them clean, eyes locked on mine. “One,” he said softly. “Just a taste.”

He lifted me and carried me to the deep Persian rug in the non-fiction aisle. The wool was soft against my back when he laid me down. He stood over me and shoved his loose black trousers down. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed dark at the head, a bead of clear fluid already welling at the slit.

He knelt between my spread thighs. “Look at me, Lily. Watch.”

The blunt head nudged my entrance. I was still fluttering from the first climax, oversensitive, aching. He pushed in slowly, one inch, then another, stretching me around the thick girth. I cried out, the sound sharp and broken. The fullness was intense, perfect, almost too much.

“Breathe, little summoner,” he ordered, voice tight with his own control. “Take me.”

I dragged in air. On the exhale he sank deeper, and deeper still, until his hips met mine and he was seated to the root. The pressure was overwhelming. I felt split open, claimed, complete.

He stayed there, letting me adjust, his arms shaking with the effort of holding still. “You feel… divine,” he gritted out.

Then he began to move.

Slow, deep strokes, each one dragging over that sensitive place inside me. The wet sound of his cock sliding in and out filled the quiet shop. My moans rose, shameless. I locked my legs around his waist and pulled him deeper.

“Yes,” he hissed. “Hold me there.”

He braced on his elbows above me, face close, those bright eyes half-lidded with pleasure. I could smell the spice of his skin, the salt of sweat, the night itself. “Touch yourself,” he ordered. “Show me how you like it.”

Heat flooded my face, but I obeyed. My fingers found my swollen clit and rubbed. The added friction pushed me over fast. The second orgasm rolled through me in long, pulsing waves, my pussy squeezing his cock in rhythmic spasms. I sobbed, head thrashing.

He groaned, the sound vibrating through his chest into mine. “Again,” he demanded, thrusts turning harder, faster. “I know you have more. Give it to me.”

I didn’t think I could. I was wrung out, too sensitive. But his voice, the relentless drag of his cock, the raw hunger on his face—it built another peak, sharper, higher. I shattered around him with a wordless scream.

That broke his control. His rhythm turned ragged, frantic. He drove into me three more times and then buried himself deep, roaring as hot pulses of come flooded me. His body bowed over mine, shaking.

For a long moment there was only the sound of our breathing. He lowered onto his side and pulled me with him, still joined. His face pressed into my neck, breath hot on damp skin.

We lay tangled on the rug among books on ancient history and astronomy. The sheer absurdity of it almost made me laugh. Instead a tear slipped free, tracking down my temple.

He felt it. Lifted his head. Brushed the tear away with his thumb. “Was it too much?”

I shook my head. Couldn’t speak. It wasn’t sadness. It was release, something old and hollow finally cracking open.

He understood. Said nothing. Just held me. When his softening cock slipped from my body I felt the loss like a physical ache.

After a time he shifted. “Wait here.”

He stood, naked and utterly unselfconscious, and walked to the small sink in the back room. He returned with a damp cloth and cleaned between my legs with careful strokes. Then he cleaned himself, tossed the cloth aside, and lay back down, drawing me against his chest. My back to his front, his arm banded around me, palm spread possessive over my stomach. The candles burned lower.

“You asked me a question last night,” he said, voice a low rumble against my spine. “Whether the man would be here. Not the demon.”

I held my breath.

“The man is a construct,” he said slowly. “A shape carved by centuries of hunger. But the hunger I feel in this body… for you… it is new. It complicates the bargain.”

I turned in his arms to face him. His golden eyes were shadowed. “How?”

“An incubus feeds on pleasure. On climax. It is fuel. A transaction.” His finger traced my lower lip. “I find myself savoring. Wanting to stretch the hours. Worrying whether you are comfortable. These things are not part of the usual terms.”

“What are they part of?” I whispered.

He didn’t answer. Instead he kissed my forehead. “The night is young, Lily. And you have only surrendered twice.”

He rolled me onto my stomach. Kissed a slow path down my spine. His hands spread my cheeks. I tensed.

“Trust me,” he murmured, breath warm against the place no one had ever touched.

I melted into the rug. “I do.”

He rewarded me with the flat of his tongue, a long, wet lick over my hole. I jerked, a shocked gasp torn from me. He did it again, and again, lavishing attention there until I was pushing back against his mouth, desperate. Then he shifted lower, tongue fucking into my pussy, licking up the mess we’d made before sucking my clit between his lips.

I came hard into his mouth, cries muffled by the wool.

Before the tremors faded he flipped me, lifted my hips, and drove back inside me in one smooth thrust. He sat back on his heels and pulled me onto his lap so I straddled him, facing him, breasts level with his mouth. “Ride me,” he said, hands gripping my hips. “Take what you want. Use me.”

The permission lit something fierce in me. I rose and sank, setting my own rhythm, controlling the depth and angle. I watched his face—lips parted, eyes dark with pleasure. I leaned in and kissed him, swallowing his groans. The magic in the air grew thick and sweet.

I came again, a deep internal quake, and felt him pulse inside me once more, his release dragging me through another aftershock.

Exhausted, I slumped against his chest. He stroked my back, my hair.

“The man is here,” he said quietly into the silence. “For now.”

We stayed like that until the candles guttered to stubs. He carried me to the armchair, wrapped us both in a crocheted blanket he found somewhere. I dozed against his chest, drifting in and out of sated sleep.

When the sky began to pale he stirred.

“Dawn,” he said, and the word carried something like regret.

I clutched at him. “Don’t go.”

“I must.” He kissed me, slow and deep. “The bargain requires it. But my thoughts will not leave this shop. Or you.”

He faded as the grey light strengthened, solid warmth thinning to shadow and then nothing. The blanket around me was still warm.

I sat wrapped in it, smelling of sex and him, sore in the best possible way. My body carried the map of every place he had touched. My mind kept circling the same two phrases.

Savoring the meal. Complicating the bargain.

I touched my lips, still swollen from his kisses. Five nights remained. The thought should have terrified me. It didn’t.

It thrilled me.


Chapter 4 — The Man Is Here

The next day, the bookshop felt different. Dust motes drifted through the afternoon light, slow and deliberate, as if they carried secrets they refused to share. The familiar scent of old paper and binding glue had changed. Beneath it lay something sharper—woodsmoke and amber, faint but persistent, the ghost of him clinging to every corner, every shelf, every breath I took.

I caught myself stroking book spines without purpose, my thoughts circling back to the weight of his hands on my hips, the thick stretch of his cock inside me, the way he’d growled “my Lily” against my throat in the dark. My skin still hummed with the memory. A deep, pleasant soreness pulsed between my thighs every time I shifted on the stool behind the counter.

Savoring the meal. Complicating the bargain.

His words echoed in my head, spoken with the careful detachment of a creature trying to catalogue something that had slipped its categories. He had been naming it even as he felt it — turning it over in precise language, like pressing a thumb to a bruise to understand its shape. I recognized that impulse. I’d been doing the same thing all day, shelving books I didn’t see, running a finger along a spine and feeling his hands on my hips instead. The complication was mutual. I just didn’t have a demon’s clinical vocabulary for it.

The bell over the door jingled and startled me upright. Mrs. Henderson bustled in, arms loaded with returns. “Lily, dear! I finished the trilogy. Absolutely gripping. Do you have anything else by that author?”

I helped her build another stack, my customer-service smile fixed in place while my mind stayed half in the back room, where the summoning circle lay hidden beneath a worn Persian rug. I wondered if the sigils still pulsed with dormant power. I wondered if he watched me now, a shadow just beyond the edge of sight.

When the shop finally closed, the silence felt charged. I didn’t light the candles. Not yet. I stood in the center of the main floor, arms wrapped around myself, and listened. The old building creaked. Outside, a car cut through a puddle. Ordinary sounds. Beneath them, something else thrummed through the walls—the bargain, alive and waiting.

I made a simple dinner I barely tasted, then stood under the shower until the hot water loosened the delicious stiffness from my muscles. In the steamy mirror, my eyes looked darker, pupils blown wide even under the bright light. A flush warmed my skin that hadn’t been there a week ago. A new vitality. I touched my own collarbone, remembering the scrape of his teeth.

I didn’t reach for my usual sleep shorts and t-shirt. Instead I pulled on a thin ivory silk slip I’d bought years ago on impulse and never worn. It felt ridiculous. Then it felt necessary. The silk whispered over my skin as I walked barefoot into the shop.

Darkness had fallen completely. I lit the candles one by one, the ritual already familiar. Flames carved the room into shifting gold and deep shadow. I left the rug over the circle untouched. I simply stood in the center of the room and spoke into the quiet.

“Azrahel.”

He didn’t rise from the circle. He stepped out of the shadows between two towering bookshelves. One moment the space stood empty; the next he leaned against the shelves, arms crossed over his bare chest, watching me. His golden eyes caught the candlelight like a predator’s.

“Lily.” My name left his lips like a caress. “You called. The night is still young. The terms don’t require you to summon me the moment the sun vanishes.”

“I know,” I said. My voice came steadier than the rest of me. “I wanted to.”

A slow smile curved his mouth. He pushed away from the shelves and walked toward me, candlelight sliding over the ridges of his abdomen, the dark line of hair disappearing beneath the low-slung waistband of his trousers. Barefoot. Utterly at home in my gothic cocoon.

“You’re wearing a different scent,” he observed, stopping just short of touching me. The space between us crackled. “Soap. And something else. Anticipation.”

“Is that a demon thing? Smelling emotions?”

“It’s a you thing,” he said, gaze dropping to the neckline of my slip. “You are broadcasting. Loudly.” His eyes lifted to mine again. “The meal improves with each tasting.”

A shiver ran through me. “Is that all it is? A meal?”

He went very still. The amusement in his eyes softened into something sharper, more searching. “You know it is not.”

He closed the distance then, but only to lift his hand. He didn’t grab. He simply cupped the side of my face, thumb stroking my cheekbone. The tenderness of it stole the air from my lungs. My breath caught.

“The man is here, Lily,” he murmured, repeating the words from the night before. “He is a problem. For a creature like me, feeling is a crack in the armor. A vulnerability. It makes the sustenance confusing.”

“How is it confusing?” I breathed, leaning into his palm.

“Because when I take from you now,” he said, voice dropping to a low, intimate rumble, “I find I want to give something back. Not because the bargain demands it. Because I do.” His thumb traced my lower lip. “A most inconvenient development.”

My heart slammed against my ribs. I turned my head and pressed a kiss to the center of his palm. “Show me.”

His golden eyes flared. “Your command is my pleasure.”

This time his kiss was no conquest. It was a conversation—slow, deep, exploring. He tasted of night air and something wild beneath it. His hands slid down my back, over the silk, pulling me flush against him. The hard length of his cock strained against his trousers, pressed hot against my belly. I arched into him, a moan spilling into his mouth.

He broke the kiss, breathing uneven. “I want to taste every inch of you tonight,” he said, voice rough. “I want to learn the sounds you make when I touch you here.” His hand slid down to cup my ass, squeezing. “And here.” His other hand came between us, fingers brushing the silk over my nipple. It peaked instantly, tight and aching. “I want to drink you in until my name is the only word you remember.”

“Yes,” was all I could manage.

He bent, hooked an arm behind my knees, and lifted me as if I weighed nothing. He carried me past the armchair to the clear space at the center of the room, near the hidden circle. He laid me down on the rug, the wool rough against my bare back, the silk of my slip pooling around my hips. He stood over me, looking down, his expression pure hungry reverence.

“Perfect,” he murmured, more to himself than to me. “Every single time.”

He knelt, straddling my thighs. His hands found the thin straps of my slip. With agonizing slowness he pushed them down my shoulders, baring me to the waist. Cool air pebbled my skin. His gaze burned hotter. He leaned down and took one nipple into his mouth.

I cried out, back bowing off the floor. He suckled deeply, tongue lashing the sensitive peak, teeth grazing just enough to send sharp jolts of pleasure-pain straight to my core. His hand worked its twin, pinching and rolling until I writhed beneath him, fingers tangled in his dark hair.

“Azrahel, please…”

He released my breast with a wet pop and moved lower, lips trailing down my sternum, over my quivering stomach. He hooked his fingers in the waistband of my slip and panties and drew them down my legs in one smooth motion, tossing them aside. I lay completely naked on the rug in the candlelight while he remained half-dressed.

He knelt between my spread thighs, pushing them wider with his hands. His gaze fixed on my pussy, glistening and exposed for him.

“Look at you,” he breathed, awe in his voice. “So ready for me. So wet.”

He didn’t touch me with fingers or tongue. Not yet. He simply looked, golden eyes drinking in the sight, making me feel more seen, more desired, than I ever had. Heat flooded my skin.

Then he lowered his head.

The first touch of his tongue was a flat, slow lick from my opening to my clit. I jerked, a sharp gasp tearing from my throat. He did it again. And again. Establishing a rhythm that was maddeningly deliberate. He explored me with a scholar’s focus, learning every fold, every sensitive spot just inside, the exact pressure that made my hips buck.

“You taste like heaven and sin,” he growled against me, the vibration making me clench around nothing. “And you’re mine.”

The possessive word didn’t frighten me. It ignited something deeper. I tangled my hands in his hair, not to guide him, but to hold on as his mouth found my clit and worshipped it.

He licked. He sucked. He drew the sensitive bud into his mouth and flicked his tongue over it with relentless precision. The coil in my belly wound tighter and tighter, pressure building with every stroke. He added a finger, sliding one, then two inside me, curling them upward. He found the spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

“There! Oh, god, right there!”

He growled, the sound vibrating through my entire body. He added a third finger, stretching me, fucking me with his hand while his mouth never left my clit. The dual sensations overwhelmed me. The world narrowed to flickering candles above, the smell of wax and sex and him, the wet filthy sounds of his mouth on me, and the unbearable exquisite tension coiling at the base of my spine.

“I’m going to come,” I warned, voice broken.

He redoubled his efforts, fingers pumping, tongue a rapid insistent flutter. The orgasm hit like a lightning strike, white-hot, ripping a scream from my throat. My body convulsed around his fingers, vision whiting out as wave after wave crashed through me.

He rode it out with me, tongue gentling to soft laps as I shuddered and whimpered, sensitive to the point of pain. Only when the last tremor subsided did he lift his head. His lips were slick, chin glistening. He looked utterly debauched and completely satisfied.

“One,” he said, voice thick.

Before I could process the word, he moved up my body, shoving his trousers down as he went. His cock sprang free, thick and heavy and leaking. He positioned himself at my entrance, the broad head nudging against my sensitized flesh.

“Look at me, Lily,” he commanded.

I dragged my eyes open. His face was a mask of fierce raw need. The demon was there in the primal gleam of his eyes, in the slight sharp points of his canines. But the man was there too, in the vulnerability etched beside his mouth, in the way he waited for my nod.

I nodded, reaching up to touch his cheek. “Yes.”

He pushed inside in one slow, inexorable thrust. I was still fluttering from my climax, overly sensitive, and the fullness was almost too much. I cried out, a sound of overwhelmed pleasure.

“Shh, I have you,” he murmured, bracing himself above me, not moving. He dropped his forehead to mine. “Breathe, my heart. Just breathe.”

We stayed joined completely until my body adjusted, until the overwhelming sensation melted into a deep throbbing need for movement. I flexed my hips experimentally.

He groaned, a ragged sound. “You will be the end of me.”

Then he began to move. Withdrawing almost completely, then sinking back in, a deep, rolling rhythm that was less about frenzy and more about connection. Each stroke rubbed against that glorious spot inside me, building a new fire from the embers of the last. He watched my face, drinking in every flinch of pleasure, every bitten-off moan.

“You feel it,” he panted, his own control fraying. “The magic. It’s not just taking. It’s… sharing.”

I did feel it. A warmth that was more than physical, a golden thread winding from where we were joined, through my veins, into the very core of me. It felt like power. It felt like belonging. With every thrust, the thread pulled tighter, binding us.

My legs wrapped around his waist, pulling him deeper. “Harder,” I begged, the word torn from me. “Please, Azrahel.”

A snarl ripped from his throat, and he obeyed, his hips snapping forward with new force, driving me into the rug. The change in angle was devastating. Pleasure mounted again, sharp and urgent. I clawed at his back, my nails scraping over the smooth, hot skin.

“Fall apart for me,” he demanded, his voice dropping to a guttural rasp. “Let me feel it. Drench me.”

His command, the sheer desperation in it, was the final key. The coil snapped. My second orgasm roared through me, deeper than the first, a convulsive, mind-shattering wave that had me sobbing his name. I clenched around him, milking his cock, and with a shout that shook the candles in their holders, he followed me over the edge.

His release pulsed inside me, hot and endless, and I felt a final, shocking transfer—not just of essence, but of something else. A flicker of memory not my own: a vast, starless night, a profound loneliness, and then… the warm glow of a bookshop window. My window.

He collapsed onto me, his weight a welcome anchor, his face buried in my neck. We lay like that, a tangled, sweating, spent heap on the floor, as our breathing slowly evened.

The magic in the air wasn’t just heavy now; it was alive, a shimmering, golden haze that danced in the candlelight before slowly dissolving.

He shifted his weight to the side, gathering me against him. His hand stroked my hair, my arm, as if memorizing me by touch.

“The man,” he said quietly, his voice rough with emotion, “is no longer just here for now.”

I looked up at him. “What does that mean?”

He met my gaze, his golden eyes soft, stripped of all guile. “It means the bargain is compromised. I am no longer a neutral party. I am…” He searched for the word. “Invested.”

“What happens to the bargain?” A thread of fear wound through my post-coital bliss.

“The terms stand,” he said firmly. “You are protected. Your power to end it is absolute. But my motives… are no longer purely demonic.” He kissed my forehead. “I find I want your heart’s desire for you, Lily. Not just because of the magic, but because I desire it. For you.”

Tears, sudden and hot, pricked my eyes. I didn’t know what to say. The immensity of it—a demon falling for his mark—was too much to grasp.

He seemed to understand. He held me closer. “Don’t think. Not tonight. Just feel.”

So I did. I felt the solid beat of his heart against my cheek, a rhythm as old as time. I felt the sticky evidence of our joining drying on my thighs. I felt the warm, safe circle of his arms. The bookshop was silent around us, a sanctuary.

Four nights remained.

But for the first time, the countdown felt less like a sentence and more like a promise. And the thought of him leaving at dawn felt like a physical wound waiting to happen.

I must have dozed, because the next thing I knew, he was carrying me again, this time up the narrow stairs to my small apartment above the shop. He laid me in my bed, under the covers, and slid in beside me. He pulled me into his chest, my back to his front, his arms wrapped around me.

“Sleep, my Lily,” he whispered into my hair. “I will watch over you until the dawn forces my hand.”

And I did. I slept more deeply, more peacefully, than I had in years, wrapped in the scent and the strength and the terrifying, wonderful complication of an incubus who was becoming something more. The man was here. And I was no longer sure I wanted him to leave. Ever.


Chapter 5 — The Fifth Night

I woke alone. The space beside me in the bed was cold, the sheets rumpled but vacant. I had grown used to this — the cold sheets, the absent weight, the room that smelled of him but held no him — but familiarity did not make it easier. If anything each dawn stole a little more. Four nights down. Three to go.

A profound, aching emptiness yawned inside my chest, a hollow more pronounced than after our first few encounters. I hadn’t just gotten used to his presence; I’d started to rely on it, to crave it. I pulled his pillow to my face, breathing in the lingering scent of him—smoke, old parchment, and something uniquely male.

The rain had returned, a soft, steady patter against the skylight in my tiny bathroom. A gray, muted light filtered into the bedroom. He was gone, as the rules dictated. As the bargain dictated.

Three nights left.

The words echoed in my head, no longer a promise but a threat. A countdown to an ending I suddenly feared more than any demonic consequence. I dragged myself out of bed, my body pleasantly sore in places, a secret map of the night before etched into my muscles. I showered, the hot water doing little to warm the cold knot of dread in my stomach. I dressed in my uniform—soft jeans, a worn sweater over a tank top—and went downstairs to face my failing bookshop.

The shop was quiet, still holding the faint, sweet scent of the candles we’d extinguished hours before. The summoning circle on the floor, now just a chalk outline, seemed to mock me. I spent the morning trying to lose myself in work: cataloging a new box of used paperbacks, rearranging the poetry section, dusting shelves that didn’t need it. My mind, however, was a trapped bird, fluttering against the cage of my own making.

He finds he wants your heart’s desire for you. The man was here.

Was he a man? He was an incubus, an immortal creature of desire and magic. And I was Lily, a twenty-eight-year-old bookseller with more debt than sense. What kind of future was that? What future could there be beyond the seven nights?

The bell above the door jangled, pulling me from my spiraling thoughts. Mrs. Henderson, one of my few regulars, came in for her weekly browse. She chatted about the weather, about her grandson, and I nodded and smiled, playing my part. But my eyes kept drifting to the window, watching the rain streak the glass, half-expecting to see a tall, horned silhouette forming in the mist.

He didn’t appear. The day bled into a gray, waterlogged afternoon. I made tea and let it go cold on the counter. I opened Jane Eyre to a passage I had read a hundred times and understood nothing. The familiar words floated past my eyes like leaves on fast water. I set the book spine-up on the counter — a sacrilege I would normally never commit — and stared at the rain.

The clock said 2:07. Then 2:08. Each second was a small, dull insult.

A young woman came in looking for a birthday gift. I helped her. I smiled. I recommended three books, wrapped the one she chose in tissue paper, took her card, said goodbye. The moment the bell stopped ringing I pressed my back against the shelves and closed my eyes. The scent of him still lived in this room — faint now, but undeniably present in the grain of the old wood, caught in the wool of the rug where we’d lain. I breathed it in like a person starved of air.

Three nights. After seven, he was gone. Those words, which had once felt abstract, now had teeth.

As the light went amber and low, something in me gave up pretending. I locked the door an hour early, turned the sign, and climbed upstairs. I stood under the shower until the hot water turned to warm, then to tepid, thinking about what it would feel like when the shop went back to being just a shop. When the chair by the fireplace was only a chair again. When his scent faded for good from the floorboards and I couldn’t get it back.

I stepped out. Dried off. Stood in front of the small mirror above the sink.

The woman looking back at me was not the woman who had opened a Compendium four nights ago. Her eyes were different. Wider. Darker at the center. She looked lit from somewhere inside — not pretty, exactly, but awake, in a way she hadn’t been before.

I reached for the emerald silk slip, the one that had become a ritual of its own, cool water poured across my shoulders. No bra. No underwear. I lit candles throughout the shop on my way down, not for ritual — he came whether I lit them or not — but because I wanted him to walk into something warm. Something that said: I thought of you. I prepared for you. You matter.

The appointed hour came. The air in the shop grew still, then thick. The candle flames stretched tall and thin. And he was there, materializing from the shadows between the philosophy and erotica sections, as if he’d simply been waiting for the right moment to step forward.

Azrahel looked… different. Not in form—he was still gloriously, impossibly himself, bare-chested, horns curving back from his dark hair, golden eyes fixed on me—but in demeanor. The usual veil of amused detachment was gone. His gaze was intense, direct, hungry in a way that felt deeper than physical.

“Lily,” he said, my name a vibration in the charged air.

“You left,” I blurted out, then immediately felt foolish.

One corner of his mouth lifted. “The terms are clear. I cannot stay the day. Unless you wish to renegotiate.” The offer hung there, laden with meaning.

“I don’t want to renegotiate the bargain,” I said, my voice steadier than I felt. “I just… missed you.”

The admission seemed to hit him like a physical force. His eyes flared, the gold brightening. He crossed the space between us in two long strides, not touching me, but standing so close I could feel the heat radiating from his body. “You undo me,” he murmured, his voice rough. “Do you know that? With your honesty. With this.” His hand came up, not to cup my face, but to gently finger a strand of my hair. “You prepare for me. You think of me during the daylight hours.”

“How do you know that?”

“I can feel it,” he said simply. “A low, sweet thrum in the magic that binds us. A pull. It’s been calling to me all day, a siren’s song I could not answer until now.” He finally touched me, his palm resting against my cheek. His thumb stroked my lower lip. “It is a dangerous thing, for a creature like me, to be wanted for more than the pleasure he can give.”

“Is that what this is?” I asked, leaning into his touch. “More?”

He didn’t answer with words. He bent his head and kissed me. It wasn’t like the kisses before—not devouring, not teasing. This was deep, slow, and profoundly claiming. A kiss of reunion. A kiss that spoke of hours apart and the relief of coming back together. My hands came up to his shoulders, feeling the powerful muscles shift under his smooth, warm skin. My fingers traced the line where his human form met the otherworldly—the base of his horns, the strange, elegant ridges that ran down the sides of his neck. He shuddered under the exploration.

When he broke the kiss, we were both breathing heavily. “I have spent the day,” he confessed against my lips, “thinking of nothing but the taste of you. The sounds you make. The way your body opens for me. Not to feed, Lily. To know.”

The raw need in his voice stripped away my last defenses. “Then know me,” I whispered.

He made a low, possessive sound and swept me into his arms. He didn’t carry me to the cleared space by the circle this time. He carried me to the worn velvet armchair in the reading nook, the one by the fireplace that was never used. He sat, holding me cradled in his lap, my legs draped over the arm of the chair.

“Here?” I asked, surprised.

“I want you in the heart of your domain,” he said, his hands sliding up my thighs, pushing the silk of my slip higher. “Surrounded by the things you love. I want to be part of this world, if only for a night.”

His words sank into me like warm wax. I pulled him down for another kiss, fingers sliding into the thick strands of his hair, careful to skirt the base of his horns. His hands moved over me without pause, relearning every curve and hollow as if a single day apart had wiped his memory clean. He dragged the slip from my shoulders and down to my waist, baring my breasts to the warm air thick with candle smoke. His mouth closed over one nipple at once, sucking hard, tongue flicking the tight peak until I cried out and arched into him. The chair’s worn velvet pressed against my spine, soft and giving, while the hard planes of his body beneath me stayed unyielding. His mouth worked me with single-minded focus, wet heat and steady pressure that made my thighs shake.

He moved to the other breast, his palm covering the first, kneading and rolling the nipple between his fingers so the sensation never faded. I panted against his mouth, hips rolling in his lap, the thick ridge of his cock a solid line against my thigh through the loose fabric of his trousers. I reached down, fingers clumsy on the tie.

“Let me,” he growled.

I shook my head. “No. I want to.”

My fingers managed the knot. I freed his cock, thick and heavy, the head already slick. The sight of it—stark and male and flushed dark in the middle of my quiet shop—sent another rush of wet heat between my legs. I wrapped my hand around the shaft and stroked slowly, watching his eyes slam shut, listening to the sharp catch of his breath.

“You are learning my weaknesses,” he said, voice tight.

“Good.” I leaned in and took him into my mouth.

The sound he made was low and broken. His hands settled on my head, not guiding, only holding as I took him as deep as I could. I loved the weight of him on my tongue, the salt taste, the way his hips jerked once, helpless. I loved the power it gave me, reducing this ancient creature to shaking and gasping under my mouth. I worked him with lips and tongue, my own need pulling tight and urgent low in my belly.

“Enough,” he gasped at last, pulling me up. “I will not last, and I have plans for you.”

He turned me in his lap until I straddled him, facing him, my soaked cunt pressed along the length of his cock. The friction dragged a gasp from both of us. His hands gripped my hips, golden eyes locked on mine.

“Take me,” he said, voice low. “Take what you need. Use me for your pleasure, Lily. Let me feel your desire as a man being claimed by his woman, not as a demon feeding on magic.”

Tears stung again, but they came from something deeper than pain. I rose on my knees, guided the head of his cock to my entrance, and sank down in one slow, thick slide. We cried out together, the sound raw with relief. He stretched me wide, filling me so completely that my breath caught on every inch.

I began to move, rolling my hips in a slow rhythm. My hands braced on his shoulders, forehead pressed to his. We stayed close like that, joined deep, eyes locked, breathing the same air. The only sounds were our ragged breathing, the soft creak of the old chair, and rain tapping against the windows.

“You feel…” He swallowed. “You feel like home. A home I have never known.”

I moved faster. The feeling built, a deep pull and clench that promised to break me open. “Azrahel,” I moaned, his name catching in my throat.

“There,” he urged, voice wrecked. His hands slid to my ass, gripping hard, lifting and lowering me so he drove deeper with every roll of my hips. “Right there. Don’t stop. Let go.”

His words and the rough need in them pushed me over. The climax hit not as a wave but as heat flooding outward from my core, bright and consuming, rolling through every limb. I clenched around him, back arching, a broken sound caught in my throat as pleasure tore through me.

He lost control with a roar that sounded like victory. He thrust up hard, his release hot and sudden inside me. He held me tight against his chest while he shuddered through it, face buried against my neck, breath hot on my skin.

We stayed joined in the quiet chair for long minutes, bodies still locked together. The smell of sex and beeswax and old paper hung in the air. My heart hammered against his, slowing by degrees.

He stirred at last, pressing a soft kiss to my shoulder. “There are still two nights after this.”

“I know.”

“The bargain will be fulfilled. Your heart’s desire will be granted.” He leaned back to see my face. “What will you wish for, Lily?”

I looked at him, at the being who had gone from stranger to the center of everything in five nights. The shop, the money—none of it felt real anymore. “I don’t know,” I whispered. The truth of it scared me.

“Think carefully,” he said. A shadow moved through the fire of his eyes, something like sorrow I had not seen before. “Once the wish is spoken, the magic is spent. And I must go.”

I must go. The words landed like a blade between my ribs.

He lifted me from his lap, my body loose and heavy, and settled me on his knees, cradling me close. He pulled a throw blanket from the back of the chair and wrapped it around us both.

“Don’t think about it tonight,” he murmured. “Just be here. With me.”

So I stayed. We sat in the candlelight while the rain eased to a drizzle. He told me pieces of his long existence—not the seductions or the feedings, but the spaces between. Watching cities rise and fall. The taste of the first wine. The long centuries of watching magic thin from the world.

I told him about my parents, about finding the shop, about the quiet life I had once pictured for myself, surrounded by stories. It was the most we had ever simply talked. The intimacy of it cut deeper than the sex. This was the real surrender—not of my body, but of my past, my hopes, myself.

Eventually the candles burned low. He carried me upstairs to my bed. He did not lie down at once. Instead he stood by the window, looking out at the dark, wet street.

“What is it?” I asked, sitting up.

He turned. The streetlamp outside caught the angles of his face, the serious set of his mouth. “The corruption is complete,” he said quietly.

A chill moved through me. “What corruption?”

“Mine.” He came to sit on the edge of the bed. “I came for a feed. For a transaction. I am corrupted by you, Lily. By your courage, your stubbornness, your tender heart. I am corrupted by this… feeling.” He said the word as if it were foreign, dangerous. “It makes the coming dawn harder to bear.”

I reached for his hand. He laced our fingers together, grip strong and warm. “Then stay,” I said, the words out before I could weigh them. “Break the rules. Stay past the dawn.”

He shook his head, a sad smile touching his mouth. “I cannot. The magic that binds me to our bargain is older and stronger than any feeling. I am pulled back to my own plane at sunrise until summoned again. It is the law of my existence.” He brought my hand to his lips and kissed my knuckles. “But know this. When you speak your wish, it will not sever this between us. Not for me. You will have imprinted yourself on my soul, a mark no magic can erase.”

He lay down then, drawing me into the familiar position, my back to his front, his arms a solid weight around me. I cried then, silent tears soaking the pillow. He held me through it, whispering words in a language I did not know but understood anyway—words of comfort, of possession, of a love an incubus was never meant to feel.

I fell asleep wrapped in that contradiction, safe in his arms and terrified by the knowledge that with every hour our time ran shorter. The man was here. And soon, by the rules I had agreed to, he would be gone forever.


Chapter 6 — The Cost of Feeling

I woke to an empty bed, the space beside me cool. Gray light from the rainy dawn filtered through the high windows, turning the shelves to muted sepia and dust. He was gone, pulled back as he had promised, by a law older than feeling.

I lay there a long time, my hand resting on the pillow that still carried the faint smoky scent of him. The memory of his confession, the raw edge in his voice when he spoke of corruption, lingered in the quiet room. I am corrupted by this… feeling. It should have frightened me. Instead a fierce, protective warmth spread through my chest. He was falling, and so was I, tumbling into a depth I had opened with my own desperate bargain.

My bookshop, the reason for everything, felt distant now, a faded photograph. The wish I could speak on the seventh night hung over me like a blade. I could ask for anything—riches, security, a flood of customers—and in doing so I would cut the tether that brought him to me. He had said it would not sever things for him, but what did that mean? Would he linger only as a ghost in my memory? Would he watch from his own plane, unable to touch, to speak, to hold me through the night?

The thought was unbearable.

I dragged myself from bed, pulled a soft oversized cardigan over my slip, and padded downstairs on bare feet. The shop held the cool, papery quiet of early morning. Books sat in uneven stacks on the floor where we’d knocked them the night before; the summoning circle on the boards was a pale scar now, almost too faint to see. I stood over it a moment, a woman in a cardigan and bare feet, looking at the remnant of the most reckless thing she’d ever done.

I felt grateful. Not afraid. Grateful.

I began to clean — not because I planned to open, but because the task had weight and shape and the rest of my thoughts didn’t. I reshelved books in their proper order, the smell of old binding glue and paper steadying me the way it always had. I lit a single candle on the counter, a small yellow flame that had nothing to do with magic.

My body remembered him in specific, physical ways. A pleasant deep ache between my thighs when I bent to retrieve a fallen book from the bottom shelf. The faint, scored marks of my own nails on my palms where I’d gripped the rug. The sensitive spot behind my ear where his mouth had lingered longest. Each small sensation arrived not as embarrassment but as evidence — he had been here, was real, had touched me like I was worth the attention. And underneath the physical record was the stranger one: the way he had looked at me afterward, face stripped of all that careful, ancient irony, watching me sleep with an expression that had no performance in it whatsoever.

The bell above the door jingled, startling me from my thoughts.

Maya stood there, shaking rain from her umbrella, a paper bag from the bakery in her hand. “I come bearing bear claws and concern,” she announced, then took in my appearance—the cardigan, the bare legs, the probably haunted look in my eyes. “Oh, honey.”

“I’m fine,” I said automatically, the lie thin.

“You look like you haven’t slept. And also like you’ve been… thoroughly…” She waved a hand, searching for the word.

“Loved?” The word slipped out, shocking us both.

Maya’s eyebrows shot up. She closed the door, locked it, and came around the counter. “Okay. Start talking. Is it the same guy? The mysterious, unavailable, spine-tinglingly hot guy?”

I nodded, my throat tight. How could I possibly explain? He’s an incubus. I summoned him. We have a bargain for seven nights, and last night he told me he’s developing feelings for me, which is apparently catastrophic for his kind.

“It’s complicated,” I whispered.

“Complicated I can handle. Is he treating you right? Because if he’s not, I know a guy who knows a guy—”

“He treats me… like I’m precious,” I said, the truth of it hitting me square in the chest. “And like I’m a feast. All at once. It’s intense.”

Maya studied my face, then nodded slowly. “I can see that. You’re glowing, even under the exhaustion. It’s a good look.” She pulled a bear claw from the bag and handed it to me. “But you’re also sad. What’s the complication? He’s married? In witness protection? A vampire?”

I choked on a laugh, tears springing to my eyes. “Something like that.”

“Well, whatever it is, you’re in it now. And for what it’s worth, you seem more alive than I’ve seen you in years. Even when the shop was doing okay.” She bit into her pastry. “Just… be careful with your heart, Lily. It’s the one first edition you can’t replace.”

We talked of other things then, the mundane gossip of our street, the new cafe that had opened, the leak in her studio roof. Her presence was a lifeline to the normal world, a world where men didn’t have horns and golden eyes, where bargains weren’t sealed in pleasure and whispered confessions. When she left, the shop felt emptier than before, the silence heavier.

The day crawled. A customer asked if I was all right. I smiled and said yes and turned back to the shelf I’d been staring at for four minutes without moving a single book. Food tasted of nothing. The tea I made at three o’clock went cold beside the register. Outside, the rain came and went and came again, indifferent.

I kept brushing my fingers along the spines of familiar books and finding them newly strange, as if every story I had ever sold was in some small way about this — about the moment you discover the world contains something larger than you accounted for and you have to decide what to do with that knowledge. Stay small and safe. Or reach.

When twilight finally bled orange and low across the floorboards, I stopped pretending to work. I climbed upstairs, stepped out of my clothes, stood under the shower until the hot water ran out. I toweled my hair dry, left it loose, the dark waves damp on my shoulders. I put on the lace-trimmed slip he’d seemed to like, the one that brushed mid-thigh. I stood in front of the mirror and said, quietly: One more night. Then I went downstairs and lit candles throughout the shop — not just one, a dozen, until the space flickered with warm, dancing light. I didn’t know the rules of summoning him outside of our nights, but I willed him to come. I poured every ounce of my longing, my confusion, my need into the quiet air.

I was standing by the history section, running a finger over a leather spine, when the air behind me shifted, cooled, and then warmed with a presence I felt in my bones.

“You called, little librarian?”

His voice was a caress, a low rumble that vibrated straight to my core. I turned.

Azrahel stood there, solid and real, his form seeming to drink in the candlelight. His golden eyes burned, fixed on me with an intensity that stole my breath. He looked pained. Beautifully, dangerously pained.

“You’re early,” I said, my voice barely a whisper.

“The pull was stronger tonight. Irresistible.” He took a step closer, the shadows clinging to him like a cloak. “Your want is a beacon. It shouted across the planes.”

“I didn’t say the words. The incantation.”

“You didn’t need to.” He closed the distance between us, his heat enveloping me. He raised a hand, cupping my cheek. His thumb traced slowly over my lower lip. “You wear your need plainly. It is in the way you stand, the quickness of your breath, the wild beat of your heart. It called to me. This is part of the corruption, Lily. My hunger is no longer just for your pleasure, but for you. The separation is… anguish.”

The raw admission broke something open in me. I surged forward, pressing my lips to his. It wasn’t a gentle kiss. It was a claiming, a desperate transfer of all the fear and longing that had filled my day. He groaned into my mouth, his arms banding around me, crushing me to his chest. His tongue swept in, tasting me, claiming me back.

When we broke apart, both gasping, he rested his forehead against mine. “Sixth night,” he murmured. “The cost is becoming clear.”

“What cost?”

“The cost of feeling. I am an incubus. I feed on pleasure, on sensation. It is a transaction. Clean. Simple.” He pulled back to look into my eyes. “Now, I feel your loneliness as if it were my own. I feel your fear for this place like a knot in my stomach. Your joy sparks a light in a part of me that has been dark for millennia. This is not how my kind are meant to exist. It is a vulnerability that could be my end.”

“Then why come?” I asked, my hands fisting in the bare skin of his sides. “If it hurts you?”

A slow, devastating smile touched his lips. “Because the pain of staying away is greater. Because you are the only thing that makes this endless existence mean anything. Because I am, as you humans say, utterly and completely fucked.”

He kissed me again, softer this time, a promise and an apology. Then his mouth trailed down my neck, nipping at the sensitive skin over my pulse. His hands slid down my back, over the curve of my ass, gripping me through the thin silk. He lifted me effortlessly, and I wrapped my legs around his waist, my core pressing against the hard ridge of his cock straining against his pants.

He carried me to the reading nook, to the deep, worn armchair. He sat, settling me straddling his lap. The position left me towering over him, looking down into his upturned face, his horns curving back into the shadow of the chair. His hands settled on my thighs, his thumbs rubbing slow circles on my inner skin.

“Tonight,” he said, his voice a dark velvet command, “you will ride me. You will take your pleasure from me. You will use me, Lily. Let me see the need in your eyes as you take what you want.”

A shiver of pure, unadulterated lust shot through me. I nodded, beyond words. My hands went to the fastening of his pants. I fumbled with the strange, archaic clasp, my fingers clumsy with desire, until it gave way. I pushed the fabric aside, freeing him.

His cock sprang out, thick and hard, the head already glistening. I wrapped my fingers around him, stroking once, twice, feeling him jerk in my grasp. A low growl rumbled in his chest.

Guided by his hands on my hips, I rose up on my knees. I positioned myself, the head of him nudging against my damp entrance. I looked into his eyes, seeing the fire there, the devotion, the desperate love he couldn’t yet name. I let my weight drop.

He filled me in one slow, inexorable slide. A sharp cry tore from my throat, part pleasure, part overwhelming emotion. He was so deep, so perfectly deep. I was stretched, full, connected to him in the most fundamental way.

“Yes,” he hissed, his fingers biting into my hips. “Just like that. Take me.”

I began to move. Slowly at first, a tentative rise and fall, learning the angle, the friction. His gaze was locked on mine, watching every flicker of sensation cross my face. His own face was a mask of rapturous agony, his lips parted, his breath coming in short pants.

“Faster,” he urged, his voice strained.

I obeyed, finding a rhythm, riding him with increasing confidence. The slick sound of our joining filled the quiet space, mingling with our ragged breaths and the soft crackle of the candles. Pleasure coiled tight in my belly, building with each thrust, each grind of my clit against the base of his cock.

“You are so beautiful like this,” he groaned, his hands moving to my breasts, palming them through the silk, his thumbs finding my nipples and pinching them until I cried out. “A queen claiming her due. Take your pleasure from me, Lily. Milk my cock for your release.”

His words, filthy and reverent, pushed me higher. I leaned forward, bracing my hands on his shoulders, changing the angle. He hit a spot inside me that made stars burst behind my eyelids. “Azrahel,” I moaned, my movements becoming frantic, desperate.

“I’m here,” he rasped. “I’m with you. Let go.”

One of his hands slipped between our bodies, his fingers finding my clit. He rubbed tight, quick circles, his touch expert and relentless. It was too much. The coil snapped.

My orgasm ripped through me, a seismic wave of pure, white-hot ecstasy. I convulsed around him, my inner walls clenching his cock in rhythmic pulses. A scream was torn from my throat, raw and unfiltered. Through the haze, I felt his own control shatter. With a roar that was more emotion than sound, he thrust up into me, his hips stuttering off the chair as he found his own release. I felt the hot pulse of him inside me, filling me, claiming me in the most primal way.

We collapsed together, a sweaty, trembling heap in the chair. I was boneless, draped over him, my face buried in the crook of his neck. His arms held me so tightly I could barely breathe, and I never wanted him to let go.

His breath was hot against my ear. “You see?” he whispered, his voice thick with unshed emotion. “This is the cost. This… connection. It is not just a feeding. It is a merging. A piece of my essence is inside you now. A piece of yours is in me. With every night, the tether grows stronger. When the bargain ends…”

He didn’t finish. He didn’t need to.

I lifted my head, looking at him. His golden eyes were luminous, vulnerable. “What happens when the bargain ends?” I asked, my voice hoarse.

“I do not know,” he admitted. “No incubus has ever… lingered like this. The rules are clear. The wish is granted. The connection is severed. The mortal goes on. The incubus finds another.” He traced my lips with a trembling finger. “But I cannot imagine finding another. You have ruined me for all others, Lily. You have ruined me for my own existence.”

The truth settled over us, heavy and final. We were breaking the rules of his universe, and neither of us knew the penalty.

“I don’t want my wish,” I said suddenly, the words a conviction that settled in my soul.

He went very still. “You must speak it. It is the terms of the bargain. To refuse is to leave the deal incomplete. The magic… it does not allow for such a thing.”

“What if my wish is for you?” The idea, wild and impossible, took shape as I said it. “What if my heart’s desire isn’t the bookshop? What if it’s you? To keep you here. With me.”

A look of profound sorrow crossed his face. “The magic of the bargain is specific. It grants a mortal desire. I am not mortal, and my presence is not a ‘thing’ to be granted. It is a condition of a spell. The wish must be for something within your human world. Wealth. Love. Power. Safety.” He kissed me, a soft, heartbreaking press of his lips. “I am none of those things.”

“You are my safety,” I argued, tears welling again. “You are my…” I couldn’t say the word. It was too big, too soon, too terrifying.

He understood. He always understood. “I know, my heart. I know.”

We stayed like that for a long time, wrapped in each other, the candles burning low until the wax pooled and cooled against the stone. Eventually he carried me upstairs to bed, his arms solid beneath my thighs, my cheek pressed to the steady thump of his heart. We made love again, slowly this time, a tender, aching exploration that tasted of goodbye even as it felt like a vow neither of us dared name. He worshipped my body with his mouth, trailing slow kisses from the arch of my ankle up the trembling line of my calf, over the inside of my knee, until his tongue found the soft skin of my inner thighs and licked and sucked until I came apart whispering his name into the dark. Then he entered me again, moving with a deep, steady rhythm that built not to a frantic peak but to a slow, swelling crest of feeling, each thrust dragging a low sound from my throat as our bodies locked tighter, sweat-slick and shaking, until we clung to each other in the aftermath, hearts hammering the same broken rhythm.

After, as we lay tangled in the sheets, he spoke into the darkness.

“Tomorrow is the seventh night.”

I stiffened in his arms, every muscle drawing tight.

“I will come to you,” he continued, his voice solemn. “We will fulfill the bargain. You will speak your wish. And then… I will do something no incubus has ever done.”

“What?” I breathed, afraid to hope.

“I will fight,” he said simply. “I will fight the magic that tries to pull me away. I will use every ounce of power I have, every bit of this… feeling you have given me, to stay. I do not know if I will succeed. But I will try. For you.”

It was a declaration of war against his own nature. I turned in his arms, kissing him with all the love and fear and desperate hope I possessed, my mouth open against his, tasting the salt of his skin and the promise on his tongue. It was a kiss of promise, of partnership, of two people choosing the same impossible thing.

The dawn, when it came, was a thief. It stole the color from his skin, made him translucent at the edges until the morning light shone through the places where his body should have been solid. He held me until the last possible second, his form dissolving not into shadow but into strands of golden light that clung to my bare shoulders, my breasts, the curve of my hip, before fading like embers dying in the air.

I was left alone in my bed, the taste of him still on my lips, the feel of him etched into my flesh, and a terrifying, glorious resolve hardening in my heart.

Tomorrow was the seventh night. Tomorrow, I would have to choose. And I knew, with a certainty that dwarfed every fear, that my choice had already been made.


Chapter 7 — The Choice

The day stretched, a formless, agonizing expanse of minutes. The bookshop was a cage of normalcy. I served customers. I smiled. I rang up purchases. The mundane reality of it—the scent of old paper and dust, the bright chime of the bell over the door, the soft mechanical click of the register—felt like a lie I was telling with my whole body. My skin was still humming from his touch, my lips still remembered the shape of his promise. I will fight.

Every nerve was tuned to the coming dusk.

I closed early, blaming a migraine. The truth was a weight in my chest, too heavy to carry while pretending to care about first editions and overdue invoices. I locked the door, flipped the sign, and drew the blinds. The shop settled into its evening quiet, the dust motes dancing in the slants of fading sunlight that striped the floorboards.

Then, I prepared.

Not for a summoning. For a choice.

I didn’t light the black candles or draw the chalk sigil on the floor. I lit the vanilla-scented pillar candles I kept by the register, their flames steady and warm. I spread the softest wool blanket I owned in the center of the cleared space between the history and romance sections, the fibers soft under my bare feet. I put a single red rose in a slender vase, pilfered from Mrs. Henderson’s garden next door. It wasn’t occult. It was an invitation.

This wasn’t about desperation anymore. It wasn’t about saving the shop. It was about him.

As the last of the daylight bled from the sky, I changed. I shed my cardigan and jeans, let them fall where they would. I stood in the center of my bookshop, in the warm pool of candlelight, wearing only the thin, ivory silk slip he had already learned to find on me in the dark. The silk whispered against my thighs, cool and smooth, the hem brushing just below the curve of my ass. My heart was a frantic drum against my ribs, so loud I was sure the shelves could hear it.

I didn’t chant. I simply stood there, in the quiet, and I called his name.

“Azrahel.”

It was barely a whisper, but the air in the shop thickened. The candle flames stretched tall and thin, then guttered low, painting the walls with long, dancing shadows that moved like living things.

He didn’t appear in a burst of smoke or a crack of energy. He coalesced, like darkness given form, stepping from the space between the shelves as if he’d been there all along.

He looked different. The playful arrogance, the amused detachment—it was gone. His golden eyes burned with a solemn, fierce intensity. He was fully present, fully there, his form solid and real. He wore simple, dark trousers, his chest bare, the planes of his muscles stark in the candlelight, shadows pooling in the hollows beneath his collarbones. His dark horns swept back from his temples, gleaming like polished obsidian.

For a long moment, we just looked at each other. The air between us crackled with unsaid things.

“You prepared no circle,” he said finally, his voice a low rumble that vibrated in my bones.

“I don’t need a circle to hold you,” I said, my own voice surprisingly steady. “And you don’t need one to come to me. Not anymore.”

His lips curved into a slow, devastating smile. “No. I do not.”

He took a step forward. The possessive hunger was there, in the set of his shoulders, in the heat of his gaze, but it was tempered now, layered with something else. Something like reverence. “It is the seventh night, Lily. The terms of the bargain are fulfilled with my presence. You may speak your wish. Anything your heart desires. The magic will compel me to grant it, and then…” He paused, the weight of the unspoken and then I will be pulled away hanging between us. “And then I will begin my own battle.”

I took a deep breath, the scent of vanilla and old books and him—sandalwood and night air and something darker—filling my lungs. I walked toward him until only a foot of charged space separated us. I could feel the heat radiating from his skin, see the faint pulse at the base of his throat.

“My heart’s desire,” I said, looking up into those molten gold eyes. “Is not for you to grant a wish, Azrahel. It’s for you to stay.”

His breath hitched, a barely perceptible fracture in his composure.

“The bargain,” I continued, “was seven nights of my willing surrender for anything I desired. I desired you to stay. But I don’t want it as a granted wish. I don’t want it as the payoff of a magical contract.” I lifted my hand, my fingers trembling only slightly as I touched his chest, just over his heart. The skin was hot, and beneath it, I felt the strong, steady beat. A demon with a heartbeat. “I want you to stay because you choose to. Because I choose you. Freely. No bargain. No magic. Just us.”

The words hung in the air, a new incantation. One of choice, not compulsion.

His hand came up, covering mine, pressing it harder against his chest. “You break the terms,” he murmured, awe in his tone. “You void the final exchange. You choose… the uncertainty of me, over the certainty of your wish.”

“I choose you,” I repeated, the truth of it a blazing sun inside me. “I surrender. But not for seven nights. For as many as you’ll have me. Willingly. Always.”

A sound ripped from his throat, part groan, part triumph. He pulled my hand to his lips, kissed my palm, a searing brand of promise. “Then the bargain is void. The magic that would have taken me… it has no hold. The only hold is yours.”

He cupped my face, his thumbs stroking my cheekbones. “You have me, Lily. You have all of me. The immortal, the demon, the creature who would burn down worlds to hear you say my name like that again.”

And then he kissed me.

It was not like the other kisses—not teasing, not conquering, not even the tender kisses of the night before. This was a claiming and a surrender all at once. It was deep and desperate and sweet, a fusion of relief and raging need. His tongue swept into my mouth, and I met him with equal fervor, my hands sliding up his bare back, feeling the powerful muscles shift beneath my palms, the strange, smooth texture of his skin, the base of his horns where they met his skull, cool and ridged.

I was yielding, and I was taking. He was devouring, and he was worshipping.

He broke the kiss, his breath hot against my lips. “Tell me what you want, Lily. Tonight, and every night. Your wish is my command, but your desire is my only law.”

“I want you,” I gasped. “I want to feel you. All of you. I want to know that you’re real, that you’re staying, that this isn’t a dream.”

“Then feel.”

His hands went to the thin straps of my slip. With a deliberate slowness that made me ache, he slid them down my shoulders. The silk whispered over my breasts, my ribs, my hips, pooling at my feet like a shed shadow. I stood naked before him in the candlelight, but for the first time, I felt no shame, no hesitation. His gaze was a physical caress, heating my skin wherever it touched—my nipples tightening under his attention, the soft curve of my belly, the slick heat already gathering between my thighs.

“Mine,” he breathed, the word less claim than reverence. “Every inch of you, mine.”

He knelt before me, his hands sliding up my calves, my thighs, thumbs pressing into the sensitive inner skin. He looked up, his golden eyes holding mine. “Let me taste my freedom,” he said, and his voice was a dark prayer.

Then he lowered his head and pressed an open-mouthed kiss to the inside of my thigh. I gasped, my fingers tangling in his dark hair. He laved a path upward, his tongue hot and wicked, until he reached the heart of me.

The first stroke of his tongue over my clit was electric. I cried out, my knees buckling, but his hands on my hips held me steady. “I have you,” he growled against me, and then he feasted.

This was different, too. Before, his touch had been expertly calculated to wring pleasure from me. Now, it felt like he was learning me, savoring me, drinking me in for the pure joy of it. His tongue was relentless, circling my clit, dipping inside me to fuck me with slow, deliberate strokes, then returning to flick and suck with a precision that had me seeing stars. He used his lips, his teeth in gentle nips, the scrape of his stubble on my sensitive inner thighs. The sounds were obscene, wet and hungry, and my own moans filled the bookshop, echoing off the shelves of silent stories.

“Azrahel… please…” I chanted, a broken litany.

He slid two fingers inside me, curling them, finding the spot that made my entire body bow. He fucked me with his fingers, slowly, deeply, while his mouth worked my clit, sucking the swollen bud between his lips until the dual sensations coiled a tight, unbearable spring in my belly.

“Soak my tongue,” he commanded, his voice vibrating against my slick flesh. “Let me taste it. Seal this with your pleasure.”

I shattered. The climax ripped through me with no warning, a blinding, convulsive wave of pleasure that tore a scream from my throat. My cunt clenched around his fingers, pulsing hard, slick coating his tongue as he drank every pulse, every shudder, until I was limp and trembling, held upright only by his hands.

He rose, catching me as I swayed, and kissed me deeply. I could taste myself on his lips, salty and sweet, an intimacy that made my spent body flare with heat again.

“Now,” he said, his voice thick with need. “I need to be inside you. I need to be sheathed in you when the hour passes and I am still here. I need that proof.”

He lowered us both to the blanket, the wool soft and scratchy against my bare back. He settled beside me, propped on one elbow, and looked down. His free hand moved over my body—cupping my breast, thumb circling my nipple until it tightened into a stiff peak, then sliding lower over the trembling plane of my stomach.

“You are mine,” he said. Not a question. A fact hammered into being between us.

“And you are mine,” I whispered back, reaching for the buttons of his trousers.

My fingers fumbled at the fabric. He helped, shoving the dark cloth down his hips. His cock sprang free, thick and flushed dark at the head, already slick. I wrapped my hand around him and stroked the hot, velvety length. He hissed through his teeth, eyes squeezing shut.

“Lily…”

“I want to taste you, too,” I said, the words steadier than I felt.

I pushed him onto his back and knelt between his spread thighs. I took him into my mouth, the weight of him heavy on my tongue, the clean musk of his skin filling my nose. He groaned, a raw, broken sound, and his fingers twisted in my hair. I learned him by feel—the ridge beneath the head that made his hips jerk, the way his thighs locked when I took him deeper and swallowed around him. I loved the power of it, this ancient creature undone by my mouth and hands.

“Enough,” he gasped at last, dragging me up. “Or this ends before it starts.”

He rolled me beneath him, settling between my thighs. The blunt head of his cock pressed against my entrance, already wet and open from his mouth. He held my gaze, fierce and stripped bare.

“This is the choice,” he said. “No magic. No bargain. Say it.”

“I choose you,” I breathed, locking my legs around his hips. “I want you. Always.”

He drove in.

The stretch stole the air from my lungs. He sank to the hilt in one long thrust, filling me so completely my back arched off the blanket. He stayed there, forehead pressed to mine, letting me feel every inch of him while our breaths tangled. My body clenched around him, adjusting to the thick invasion.

“You feel that?” he whispered. “That is where I belong. Nowhere else. Only here.”

Then he began to move.

Slow, deep, relentless. Each thrust pushed the air from my chest; each withdrawal left me chasing him. He kissed me through it, swallowing the sounds I made, murmuring against my throat—praises, promises, words in old languages that landed like heat in my bones. I felt claimed. Worshipped. Kept.

The pleasure built again, heavier this time, rooted deeper than before. It lived in the slide of his cock inside me, in the sweat between our bellies, in the thunder of his heart against my ribs. It lived in the knowledge that he was choosing to stay.

“Look at me,” he ordered, his rhythm turning harder, faster. “Look at me when you come. I want to see it. I want to see my world.”

I kept my eyes open, locked on the burning gold of his. The coil inside me snapped. My climax crashed through me in hot, pulsing waves. My cunt clamped down around him, milking him, dragging him deeper with every spasm. A sob tore from my throat.

He followed with a roar that shook the air—half demon, half man, all victory. He thrust once, twice more, burying himself to the root, and then the hot flood of his release pulsed inside me. I felt every jet, the way his cock jerked and spilled, marking me from the inside out.

He collapsed over me, his weight solid and grounding. We lay tangled, panting, skin slick with sweat, still joined. He did not vanish.

The candles burned lower. The shop was quiet except for the ragged pull of our breathing. He was real beneath my hands, skin fever-warm, the steady thump of his heart against my back when he shifted to his side and pulled me close. His arms banded around me, face buried in my hair.

“The hour of the bargain’s end has passed,” he murmured against my ear. “I am still here.”

Tears slipped hot and sudden down my cheeks—relief, joy, terror at the size of what I felt. He tasted them from my skin.

“Shh, my heart. I am not going anywhere. The fight is not over—there will be adjustments, a new balance to find for a demon who chooses to remain in one place, tied to one mortal soul—but the battle to stay? It is won. You won it.”

“We won it,” I corrected, sniffling.

He smiled, that beautiful, amused smile I loved, now turned wholly on me. “We did.” His hand slid down my body and cupped my hip possessively. “And now, I believe I owe you seven nights of surrender. And an eighth. And a ninth. And every night after, for as long as you will have me.”

“That could be a long time,” I said, tracing the line of his jaw with one finger.

“Mortality is a flicker,” he said quietly. “But your soul… your soul is eternal. And it is mine. I will find you in every lifetime, Lily. This I vow.”

It was a promise heavier than any contract. I believed him.

We made love again as the night deepened, slower this time, a languid exploration. He mapped my body with his mouth and hands; I did the same to his, learning the places that made him gasp, the sensitive base of his horns that made him shudder and swear. After, wrapped in the blanket and each other, we talked. He told me of the spaces between realms. I told him of my plans for the shop, small human dreams. We planned. A life.

As the first grey light touched the windows, he tensed—an old habit, the expectation of being torn away. But the light strengthened and he remained, solid and warm. He looked at his own hand in the morning sun, whole and opaque, and laughed, a sound of pure wonder.

“I stay,” he said, as if confirming it to himself.

“You stay,” I answered, and kissed him.

We rose. He helped me fold the blanket and snuff the candles. He moved through the bookshop, my immortal lover in daylight, dark horns and golden eyes no longer a secret terror but my greatest treasure. He picked up a fallen book and slid it back onto the shelf with easy familiarity that made my chest ache.

The bell over the door jingled. Mrs. Henderson, early for her weekly browse.

Azrahel faded into the shadows behind the counter, a smirk on his lips. A secret for now. But not forever.

I served Mrs. Henderson, making small talk while my body carried a deep, pleasant ache and my soul burned with fierce, possessive joy. The shop had not been saved by magic money. It was saved because I was no longer alone in it. Because I had someone infinitely more valuable than coin.

When Mrs. Henderson left, Azrahel stepped out of the shadows and pulled me into his arms for a kiss that promised everything.

The bargain was over. Our story was just beginning.


Chapter 8 — The Days After

The days that followed were an exercise in delicious, agonizing normalcy.

Azrahel remained, a permanent, breathtaking fixture in my world. He did not disappear with the dawn. He did not fade into smoke. He stayed, solid and real, drinking terrible coffee from my chipped mug and reading dusty tomes in the armchair by the history section. His presence was a low, constant hum against my senses, a warmth at the edge of every room.

The shop felt different. Lighter. The scent of old paper and polish now carried the darker thread of him—sandalwood and summer storm. It clung to the shelves, to my clothes, to my skin. Customers came and went, oblivious to the incubus lounging in the shadows, his golden eyes tracking my every movement with a possessive heat that made my cunt tighten.

We were careful, at first. Mrs. Henderson’s early visit had been a warning. So, during business hours, Azrahel was a ghost. A flicker of movement seen from the corner of an eye, a whisper of displaced air, a book silently reshelved after a customer left it askew. It became our game. I’d be helping a college student find a critical theory text, and I’d feel the lightest brush of fingers against the back of my neck, a touch only I could feel. I’d have to bite my lip to keep from gasping, from turning and seeking his mouth.

“Are you alright, miss?” the student would ask, and I’d nod, my voice a little too breathy.

“Fine. Just… a draft.”

The draft would be Azrahel, chuckling soundlessly from the philosophy aisle.

At night, after I flipped the sign to ‘Closed’ and drew the blinds, he would materialize fully, pulling me into his arms before I could even set down the keys. Those kisses were not the calculated seductions of the bargain nights. They were hungry, claiming, relieved. They tasted of shared secrets and a future uncharted.

“I have spent eternity inspiring dreams,” he murmured against my lips one evening, his hands framing my face. “I never thought I would get to live in one.”

We talked. Endlessly, unhurriedly — curled together on the old sofa in my apartment above the shop, a blanket over both of us, the radiator clicking in the corner. He told me things he said he’d never told a mortal: the weight of watching human cities flare and go dark like matches, the strange loneliness of feeding without touching, hunger satisfied and yet somehow always hollow. I told him about my mother, how she had smelled of rosemary and printer’s ink and how I had searched for that specific combination in every secondhand bookshop I’d ever entered. How Between the Lines was the closest I’d come.

He listened the way a person listens when they are not thinking of what they will say next. Just absorbing. Keeping it.

By day he was a ghost — a displaced paperback here, a soft laugh there — and by night he was everything. But a different kind of everything now. The hunger hadn’t disappeared; it had shifted register. When he looked at me across the shop floor while I was helping a customer, the heat in that look could have scorched glass. Not the calculated assessment of the first night. Something more urgent. Possessive in a way that had nothing calculated in it.

I felt it too. A constant low pull, like a string tied between my sternum and wherever he stood. I’d look up from the register and find him watching me, and the expression on his face — unguarded in a way he probably didn’t know — made my heart slam against my ribs every time.

The bargain was over. The terms were fulfilled. My shop was saved, not by gold, but by the warm, impossible presence now folding itself into my daily life with increasing ease. And yet the wanting hadn’t ended. If anything it had sharpened, cleaned of desperation, clarified into something that felt very much like choice.

I wanted to touch him without a countdown. I wanted to learn his body as a permanent fact, not a borrowed one.

It was on the third day after the bargain’s end that the tension became a living thing.

I was in the small stockroom, trying to inventory a new (old) box of acquisitions. The air was close, thick with dust. I was perched on a stepstool, reaching for a high shelf, my cardigan slipping off one shoulder.

A wave of warmth enveloped me from behind. Two hands settled on my hips, large and sure. I didn’t startle. I knew his touch, the unique signature of his energy.

“You are distracting,” Azrahel’s voice was a low rumble in my ear. His lips grazed the sensitive skin of my neck, just below my ear. “The way you bite your lip when you concentrate. The way this skirt rides up when you stretch.”

I leaned back into him, my head falling against his chest. His body was hard and real against my back. “I’m working,” I breathed, but it was a weak protest.

“So am I,” he said. His hands slid from my hips around to my stomach and pulled me flush against him. The hard length of his cock pressed into the small of my back, already straining against the soft, dark leather of the pants he’d manifested. Heat radiated through the material. “My work is worshipping you. It is a full-time occupation, Lily.”

His name for me. Not ‘mortal’ or ‘little summoner.’ Lily. It undid me every time.

He turned me slowly on the stepstool until I faced him, my feet a step above his, putting us almost eye-to-eye. His golden gaze had gone molten, stripped of every trace of amusement, nothing left but raw, undiluted want.

“The bargain is done,” he said, voice rough. “There is no contract binding you to me now. No magic obliging you to open your legs for an incubus.”

“I know,” I whispered.

“I could leave this shop. I could walk into the world. I am free.” He said it as if testing the words, testing me.

My heart seized. “Do you want to?”

A slow, devastating smile spread across his beautiful face. “I want nothing but this. But you must say it. You must choose it. Every time. No more bargains. Just want.”

I understood. This was our new consent gateway. Not a one-time agreement, but a continuous, conscious choice. A ‘yes’ that had to be renewed, spoken, meant.

I framed his face with my dusty hands, thumbs tracing the sharp line of his cheekbones, the elegant sweep of his dark horns. “I choose you, Azrahel. I want you. Not for seven nights. For every night you’ll give me.”

A groan tore from his throat, pure triumph and surrender braided together. He crushed his mouth to mine. The kiss burned. Tongue and teeth and desperate, claiming heat. He tasted of power and promise and a love so ancient and new it stole the breath from my lungs.

His hands went to the buttons of my cardigan, parting the soft wool with impatient tugs. It fell to the floor, a pool of beige on the dusty boards. My simple blouse was next, the thin cotton no match for his determination. Cool air in the stockroom kissed my bare skin, but I was burning up from the inside.

He broke the kiss, his chest heaving, eyes tracing down to my lace-covered breasts with a hunger that had nothing calculated in it. “You undo me,” he said roughly. “Every time. My brave, maddening Lily.”

He bent his head and took one nipple into his mouth through the lace. Wet heat and suction made me cry out, fingers tangling in his dark hair. He laved and suckled, hands gripping my ass, holding me steady on the stool as my knees threatened to buckle. When the lace was soaked and my nipple a hard, aching peak, he moved to the other, giving it the same devastating attention.

“Azrahel… please…” I was begging already, and the knowledge that I could, that I was free to beg for my own pleasure, sent a fresh wave of desire crashing through me.

“Please what, my heart?” he murmured, nipping at the swell of my breast. “Use your words. I want to hear every filthy, honest word.”

“I want you to touch me. My pussy. I’m so wet for you.”

A growl of approval vibrated against my skin. One hand slid from my ass, around my hip, and under the hem of my skirt. His fingers found the waistband of my panties, identical lace to my bra, and pushed them down. I helped him, kicking them off my ankles. The air kissed my bare flesh, and I felt utterly exposed, utterly his.

He didn’t make me wait. His long, clever fingers found my slit in one smooth motion. I was drenched, folds slick and swollen. He traced my opening, collecting my wetness, before circling my clit with torturous, perfect pressure.

“Oh, god,” I moaned, head falling forward onto his shoulder.

“Not god,” he corrected softly, finger still working magic. “Just yours.”

He pushed one finger inside me, then two, curling them in a way that had me seeing stars. The stretch was exquisite, the fullness a promise of what was to come. He fucked me with his fingers, thumb keeping up a relentless rhythm on my clit. The sounds were obscene—the wet slide of his fingers, my ragged pants, the creak of the stepstool under us.

“You’re right there,” he rasped, voice gone thick. “Clench around my fingers, Lily. I want to feel every pulse.”

It was too much and not enough. The coil in my belly tightened, a shimmering wire of pure need. His words, his touch, the look of rapt devotion on his face—it all coalesced into a blinding peak. I shattered, crying out his name as my pussy clenched around his fingers, waves of pleasure radiating out from my core, leaving me trembling and boneless.

He held me through it, arm a steel band around my waist, other hand gentling until the last aftershock subsided. He brought his soaked fingers to his mouth and sucked them clean, eyes locked on mine. The sight was so primal, so possessive, that a fresh throb of need pulsed deep inside me.

“Now,” I said, voice hoarse. “I want you inside me. Now.”

He needed no further encouragement. His own clothes seemed to dissolve into shadow and smoke, leaving him gloriously naked before me. His cock stood proud and thick, head flushed and beading with pre-cum. I reached for him, wrapping my hand around his length. Hot velvet over steel, pulsing in my grip. I stroked him once, twice, and he hissed, hips jerking forward.

“Fuck,” he breathed.

He lifted me off the stepstool as if I weighed nothing. My legs wrapped around his waist instinctively. He turned and pressed my back against the nearest shelf, old wood sturdy and cool against my skin. The books around us were silent witnesses.

He positioned himself at my entrance, broad head of his cock nudging my sensitive folds. He paused, forehead resting against mine, golden eyes blazing into my soul.

“Look at me,” he said. “I want to see you when I take you. When I make you mine, freely given.”

I held his gaze, heart in my throat. “I am yours.”

With a slow, inexorable push, he filled me.

The feeling was beyond anything from the bargain nights. This was not magic fulfilling a term. This was him. Azrahel. My incubus. My love. Stretching me, completing me, connecting us in the most fundamental way possible. I cried out, a sound of pure welcome, and buried my face in the crook of his neck.

“All of you,” he groaned, seating himself to the hilt. “I will never get enough of this. Of you.”

He began to move.

It was a deep, rolling rhythm, each thrust a deliberate claiming. The shelf rattled gently with our motion. He fucked me with an intensity that was both fierce and reverent. One hand braced against the shelf by my head, the other gripped my thigh, holding me open for him, adjusting the angle until every drive of his hips brushed that perfect, secret spot inside me.

“Yes… right there… Azrahel, yes!” I chanted, nails digging into the powerful muscles of his back.

“Tell me,” he gritted out, pace increasing. “Tell me who you belong to.”

“You! I belong to you!”

“And I,” he thrust hard, making me gasp, “I belong to you. My soul, my eternity. Yours.”

The confession, raw and undeniable, pushed me to the edge again. The friction was incredible, the fullness overwhelming. I could feel my second orgasm building, deeper, more seismic than the first. It wasn’t just in my body; it felt like it was in the very air around us, in the dust motes dancing in the sliver of light from under the door.

“Come with me,” I begged, words slurring with pleasure. “Please, come with me.”

He read the tension in my body, heard the breaking in my voice. His thrusts became shorter, harder, perfectly aimed. “Look at me, Lily.”

I forced my eyes open, meeting his burning gaze.

“Now.”

He slammed into me one final, perfect time, and we fell together. My orgasm erupted, a silent scream tearing from my throat as my body convulsed around his cock, milking him. He shouted my name, a raw, broken sound, and I felt the hot rush of his release deep inside me, filling me, marking me as his in the most primal way.

For long moments, we stayed like that, pinned against the bookshelf, joined, panting, shuddering in the aftermath. The only sounds were our ragged breaths and the soft tap-tap of a displaced book settling.

Slowly, gently, he pulled out, lowering my legs until my feet touched the floor. I wobbled, and he caught me, holding me close against his chest. His heart hammered against my ear, a frantic, mortal rhythm.

He plucked a clean handkerchief from a pocket that hadn’t existed a moment before—a little bit of demonic magic for practicality—and tenderly cleaned between my legs before attending to himself. He helped me back into my blouse and cardigan, his touch lingering.

We stood there in the quiet stockroom, surrounded by stories. Our own story, now written in sweat and scent and seed, was my favorite.

He kissed my temple. “The shop is quiet. I believe we have… perhaps an hour before the afternoon rush.”

I looked up at him, a slow smile spreading across my face. My body was sated, but my heart was hungry for more. For him. “What did you have in mind?”

His golden eyes glinted with a promise that made my insides flutter all over again. “I have waited an eternity to make love to my woman in a proper bed. I find I am impatient to begin.”

He swept me into his arms, carrying me out of the stockroom, up the narrow stairs to my apartment, leaving the dust and the dreams of others behind. We had our own dream to build, one long, lazy afternoon at a time.

The seven nights of the bargain had come and gone, and still he remained—mine in the quiet hours, by no contract at all.


Chapter 9 — The Binding Promise

He didn’t take me to my bed. Not right away.

Azrahel carried me across the threshold of my apartment, the familiar clutter of my small life a stark contrast to the being who held me. Sunlight streamed through the west-facing window, catching the dust motes dancing in the air. It was just past noon, a Tuesday. The world outside was normal, mundane. Inside, cradled against the chest of an incubus, I felt anything but.

He set me down on the worn Persian rug in the center of my living room, his hands firm on my waist until he was sure I was steady.

“You said… a proper bed,” I said, my voice still husky.

“I did.” He smiled, a slow, predatory thing that made my breath hitch. “But first, I want to see you in the light. All of you.”

His fingers went to the buttons of my cardigan, the one he’d just helped me into downstairs. He opened it with deliberate slowness, his knuckles brushing against the thin cotton of my blouse beneath. The air in the apartment was cool, and my nipples tightened instantly into hard points, visible through the fabric.

“You’re shaking,” he murmured, pushing the cardigan off my shoulders.

“Cold,” I whispered, though it was a lie. It was him. It was the way he looked at me, like I was a feast and he intended to savor every bite.

“I’ll warm you.”

He made quick work of the blouse buttons, parting the material with a soft rasp of thread against cotton. The fabric slid off my shoulders and dropped behind me. His gaze moved over the plain white lace of my bra, then lower, following the waistband of my skirt. His hands traced the same path, fingers finding the zipper at the small of my back. The metal teeth parted with a long, deliberate sound that cut through the quiet room. The skirt slipped down my thighs and gathered at my feet. I stepped out of it, left in my bra, panties, and the thick grey socks I’d pulled on that morning. The sight of them—fuzzy, practical, completely out of place—almost pulled a laugh from me. Almost.

Azrahel knelt. He hooked his fingers into the waistband of my cotton panties and eased them down my legs, steadying me while I lifted one foot, then the other. He did the same with the socks, his palms warm against my ankles as he peeled them away. When he stood, he reached behind me, found the clasp of my bra, and flicked it open with one hand. The straps slid down my arms. The bra joined the rest of my clothes on the floorboards.

Afternoon light poured through the window and struck my bare skin. I felt the air on my nipples, the faint draft from the hallway across my stomach, the way my own breath moved across my collarbones.

He didn’t speak. He only looked. His golden eyes moved slowly over the slope of my breasts, the soft curve of my belly, the faint scatter of freckles across my hips. It wasn’t hungry in the way I expected. It was careful. Like he was learning the shape of me all over again.

“You’re so fucking beautiful,” he said at last, voice low and rough. “This body. The way it holds you. I’ve never seen anything like it.”

He closed the distance but still didn’t touch me. He leaned in, nose brushing the side of my throat, and breathed deep. “Salt. Vanilla from those candles you keep downstairs. Soap. And under all of it—your skin. Warm. Real.”

His mouth found my collarbone, a slow press of lips and the barest scrape of teeth. A shiver ran through me. His hands came up to cradle my face, thumbs stroking once across my cheeks before he kissed me. The kiss was deep, claiming, the taste of him dark and electric, like ozone after lightning. My hands found his shoulders, fingers digging into skin that felt too smooth, too hot. His horns, cool and ridged, grazed my temples.

When the kiss broke, he rested his forehead against mine. “I want to hear every sound you make,” he said against my mouth. “Every breath. Every time you say my name. The bargain’s done, Lily. This is just us.”

He kissed me again, harder, tongue sliding against mine while his hands moved. One palm slid down my back and gripped my ass, dragging me tight against him. The hard length of his cock pressed against my stomach through the leather of his trousers, thick and unmistakable. His other hand rose to my breast, thumb circling my nipple with slow, deliberate pressure until I whimpered into his mouth.

He broke the kiss to follow the line of my jaw, then lower, until his lips closed around the nipple he’d been teasing. He sucked hard, tongue flicking the stiff peak, and the sharp pull of it shot straight between my legs. My head tipped back. A moan tore out of me.

“Yes,” he growled against my skin. “Just like that. Let me hear you.”

He switched to my other breast, sucking with the same steady rhythm while his hand left my ass and slid down my stomach. His fingers moved through the curls between my thighs and found me wet. He didn’t push inside. He circled my clit with firm, even strokes, the pressure exactly right, building heat with every pass.

“Azrahel,” I gasped, hips jerking forward into his hand.

“Tell me what you want.”

“You. Inside me. Now.”

A dark smile curved his mouth. “Impatient.” But he pulled his hand away. With a thought, the leather trousers vanished. His cock stood thick and flushed dark at the head, a bead of pre-cum already gathered at the slit.

The sight of him in full daylight made my mouth go dry—the heavy line of muscle down his stomach, the dark hair trailing lower, the sheer size of him. His eyes stayed on my face while I looked.

He guided me down onto the rug. The wool was coarse against my back, a real, ordinary feeling that anchored me. He stretched out beside me, propped on one elbow, and let his free hand roam. He traced my lower lip, the edge of my jaw, the hollow at the base of my throat. He cupped my breast, thumb brushing the nipple again, then dipped his head to lick and suck. His palm slid lower, over my belly, my hip, and then he pressed my thighs apart.

He settled between them, but instead of pushing into me he lowered his head.

His tongue dragged a slow, hot stripe through my folds.

I cried out, back arching hard off the rug.

“You taste like you’re mine,” he murmured, breath hot against slick skin.

Then he set to work. He licked my clit in steady strokes, sucked it between his lips, then flicked the tip of his tongue over it in quick, relentless passes. One hand pinned my hip to the floor. The other slid beneath me, fingers gripping my ass, tilting me up so he could reach deeper. He thrust his tongue inside me, fucking me with it, then returned to my clit with the same focused pressure.

The tension in my belly pulled tight and fast. My hands fisted in his hair, holding on. Every nerve felt raw.

“I’m—I’m going to—”

He growled against my clit, the vibration pushing me over. The orgasm hit hard, a deep, pulsing release that locked my thighs around his head. I came with a raw, broken sound that bounced off the bookshelves. He licked me through every shudder, every aftershock, until I was shaking and limp beneath him.

He kissed his way up my body, mouth hot on my skin. He paused to lick each nipple, to press his mouth to the center of my chest, then settled his weight over me. The heavy head of his cock nudged against my entrance, still sensitive from coming.

He looked down at me, face stripped of everything but need. No smirk. No distance. Just hunger, and something fiercer underneath it.

“Look at me.”

My eyes opened. I met his molten gaze.

He pushed inside.

The stretch was deep and perfect, a slow burn that filled me completely. He sank to the hilt in one steady thrust. We both groaned at the same time. He was so deep I could feel him against every part of me.

He stayed there, buried, body trembling with the effort of holding still. “You feel like everything,” he gritted out.

Then he began to move.

It wasn’t the hard, desperate rhythm from the stockroom. This was slower. Each pull out dragged against sensitive flesh; each push back in lit up nerves I didn’t know I had. He rolled his hips in a deep, deliberate pace that rubbed against my clit with every stroke. The friction built fast, heat spreading low in my belly again.

I wrapped my legs around his waist, heels digging into the small of his back. My hands roamed over his shoulders, down the hard planes of his back, feeling every shift of muscle.

“More,” I pleaded, voice already wrecked.

He gave it to me. His thrusts grew harder, faster. The wet sound of skin meeting skin filled the room, mixing with our breathing. He changed the angle slightly and the next thrust hit the spot inside me that made white burst behind my eyes.

“There,” I gasped.

He growled, low and satisfied, and drove into that same place again and again. “Your cunt takes me so fucking well. Say it.”

“Yours,” I sobbed. “It’s yours.”

His control broke. His thrusts turned wild, pounding, desperate. Pleasure crested again, sharp and almost too much. I felt the second orgasm building, pressure winding tight.

“Come with me,” he ordered, voice raw. “Now.”

The command snapped something inside me. The world went bright and silent for a heartbeat, then the climax tore through me. I clenched around him, pulsing hard, dragging him over the edge with me. He slammed in deep one last time and came with a guttural sound that shook through both of us. Heat flooded inside me, thick and endless. The feeling of it—him filling me, claiming me—sent another smaller ripple of pleasure rolling through my body.

He collapsed over me, full weight pressing me into the rug. His face pressed into the curve of my neck, breath scalding against my skin. His horns rested cool against my temple. We lay tangled, hearts hammering, the smell of sex and sandalwood and vanilla thick in the air.

A long time passed before he moved. He softened inside me and slipped free, a warm trickle of his cum following, sliding down my inner thigh. He didn’t pull away. He rolled us onto our sides, pulling me back against his chest, one arm banded around my waist. His other hand rested over my breast, fingers spread.

“The bed,” I mumbled, half-asleep already.

“Later,” he whispered into my hair. “Let me keep you here a little longer.”

We dozed in the patch of sun on the floor, skin sticky, bodies heavy and satisfied. When I woke, the light had shifted across the room. He was awake, fingers tracing slow circles on my upper arm.

“My kind don’t bond like this,” he said quietly, voice a low rumble against my back. “We feed. We leave. We stay alone.”

I stayed still, listening to the steady beat of his heart.

“This,” he continued, arm tightening around me, “the way your skin feels against mine, this quiet… I’ve never had it. I’d burn cities to keep it.”

I turned in his arms until we faced each other. His golden eyes were serious, the usual glint gone, replaced by something raw and steady.

“I’m bound to you, Lily,” he said. “Not because of any deal. Because I choose it.”

The words landed warm and certain in my chest. “I’m bound to you too.”

He kissed me, slow and sweet, the taste of it like a promise kept. Then he stood and lifted me into his arms like I weighed nothing. “Now the bed.”

He carried me into the small bedroom and laid me on the sheets. He climbed in after me, pulling the comforter over us both. We made love again as the light faded from gold to blue. Slower this time. He touched every inch of me with his hands, his mouth, his cock, learning the sounds I made when he sucked marks into my inner thighs, the way I shook when he licked into me again, the low groan he gave when I took him in my mouth and worked him until his hips jerked. Later I straddled him, riding him with my head tipped back, his hands gripping my hips hard enough to bruise, his eyes dark and locked on mine until we both came again, quieter this time, breathing each other’s names.

Afterward, tangled in the sheets with dusk painting the room, I traced the line of his jaw. “What happens now?”

He caught my hand and kissed my fingertips, his mouth warm and lingering. “Now you run your bookshop. I annoy you by rearranging the fiction section by color. We fuck in the stockroom when the mood strikes. We argue about which tea is superior. We live.”

“But you’re… immortal.”

“And you are my heart,” he said simply. “Where you go, I go. When your mortal years are done, we will discuss the next adventure. I have ways, Lily. This is not an ending. It is a beginning.”

The weight of his body anchored me to the mattress. His scent—smoke and spice and something darker—filled my lungs with every breath. The fear of the eighth night had lived in my chest for days, a cold knot just beneath my ribs. Now it loosened. His arm lay heavy across my waist, his thigh pressed between mine, and the future felt solid instead of sharp.

“I love you,” I said. The words came out steady.

He went very still. Then his mouth curved, slow and bright, the gold in his eyes flaring like struck metal. He kissed me deep, sweet, the tip of his tongue brushing mine. “My clever, brave, mortal love,” he whispered against my lips. “You have no idea what you’ve done. You’ve tamed a demon. I will spend every moment of eternity proving it was the best bargain you ever made.”

Outside, the streetlights flickered on, orange and salt-wet through the rain-glazed glass. My bookshop waited downstairs — the same shelves, the same Tiffany lamp, the same chalk ghost of a summoning circle on the boards. All of it changed. All of it mine in a way it hadn’t been before, because now I knew what it was to almost lose it not to debt, but to an ending I had chosen to refuse.

Up here, in the warm dark, the weight of his arm across my waist, I was home.


Chapter 10 — The Eighth Night

He didn’t move for a long moment, just held me, his smile softening into something wondering and raw. The amber light in his eyes wasn’t magic anymore — or if it was, it was a different kind. Not hunger feeding. Something that had decided to stay and was only just learning what that felt like. He kissed me again, slow and lingering, as if he had nowhere else to be. Because he didn’t.

“Prove it,” I whispered against his lips.

Azrahel pulled back, one brow arched. “Oh?”

“The bargain was for seven nights,” I said. My fingers traced the hard line of his collarbone. “All seven are behind us now. So technically, you’re off the clock.”

A slow, dangerous grin spread across his face. “Technically.”

“I want an eighth night.” My voice stayed steady. “Not because of a bargain. Not for a wish. I want it because I want you. Willingly. Surrendered. All of it.”

He rolled, pinning me beneath him, the solid weight of his body pressing me into the sheets. Dusky light caught the curve of his horns, throwing long shadows across the pillows. “You understand what you’re asking? No magic binds me to be gentle. No terms hold back my nature. You would have all of me, Lily. The hunger. The possessiveness. The eternity of it.”

I lifted my chin. “I’m not afraid.”

“You should be,” he murmured, but his eyes burned with fever-bright joy. “Since you insist…” He lowered his head, lips finding the sensitive skin below my ear. “I will give you everything.”

His kiss was different. Not the careful seduction of the first night, not the tender exploration of the last few. This was a claim. Hot, open-mouthed, deep. His tongue swept into my mouth like he meant to taste every inch. I met him with equal force, hands sliding into his silken hair, gripping the bases of his horns. He groaned into my mouth, the sound vibrating straight through my chest.

He broke the kiss, breathing ragged. “You touch them so freely now.”

“They’re part of you,” I said, skimming my thumbs over the smooth, warm curves. “I want all of you.”

A shudder rolled through him. “Careful, love. That is a language I have waited eons to hear.”

He kissed a burning path down my throat, over my collarbone, pushing the thin strap of my slip off my shoulder. His mouth closed over my nipple through the lace and sucked hard. I cried out, arching off the bed. The pull was sharper than before, edged with something raw and unrestrained. He lavished one breast, then the other, teeth grazing, tongue soothing, until I was writhing, hips rolling against the hard length of his cock through his clothes.

He shifted lower, shoving the slip up and dragging it over my head. Cool air kissed my heated skin. His gaze followed, scorching. He knelt between my thighs and looked his fill.

“Look at you,” he breathed, voice rough at the edges. His hands smoothed up my thighs and pressed them wider. “Open for me. All of you.”

Then he lowered his head.

His mouth on my pussy was not gentle. He licked a broad, wet stripe from my entrance to my clit, then sealed his lips around the swollen bud and sucked. Hard. I screamed, hands fisting in the sheets. Heat lanced through me, sharp and electric, coiling tight in my belly. He didn’t ease up. His tongue flicked fast and relentless while two fingers slid into me, curling, stroking that perfect spot inside with ruthless precision.

“Azrahel— I can’t— it’s too much!” I gasped, back bowing.

He lifted his head, chin glistening. His eyes were molten. “You can. You will. Come for me, Lily. Now.”

The command hit like a spark to dry tinder. The orgasm ripped through me, violent and sudden, my inner walls clamping around his fingers, vision blurring into streaks of blue twilight and gold. I chanted his name, broken and desperate, as wave after wave crashed over me.

Before the last tremor faded, he moved up my body. His cock, thick and rigid, pressed against my thigh. He was bare now, every line of him taut. He kissed me and I tasted myself on his tongue, salt and musk and him.

“More,” I begged, still shaking.

“So greedy,” he chuckled, dark and pleased. He reached between us, guiding the broad head of his cock to my entrance. I was slick, open from my climax, and he slid in an inch with shocking ease. He paused, forehead dropping to mine, breath hot against my face. “Look at me.”

I opened my eyes, drowning in molten gold.

“This is yours,” he growled. “All of it. Every thrust. Every sound. Every drop I spill inside you. You own me.”

Then he pushed home.

I cried out at the stretch, the perfect, overwhelming fullness. He was deep, so deep, the thick length of him forcing my body to yield. He didn’t move, letting me feel every inch, every pulse. In my mind the golden thread flared, warm and alive, syncing the beat of his heart to mine.

“Move,” I whispered.

He obeyed.

His thrusts started slow, deliberate, devastatingly deep. Each withdrawal dragged a moan from my throat; each return filled me so completely my toes curled. He braced on his forearms, cradling my face, watching every flicker of pleasure cross my features.

“You feel it,” he said. Not a question.

I could only nod, breath hitching as he angled his hips and hit the spot that made stars burst behind my eyelids.

“It’s forever,” he whispered, driving into me again. “Say it.”

“Forever,” I gasped.

“Again.”

“Forever!” The word broke into a moan as his pace quickened. The wet slap of skin, the creak of the bedframe, our ragged breathing filled the room. I clutched his back, nails biting into smooth skin, feeling the powerful muscles flex beneath.

He shifted, pulling me with him until he sat back on his heels. I straddled his lap, his cock buried to the hilt inside me. The new angle made me gasp, the pressure against my clit sharper, the stretch almost too much.

“Ride me,” he commanded, hands gripping my hips. “Take what you want from me, Lily. Take everything.”

I moved, tentative at first, then with growing confidence. I rose and fell, controlling the depth, the speed, watching his beautiful face tighten with pleasure. His hands roamed—cupping my breasts, thumbs circling my nipples, sliding down to where we were joined to rub my clit in tight, perfect circles. Sensation layered upon sensation, heat coiling low and tight in my belly.

“That’s it,” he encouraged, voice gravel-rough. “Use me. Milk my cock for your pleasure. Come all over it.”

His crude words sent fresh heat flooding through me. I rode him harder, faster, chasing the peak. His fingers worked my clit without mercy while his hips thrust up to meet mine, forceful and precise.

“I’m close,” I warned, voice ragged.

“Not yet.” Suddenly he flipped us, laying me back on the bed. He hooked my legs over his shoulders and drove into me with raw power. The bedframe knocked the wall in a steady, frantic rhythm. His eyes were wild, feral, locked on mine.

“Now,” he growled. “Come with me. Now, Lily!”

The command, the relentless stretch, the golden thread pulsing between us—it all crested at once. My second orgasm exploded, deeper, harder, a convulsive wave that locked my body around him and tore a scream from my throat. I felt myself clamp down, pulsing, slick and desperate.

With a roar that was more demon than man, he slammed into me one final time and spilled deep. I felt the hot rush of his release, the thick pulses of his cock, the full-body shudder that wracked him. He collapsed over me, weight heavy and welcome, face buried in the crook of my neck as we both fought for air.

Minutes passed. The only sounds were our slowing breaths and the distant hum of the city. The golden thread glowed steady behind my eyes, warm and unbreakable.

Eventually he rolled to his side, taking me with him, keeping me close. His hand stroked my hair, my back, memorizing me through touch.

“The eighth night,” he said softly. “And you are still here.”

“Where else would I be?” I murmured, nuzzling his chest.

He didn’t answer with words. He simply held me, and in that quiet embrace I felt the truth of his promise. This wasn’t an ending. It was a beginning.



The shop did stay open. The following week blurred into something almost normal, threaded through with the extraordinary. Customers browsed the shelves, unaware that the impossibly handsome, strangely attentive new “assistant” with the captivating eyes was an ancient incubus. Azrahel took to mortal life with amused fascination. He learned the coffee machine, though he refused to drink anything but the most expensive loose-leaf tea. He rearranged the fiction section by a complex system of “emotional resonance” that made no sense to anyone but him and, ironically, increased sales.

And we fucked in the stockroom. Against the poetry shelves. Once, perilously, on my old oak desk after hours.

The bond between us was a constant, quiet hum. I felt flickers of his emotions—sharp amusement when a customer tried to flirt with me, deep contented warmth when we sat together on the worn sofa upstairs, a protective spike if he thought I was tired or stressed.

It was on a rainy Thursday afternoon, the kind that made the bookshop feel like a cave of warm light, that he found me in the rare books alcove. I was perched on a ladder, trying to reshelve a heavy folio.

“Allow me,” he said, hands settling on my waist. He lifted me down as if I weighed nothing, then plucked the book from my grasp and slid it onto the high shelf with ease.

“Show-off,” I said, smiling.

“Merely putting my assets to use,” he replied. His eyes glinted, dark and unreadable. He kept his hands on my hips and didn’t release me. “I’ve been thinking.”

“A dangerous pastime.”

He ignored the jab. “The bargain is complete. Your wish is fulfilled. The shop is secure. But there is more I can offer. If you want it.”

A thin thread of anticipation slid down my spine. “What more?”

“Immortality is a clumsy word,” he said. His thumbs stroked my hips through the soft wool of my skirt. “It suggests stagnation. I prefer extension. A sharing of my essence. It would slow your aging, grant you vigor, tie your life force to mine. Not a conversion into a demon. You would still be you, my lovely, mortal-hearted Lily. Only for a very, very long time.”

I stared at him. “You could do that?”

“For you? I would move realms.” His expression turned serious. “There is no pressure. You could have decades as you are, and we would still have our forever, one way or another. But I find I am selfish. I want your mornings, your afternoons, your midnights. I want to see your hair turn silver not from age, but from centuries of wisdom and laughter. I want to argue with you about tea in a hundred different worlds.”

The offer hung between us, thick with the scent of old paper and rain. It felt like the final thread pulled tight in the tapestry of our bargain.

“What do I have to do?” I asked. My voice came out barely above a whisper.

A slow, sensual smile touched his lips. “The same thing you did to bind me in the first place. You have to want it. You have to choose it. And,” he leaned in, his breath warm against my ear, “you have to accept my essence in the most intimate way possible. Repeatedly. It’s a rather enjoyable process.”

Heat flooded my cheeks, but I held his gaze. “You mean sex.”

“Communion is what I meant,” he amended in a hushed tone. “The joining of bodies is the conduit for the joining of life forces. It will be intense. More so than anything we’ve shared.”

I thought of the future he painted. Centuries of this—the shop, his annoying and wonderful presence, his body moving over and inside mine. A love that had begun as a desperate gamble and had become the foundation of my world.

“Yes,” I said.

He blinked. “Just like that?”

“I told you,” I said, winding my arms around his neck. “I’m not afraid. I want it all. I want the centuries. I want the arguments. I want you.”

He kissed me then, deep and unhurried, a kiss that tasted of promise and power and a forever that was finally within reach. When he pulled back, his eyes held something like reverence.

“Tonight,” he said. “After we close. We’ll begin.”

We didn’t make it to closing.

As soon as the last customer—an elderly man who bought a book on celestial navigation—left, Azrahel flipped the sign to Closed and drew the blinds. The usual cozy gloom of the shop deepened. Rain pattered a steady rhythm against the windows.

He led me to the center of the shop, to the very spot where the sigil had burned into the floorboards weeks ago. The mark was faint now, a pale scar in the wood, but as he stood with me inside the circle of it, I felt a dormant energy stir beneath my feet.

“Kneel with me,” he said. His voice took on a resonant, otherworldly quality.

We knelt facing each other. He took my hands in his. His skin was fever-warm.

“This is not a spell you speak,” he instructed. “It is a wish you hold in your heart, and a surrender you offer with your body. Do you wish to tie your life to mine, to extend your years alongside my eternity, to walk the worlds with me as my consort?”

The old, formal word sent a thrill through me. “I do.”

“Then give me your consent. For this. For everything that follows.”

“You have it,” I said. My heart pounded hard against my ribs. “I consent, Azrahel. To you. To us.”

A pulse of golden light emanated from him—not from his eyes this time, but from his skin itself. It washed over me, warm and tingling, sinking into my pores. The air crackled with static.

He stood and brought me up with him. With deliberate slowness, he began to undress me. My cardigan, my blouse, my skirt, my underwear. Each article fell to the floor until I stood bare before him in the dim light of the bookshop. He did the same, shedding his simple black shirt and trousers, revealing the perfect, powerful form I knew so well.

But he was glowing now, a soft internal radiance that outlined every line of muscle and made his horns look like polished obsidian.

“Lie down,” he said.

I lowered myself to the floor. The old, slightly dusty rug felt rough against my back. He followed me down, covering my body with his, but he didn’t enter me immediately. He kissed me, and his kiss was a conduit. I felt a rush of energy, of him, pouring into my mouth—sweet and dark and potent. It flowed down my throat, spreading through my limbs, making my nerves sing.

He kissed his way down my body, and everywhere his lips touched, that golden warmth bloomed under my skin. When he reached my pussy, he didn’t just taste me. He worshipped me. His tongue delved deep, licking and lapping, and with each stroke another thread of his essence wove itself into my flesh. The pleasure built fast, a radiant, aching pressure. I was panting, my hips rolling, already hovering on the edge.

“Please,” I begged, my hands fisted in his hair. “I need you inside me.”

He rose over me. His cock—hard, thick, and glistening with my wetness—pressed at my entrance. The head was almost painfully hot. He looked down at me, his face a mask of fierce love and ancient power.

“Take my essence, Lily,” he commanded. “Make it yours.”

He thrust.

And the world dissolved.

It wasn’t only a physical joining. It was a fusion. I felt him—not just his body, but the vast, timeless expanse of him—flowing into me. Visions flickered at the edges of my sight: star-dusted voids, misty forests of alien trees, the echoing halls of forgotten palaces. His memories, his power, his very life force surged into me with every deep, penetrating drive of his hips.

I was being remade. Not into a demon, but into something linked. Extended. My cells danced with new energy. My senses sharpened. I could smell the ink on every book, hear the individual raindrops striking the pane, see the subtle shifts in the shadows around us.

The pleasure was relentless. Every nerve ending flared. He moved in me with a relentless, perfect rhythm, each stroke hitting deep, sending shockwaves of ecstasy through my newly awakening form. I clawed at his back, sobbing his name, lost in a sea of sensation that was both utterly carnal and profoundly spiritual.

“Burn for me, my consort,” he roared, his voice resonating with ancient power. “Take it. Claim your eternity!”

His words were the final trigger. My orgasm erupted, a blinding rush from my core that consumed everything. I felt my consciousness expand, brushing against his, twining with it in a golden braid of light and shadow. As I convulsed around him, he shouted his release, and I felt the hot, potent flood of his climax—not just seed, but concentrated vitality—jetting deep into my womb, sealing the covenant.

He collapsed over me, his glowing form settling heavy and warm, both of us slick with sweat and trembling. The golden light slowly faded from our skin, leaving us in the soft, mundane dark of the bookshop. But the bond in my mind was now a solid, shining cord, unbreakable.

We lay there for a long time, on the floor between the shelves of fantasy and romance.

Finally, he stirred and brushed my sweat-damp hair from my forehead. “How do you feel?”

I took inventory carefully, the way you handle something you’re not sure is real. Alive. More alive than I had felt in years — years of worry, of quiet, of my world narrowing down to a single room and a failing register and the smell of dust. The new sensation was not dramatic. It wasn’t wings or lightning. It was like a window had been opened somewhere deep inside me, and cold clean air was coming through.

“Different,” I said. “Lighter. Like something that was always pressing down on me just… let go.”

He was watching me with an expression so unguarded it almost hurt to look at. “The vitality will settle,” he said. “In a day or two you’ll feel like yourself. Only more durable.” One corner of his mouth lifted. “It is very difficult to misplace an incubus’s consort.”

“Is that what I am?”

“That is what you have always been,” he said. “Since the moment you looked at me across a chalk circle and did not run.” He tucked a strand of damp hair behind my ear. “I recognized you before I had words for it.”

I pressed my palm flat against his chest, feeling the steady, impossible heartbeat beneath. “What happens now? Practically. You live in my bookshop. You rearrange the fiction section by emotional resonance.”

“And argue about tea.”

“And argue about tea.” I searched his face. “For how long?”

He caught my hand where it rested against his chest and held it there. His eyes were very serious. “For as long as you want me. And when your mortal years are done — which will be considerably later than they would have been, now — we negotiate the next chapter. I am old, Lily. I have outlasted empires. I am fully prepared to outlast every argument about whether the Brontës belong in Gothic or Romance.”

I laughed, startled, the sound rising into the quiet shop and bouncing off the shelves. He smiled at it like it was a thing he was keeping.

Outside, the rain had eased to a thin drizzle. The streetlamps made halos in the wet. Inside, between the fantasy shelves and the romance shelves, on the floor of the shop where an old chalk circle still faintly scarred the boards, we lay tangled together in the quiet, and it was not a fairy tale. It was better — messier, rawer, mine in a way no story had ever managed to be.

He helped me to my feet. We dressed slowly, neither of us in any hurry to move from this particular moment into the next one.

“I think,” I said, working the buttons of my cardigan, “I’d like that cup of tea now. The absurdly expensive one you refuse to let me buy at the regular shop.”

Azrahel’s laugh was low and warm, a sound that had no performance in it whatsoever. He slipped his arm around my waist, his thumb resting in the small of my back, and steered me gently toward the little kitchenette.

“As my consort wishes,” he said. “Always.”

And as we walked through the bookshop — past the shelves he had memorized, past the armchair that still held the dent of both our weights, past the faint scar on the floorboards where everything had begun — the future did not loom or threaten. It simply waited, patient and full, stretching out before us in every direction at once.
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