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Possessed by my Demon

I thought I knew everything about exorcisms. Latin rites, holy water, confidence, I had it all for my first solo case.

I was so fucking wrong.

Instead of casting the demon out, I pulled him INTO me. Now Maxphas, an ancient possession demon, is trapped in my body, experiencing every sensation through my flesh. Every touch, every taste, every ache of desire that builds between us until I'm going insane.

But when he manifests physically, dark and demanding and desperate, I realize the truth: I didn't fail the exorcism. I completed it perfectly.

And now I belong to a demon who knows my every secret fantasy.

"You pulled me into you, little priestess. That makes you MINE."

I thought I was saving someone else's soul. Turns out I was damning my own. Best mistake I ever made.


CHAPTER ONE
SYLVIE

The house looked wrong. Not obviously—just that subtle wrongness that made my stomach clench. The lawn was too perfect. The windows were too dark for 3 PM.

I sat in my shitty car for five minutes, staring at the front door and telling myself I could do this. The cassette recorder on my passenger seat had Father Murphy's voice droning through the Latin rites. I'd played it forty-seven times since this morning when he'd called, voice thick with flu, telling me I had to handle this one alone.

Six months of training. Six months of standing behind him holding the holy water like some altar boy while he did the real work. And now Tommy Morrison was possessed and somehow I was supposed to fix it.

"Fuck," I muttered, then immediately felt guilty. Probably shouldn't swear before an exorcism.

Mrs. Morrison opened the door before I knocked. Her face had that hollow look I'd seen on my mom during my dad's cancer—like she'd been crying so long she'd run out of tears.

"Thank God. He's… I don’t know. Something happened an hour ago. He started laughing and speaking backwards."

The smell hit me the second I crossed the threshold. Rotten eggs mixed with something sweet, like flowers left too long in a vase. My grandmother's journal had called it the "devil's perfume" which seemed dramatic until you actually smelled it.

Tommy's room was at the end of the upstairs hallway. With each step, the temperature dropped. By the time I reached his door, I could see my breath.

"Tommy?" Mrs. Morrison called. "The priest, uh, priestess?.... She is here."

The laughter that answered made my skin crawl. Too deep. Too old. Too amused.

I stepped inside and immediately wanted to step back out.

Tommy Morrison hung three feet off his bed. Not dramatically. Not spread-eagle like in movies. He sat cross-legged in mid-air like meditation, if meditation involved floating and having completely black eyes.

"Oh, this is precious." The voice coming from the sixteen-year-old's throat could have been centuries old. Male, definitely male, with an accent I couldn't place. "They send me a baby exorcist. Tell me, did you even bring the right kind of salt?"

I had sea salt. The blessed kind from Father Murphy's supply closet. My hand shook as I started pouring the circle around his bed.

"Sylvie Catherine Bell." He said my name like he was tasting wine. "Twenty-three. Still lives in that studio apartment above the Vietnamese restaurant. The one where you touch yourself while reading those dirty books."

My face burned. "Shut up."

"Last Tuesday you came so hard you had to bite your pillow so Mrs. Nguyen wouldn't hear. You were reading that scene where the heroine gets bent over a—"

"I said shut up!" The salt scattered from my shaking hand, breaking the line I'd been pouring.

He laughed. The sound was too big for Tommy's throat. "Your Latin is shit, by the way. I can hear you thinking the words and half of them are wrong."

"Who are you?" I managed to ask, trying to fix the salt circle.

"Maxphas." He tilted Tommy's head until something in his neck popped. "Prince of Hell, builder of towers, commander of forty legions, and currently very bored. Are you going to attempt the exorcism or just stand there smelling like vanilla body spray and fear?"

I fumbled for the recorder, hitting play. Father Murphy's voice filled the room with Latin chants. I opened my grandmother's journal to the marked page, trying to focus on the words instead of how Maxphas was now doing slow backflips in the air.

"Exorcizamus te, omnis immundus spiritus—"

"Im-MUN-dus," he corrected. "You're saying it like 'eye-MOON-dus.' Were you sick the day they taught pronunciation?"

I gritted my teeth and continued. The binding circle was almost complete. Once I finished it and said the containment prayer, he'd be trapped. Then I just had to force him out of Tommy and back to Hell. Simple. Except my hands wouldn't stop shaking and he wouldn't stop laughing.

"You know what your problem is?" Maxphas asked conversationally. "You don't actually believe this will work. You're going through the motions, but deep down? You think you're fucked."

He wasn't wrong.

I reached the crucial part: the binding verse that would lock him in the circle. My tongue felt too thick. The Latin words that had seemed clear in practice now swam on the page.

"Go on," he purred. "Say it wrong. I dare you."

I looked up at him. Mistake number one. His eyes weren't just black. They had depth, like looking into a cave that went down forever. And behind Tommy's possessed face, I saw something else. A shadow with horns.

"Continere te in circulum—" I started.

"Wrong," he sang. "Con-TIN-er-ay, not con-tin-ERE."

I tried again, but now I was thinking about it too hard. The words tangled. One syllable flipped. Just one.

The candles flared green. The salt circle exploded inward instead of containing. Tommy's body convulsed once and dropped to the bed.

And then—

Pain. Like someone was trying to crack my skull open from the inside. I dropped to my knees, clawing at my temples, screaming. Something massive and dark and ancient was forcing its way into my head, into my thoughts, into me.

Well, this is unexpected, a voice said inside my mind. Not in my ears. In my actual fucking mind. You magnificent idiot. You reversed the binding. Instead of trapping me in the circle, you made yourself the container.

"No, no, no!" I was sobbing, still clawing at my head like I could physically pull him out.

Oh yes. You opened yourself up like a door and invited me in. And now, little exorcist, we're roommates. In your head. Permanently, by the feel of this binding.

"Get out!"

Can't. Your botched Latin created a fusion binding. So strong that it hasn't been used in a millennium because it's so permanent. We're stuck together until you die. Maybe after.

I was going to throw up. I was going to pass out.

"Sylvie?" Mrs. Morrison's worried voice. "Are you okay? Tommy's awake!"

Somehow I managed to stand, to mumble something about the exorcism being successful, to stagger out while she cried over her confused but unpossessed son.

The moment I got to my car, I projectile vomited in the Morrisons' hedges.

Lovely, Maxphas commented. I haven't felt nausea in three thousand years. Fascinating how unpleasant it is.


CHAPTER TWO
MAXPHAS

She drove like a lunatic, taking corners too fast, running yellow lights. I could feel her panic like a living thing, fluttering against the inside of her skull. But more interesting was what lay beneath it.

Curiosity. Arousal. The dark little thrill that she'd never admit to.

Your check engine light has been on for three months, I observed, exploring her surface memories. Also, you can't afford your rent this month.

"Stop going through my thoughts!"

Our thoughts now. I can see everything, Sylvie. Every memory, every fantasy, every secret you've kept. I found a particularly interesting one. Oh, you didn't just fail at exorcising me. You wanted to fail.

"That's not true."

Tuesday night. You were reading that demon romance novel—'Claimed by the Crimson King', such subtle literature—and you thought, 'what if?' What if the exorcism went wrong? What if something possessed you? What if you were the one being claimed?

She slammed on the brakes at a red light. "That was just a fantasy!"

And now it's reality. Careful what you wish for, little exorcist.

Her apartment was exactly what I expected. Tiny, cramped, crucifixes everywhere like she was trying to ward off an invasion. Too late for that.

These won't help, I told her as she touched the cross by her door. You invited me in. I'm past all your defenses.

She went straight to her bathroom and turned the shower on full blast. Started stripping with shaking hands.

I'm still here whether you're clothed or not.

"I know," she snapped, pulling her shirt off. "But I smell like sulfur and I need to think."

The moment the hot water hit her skin, I made an embarrassing sound. Not out loud—she made that impossible—but in our shared consciousness.

Fuck.

She paused. "What?"

The water. I can feel it.

Three millennia of possessions, and I'd never felt what my hosts felt. I controlled them, used their bodies like vehicles, but never experienced sensation. This binding was different. I felt everything she felt. The water streaming down her back. The soap she rubbed over her arms. The heat making her muscles relax.

This is...

"Overwhelming?" She squeezed shampoo into her hand, and the scent—fake coconut and chemicals—flooded our senses.

Incredible.

She was quiet for a moment, processing. Then, deliberately, she turned the water hotter. Hot enough to sting.

I groaned, actually groaned in her mind, at the sensation.

"You really haven't felt anything in three thousand years?"

Physical sensation, no. I've possessed hundreds. Controlled them. Made them do terrible things. But I was always separate. A puppeteer. Never feeling what they felt.

She turned the water cold suddenly, and I yelped.

"Good," she said. But I could feel her actual emotions. She wasn't angry anymore. She was fascinated.

Her hand moved down her stomach, and we both knew where this was going.

"I need to. Uh. You can't watch."

I'm in your head. I'll feel everything whether I want to or not.

"Then feel this." She touched herself, fingers finding her clit, and the jolt of pleasure caught me completely off guard.

Sylvie!

"You possessed me. Deal with the consequences."

She was already wet. Had been since I'd mentioned her fantasies. Her fingers circled her clit, and I felt every nerve firing, every pulse of pleasure.

This is what humans chase, I marveled. This feeling.

"Never had an orgasm, demon?"

Never had a body that could.

She slid a finger inside herself, and we both gasped. The intrusion, the heat, the way her walls clenched. I was drowning in sensation.

"More?" she asked, and I realized she was enjoying this. Enjoying having me helpless, overwhelmed, desperate.

Please.

She added another finger, fucking herself slowly. I could feel her building arousal, the way her clit throbbed, the tension coiling in her belly.

I can help, I offered desperately. Let me…

The air shimmered, and I managed to manifest just a part of myself. Just my cock, solid and visible between her spread legs.

"Jesus Christ!" She jerked back, staring.

It wasn't human. Couldn't pass for human. Over nine inches, thick as her wrist, with ridges along the bottom and a swollen base that was clearly meant to lock inside someone.

Touch it. Please.

She reached out slowly, wrapping her small hand around the base. The sensation after three thousand years of nothing nearly destroyed me. Hot. Soft. Perfect.

"It's real," she breathed.

Real enough. Stroke it.

She did, her hand moving up my length, catching on each ridge. I was making embarrassing sounds in her head, begging and cursing in languages she didn't know.

Her other hand returned to her clit, and the feeling of her pleasure and mine created something neither of us expected. A circuit of need that built exponentially.

Going to—Sylvie, I'm going to—

I came first, painting her shower wall with black-tinged cum that glowed faintly red. The sight of it, the feeling of my orgasm through our connection, triggered hers. She came hard, pussy clenching around her fingers, my name on her lips.

My manifestation dissolved, and she slumped against the shower wall.

"What the fuck just happened?"

We happened, I said, still reeling. And we're just getting started.


CHAPTER THREE
SYLVIE

I didn't bother with pajamas. What was the point? He was in my head. He could feel the air on my skin whether I was dressed or not.

Your bed is uncomfortable, Maxphas noted as I lay down.

"My bed is fine."

There's a spring that pokes you in the back. You just ignore it because you can't afford a new mattress.

"Stop going through my head."

Our. Our memories. Our body. Our sensations. He paused. You're wet again.

I was. It had been since his cock appeared in my shower. "That's your fault."

How is your arousal my fault?

"You manifested a dick in my shower!"

You asked me to.

"I did not."

You thought about it. I felt you thinking about it. About what it would be like to touch a demon.

He wasn't wrong. I rolled onto my stomach, pressing my thighs together. "This is insane."

Yes. But you're not trying to exorcise me.

"I don't know how."

Liar. You have three books on emergency exorcism procedures. You haven't even looked at them.

"Would they work?"

Silence. Then: No. The binding you created is unique. But you haven't even tried.

"Maybe I don't want you gone."

The admission hung between us. I could feel his surprise.

Say that again.

"You heard me."

I want to hear it again. Tell me you want me to stay.

"I've been alone for three years," I said into my pillow. "No friends since college. No boyfriend since Julian.And now there's someone in my head who knows everything about me and hasn't run screaming."

I can't run. We're bound.

"You're not even disgusted by my thoughts."

Your thoughts are delicious. Dark and needy and perfect. His presence pressed closer, like being wrapped in smoke. You want to be owned. Possessed. Claimed so thoroughly you forget where you end and someone else begins.

"Yes," I whispered.

I can give you that. I want to give you that. Let me manifest fully.

"You can do that?"

With enough power. Your arousal feeds me. Your pleasure makes me stronger. His voice dropped. Touch yourself again. For me.

My hand was already moving. "What will you do? When you manifest?"

Everything. I'll do everything to you, Sylvie. I'll worship your body in ways humans can't. I'll fuck you until you can't remember your own name. I'll claim you so thoroughly that every demon in Hell will smell me on you.

I was circling my clit, building myself up slowly. "Tell me more."

My tongue is longer than any human's. Forked. I could tongue-fuck you while licking your clit. My cock, well, you saw it. Those ridges would drag against every nerve. And the knot... when it swells, it locks us together. You'd be impaled on me, unable to move, while I filled you over and over.

"Demons don't get tired?"

Never. I could fuck you for days. Would fuck you for days. I want to see how many times I can make you cum before you pass out.

I was close, fingers working frantically. The air in my room was changing, getting thicker.

That's it. Cum for me. Let me taste it through you.

I came hard, back arching, his name on my lips. As the pleasure peaked, shadows erupted from the corners of my room.

Yes. Yes!

The darkness took shape. First legs—backwards-jointed like a dog's but ending in something between human feet and claws. Then thighs, covered in skin so dark it absorbed light, marked with red symbols that pulsed like a heartbeat. His cock formed next, exactly as it had appeared in the shower but now attached to a body that made it proportional.

His torso was humanoid but wrong—too long, too lean, muscles in places humans didn't have them. His arms were proportionally off, reaching past where they should, ending in hands with too many joints and black claws.

His face...

"Fuck," I breathed.

Sharp cheekbones. Red eyes—not just the iris, the whole eye. Horns that curved back from his temples. When he smiled, he had too many teeth, all sharp.

"Not running?" His physical voice was deeper than his mental one.

"You're mine," I said. "Why would I run from what's mine?"

His expression went from amused to hungry in an instant. He moved—too fast, wrong, like frames were missing—and suddenly he was on the bed, caging me in.

"Careful, little exorcist. I might take that seriously."

"Take it however you want."

He kissed me, and I understood why humans shouldn't kiss demons. His tongue was longer, forked, exploring my mouth in ways that should have been terrifying but were just hot. His teeth nicked my lip, drawing blood, and he groaned at the taste.

"Virgin," he growled against my mouth. "You taste like innocence."

"Not for long."


CHAPTER FOUR
MAXPHAS

She had no idea what she was agreeing to, but her consent sang through our bond. Pure, eager, desperate.

I wanted to go slow. I wanted to savor this—my first time feeling human pleasure, her first time with something inhuman. But three thousand years of nothing had left me with no control.

I bit her neck hard enough to mark, and she moaned. The taste of her skin, the salt of her sweat, the iron of her blood, it was overwhelming.

"Mine," I growled, moving down her body. "Going to mark every inch of you."

My teeth left bruises on her breasts, her stomach, her thighs. Each mark made her wetter, made her squirm. Through our bond, I felt her desperation building.

Please, she thought.

Please what?

Taste me. I need your mouth on me.

I spread her thighs wide, my large hands keeping them open when she tried to close them from embarrassment.

"Don't hide from me. Ever."

My tongue was made for this. The length meant I could fuck her with it while the forked tip played with her clit. Her taste exploded across my senses.

"Oh fuck, oh fuck!" She grabbed my horns, using them as handles while she ground against my face.

I loved it. Loved her using me, taking what she needed. My tongue pushed deeper until it reached her cervix. The fork of my tongue flicked rapidly over her clit.

She came screaming, flooding my mouth. I didn't stop. Couldn't stop. Her taste was addictive.

"Too much," she gasped.

Never too much. You can take it. You were made to take it.

My tail wrapped around her thigh, the tip teasing her ass. She jolted but didn't pull away.

"What are you—"

"Everything," I reminded her. "I'm going to use everything on you."

The tip of my tail pressed inside just as my tongue found that spot again. The feeling made her cum instantly, squirting across my face.

"Good girl," I praised, finally pulling back. "Now you're ready."

She looked at my cock with a mix of desire and concern. "It's bigger than I thought."

"You'll take it. Your body knows you belong to me."

I positioned myself between her thighs, the head of my cock pressing against her entrance.

"Slow," she begged.

"Slow," I agreed, pushing in millimeter by millimeter.

She was so tight, so hot, so perfect. Every ridge of my cock dragged against her walls, making her gasp and clench. Through our bond, I felt both sides—my pleasure at her heat, her pleasure at being stretched.

"Too big," she whimpered when I was halfway.

"Perfect size. Made for you. Breathe, Sylvie."

She did, and I pushed deeper. When I finally bottomed out, we both needed a moment. I'd never felt anything like this.

"Move," she commanded. "I need you to move."

I pulled out slowly, those ridges dragging against every nerve, then pushed back in faster. Her back arched off the bed.

"Yes! Like that!"

I set a rhythm—slow pull out, hard thrust in. Each time, she got wetter, took me easier. My tail returned to her ass, pressing deeper this time, and her pussy clenched around me.

"Both," she gasped. "I want both."

I worked my tail deeper while fucking her pussy, and she went wild beneath me. Clawing at my back, biting my shoulder, meeting each thrust.

"My knot," I warned, feeling it begin to swell. "It's going to—"

"Do it. Knot me. Make me yours."

One more thrust and my knot pushed inside, swelling immediately. We were locked together, my cock pulsing as I came. And came. And came.

"So much," she moaned, and I could feel her stomach distending slightly from the volume.

"Not done," I growled, grinding against her. The knot pressed against her g-spot with each movement.

She came again, pussy milking my cock, and that triggered another orgasm from me. We were locked in a cycle—her pleasure triggering mine, mine triggering hers.

"How long?" she panted.

"Hour. Maybe more. Demon knots don't deflate quickly."

"An hour of this?"

"Of this," I confirmed, making her cum again with a targeted grind.


CHAPTER FIVE
SYLVIE

We didn't make it an hour. After forty minutes and more orgasms than I could count, I passed out.

I woke to Maxphas wrapped around me, his tail possessively coiled around my waist, his cum still leaking out of me.

"You broke me," I mumbled into his chest.

"You're unbreakable," he countered, but his mental voice was soft. "Though I may have been a bit too enthusiastic."

"You think?" I tried to move and immediately regretted it. Everything hurt in the best way.

"I can help." He bit his thumb, black blood welling up. "Demon blood heals."

"What's the catch?"

"It'll change you. Make you stronger. More resilient. More mine."

"More yours than having you literally in my head?"

"Different kind of mine. This would mark you physically as demon-claimed. Other demons would know. Humans with the sight would know."

I took his thumb into my mouth without hesitation. His blood tasted like copper and smoke and power. The moment I swallowed, I felt strength flooding my system, healing the soreness, making me hunger for more.

"Again," I demanded, pulling him down for a kiss.

"Insatiable," he laughed against my lips. "My perfect, greedy mate."

He flipped me onto my stomach, pulling my hips up. I was still dripping his cum from earlier, making the slide easy when he pushed back inside.

"Fuck," I moaned into the pillow.

This time was rougher. He used his full strength, trusting his blood to keep me from breaking. His claws left scratches down my back that healed instantly. His tail wrapped around my throat, not choking but claiming.

"Feel that?" he growled. "Feel how deep I am? I'm reshaping you from the inside. Ruining you for anyone else."

"I’m already ruined," I gasped. "Ruined the moment you possessed me."

"No," he corrected, thrusting harder. "That was fate. This is choice. You're choosing to be mine."

His knot swelled again, locking us together. This time I felt it differently—not just the physical sensation but something deeper. Our bond strengthening, solidifying into something unbreakable.

"What's happening?"

"Mate bond," he panted. "True mate bond. Rare for demons. Means you're mine forever. In this life and whatever comes after."

"Good," I said, and meant it.

When we finally separated, the sun was rising. I should have been exhausted. Instead, I felt energized. Powerful.

"Your eyes," Maxphas said, touching my face. "They're changing."

I looked in the mirror. My green eyes now had flecks of red, like embers in jade.

"Side effects?"

"Mark of claiming. They'll get redder the more we bond."

"And if they turn fully red?"

"Then you'll be something between human and demon. Not possessed, not transformed, but... evolved."

I turned to face him. "How long would that take?"

"Years usually. But with our bond?" He pulled me against him. "Months. Maybe weeks if we keep fucking like this."

"Then we better keep fucking."

He laughed, dark and rich. "My beautiful, corrupt little exorcist. What have you become?"

"Yours," I said simply. "Completely yours."


CHAPTER SIX
MAXPHAS

The knock at her door was unexpected. Sylvie had called in sick, and I wasn't manifested, just a presence in her mind. She threw on a robe, our combined cum still dripping down her thighs.

Father Murphy stood in her doorway, and I felt Sylvie's spike of panic.

"Sylvie," he said, his voice grave. "We need to talk about the Morrison exorcism."

"It was successful," she said too quickly. "Tommy's fine."

"Tommy is fine," he agreed, pushing past her into the apartment. "But you're not."

The moment he entered, he froze. The smell—sulfur and sex and demon—was overwhelming.

"Dear God," he breathed, pulling out his cross. "You're possessed."

Let me handle this, I said.

No, Sylvie responded firmly.

"Father, I can explain."

"The demon from the Morrison boy. It's in you." He started reciting Latin, and I laughed.

His pronunciation is worse than yours was, I told Sylvie.

She snorted, then covered it with a cough.

Father Murphy's eyes widened. "You can hear it. You're... communicating with it."

"Him," Sylvie corrected. "And yes."

"This is worse than possession. You've been corrupted. Claimed."

"Yes," she said simply.

The old priest's face went white. He looked around the apartment—at the broken bed frame, the claw marks on the walls, the inhuman amount of cum staining various surfaces.

"You... you mated with it."

"Him," Sylvie corrected again. "And yes."

"Do you have any idea what you've done? You've damned yourself!"

"Maybe," Sylvie shrugged. "But I'm not lonely anymore."

I materialized partially—just enough for Murphy to see my shadow behind her, protective.

"Impossible," he whispered. "A consensual possession. A mate bond. It hasn't happened in centuries."

"Surprise," I said through Sylvie's mouth, then let her have control back.

"Leave," she told Murphy. "I'm fine. Better than fine. And if you try to exorcise him, I'll stop you."

"The Church—"

"Can excommunicate me. I don't care."

Murphy looked between us, Sylvie in her robe with her changing eyes, me as a shadow of possession, and crossed himself.

"May God have mercy on you both."

"We don't need God's mercy," Sylvie said. "We have each other."

After he left, I fully manifested, pulling her against me.

"You defended me," I marveled.

"You're mine. I protect what's mine."

"Say that again."

"You're mine, Maxphas. My demon. My mate."

I kissed her hard, pouring three thousand years of loneliness and one night of belonging into it.

"And you're mine," I growled. "My priestess. My salvation. My everything."

"Your everything," she agreed. "Now fuck me against the door so the neighbors know exactly who I belong to."

I did. Loudly. Mrs. Nguyen definitely heard. We didn't care.


CHAPTER SEVEN
SYLVIE

Three Months Later…

"The possession is in the basement," the terrified home owner whispered. "It's been there for weeks. We can't go down there anymore."

I nodded professionally, though Maxphas was laughing in my head.

It's a lesser imp. I can smell it from here. Pathetic.

"I'll handle it," I told the family. "Wait outside."

The basement was exactly what I expected—sulfur stench, temperature drop, shadows moving wrong. The imp materialized as I reached the bottom step. Typical lesser demon, all smoke and threat with no real power.

"Leave, mortal, or—" It stopped, sensing something off about me. "You smell like... no. Impossible."

"Hi," I said cheerfully. "I'm here to evict you."

"You're claimed. Mated. To a Prince." Its voice went high with panic. "You're Maxphas's mate."

"That's me. Now, you can leave voluntarily, or—"

I let Maxphas manifest partially, his shadow rising behind me.

The imp fled so fast it left scorch marks.

That was anticlimactic, Maxphas complained.

"Not everything needs to end in violence."

Or sex?

"That's different."

***

Back home, we'd moved to a bigger apartment, paid for by my new career as the only exorcist in the state with a 100% success rate, Maxphas manifested fully.

"Proud of you," he said, pulling me against him. "You've become quite the badass."

"I had a good teacher."

"You had a demon literally possess you. That's different."

I kissed him, still marveling that this was my life now. Possessed by choice. Mated to a Prince of Hell. Working as an exorcist with insider information.

My eyes were almost fully red now, only a ring of green remaining. My strength was triple what it had been. I could see through demonic illusions and sense possessions from a block away.

I was becoming something new. Something that shouldn't exist.

He fucked me against the wall, because demon stamina never got old. As he knotted me, his tail playing with my clit while he whispered obscene promises in demonic languages, I thought about how a botched exorcism had given me everything.

Purpose. Power. Love.

And the best sex any human had ever had.

"I can hear you thinking," Maxphas said, amused.

"Then you know I'm thinking about round two."

"Already? I'm still knotted from round one."

"Demon stamina, remember?"

"You're going to be the death of me," he groaned.

"Impossible. We're immortal now, remember?"

"Right. You're going to be the eternal sexual frustration of me."

"Promises, promises."

He laughed, dark and rich and mine.

Forever.
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