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I thought book club was the most boring thing in suburban hell. Wine, gossip, discussing romance novels—what could possibly go wrong?

Everything, apparently.

I wake up naked on an altar, surrounded by my book club "friends" chanting in Latin. Turns out they're a demon-worshipping coven, and they've decided I'm the perfect virgin sacrifice. But before they can complete their ritual, Be'Leth appears—not to accept their offering, but to save my ass.

The rescue comes with conditions. I'm bound to him now, under his protection but also his claim. He's patient enough to let me choose: accept his claiming and become his forever, or risk other demons finishing what the soccer moms started.

"You were meant to be sacrificed. Instead, you're going to be treasured."

I got betrayed by suburban moms and saved by a demon prince. Guess which one treats me better?


CHAPTER ONE
ANNIE

The first thing I noticed was cold. Stone under my bare skin, air that smelled like incense and copper, and voices chanting in Latin so bad it made my high school teacher spin in her grave.

The second thing I noticed was that I was naked.

"What the fuck?"

I tried to sit up. Couldn't. My wrists and ankles were tied with silk scarves—the expensive kind from that boutique downtown where Karen always bought her "ritual supplies."

Karen. That fucking bitch.

My head was fuzzy, like I'd had too much wine, but worse. Drugged. They'd fucking drugged me. The last thing I remembered was book club at Karen's house, drinking that weird tea she insisted was a new blend from Tibet.

"She's awake," someone said. Margaret from the book club. The one who always brought organic wine and talked about mercury being in retrograde like it explained everything wrong in her life.

"Doesn't matter," Karen replied. "The summoning's already started."

My vision cleared enough to see them properly—twelve women in black robes standing in a circle around me. I was on some kind of stone table in Karen's basement. Not her normal suburban basement with the ping pong table and mini fridge. This was deeper, older. How long had she been planning this?

Candles everywhere, throwing dancing shadows. Chalk symbols on the floor that hurt to look at. And me, naked and tied up like a fucking sacrifice.

Because that's exactly what I was.

"Are you fucking kidding me? I thought this was a women's empowerment group!"

"It is." Karen pushed back her hood, revealing elaborate braids that she'd definitely copied from Pinterest. "We're empowering ourselves by summoning a demon."

"By sacrificing me?!"

"You're a virgin. Virgins are traditional."

"How do you even know I'm a virgin?"

"Wine night. You mentioned it three times."

Fuck. Note to self: never be honest at wine night. If I survived this.

"This is insane. You're all insane. Let me go right now and maybe I won't press charges."

"With what evidence?" Margaret asked. "You came here willingly. Drank the tea willingly. Who's going to believe you?"

She had a point. Twelve suburban moms versus one single woman who wrote romance novels for a living? The cops would laugh me out of the station.

The chanting got louder. The candles flared higher, casting everything in orange light. The temperature dropped another ten degrees, and my breath came out in visible puffs. This shouldn't be possible. It was September in California.

"Karen, I swear to God—"

"God's not invited. Only Prince Be'Leth of Hell."

She pulled out a knife. Not a kitchen knife. An actual ceremonial dagger with a black handle and symbols carved into the blade.

"Where did you even get that?"

"eBay."

"You bought a sacrificial dagger on eBay?"

"It had excellent reviews."

This was how I was going to die. Naked in a basement, sacrificed by a woman who bought ritual supplies online and thought essential oils cured cancer.

The Latin got worse, more mangled. They were pronouncing everything like it was French. The chalk circles on the floor started glowing red, which should have been impossible but apparently wasn't.

"Wait! Let's talk about this! What do you even want? Money? Power? Better sex lives?"

"All of the above," Karen said, raising the knife. "Blood of the virgin, freely given—"

"I'm not freely giving shit!"

"—offered to the Prince of Hell—"

"This is murder! This is literally murder!"

The knife came down.

Not on me. On Karen's own palm. She sliced deep, letting blood drip onto the chalk circle. The moment it hit the symbols, the world exploded into shadows and the smell of sulfur.


CHAPTER TWO
BE’LETH

I was having a perfectly good torture session in the seventh circle when the summons hit. Not a polite request that I could ignore, but one of those yanking demands that grabbed me by the metaphysical balls and dragged me through the planes.

I fucking hated forced summons.

I materialized in a basement that reeked of pumpkin spice, bad decisions, and virgin terror. Twelve mortal women in discount robes stood around a chalk circle drawn wrong in at least fifteen places. Amateur hour.

And on a stone altar in the center, a naked woman tied with silk scarves.

"What the fuck is this?"

The leader—fake blonde, middle-aged, wearing a braid crown that looked ridiculous—stepped forward. She was trying to look confident but I could smell her fear underneath the designer perfume.

"Prince Be'Leth! We offer you this virgin sacrifice in exchange for power and—"

"No."

"No?"

I looked at the woman on the altar properly. Red hair that was natural, not from a bottle. Green eyes wide with terror and fury in equal measure. Pale skin with freckles. Pretty, but that wasn't what stopped me.

It was the betrayal rolling off her in waves. The complete lack of consent. The drugs in her system—rohypnol, from the smell. These bitches had roofied her.

"She's not willing." I let my human mask drop, showing them what they'd really summoned. Skin going corpse-pale with black veins spreading like cracks in marble. Eyes turning solid black with pinpoints of red light where pupils should be. Horns emerging from my temples, sharp and black.

Several women screamed. Good.

"The ritual says—" Karen started.

"The ritual says 'freely given,' you stupid bitch." I stepped out of their pathetic binding circle like it was made of tissue paper. "You drugged her. Kidnapped her. Tied her up. That breaks the ancient laws."

"But we need—"

I grabbed Karen by the throat, lifting her off the ground. Her feet kicked uselessly.

"Wait!" The woman on the altar—Annie, I could taste her name in her terror—struggled against her bonds. "Don't kill them!"

I looked at her. "They were going to sacrifice you."

"They're idiots, not evil. Just... scare them or something."

Interesting. Mercy for those who betrayed her. Either she was naive or genuinely good. Given that she was tied naked to an altar, I was leaning toward good.

I dropped Karen, who gasped and scrambled backward on her ass.

"You have ten seconds to run," I said, letting my voice carry the screams of the damned. "If I ever see any of you again, if you ever come near Annie again, if you even think about magic again, I will drag you to Hell personally and show you what real sacrifice means. Run."

They ran. Robes flapping, screaming, tripping over each other to get up the stairs. Karen was the last to flee, and I made sure to plant a seed of terror in her mind that would bloom into nightmares for years.

Once they were gone, I turned to Annie.

"Hi," she said, which wasn't what I expected. "Could you untie me? It's really cold and this is super awkward."

Not screaming. Not begging. Not even crying. Just practical.

"You're not afraid?"

"I mean, I'm terrified. But you just saved me from being murdered by suburban moms, so you're already an improvement. Plus, would being afraid help?"

"No."

"Then why waste the energy?" She tugged at the scarves. "Seriously though, I'm freezing my tits off here."

I moved to untie her wrists, noting how she didn't flinch when I got close. My fingers were ice-cold against her skin—I knew because she shivered—but she didn't pull away.

"They betrayed you."

"Yeah, well. That's what I get for trusting women who unironically use the word 'blessed' in everyday conversation."

"You were friends?"

"I thought so. Book club, wine nights, yoga classes. Karen said she was starting a women's empowerment group. More meditation, manifestation, that kind of bullshit. I figured why not? Worst case, I'd waste some Tuesday nights." She laughed bitterly. "Turns out worst case was being a virgin sacrifice."

Her wrists came free and she immediately covered herself, crossing her arms over her breasts. I moved to her ankles.

"They were going to kill you for power."

"Apparently being picky about who I fuck literally almost killed me. There's a lesson in there somewhere."

Ankles free, I summoned my cloak from shadows—basic demon trick—and wrapped it around her. She pulled it tight, finally able to sit up properly.

"Thanks." She looked around the basement, really seeing it for the first time. "This is elaborate. How long were they planning this?"

"Months, from the look of it. The altar alone would have taken weeks to install."

"That bitch. I helped her move furniture last month. She was probably preparing to murder me."

"Not murder. Sacrifice. There's a distinction in Hell."

"Not to the person dying."

Fair point.

"So what now?" she asked. "Do you just... go back to Hell? Is that how this works?"

"Not exactly. You're mine."

"Excuse me?"

"They offered you in the ritual. I answered the summons. By the laws of Hell, that makes you mine even though I refused the sacrifice."

"That's bullshit."

"That's bureaucracy." I sat beside her on the altar. She didn't shift away, which was interesting. "You're under my protection now. Permanently, unless I release you."

"And why would you do that?"

"I wouldn't. You're mine."

"You keep saying that. What does it mean, exactly?"

I smiled, showing teeth that were definitely not human. "It means no demon can touch you. No human can harm you without facing consequences. Karen and her coven will suffer nightmares for the rest of their lives. And I'm bound to you until the claim is resolved."

"Resolved how?"

"Three options. I claim you fully—sexually—making the bond permanent. You release me, which would leave you vulnerable to other demons who can smell that you were an offered sacrifice. Or we wait a year and a day for the bond to fade naturally."

"A year?" She stared at me. "You'll be hanging around for a year?"

"Living with you, technically. I can't go far from you now."

"Living with— No. Absolutely not. I have a studio apartment. There's barely room for me."

"Then we'll get a bigger place."

"With what money? Do demons have bank accounts?"

"I have wealth accumulated over centuries. Money isn't an issue."

She was quiet for a moment, processing. Then: "What did you mean by 'claim me sexually'?"


CHAPTER THREE
ANNIE

The demon, Prince Be'Leth of actual Hell, was sitting next to me on a sacrificial altar discussing living arrangements and sex. My life had taken a weird turn.

"Claiming involves sex," he said bluntly. "Multiple rounds. My anatomy locking us together. It's permanent and irreversible."

"Your anatomy?"

He let his human disguise drop completely. His cock appeared through the shadows, and holy shit.

It was massive, pale like marble with black veins running through it. The head had a crown of what looked like soft spines or barbs. The base was already thick, swollen.

"Those are barbs."

"They compress during entry, flare during orgasm. The knot at the base swells after, locking us together for an extended period."

"Like in monster romance books."

His eyebrows rose. "You read those?"

My face heated. "Everyone does now. They're very popular."

"And you're aroused."

"I am not!"

"I can smell it. Demon senses."

"That's invasive."

"That's biology." He studied me. "The drugs are wearing off. You'll feel more clear-headed soon."

"Good. Because I need to think about this rationally."

"What's to think about? You have three choices. Pick one."

"It's not that simple! An hour ago I was at book club. Now I'm naked under a demon's cloak discussing whether to have monster sex with him or live with him for a year."

"When you put it like that, it does sound complicated."

"You think?"

He stood, offering me his hand. "Come. Let's get you home. You can think better when you're dressed and warm."

I took his hand—still cold, but not unpleasant. "How do we get there? Do you have a car?"

"No need."

The world twisted, shadows swallowed us, and suddenly we were in my apartment. I stumbled, grabbing the wall.

"Fuck! Warn me next time!"

"You'll get used to it."

"I don't want to get used to demon teleportation!"

But I was already heading for my bedroom, desperate for clothes. "I need a shower. And clothes. And therapy. Lots of therapy."

"The drug will be out of your system within the hour."

"They really roofied me?"

"Amateur dose. That's why you woke up during the ritual."

"Those fucking bitches."

I grabbed clothes and headed for the bathroom. Paused at the door. "You're not going to watch, are you?"

"Do you want me to?"

"No! Maybe. I don't know." I shook my head. "I'm still drugged. Ignore anything weird I say."

"Nothing you've said has been weird."

"I told a demon he was an improvement over suburban moms."

"That was accurate, not weird."

I closed the bathroom door on his almost-smile.

The hot water helped clear my head. I stood under the spray, trying to process what had happened. Karen had tried to sacrifice me. An actual demon had saved me. Said demon was now in my living room, claiming I belonged to him.

What the fuck was my life?

Twenty minutes later, I emerged in pajama pants and an oversized t-shirt that said "I Put the Hot in Psychotic." My most comfortable outfit. If I was going to discuss my fate with a demon, I was going to be comfortable.

Be'Leth was exactly where I'd left him, standing in my living room like a marble statue. He looked completely out of place among my second-hand furniture and romance novel collection.

"Sit," I said, curling up on my couch. "You're making me nervous just standing there like a horror movie villain."

He sat in the chair across from me, moving with inhuman grace. "We need to discuss the binding."

"I'm listening."

"You're under my protection. No demon can touch you without going through me. No human can harm you without facing consequences. Karen and her coven will never come near you again—I've made sure of that."

"Good so far."

"But I'm also bound to you. I can't return to Hell properly until this is resolved. I exist where you exist."

"So you're stuck with me."

"We're stuck with each other."

I pulled my knees up to my chest. "The claiming thing. Explain it more."

"Sex creates a permanent bond between us. You'd be mine forever—no expiration date, no take-backs. But you'd also be under my protection permanently. No demon would dare touch what's mine."

"And if we don't?"

"Then we coexist for a year and a day, after which the bond fades and I return to Hell."

"Leaving me vulnerable."

"Potentially. Other demons might sense you were an offered sacrifice. Some might try to complete what was started."

"So my choices are: fuck you, live with you for a year and then be demon bait, or release you now and definitely be demon bait."

"Succinctly put."

I laughed, slightly hysterical. "This is insane."

"Yes."

"You saved me though. When you didn't have to."

"The law required—"

"Bullshit. You could have taken the sacrifice. You saw I wasn't willing and you protected me instead." I met his eyes—those weird black and red eyes. "Why?"

He was quiet for a moment. "It was wrong. What they did, what they tried to do. It offended me on a fundamental level."

"Demons have morals?"

"This one does."

"About consent."

"About everything. I'm not a mindless beast, Annie. I'm a Prince of Hell. I have standards."


CHAPTER FOUR
BE’LETH

She was handling this better than most humans would. No screaming, no fainting, no trying to perform an exorcism. Just pragmatic assessment of her options while wearing pajamas with a ridiculous slogan.

"I need to think," she said. "This is a big decision."

"Take your time. We have a year and a day."

"Do you have somewhere to go? I mean, can you go back to Hell temporarily?"

"I can visit but not stay. The binding pulls me back to you."

"So you need somewhere to sleep."

"I don't sleep."

"At all?"

"Demons don't require sleep."

"That's unsettling. You're just going to be awake all the time?"

"I can meditate. Enter a trance state. But yes, essentially awake."

She groaned. "My apartment is 500 square feet. This is going to be awkward."

"We could get a house. I told you, money isn't an issue."

"I can't just move! I have a lease. A job. A life."

"All of which can be adjusted."

"You can't just rearrange my entire life because Karen tried to sacrifice me!"

"I can and will if it means keeping you safe."

She stared at me. "You're serious about the protection thing."

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

"I'm not yours. Not yet. Maybe not ever."

"The bond says otherwise."

"The bond can fuck off."

I laughed, surprising us both. "You're not what I expected from a virgin sacrifice."

"What did you expect?"

"Crying. Begging. Fear."

"I'm terrified," she admitted. "But you saved me. That earns you some benefit of the doubt."

"Even though I'm a demon?"

"Especially because you're a demon. You had every reason to take what they offered, and you didn't. That means something."

She stood, pacing to the window. The city lights illuminated her face in profile. Pretty, but more than that. Strong. Resilient.

"I've been saving myself," she said quietly. "Not for religious reasons. Not because I'm a prude. I just wanted it to mean something. To be with someone special."

"And?"

"And then Karen tried to murder me for it." She turned to face me. "But you saved me. A literal Prince of Hell saved me from suburban soccer moms. That's pretty fucking special."

"You're considering it. The claiming."

"I'm considering it." She moved closer, studying me. "Show me again. Your... anatomy."

I let the shadows fall away, revealing my cock in full. She didn't flinch, which was impressive. Most humans ran screaming.

"It's bigger than before."

"I'm aroused. It responds accordingly."

"By me?"

"By you."

"But I'm just... me. Normal human woman who writes romance novels and reads too much."

"You're a virgin who stood up to a demon while naked and tied to an altar. You're anything but normal."

She reached out slowly, then pulled her hand back. "Can I...?"

"If you touch me, things will escalate quickly. I haven't had virgin energy near me in centuries. My control is limited."

"What if I want things to escalate?"

"Then touch me."


CHAPTER FIVE
ANNIE

I was really going to do this. I was going to fuck the demon who saved me from being sacrificed. My therapist was going to have a field day with this. If I could ever tell her, which I couldn't, because she'd have me committed.

I reached out and wrapped my hand around his cock. It was hot, almost burning, and hard as marble. The black veins pulsed under my fingers. The barbs at the head were soft, compressed, but I could feel them move slightly.

Be'Leth made a sound that wasn't quite human. "Annie..."

"Does it feel good?"

"You have no idea. Virgin energy combined with physical touch... it's intoxicating."

"I'm going to be really bad at this."

"Impossible."

"I've never even given a blowjob."

"Your inexperience is part of the appeal."

I stroked him experimentally, and his hips jerked. "You're really worked up."

"Centuries of deprivation will do that."

"When was the last time you...?"

"Had a virgin? Three hundred years. Had anyone? Fifty years."

"That's a long dry spell."

"Demons have different needs than humans. But yes, it's been... frustrating."

I kept stroking him, fascinated by the way the barbs shifted and moved. "These don't hurt?"

"Not during entry. They're soft, designed to compress. They only flare during orgasm, and even then they're not painful. Just... intense."

"And the knot?"

"Swells after I come, locking us together. It ensures proper claiming."

"For how long?"

"An hour, sometimes more."

"An hour of being stuck together?"

"An hour of being connected as intimately as possible."

The way he said it made me shiver. I was really considering this. Considering giving my virginity to a demon on the same night I was almost sacrificed.

"If we do this," I said, still stroking him, "what happens after?"

"You're mine forever. Protected, claimed, bonded. Where you go, I go. Your enemies become my enemies. Your pleasure becomes my responsibility."

"My pleasure?"

"Demons take care of what's theirs. Your pleasure, your safety, your happiness—all my responsibility."

"That's a lot of pressure on you."

"I'm a Prince of Hell. I can handle it."

I let go of his cock, and he actually whimpered. "I need to think about this without touching you. It's distracting."

"Fair."

He covered himself with shadows again, but I could still see the outline of his erection. It was intimidating and arousing in equal measure.

"If we don't do this," I said, "you'll just live here for a year?"

"Yes."

"Watching me all the time?"

"Protecting you."

"What if I date someone?"

His eyes went completely black—no red pupils at all. "You won't."

"You can't just decide that!"

"You're mine. No one else touches you."

"Even if we don't have sex?"

"Even then. The bond exists whether we complete it or not."

"That's not fair."

"Fairness is a human concept. This is demonic law."

I flopped back on the couch. "So my choices are celibacy for a year or demon sex forever."

"Essentially."

"Fuck it."

"What?"

"Fuck it. Let's do it. Claim me."

He was on me in an instant, moving faster than humanly possible. One second he was in the chair, the next he was on top of me on the couch, caging me in with his arms.

"You're sure?"

"I'm sure I don't want to be celibate for a year, and I'm sure you saved my life. That's enough."

"This is permanent, Annie. Forever."

"I know."

"You'll be bound to a demon for eternity."

"Better than being dead in Karen's basement."

He kissed me instead of responding. His mouth was cold at first, then burning hot. His tongue was forked—because of course it was—and he knew exactly how to use it. The kiss was consuming, overwhelming, perfect.

When he pulled back, I was gasping.

"Bedroom," he commanded.

"It's right there." I pointed to the door.

He carried me—literally picked me up like I weighed nothing—and laid me on my bed. My stuffed animals judged us from the pillows.

"Really?" he asked, looking at a particularly large teddy bear.

I threw them all on the floor. "Don't judge me. I live alone and they're comfortable."

"It's endearing."

"Demons find teddy bears endearing?"

"I find you endearing."

That shut me up.


CHAPTER SIX
BE’LETH

She was nervous but determined. I could smell both emotions coming off her in waves, along with arousal that was growing stronger by the minute.

"We'll go slow," I promised, pulling her shirt off.

"I don't think slow is possible with that thing." She gestured at my cock.

"I'll make it possible."

I kissed her again, deeper this time, while my hands explored. She was soft everywhere, curves and warmth. When I found her breasts, she arched into my touch.

"Sensitive," I noted, thumbing her nipples.

"No one's ever—I mean, I've touched them myself, but—"

"No one else has ever touched you?"

"Some over-the-clothes stuff in college. Nothing real."

"Then I'll be your first everything."

"My only everything, according to you."

"Yes."

I kissed down her throat, taking my time. She deserved to be worshipped, especially after what she'd been through tonight. When I reached her breasts, I used my forked tongue to tease both nipples at once.

"Holy fuck! Your tongue!"

"Useful, isn't it?"

"It's insane."

I continued down her body, kissing every inch. When I reached her pajama pants, I looked up for permission.

"Please," she said.

I pulled everything off in one motion. She immediately tried to close her legs, embarrassed.

"Don't hide from me."

"I haven't shaved or anything. I wasn't expecting—"

"You're perfect." I spread her legs wider. "And you're dripping."

"That's embarrassing."

"That's arousing."

I lowered my head and tasted her for the first time. Virgin energy exploded across my senses—pure, untouched, freely given. It was better than anything I'd experienced in centuries.

My forked tongue had benefits. I could tease her clit with one part while the other explored. She tasted like innocence and need, and I was instantly addicted.

"Oh my god," she gasped, hands finding my horns. "Are those—can I—?"

"Hold on. They're meant for it."

She gripped my horns while I devoured her, using them to guide my mouth where she needed it. The fact that she was already taking control, already asking for what she wanted, was incredibly arousing.

I made her come three times with my mouth before pulling back. She was boneless, spread out on the bed, flushed and panting.

"Still want this?" I asked.

"More than ever. But seriously, go slow. I'm not exactly built for that." She gestured at my cock.

"You'll be perfect."

I positioned myself between her thighs. My precum was already flowing—more than humans produced, with special properties that would help.

"This will ease the way," I explained, coating her entrance. "It reduces pain, increases elasticity, promotes arousal."

"Demon lube?"

"Essentially."

I pressed just the tip against her. Even that was a stretch—I could see her entrance straining to accommodate me.

"Breathe," I commanded. "Trust me."

She did, and I pushed in slowly. So fucking slowly. The barbs compressed completely, but she could still feel their texture. Her virgin barrier gave way with minimal pain—the precum helping—and then I was inside her.

"Oh fuck," she gasped. "You're huge."

"You're taking me perfectly."

"I feel like I'm being split in half."

"Good or bad?"

"Good. Weird but good."

I started moving, shallow thrusts at first. Each movement made her gasp. The barbs, even compressed, dragged against her walls in ways that clearly surprised her.

"They move," she said, amazed.

"They respond to you. Finding what feels best."

"That's so weird."

"Still good weird?"

"The best weird."

I fucked her slowly, carefully, letting her adjust to my size. But soon she was meeting my thrusts, nails digging into my back.

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

"Greedy little virgin."

"Not a virgin anymore."

True. I fucked her properly then, using more of my strength. She took it beautifully, crying out with each thrust but never asking me to stop.

"I'm close," she warned. "It feels different. Bigger."

"That's because I'm hitting places nothing else has reached."

"Fuck, Be'Leth!"

She came screaming my name, her pussy clamping down so hard it triggered my own release. The barbs flared—still soft but firm, locking me inside. Then my knot swelled rapidly.

"What—oh fuck, it's getting bigger!"

"My knot. It's locking us together."

"It's huge!"

"You can take it. You were made for this."

The knot reached full size, stretching her impossibly. We were completely locked together, unable to separate. My cum flooded her—demons produced far more than humans, and with nowhere to go, it filled her completely.

"So full," she whimpered. "I can feel it in my stomach."

"That's the claiming. You're being marked inside and out."

"How long?"

"An hour at least. Maybe more since you're a virgin."

"Was a virgin."

"My virgin," I corrected. "Forever."


CHAPTER SEVEN
ANNIE

An hour and thirty-seven minutes. That's how long I was locked to Be'Leth's cock. And he wasn't passive about it either. The knot meant he couldn't thrust, but he could grind against me, and the pressure against my clit combined with the fullness made me come over and over.

"I can't," I gasped after orgasm number six. "I literally cannot come again."

"You can. Your body was made for this."

"My body was made for human sex, not demon marathon knotting sessions."

"Your body adapted perfectly. Look."

I looked down to where we were joined. My stomach was slightly distended from the amount of cum he'd pumped into me, but other than that, I'd taken him. All of him.

"This should be impossible," I said.

"Demon magic. It helps you accommodate me."

"Accommodate. That's a polite way of saying 'stretch me beyond human limits.'"

"Are you complaining?"

"No. Just observing."

His knot finally started to shrink. When he pulled out, the flood of cum that followed was obscene. It soaked the bed, my thighs, everything.

"I need a shower. And new sheets. And possibly a new mattress."

"I'll take care of it."

He carried me to the bathroom, ran a bath, and lowered me into it. The hot water stung but in a good way.

"This is surreal," I said as he washed my hair. "A demon is giving me aftercare."

"Your demon," he corrected. "And aftercare is important, especially after your first time."

"Was it... was I okay?"

He looked at me like I'd lost my mind. "Okay? Annie, you were perfect. You took my knot on your first time. You came six times. You held onto my horns while I ate you out. You were incredible."

"Really?"

"Really."

"So what happens now? Are we like... together?"

"We're bonded. Permanently. Where you go, I go. Your life is my life."

"That's intense."

"That's demonic bonding."

"Do you regret it? Being stuck with me?"

He pulled me out of the bath, wrapped me in a towel, and kissed me deeply.

"Never," he said against my mouth. "You're the best thing to happen to me in centuries."

"That's a low bar."

"It's not. I chose to save you. I chose to claim you. I choose you, Annie."

"Even though I come with stuffed animals and a tiny apartment?"

"Especially because of that."

We went back to the bedroom, where he'd somehow changed the sheets while I was in the bath. Demon magic was convenient.

"I should call in sick tomorrow," I said, curling against him. "I can't exactly tell my boss I was almost sacrificed and then claimed by a demon."

"You're never going back to that job."

"Excuse me?"

"You don't need it. I have enough wealth to support us both indefinitely."

"I like my job. I'm a graphic designer."

"Then work for yourself. But no more office. Too vulnerable."

"You can't just rearrange my entire life!"

"I can and will if it keeps you safe."

"This is going to be an adjustment."

"We have eternity to figure it out."

"Eternity," I repeated. "That's a long time."

"You'll love every minute of it."

"Confident."

"I'm a Prince of Hell. Confidence comes with the territory."


CHAPTER EIGHT
ANNIE

Six Months Later…

The knock at the door was tentative, nervous. I looked up from my laptop—I was working from home now, freelance graphic design and my secret romance novel project.

"It's Karen," Be'Leth said from the kitchen where he was making lunch. He'd gotten weirdly into cooking since moving in.

"She can't come in, right?"

"She can't cross the threshold. But she's persistent."

I sighed and went to the door. Karen looked terrible—weight loss, hollow eyes, hands that wouldn't stop shaking.

"Annie," she started.

"Nope." I started to close the door.

"Please! I need to apologize. I need to explain."

"You tried to sacrifice me to a demon for power. What's to explain?"

"I was desperate! My husband left me for his secretary. My kids wouldn't talk to me. The business was failing. I thought if I had power—"

"You thought murdering me would fix your problems?"

She started crying. Ugly crying with snot and everything. "I'm so sorry. I wasn't thinking clearly. The books said virgin sacrifices were traditional, and you were the only virgin I knew, and I just—"

"You just decided my life was worth less than your problems."

Be'Leth appeared behind me, fully visible to her. Karen went white and stumbled backward.

"He's still here?"

"He lives here. We're bonded."

"You mean he—you—"

"Claimed me. Yes. Best thing that ever happened to me, actually."

"But he's a demon!"

"Who saved me from you." I leaned against Be'Leth's chest. "Go home, Karen. Get therapy. Real therapy, not crystals and essential oils. And never touch magic again."

"The nightmares—"

"Will continue until you truly repent," Be'Leth said coldly. "Be grateful that's all I did."

She fled. I closed the door and turned in his arms.

"You were too kind," he said.

"Maybe. But look how things turned out. She's miserable and alone. I have a demon prince who makes me pancakes and gives me multiple orgasms daily."

"Today's count is only at two."

"It's barely noon."

"We should fix that."

"I have a deadline."

"You're ahead of schedule."

"Because you keep distracting me with sex so I write faster to get work done."

"Effective motivation."

He kissed me, and I melted into it. Six months of practice had taught us exactly how to drive each other crazy.

"I love you," I said against his mouth.

He pulled back. "What?"

"I love you, Be'Leth. My demon prince. My savior. My everything."

"Demons don't—"

"You do. You love me too. I can feel it through the bond."

"That's cheating."

"That's using available resources."

He bit his wrist, black blood welling up. "Drink."

"What?"

"Drink my blood. Become immortal. Stay with me forever."

"That's a big step."

"You just said you loved me."

"I do."

"Then take forever with me."

I didn't hesitate. The blood tasted like copper and smoke and power. The change was immediate—strength flooding my system, senses sharpening, mortality falling away like old skin.

"Mine forever now," he said.

"Yours," I agreed. "And you're mine."

"Forever."

We went to the bedroom to celebrate my immortality. Three times. With knotting.

Karen had tried to sacrifice me for power.

Instead, I got everything—love, immortality, and a demon who made excellent pancakes and gave me more orgasms than I could count.

Best failed sacrifice ever.
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